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*****
If you'd asked me at the beginning of my senior year at Regan Hills High School what I was looking forward to about it most, I'd have told you: the end of it. I know a lot of people like to go on about how high school is some of the best years of our lives, and that we're supposed to embrace them for all their worth because we'll miss them when we're older. I don't really know how that story started, but I know it's fucking bullshit. High school is misery and psychological torture masked under the guise of getting an education, and that's if you're lucky enough to be popular.
Find yourself a few rungs down on the popularity ladder, and you're in for a shitshow from day one to graduation.
Find yourself at the bottom of that ladder? Yeah, nice knowing ya.
I spent most of my high school career about a step above that bottom, not quite the most hated kid in school but sure as shit not anyone worth noticing either. Nobody looked to gawky and skinny Ryan Collins with the short brown hair and the glasses as anything more than a low level nerd at best and a piece of background scenery at worst. I had friends to be sure, a mix of similar low-rung outcasts, and I had my share of bullies looking to make my life a living hell, but not as many as some other kids. The one big thing I might've been known for wasn't exactly something I boasted about (more on that later), which left me at a point of near-anonymity that was pretty fine going into senior year.
I was content to let the year just pass on by, keeping my head down and waiting for college to be my time to shine. I was plenty happy to put high school in my rear view mirror and never have to look back.
I probably could've pulled it off too, if some higher force didn't seem to have other plans for me in that first week of school, even if I didn't fully know it at the time.
***
"Ryan, can I ask you to stay behind for just a moment?" Mrs. Lynn asked me as class filed out for lunch. There were a few laughs and snickers by my classmates, but most were too focused on lunch to pay me much attention.
My throat lurched. It'd only been a week, not enough time for me to get in trouble, but it's never fun getting asked to stay behind.
Especially by Mrs. Lynn.
Mrs. Brenda Lynn would've been my favorite teacher even if she weren't the hottest teacher in school, but the fact that she was didn't hurt matters either. In her mid-thirties and still new enough to teaching that the job hadn't completely destroyed her yet, she was one of the only teachers I knew who actually understood how exciting history was and found ways of bringing it alive to the class. Beyond that, she was one of the few people who's been consistently nice to me. I first had her for World History last year, and seeing me down one day, she asked me why, and I was in a mood enough that I broke down and told her about the assholes who'd been harassing me during lunch. Instead of ratting me out or causing a scene, she just opened up her room to me whenever I needed a place to hide away. Lunch with Mrs. Lynn became a regular thing whenever I couldn't find it with my best friend, Tori, and I think that might've been the main thing that helped me survive junior year.
She was compassionate, funny, and smart, and, well, I mentioned ridiculously hot, right?
Yeah, that's probably the main reason all the boys in school and a fair few girls paid attention to her. With short bobbed blonde hair and a cute face with a pouty-lipped smile that could brighten up any room, her glasses give her a kind of naughty librarian look that'd get you hard on first sight alone. Give her body a look, her large breasts, bubble butt and narrow waist, and you can see why the rumors that she used to be a porn star before she got into teaching.
She wasn't, for what it's worth.
Yeah, I'm not gonna claim I was too good to try looking her up. Crushes came easily for me, and the chance that there might be naked pictures of one of them circulating out there I could jack it to was too good to pass up. Finding that there weren't any, though, didn't give me the feeling of disappointment I'd anticipated, but rather made me feel guilty. Here I was, trying to find naked pictures of someone I really respected and liked and had helped me out when I was feeling like shit.
It made it hard to look her in the eye, because I could swear it felt like she knew. I don't know how, but she knew, and outside of an amused smirk, she didn't say anything.
No, I had to be putting too much thought into this. Right?
I waited for the rest of class to file out before walking up to Mrs. Lynn's desk.
"Yes?" I squeaked.
She laughed. "You're not in trouble, Ryan. Far from it, actually. I wanted to ask you a favor."
A favor. Well, that was about the exact opposite of being in trouble.
I could live with that.
"Yeah?"
"You're one of the brightest students I've ever had, and I'm so happy that you tested into my AP class," she said.
"Thank you for suggesting it. I'd never really thought of trying out for it, to be honest," I said.
"Ambition's not a four-letter-word, Ryan," she said.
"I know, but, still, I never thought of it. So, thanks for that?"
"You're welcome. It'll look great on your college applications. As will this favor I want to ask of you," she said.
That got my attention. Anything that could help me get as far away from Regan Hills as possible was welcome.
"I'm all ears," I said.
"Good!" she replied, shuffling through the screen of her tablet. "While I know history and other subjects come easily to you, I've more than a few seniors who are... lagging. I know it's only the first week of school, but there are some people who weren't doing so well at the end of last year. Some who might be in trouble if these trends continue, and I'd really like to ensure that all my students will graduate with flying colors this year. So, I was wondering... would you be interested in doing some off hours tutoring?"
In truth, no, I really wasn't interested in doing off hours tutoring. I didn't like nearly enough of my classmates to want to help most any of them out during school hours, let alone on my own time.
"I'll write you a really kickass letter of recommendation if you say yes," she said, setting her tablet down and clasping her hands together pleadingly.
"And if I say no?" I asked, worried by what she wasn't saying.
"I'd still write you that kickass letter of recommendation, so, this is really more a personal favor than anything else. Please? Pretty please? Pretty please with sugar on top?" she asked, batting her eyes playfully. While I was relieved, it didn't help my problem.
If this had been any other teacher...
"Okay. I'll do it," I said.
"Yay! Thank you, so much. I've already got one student lined up. Can I give her your number?"
"Sure."
"Excellent. I'll twist her arm into getting in touch with you later today," Mrs. Lynn said, standing up from behind her desk. She closed the distance between us, wrapping me in a friendly and warm hug. It wasn't the first time Mrs. Lynn hugged me, nor was it the first time the feeling of her large breasts pressed against me made me need to shift my backpack in front of my groin.
"Thank you, again. You're gonna help a lot of people this year," she said.
"It'll, uh, be my pleasure," I said.
If only I knew how true that was.
***
Whoever Mrs. Lynn wanted to get in touch with me didn't call or text by the end of the day, so rather than hang around the library and hope for the best, I rode my bike home and vowed to enjoy the rest of my Friday.
Dad wasn't home when I got in, not that was much of a surprise. Mom died back when I was in kindergarten (a freak fire at her office), and though the settlement and her life insurance was enough to ensure us a comfortable life in the stereotypical suburbia that was scenic Regan Hills, California, Dad's never really gotten over it, I think. His industrial sales job worked him hard, too hard, I often think, twelve hour days up to six days a week, trips every other month that have him gone for up to two weeks at a time. He did this because it kept him distracted, and though I didn't think it was healthy, I loved the guy and let him do what he needed to do. When he was around he was a really great dad, encouraging me and taking me on adventures, but, well, that meant he had to be around.
I got used to his schedule over time, though. Back when I was little, his hours meant I spent a lot of time with our neighbors the Martinezes, but since about fifteen, Dad was fine with me being on my own in the house. I hadn't burned anything down in the times I was alone, he figured, so why keep bothering the neighbors? Since then, we were basically roommates; I'd learned to cook and keep the place clean while he worked his ass off so we could live this life, and he gave me the space to pursue my own hobbies.
Since those hobbies basically amounted to video games, comics and porn, I'm actually rather glad Dad gave me the space he did. Having to explain those to him felt like more trouble than it was worth.
After I locked my bike up in the garage, I went inside to my room, firing up my computer and pulling a brand new box of tissues from my drawer to keep beside it. While that booted up, I checked my Amazon account on my phone to check the status of a package. For my 18th birthday the week before, Dad had given me a small stack of Amazon gift cards and told me to go nuts, and not being the one to turn down that kind of freedom, I went a little nuts on ordering some new Funko figures, graphic novels and new games.
Per what I was seeing, the package was still out for delivery when I got home. I figured I could spend some time at the computer, jerk off a couple times, the package would arrive by the time I was done, I'd load up a game, and kick the weekend off in style.
At least that's what probably would've happened if I hadn't gotten a new text before I finished checking tracking.
Unknown: Mrs. Lynn says I have to talk to you bout tutoring
"Shit," I said.
I was hoping this could wait until after the weekend. I could've pretended I didn't see it, gotten back to them the next day and tried to arrange something, but I didn't want to let Mrs. Lynn down. I texted back.
Me: Who is this?
Unknown: Kaitlyn.
There were at least three Kaitlyn's in our class, but there was a sense of dread growing in my stomach that already knew who it was. I had to be sure, though.
Me: Which Kaitlyn?
Unknown: Fuck, Kaitlyn Pruitt, alright? Can we get this over with? Don't got all day.
Kaitlyn motherfucking Pruitt. It just had to be her.
"Shit," I repeated.
I'd known Kaitlyn for pretty much my entire life, I think. We went to elementary school, middle school and high school together here in Regan Hills, and for a while there, we might've even been friends once. Dad knew her mom from work, and we spent the odds and ends weekends playing together like only little kids whose parents know each other know how. She was pretty and nice and I was pretty awkward, so of course I had a crush on her. The crush lasted until about middle school, at which point my "crush" became more of a "crash and burn." Being beautiful and personable and making her way through puberty with a lot more grace than the rest of us, she became very popular very fast, and with that popularity, she wasn't so nice anymore. She became a cheerleader and seemed to embrace every possible cheerleader stereotype possible by being a stuck up bitch who looked down on everybody else.
There was a time once when I thought the old Kaitlyn might still be in there somewhere, but enough of her cold shoulder and public cruelties told me that I shouldn't get my hopes up for her being much more than a Grade A, raging 18-year-old bitch.
And now, here she is, the first person Mrs. Lynn wants me to tutor.
It's times like this I think fate's got a pretty fucking intense sense of humor.
I sighed, trying to figure on a good strategy, and then texted her back.
Me: Okay. I work you in sometime this weekend or early next week maybe. What works for you?
Kaitlyn: Wanna get this over with. I'm at the library now. Where the f are you?
Me: Not at the library.
Kaitlyn: Then get to the library. I wanna get this over with.
Like I missed the first two times she said it. The side of me that wanted to make good with Mrs. Lynn and get this project off to a good start seriously considered leaving for the library.
Then there's the part of me that remembered it's Friday, didn't give two shits about Kaitlyn Pruitt's schedule, and that I didn't want my package stolen from the front door as has happened a couple times.
Me: Can't today. Waitin on a package, can't leave the house.
Me: Sorry.
Kaitlyn: wtf? I am not gonna wait on this shit. Get over here right tf now!
Me: No
Typing that felt good, even if it meant I'd catch some fresh hell come Monday. She didn't type any response for a good long moment, the screen just cycling on the ... sign for a while, before she gave one last word.
Kaitlyn: asshole
Yeah, I knew then that Monday was going to be hell, but it was so worth it. Kaitlyn wasn't the kind of girl who took no easily, and it felt pretty damn awesome to be the one to stick it to her.
For a little while, anyway.
***
It was about half an hour later when I heard the knock at the front door. Kaitlyn's texts had put me in a foul mood, foul enough that I didn't get around to jacking it like I planned, but not foul enough that things couldn't have been saved with the thought of my package arriving.
"Sweet!" I exclaimed, whooping and pumping my fist because, yeah, I was exactly uncool enough to be whooping and pumping my fist when no one was around.
I ran to the front door and swung it open excitedly.
That excitement left the instant I saw Kaitlyn Pruitt standing there in all her glory.
Now, being a complete and utter bitch didn't mean I couldn't tell Kaitlyn was hot, because she was. Despite the perpetual half-sneer and resting bitch face, her face was the narrow kind of beautiful you'd find on a model. Large, deep brown eyes above a small pointed nose and pouty lips, silky black hair so straight you'd think it couldn't be real reaching down to her mid-back. Her skin was soft, unblemished and with just the slightest tan, but it was her body that really shone. When we were growing up together, she was always the scrawniest little thing, but when puberty hit her, it hit her like a ton of bricks. She now rocked what I'd conservatively assume to be a pair of DD tits and a real bubble butt of an ass that was nearly as insane as her boobs.
Standing in the doorway I could see she was dressed to accentuate all of her best assets in tight jeans, a faded pink t-shirt with a wide neck and a bare midriff, and a denim jacket on top that can cover her just enough to make it past the school dress code.
"You really left me out to fucking dry, you know that?" Kaitlyn said, storming past me into the house, dropping her backpack on the floor as she went.
"You're here," I said, still trying to wrap my head around what in the actual fuck was happening as I closed and locked the front door.
"Because you weren't there, and because Mrs. Lynn's got me backed into a corner enough that I'm here instead of getting ready for Addison fucking Gonzalez's party," Kaitlyn complained.
Cry me a fucking river.
This is what I thought. What I said was, "Well, I mean... how-"
"Oh, come on, I used to come here all the time, it's not like I forgot the way, I'm not stupid," Kaitlyn said. Her voice dripped with bitchiness, letting me know she wanted to be anywhere but here. All told, I wouldn't have minded her being far away from here either.
"Except when it comes to history, apparently," I joked.
Kaitlyn didn't like my joke very much, but instead of tearing me a new one, she just stormed over to her dropped backpack. Bending over at the waist, she unzipped the pack and rooted around inside. I loved the view and took it in welcomingly, trying to burn it into memory and hoping to use it for jacking fodder later; if Kaitlyn Pruitt was gonna invade my house, I was going to try to get something out of it.
"Mrs. Lynn, that bitch-"
"She's not a bitch," I said, defensive.
Grumbling, Kaitlyn said, "No... she isn't, but when it comes to shit like this? She gave me this paper, said you were supposed to sign it for each of our tutoring sessions to make sure I was attending, and that I was supposed to take a selfie of us together, studying, to prove it, it's like she doesn't fucking trust me and thinks I'm gonna cheat."
I strongly considered pointing out to Kaitlyn that everyone knew she was a notorious cheater, but I figured I'd dug the screws in enough already and didn't want to press my luck.
"Sounds like she thought that through pretty well," I admitted.
"Yeah, well, I'm not gonna let it ruin my Friday night, or yours, if you'll play ball," Kaitlyn said, getting up and showing me the piece of paper. Mrs. Lynn had printed it up on her own stationary, giving me ten boxes to sign and date for ten tutoring sessions.
"So, you sign this paper right now in all the slots, we both smile for the camera, and I'll be out of your hair and onto Addison Gonzalez's shitshow of a party," Kaitlyn said, forcing a smile that nearly interrupted her resting bitch face. I eyed the paper, seriously tempted to just do it to get her out of my hair.
I didn't, though.
"No," I said, screwing up all the courage I had.
"No? Why the fuck not?" Kaitlyn asked.
"Because I made a commitment to do this for Mrs. Lynn, and I'm not going to let her down," I said.
If there was an answer that would've pissed Kaitlyn off more, I don't know it. "That's not-"
"Fair?" I interrupted. "No, this is entirely fair. Cheating, like you're trying to do, that's not fair."
She put her hands on her hips. I didn't know people did that in real life. "If you don't... I'll get my boyfriend to kick your ass."
"You don't have a boyfriend," I interjected. "And though I'm sure you can get a boy to kick my ass, that wouldn't change my position. You honestly think I haven't had my ass kicked before?"
Truth was, if she did get a guy to kick my ass, I probably would've done whatever she wanted me to, but I was hoping it wouldn't go that far because I really, really didn't like getting my ass kicked.
Thankfully, she didn't call my bluff. Instead, she dropped the show of force, all anger leaving her as she looked to me pleadingly. "Come on, Ryan. Please? I've got a lot of shit going on, and I can't afford all the time being tutored."
Between cheerleading and hanging out with her friends, I was pretty sure she could've found some time for her education, but I didn't say this, because she then jumped in and said, "I'll... I'll be nicer to you in school. I'll get my friends to be nicer to you too."
As bribes go, this one wasn't bad. It could've made senior year one helluva lot easier, and I was sorely tempted to take her up. She must've seen my indecisiveness, because she started rocking back and forth on her feet in anticipation.
Finally, I said, "I'm sorry, but I still... is tutoring really all that bad? So bad you gotta bribe your way out of it?"



"Oh, fuck, come one!" she said, throwing her hands up in the air and walking back to her backpack. I was glad I held firm, glad that I saw through her act, but beginning to wonder if it wouldn't just be easier to talk to Mrs. Lynn about what a pain Kaitlyn was being and finding another student I could tutor.
I was about to tell Kaitlyn as much when she turned around and gave me an offer I didn't see coming.
"Fine, would you sign the form for a handjob?"
If it was impossible to pick my jaw off the floor, it was only because it hit with enough force to break through to the basement.
"What?" I asked.
"Look, I know you look at me like all the other boys do, so this has gotta be some kind of sick nerdy fantasy for you, right? Sign the form, and right here, right now, I'll give you a handjob," she said. Impressively, she was able to hide whatever disgust she might've had for jacking me off. She wasn't exactly enthusiastic, but I knew she was 100% serious.
I considered how much my morals meant to me and weighed that against this being the closest I'd ever been to losing my virginity, and in the end, the choice was clear.
"Handjob first," I said.
Disgruntled, but seeing an in, she said, "Fine."
"And can we at least go to my bedroom? I don't want my dad wandering in and catching us," I said.
"Sure," Kaitlyn said, leading the way back to my room as if it hadn't been years since she'd been here. She took a quick look around my room, at the movie and game posters, my shelves full of books, comics and figures, nodding softly as if this is exactly the sort of room she expected.
While she did this, I was doing everything in my power to convince myself this was actually happening, up to and including pinching myself to make sure I wasn't dreaming. I knew I wasn't, but, still, it was so fucking surreal I had to be sure. My swelling cock told me that it was real, though, and I was as ready to follow its instructions as ever.
I closed the door behind us turned to Kaitlyn, doing everything I could to keep my heart from jumping into my throat.
"So, uh, do I take my pants off here, or there, or which side do you want me to sit on?" I asked nervously.
"So you're a virgin, right?" she said.
"That obvious?" I asked.
"More obvious than that, actually. Just sit down here, unzip your pants and let's get this over with," Kaitlyn said, patting the bed beside her. Looking around, she quickly grabbed the box of tissues on my desk.
Nervously, I sat beside her, unbuckling my belt and unzipping my jeans, my briefs the only thing covering my now rock hard cock. I'd never been naked around a girl before, didn't know how she'd react when she finally saw, well, me.
Urgently, she pulled at the elastic of my underwear, pulling it down. "One great thing about virgins, at least, you don't usually last- HOLY SHIT!"
Now remember earlier when I said I had one thing that might've made me noteworthy if anybody knew about it? Yeah, I was talking about my cock. While I knew I wasn't much to look at, I knew I had a pretty impressive cock. Ten inches and almost as thick as a soda can, I was proud of it.
And now every inch of it was pointed up at Kaitlyn Pruitt, a bead of precum already formed on the tip.
She was at a clear lack of words as she looked at it. "I, uh... wow. Fuck, that's... wow. How is it exactly you've never, uh, had sex before?"
"Because I'd have to get a date first," I said.
"You don't need to go on a date to have sex," she said.
"No, but it helps to get to this step," I said.
"Huh," she said. "Makes sense."
Confidently, she reached out and took the head in her hand, rubbing it back and forth and smearing precum around. I groaned softly, my cock twitching at her touch.
"Fuck, I can't even get my hand all the way around it," she said, slowly jacking it up and down, taking agonizingly long to get from the head to the base. Her other hand cups my balls. "Fuck, even these are huge. I just can't believe it."
"Believe what?" I could barely ask as she started to pick up her pace, jacking me with one hand while her other fondled my balls.
"That this cock has gone completely untouched-"
"Not completely."
"Well, that I've never seen it. I mean, I like to think I'm a pretty accomplished slut, but I've never seen a cock this fucking big before," she said, jacking me even harder. I was in heaven as she used her "accomplished slut" skills to jack me better than I'd ever jacked myself before, twisting her hand delicately and applying just the right amount of pressure. I might've just come then and there at having one of the school's hottest and sluttiest cheerleaders jacking me off, if she hadn't kept talking.
"You know you could've gotten all the dates you wanted just waving this around at school, right? I mean, Regan Hills High is pretty much fucking slut central," Kaitlyn continued.
"It's... not... that... easy..." I croaked.
"No, it really is," she said. My cock was slick with precum now, and I knew I wouldn't last much longer.
Kaitlyn, her mouth watering, seemed to have other plans.
"Fuck it, I need this in my mouth, right now," she said, bobbing her head and taking the head of my cock in her mouth. I might've yelped with surprise, but she didn't let on that she cared, looking up into my eyes as her mouth stretched obscenely around the head of my cock.
Then, with practiced motion, she slid nearly half of its length into her mouth with one bob, then on the next getting it all the way down her throat. If I thought that her handjob skills were excellent, they had nothing on her blowjobs. Kaitlyn was a fucking blowjob artist, sliding up and down my shaft with a practiced grace. Coming up for air at one point, her her face was a mask of pure obscenity, tears streaking her makeup down her face, thick strands of saliva and precum connecting her perfect cocksucking lips to the head of my dick. Steadfastly, she caught her breath and then went back to swallowing my cock. I put my hand on the back of her head, running it through her hair and guiding her, and for once, she didn't have a bitchy response, groaning in kind as she went faster.
Coming up for air again, she said, "Tell me when you're gonna cum, alright?"
"Soon," I moaned, pulling her by her hair back to my cock. She took it back into her mouth, sucking harder and harder, slurping her tongue around the head.
I bucked my hips, grabbing her hair tight, "I'm cumming, I'm cumming, I'M CUMMING, FUCK!"
I thought she wanted to know so she could get out of its way, but she didn't, only sucking harder as I fired shot after shot of thick cum deep down her throat. I don't think I'd ever cum this much in my life before, and I don't think she was ready for it either, because after the first few heavy spurts, she gave up on swallowing and lifted her head from my cock. I wasn't done cumming, though, not by a long shot as more shots blasted across her lips, her face, her neck and even down onto her shirt. She continued to jack me, aiming as much as she could into her mouth, before I was finally spent.
I collapsed onto the bed, feeling like I'd just run a marathon. A marathon that ended with the biggest fucking orgasm I'd ever had instead of with me tired from running, but one that had me spent all the same.
I just had my very first blowjob. From Kaitlyn fucking Pruitt! And it was amazing.
On my back, staring at the ceiling, I started laughing at the insanity of it all.
"Fuck, that's a lot of cum," she said, running her fingers through the splashes on her face, collecting some of it up on her fingers and putting it into her mouth, sucking deeply. Her eyes lidded over as she swallowed more and more cum, her hand shaking with anticipation as she took each new drop. "God your cum tastes good. So thick..."
"Thanks?" I said.
"Yeah, you're fucking welcome. God, this cock is amazing. And I'm a fucking mess. Fuck, my shirt!" she exclaimed, finally looking down and seeing the mess I'd made across her tits.
"Sorry," I said, still beyond single words.
Kaitlyn got up from the bed, going for the door. "You guys haven't moved the laundry room, have you?"
"No," I said.
"Good, I need to clean this shit off before it sets in," she said. She disappeared down the hall, leaving me with my deflating cock lying back on the bed, staring at the ceiling and still wondering this was real. There was every chance that even if it was, that there was a cruel joke whose punchline had yet to be sprung, but right now, I was still bathing in the afterglow of having my cock sucked. No, of having my cock sucked by Kaitlyn Pruitt.
I told myself that this didn't make up for her years of cruelty, that deep down she was still the bitch she always was to me, but it was difficult not cutting her a little slack since, after all, that was a pretty fucking great blowjob. Fuck, even thinking about it started getting me hard again, my cock bobbing to life slowly. I'd have to sign her form since she more than held up her end of the bargain, but-
"No fucking way. You're hard, again?" Kaitlyn asked.
I got up on my elbows enough to see Kaitlyn standing in the doorway, missing her shirt and jacket and standing in front of me with only a black bra covering her massive tits. She'd cleaned her face, and... was it possible she's smiling?
"Is that something I say sorry for?" I asked.
"No. No it isn't. God, every guy I've been with is fucking useless after he cums. Jocks and players and every guy who thinks he's a piece of hot shit," she said, closing the door behind her. Steadily, she kicked off her boots.
"But you?" she continued. "A skinny little nerd, packing the biggest fucking cock I've ever seen, and it won't fucking go down? You're a miracle. You got a gift there that needs to be shared with the world. Before that, though, take off your shirt. "
"Why?" I asked.
"Because I'm gonna sit on your face, and it might get a little messy. I sucked your cock, and you better return the favor," she said, unbuckling her belt and sliding down her pants. She stood before me in only her bra and matching panties, the hottest woman I'd ever seen, and though I hadn't thought much about ever eating a girl's pussy, for her, I was eager to find out what it was like.
I listened to her, taking off my shirt. Nodding and biting her lip through a smile, Kaitlyn slid her panties to the floor. Her pussy, shaved bare and glistening with moisture, looked like the juiciest pussy I'd ever seen, way better than anything online.
Giggling, Kaitlyn pushed me back on the bed, climbing up next to me. On her knees beside my head, I got to see her throbbing pussy up close and personal, its lips engorged and parting slightly with anticipation. She was practically dripping and looked utterly delicious. I caught her scent, the musky, enticing odor, and I suddenly understood the appeal. I wanted my mouth on her pussy, and Kaitlyn was happy to deliver.
She straddled my head, kneeling onto my face as I tentatively stuck my tongue upward, licking at her dripping folds. If anything, the taste was even better than I imagined, sweet and tangy. I dove in, wrapping my arms around her thighs and pulling her onto my face, sticking my tongue deep into her as I ran it back and forth along her slit.
"Fuck, yes, eat that fucking cunt, eat it you little... fuck! Right there, forward more, find that clit, yeah, like that, like that, fucking fuck, devour my fucking cunt! Yes, yes, right there" she cried out, her voice getting progressively higher as I continued to dive in. Her thighs, weakening, started to give out, forcing more of her weight onto my face. I was starting to lose my breath, but she shifted her position just enough to let me breath, fully digging into her sopping cunt with my lips and tongue.
"You still got a lot to learn, but you've... OH FUCK, you've got enthusiasm, god, oh god, oh god, right there, yeah, god you've got enthusiasm, not like any of the guys here, god, I'm sorry I treated you like shit all these years, I'm sorry I tried to make you cheat, I'm sorry for everything I ever said to you, just, oh fuck, keep eating my tight little pussy, MAKE ME CUM YOU MOTHERFUCKER!" she screamed, grinding her cunt into my face.
I took her challenge and dove in with more ferocity, licking up and down, back and forth, forcing my tongue as deep into her as I could and rocking back and forth, fucking her with my tongue as she bucked and moaned. At one point, she rocked her hips so that her pussy was completely away from my mouth, and instead I was staring at her glorious ass, her cheeks spread apart, her tight little asshole winking at me as she flexed. On instinct, I dove in and started licking her asshole. It was a different taste, but not bad at all.
Her body went rigid, and she moaned even deeper, rocking her hips so I was able to really dig into her ass.
"Oh, fuck, you're dirty, aren't you, Ryan? Fuck, I never knew you were so dirty, I never knew, I wish I knew, fuck, fuck, fuck...
She looked over down at me, smiling and repositioning her pussy over my mouth. I returned to eating her out, licking wherever got the best reactions, whatever made her tense, or shudder, or coo and curse. After a while, she was beyond words, just grunting and groaning and growling like a beast, forcing her pussy onto my mouth until she finally screamed.
"FUCKING FUCK!"
A torrent of pussy juice gushed all over my face and mouth as she screamed, and with one great lurch her body started to shake. Her orgasm went on for what felt like hours from down here, but must have only been about a minute before she collapsed onto me.
We lay like this for a while, her face down on me upside down, licking, kissing my cock while I lazily lapped at her pussy. Finally regaining some of her strength, she rolled off of me, wobbling to her feet and pulling off my pants. From my vantage point, I wasn't in the mood to argue with her.
"You're just, fuck, you're, wow, I mean... wow... you still got some stuff to learn, but, wow. Thank you for rimming my ass; not a lot of guys will do that," Kaitlyn said as she bent over and grabbed my pants.
"Well, I'm not like other guys?" I said, trying to sound mysterious and cool and probably failing at sounding like either.
"No, you're not," she said, standing up, smiling broadly and carrying something.
"That my phone?" I asked.
"Yeah," she replied, tapping its screen a number of times.
"What's that for?" I asked.
"I thought a picture would be best to commemorate such an important occasion," she said, climbing back onto the bed beside me.
"What's the occasion?" I asked.
Reaching behind her back, she unclasped her bra, dropping it to the bed and revealing her tits to me for the first time. I'd imagined for a long time what they'd look like, and they did not disappoint, every bit as large and round and firm as I'd imagined, though my DD estimate was definitely on the low end. Her nipples had large brown areolas, all focusing on the firm nipples that pointed out at me like bullets. I knew what was going to happen, but even so, it was nice to hear.
"Today's the day I make a fucking man out of you," Kaitlyn said, straddling my hips so that her pussy was inches away from my cock. She rocked her hips teasingly, rolling the pussy lips against my shaft, coating me with her juices. She rested her cunt up against my cockhead, still teasing, rocking and rotating around, letting me feel her warmth and wetness but never letting me in.
"So, are you ready, Ryan? Are you ready to lose your virginity? Ready to see if that big, fat cock of yours'll fit in my tight little cunt? Think you're man enough to be a man?" she taunted, grinding her cunt up against me. The pleasure was agonizing, but I knew my answer.
The moment my cockhead pierced her lips again, I grabbed her hips and said, "Yes."
I pulled her, squealing, against me, forcing the head inside.
"Holy fuck!" I said, watching as my cock was now at least partially inside someone else. I'd done it, I was no longer a virgin. Her pussy was hot, wet, and so, so fucking tight. I knew she'd been around a lot, so I'd kinda thought she'd be loose, but, fuck, whatever cheerleading exercises she did must've made her so tight it almost hurt.
Almost. It felt like my cock was being squeezed by the most exquisite glove, her slight gyrations sending pulses of pleasure through the head.
There was the click of a camera as Kaitlyn took a selfie. Then, with sudden speed, she dropped down, burying my entire ten inches inside of her. If I thought I was in heaven with just the head in, then I must've been on some higher plane beyond heaven like this.
"FUUUUUUUUUUCK!" we both groaned out as we settled together. Then, once both of our heads cleared for a moment, we laughed at using the same word.
"Fuck, you're tight," I said.
"Fuck, you're big!" she said, raising her arm to take another picture of my cock now buried completely in her before she tossed my phone back on the floor. We stayed conjoined like that for a moment, both of us trying to figure out what exactly got us to this point, I think, before Kaitlyn silently began to move up and down. Her strokes were slow at first, taking only a few inches of me at a time, causing her to moan and whimper softly with every time my cock invaded her cunt.
She bent over, offering her nipples to me, and so lost in the moment of having sex with her, I didn't do anything at first. She swung her boobs back and forth, practically smacking me in the face with them before I remembered that, oh yeah, her tits I'd fantasized about for all these years were right in front of me, and opening my mouth, I took in one of her nipples. I sucked on it, nibbling slightly, licking at it, making her moan. I gave the same attention to her other breast, suckling at it like my life depended on it.
"You've got hands, too, you know," she said, grabbing mine and putting them on her ass. I squeezed and pulled at her, getting a good grip on her and forcing her down onto my cock as she bounced upward, our pace quickening as she started taking almost my entire cock with every bounce. I started fucking up into her, trying to match her pace, and though it took a little getting used to, I think I picked it up quickly enough.
"Yeah, fuck, you like fucking, huh, you take to it quick, really quick, fuck," Kaitlyn moaned.
"Thanks, oh god, I always, fuck, I always wanted to..."
"Everything you expected?" she asked, looking down at me with that arrogance I always hated, making my blood boil.
"Better," I grunted, grabbing her hips and flipping her over so I was now on top. She squealed as I found my rhythm, pounding into her harder and harder, her tight pussy gripping me tightly with each stroke.
"Fuck yeah! Fuck me, Ryan, fuck me with your giant fucking nerd cock, fuck me, fuck me harder, god yes, keep, FUUUUUCK!" she yelled.
If I fucked her any harder I was going to pass out from the pleasure and lack of breath, but I was so lost at that moment I was happy to risk it. Fucking Kaitlyn, letting out all my rage and frustration with her and letting it transform into pleasure, looking down at her as she moaned and groaned, getting pleasure like she'd never had before from a guy she'd shit on for so many years, it was a feeling of power I loved, and definitely didn't expect. It felt good to let go of that anger and just be lost in the moment, joined to her cock to cunt, just the two of us getting off together, lost in a see of sex and pleasure and loving every second of it.
Her eyes looking up at me don't show hate or disgust, but a real, genuine person lost in the moment, her smile a real smile. Without thinking, I kiss her, and she's kissing me back passionately, our tongues intertwined as we make out.
I start laughing as we kiss, and she stops. "What?"



"Sorry," I said, pounding down into her. "Just realizing everything that happened before I got my first kiss."
"What? Like a handjob? A slutty blowjob? A slut sitting on your face? Fucking like an animal?" she taunted, squeezing my cock with her pussy with each question.
"Yeah," I say, pounding into her even harder.
"I guess that is a little funny," she laughed, her laughs turning to a groan as I shifted my cock inside of her. "Fuck, don't stop!"
I wasn't stopping. I didn't want to stop, but I knew I wouldn't last that much longer. I could feel the cum boiling up in my balls, and the way she was starting to shake and coo again, I knew that Kaitlyn had another orgasm lined up.
"Gonna cum soon," I grunted.
"Me too," she said.
"Where should I? Ya know?"
She wrapped her legs around my ass driving me in deeper, looking up at me with a knowing nod. I fucked her harder.
"So good, so good, fuck, fuck," I repeated.
"God, so big, fuck, keep fucking, keep fucking me, gonna, gonna..."
"I'm cumming!"
"FUCK, FUCK, FUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!"
"HOLY FUCK, I'M CUMMING!"
She bucked and writhed, slamming herself into me as another violent orgasm tore through her body, squeezing me so tight I couldn't help but start shooting off inside of her. It felt like the longest, most powerful orgasm I'd ever had, so powerful I was afraid I'd black out, but when my senses came back and we were still jerking and flexing into each other, I felt more satisfied than I think I ever felt before.
Panting and out of breath, I pulled out of her, listening as my cock slipped out with a wet, sucking sound. I looked down, watching as a river of my cum fell out of her pussy lips, rolling onto my back beside her.
"Wow," I said.
"Yeah, wow," she said, looking up at the ceiling with me.
"So, that happened," I said.
"Yeah," she responded.
"I'll, uh, still sign that form for you, if you want. If you still need to get to your party," I said.
Kaitlyn considered this. "I only wanted to go to get some serious cock, and since I got that here, I can probably skip out on Addison's shit party."
"So, does that mean you're up for some tutoring?" I asked, half-joking, half-serious.
Still staring at the ceiling, Kaitlyn said, "If it means we can fuck some more, yeah, I'm totally down for that. I guess I don't want to fail any of my classes this year, and if it means getting that cock, I'd call it a win-win."
"Cool," I said.
Kaitlyn stood up from the bed on unsteady feet. "I think I'm gonna take a shower, then maybe let's get to some of that tutoring?"
"Cool," I repeated, not taking my eyes off the ceiling. She entered my bathroom, and a moment later, I could hear the water of the shower running.
Staring up at the blank ceiling, I was stuck in thought, smiling like an idiot and trying to figure out what had just happened. Don't get me wrong, I was completely aware that I had just fucked Kaitlyn Pruitt and made her cum twice, but what that meant from here was anyone's guess. There was every chance that she could've gone back to being the same bitch I knew before, or worse, find a way to use this against me, make senior year hell, but, don't ask me why, I was sure she wasn't going to do that. When I looked into her eyes during and after sex, I could see a lot of the half-decent person I used to know. I didn't dream that I could change her, or make her into a better person than she was, but at the very least, it might be nice to have her as a friend again.
Curious and finally feeling capable of movement, I rolled over and reached for my phone on the floor. Picking it up, I opened the screen and checked out the pictures Kaitlyn took, saved in a folder she called 'SENIOR YEAR MEMORIES.'
There she was, in all her naked glory, taking my cock with the camera looking down and showing it all in graphic detail. Looking up into the camera, she had the prettiest, most genuine damn smile I'd ever seen on her before, and knowing it was me who made her smile like that, and what those lips were capable of, wouldn't you know it, but I was getting hard again.
I got out of bed and made for the bedroom, opening the door. Through the shower's fogged up glass, I could see Kaitlyn's naked body, water running down every luscious inch of her. If that weren't calling to me enough, her turning and pressing her tits against the glass for me, beckoning, were.
Walking toward the shower, I was pretty sure I was starting to look forward to what senior year had to offer.
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: As a favor to his favorite teacher, Mrs. Lynn, 18-year-old nerd Ryan Collins took on some extracurricular history tutoring in the first week of senior year. Ryan was dismayed to find out his first tutoring assignment was Kaitlyn Pruitt, a childhood friend who'd grown into a mean girl and a royal bitch. A very sexy mean girl, but still a mean girl. Trying to get out of tutoring to attend a party, Kaitlyn attempted to bribe him with a handjob. Seeing his giant cock, though, led to some steamy sex where Ryan lost his virginity, and the two old friends may have created a new bond that promised an interesting senior year.
***
I'd heard it said that after you lose your virginity, the whole world looks different to you. There's supposed to be a spring in your step, a brand new energy you can't quite explain, a beautiful sense of knowing that the world isn't that bad if it's possible to know that kind of pleasure.
For the weekend after Kaitlyn and I first had sex, I knew that feeling well. I was on top of the fucking world, and it felt like not even god himself could've knocked me down from that high perch.
That feeling lasted until about Monday, when it was replaced by intense fucking paranoia. Now, I've had classmates on my ass my entire life, so I know what it's like to have people snickering and having it out for me. It only takes a year of running from Regan Hills' resident raging asshole, epic bully and king of the school because he's a fucking star football player Kyle Bowman to grow a set of eyes in the back of your head.
That's how when I started seeing them everywhere.
Girls.
Watching me. Eying me from a distance. Girls who'd go out of their way to ignore my existence not even a few days ago, looking at me, smiling, some of them I think even licking their lips. Some of the hottest girls in school, popular girls, girls whose social circles I was practically entire solar systems away from. I was probably reading too much into this, probably overthinking things, but it was hard to ignore Kaitlyn's words.
"Regan Hills High is pretty much fucking slut central."
Did Kaitlyn tell them? Did she leak to her friends what we'd done and, well, tell them about my cock? I mean, we fucked close to four times that day (and even managed to get some tutoring in too, believe it or not), I wouldn't doubt that she might've bragged about it a little, but I could've sworn that she'd keep it under wraps that she had sex with a nerd like me. God knows I'd kept it under wraps.
After all, no one would believe me.
Also, I had pretty much no one to tell so they wouldn't believe me; that was also a problem.
Or could they just sense it, like lions on the prowl? Is there just something about me, something they could smell that says I'd had sex, and that I had a big cock?
No, no, it had to be Kaitlyn.
At first it was just weird, like Brianna Roth dropping her pen and asking me to pick it up, giving me the perfect view up her skirt as she parted her legs slightly, or a group of cheerleaders looking at me and giggling when we passed in the halls. When these things happened, I kinda thought I was going crazy. However, when Haley Campbell brushed her hand over my cock "accidentally" while passing by during PE, and Rose Ferris did exactly the same thing "accidentally" in the school lunch line, I knew it wasn't just paranoia, and that something was happening.
Now, normally you'd think, hey, I'm a red-blooded American teenage boy, I should be all over this, but I wasn't. I was still trying to figure out what sex with Kaitlyn meant, and having all these other girls looking at me like I was a piece of meat was just, well, weird. I shouldn't have been scared by this, but I kind of was. Scared and excited, for sure, but confused even in the excitement.
I needed an escape, needed a place to get my head on straight. Normally that meant I'd go have lunch in Mrs. Lynn's room, but she wasn't in when I went looking. Wanting a place that not a single popular girl was likely to find me, I went to the only place I knew that I could find an escape.
The library.
Save for the cute blonde library aide Marie who eyed me occasionally through her horn-rimmed glasses but otherwise left me be, I was alone in my quiet corner. Alone enough that I could pull out my phone, ignoring the library's "No Phones" rule, and text Kaitlyn.
Me: Have you told anyone about what happened?
Kaitlyn: What? That you're tutoring me?
The emoji she sent was one of pure innocence, which told me everything I needed to know.
Me: Why'd you tell?
Kaitlyn: Why not? I told you you got a gift that's gotta be shared with the world. I'm just helpin that along.
Kaitlyn: Why, you think we got somethin special going on? That I wanted to keep you to myself or somethin?
In all honesty, I hadn't really thought of what I'd call the two of us. I knew the two of us weren't, like, together or anything, but further than that, I hadn't put a lot of thought into what we were. Having occasional filthy and fucking awesome sex, but more than that?
Me: Don't know what to think.
Kaitlyn: Well, far as I'm concerned, I'm not lookin for a boyfriend right now, but steady sex I can live with. You and me fuck when we can, and I'm happy, but really you gotta get out more. See what school's got. Some of my friends, they wanna find out too.
Me: So, what, you're like my pimp?
Kaitlyn: Pimp would mean I got paid. Call it an almost-friend with benefits? One of those benefits bein that I help you get laid with other girls too?
Me: This is fucking weird, you know that, right?
Kaitlyn: I know, ain't it great?
Kaitlyn: Also, tell someone. Secrets aren't as fun unless someone else knows.
I waited for more, but that's all she had to say.
So Kaitlyn had been telling people, which at least explained how weird things had been around school, but didn't tell me what I should do next. She wanted me to have sex with anyone who offered it by the sounds of it, which was a fine plan if I could pull something like that off, but it wasn't like girls were throwing themselves at me or anything.
At least, not as far as I could see. Not yet, anyway.
And she wanted me to tell someone? Who the fuck would I tell? Dad? If he were around, he'd have loved to hear that I'd gotten laid, but first he'd have to be around, and second, well, talking to Dad about stuff like this would've been weird. I had a few friends, not many, but people who might've been interested to know... or not, depending on the friend.
No, I had to keep this to myself. I couldn't stand anyone laughing in my face if I told them, and also... I knew that Kaitlyn thought that secrets were best shared, but I thought, at least this one, had a certain power holding it close to my chest. If I didn't tell anyone I was close to, then it was mine for just a little longer, and if it was mine, then it never had to run away from me.
Speaking of mine...
Looking over one shoulder, then the other, I opened the 'SENIOR YEAR MEMORIES' folder Kaitlyn created in my phone, looking over the two selfies she took, both of us naked, one picture of just the head of my cock in her pussy, the other of my cock all the way in. Kaitlyn's face was one of pure bliss and pleasure, far friendlier than she'd ever been to me before we started fucking when she was just a stuck up bitch. Seeing her like this was a look I could've gotten used to...
"Hey, whatcha got there?"
The voice belonged to another welcome face, just one that wasn't all that welcome at this exact moment.
"Nothing!" I said, quickly swiping the album closed and shoving the phone in my pocket.
"Nothing, huh? That's a pretty urgent nothing," Tori McNeil mused, sitting opposite me at the table.
If pressed to name my best friend, Tori would've been the only contender, easily. I'd known her since before I could remember, and all told she hadn't changed much in the entire time I'd known her. Ever since we played in the sandbox she was a tomboy who could beat me or pretty much any other boy in a fight, and, well, that hadn't really changed. True, now she was taller, slender and lithe with that classic redhead complexion, pale skin, freckles on her arms and cheeks, bright blue eyes and a mop of curly red hair that fell about her shoulders. She still wore the same slightly-baggy overalls and long-sleeved tie-dyed shirts that covered her frame, but I knew she'd grown up. There'd been times I was convinced we were destined to be together if just out of lack of options, but she'd always had a more active social life. That she was out and proud bi and told me she preferred girls generally, also never helped my case, but it did make it fun when we'd girl watch together.
"What, you hunt me down just so you could be a bitch?" I joked.
"Me? Never! No, I hunted you down so I could make you my bitch," she joked back.
"Well, you caught me, oh no, whatever will I do?" I fired back, sarcastically.
"Well, I got a pretty good strap-on at home, we could see how much of that you can take," she said without missing a beat.
I was going to laugh before I realized she was probably right; not long after she turned 18 last May, she got a summer job working at a sex toy store the next town over. Her insane stories of working the store were pretty much my only highlights of the summer.
"Pass," I said.
"Awww, you're no fun," Tori said.
"I've been told this."
"By me."
"And others."
"That'd normally indicate a problem, you know?"
"I'm all about problems," I said.
"So I've heard," Tori said mysteriously.
I gulped. Had she heard? Tori didn't travel in the same social circles as Kaitlyn or any of her friends, but that didn't mean she couldn't have heard; Tori was on the school paper and loved to keep an ear to the ground for gossip.
"Oh?" I asked, noncommittally.
"Yeah," Tori said, leaning in close across the table. "Kyle's looking to make an impression to kick off senior year, go out with a bang, I think, and he's been looking for an easy target."
"Me?" I asked. This was hardly a surprise, but still unwelcome news.
"You got it," Tori said, tapping the side of her nose.
"Thanks for the warning," I asked.
"Actually, that wasn't the only reason I came looking for you," Tori said, flashing her large, toothy smile. It's the kind of smile that lights up a room, one of pure joy, and she'd always known she could use it to butter me up to do pretty much anything.
"What do you want?" I sighed.
Tori pouted. "Well, if you're gonna be a dick about it..."
"Sorry, I won't be a dick, just not in the mood for games today," I said.
"Fine, then I'll cut to the chase. The school newspaper's low on reporters and Nadia put the word out for us to look for the best writers we could find, saying we'd be off her shit list for a whole month if we got her some solid talent. Since I don't know any great writers and you're the closest I've got, I thought I'd hit you up, see if you were interested," Tori said, amused.
"High praise," I said, flipping her off.
"Seriously, though, you should try out. I think you'd really kick ass. And you and me together? Come on, what a way to end high school, right?" Tori said.
She was right, it would be fun. Aside from tutoring for Mrs. Lynn, and whatever the fuck was going on with Kaitlyn and me (some of which actually was tutoring), I didn't have many extracurriculars going on. It would cut into my time at home, and I wouldn't be able to play as many games as I liked, but...
"Sure, what the hell," I said.
"Now that's the pushover Ryan I know and love!" Tori exclaimed. She looked embarrassed when Marie loudly hushed us, then we both wound up covering our mouths to hold the laughter in. Tori got up from her seat, wrapping her arms around my neck in a hug and rocking me back and forth.
"Thanks man, I really owe you," Tori said, then grabbing a seat next to me. "So how's your day goin'?"
Now, if I was going to tell her, this would've been the perfect time to do it. She gave me an intro, I'd just done her a favor, I could probably just get in, tell her my crazy story, let her disbelieve me, and then back it up with the 'SENIOR YEAR MEMORIES' pictures to prove what had happened.
I could've done this, but I didn't, because I was scared, and I still wanted this to be mine.
"Oh, you know, same old, same old," I said.
***
I was riding my bicycle home after school when the car honked behind me. I waved it past. It honked again. I waved again. I wasn't hogging the road, and they easily could've pulled around me if they wanted to; why'd they have to be such an asshole?
It pulled up alongside me.
"Hey, you're Ryan, right? Need a ride?" the driver asked.
I slowed and put my foot down, balancing on the bike as I took in the driver.
If you were to try running a search for "blonde bimbo cheerleader," a picture of Brooke King was probably going to be one of the first results you'd pick up. Slender and spunky and full of energy, she was an 18-year-old Regan Hills High School cheerleader, and one of Kaitlyn's best friends. While most of Kaitlyn's friends were about as cruel as she was, or, had been before I started screwing her, Brooke was never one of the ones making fun of me, probably just because I wasn't worth her time. She was cute and sweet and not exactly the brightest bulb in the circuit, to put it mildly, but I didn't hold her as being any better or worse than all the other popular kids who never gave me the time of day.
"I'm fine," I said, picking up pedaling again. She kept pace beside me, slowly.
"Awww, come on, it's a hot day out and I totally got a nice ride! Like, air conditioning and everything! Even got a bike rack on the back!" she said. Her voice was high and kind of grating, but it wasn't unkind.
"I'm fine," I repeated.
"Awww, like, why not?" Brooke asked.
"You do know this is the first time you've ever really talked to me?" I asked.
"Hey, we've talked before!" Brooke said defensively.
"Asking me for a pencil and then complaining that I gave you the wrong pencil is not exactly what I'd call talking," I said.
"But, but, we said things to each other! That's, like, talking, right?" Brooke shot back.
I laughed. If she actually paid attention in any class, she might've made a good lawyer one day.
"Not really," I said, pedaling a little harder. This was turning out to be pretty pointless, since it didn't take much for her to keep up with me in her little, stylish, and, yes, of course pink hatchback.
"You really don't want a ride?" Brooke pouted.
"It's really not that much further," I said, trying to soften the blow.
"But, but, Kaitlyn told me that you got a cock and a tongue that don't quit, and I swear, I'm, like, totally better at sex than she is," Brooke said.
That made me stop. Brooke shot past me for a few feet, then braked and backed up to meet me.
"What?" I asked.
"Yeah, let me give you a ride, and we can go to my house and I'll, like, totally destroy your cock," Brooke said, smiling sweetly.
"You will?" I asked.
"Totally," Brooke confirmed.
So Kaitlyn really was pimping me out to her slutty cheerleader friends. Never in my life had I dreamed that something this completely insane would happen, but here it was, happening. What mattered now was how I handled it.
"Okay," I said.
"Yay, sweet!" Brooke exclaimed.
I rolled my bike up to rack on the back of her car, then took the passenger seat, getting a good long look at Brooke for the first time in, well, ever.
She was short and petite, dressed in the Regan Hills High School Pumas' cheerleader outfit of white knee socks, short blue skirt and a long-sleeved, tight white top with our school's initials and mascot face on it. I figured she must've just come from practice, but with Brooke it felt entirely possible she might've just worn this every day. For her size, her legs were long and lean, a tight gymnast's body. It meant she had small breasts, an A cup, maybe B, but the flare of her hips gave her an incredibly round ass. Her face was utterly cute, with round blushing cheeks, a small, perky smile shining with lip gloss, sparkling green eyes, and a pixie-ish, upturned nose. Her shoulder-length blonde hair was kept in a pair of messy pigtails.
Yeah, she was a bimbo cheerleader, but for what we wanted to do, that wasn't all bad.
Her driving, though, that was pretty bad. She shot off down the street fast enough to press me back into my seat, pumping up her radio to a local pop station so loud I thought my ears were going to bleed. She was talking at a mile a minute, but since I couldn't hear her over the music, I was forced to yell.
Laughing, she turned the volume down. "Sorry, don't like my tunes? Lotta guys don't. But it's okay if you're wrong, nobody's perfect. Like you. I wouldn't have thought to look at you before or anything because, like, you're not that hot or ugly or anything like that, but when Kaitlyn said you were like some sex prodigy with a huge cock I just knew I had to get in on that."
"Sex prodigy?" I asked. I knew that Kaitlyn seemed to have a good time with me, but I wouldn't have gone so far as to believe she'd call me something like that. It was flattering, but it was sure as hell unexpected from someone who'd been around as much as Kaitlyn.
"Yeah, and she knows sex. I do too. So can I, like, see your cock?" she asked, looking down at my stiffening jeans.
"Shouldn't you be looking at the road?" I asked.
"Don't worry, I'm, like, super-good at multitasking," she said, looking down at my pants and licking her lips. I didn't really believe her, but it seemed like she'd be just as bad a driver if I had my cock in my pants as she would be if I whipped it out, so I unzipped my fly and pulled out my hardening, ten inch cock.
"Holy crap, that's huge!" Brooke said.
"Thanks," I replied.
"I don't know if that's gonna fit in my cute, tight little pussy. Wanna see it?" she asked, slamming on the brakes as we got to a stop sign.
"Uh, sure," I said.
"Yay!" Brooke said again, hiking up her skirt to reveal her frilly, hot pink underwear. With deft fingers, she pulled the crotch of her panties aside, revealing a pink pussy every bit as cute and tight as Brooke herself was. I wasn't surprised in the slightest that she'd shaved her pale blonde pubes into a heart that pointed right down at her cunt lips.
"Pretty sweet, huh?" she said, playing with the lips as she giggled.
"Yeah," I said.
Reaching over, she grabbed my cock, rubbing the head and coaxing a drop of precum from the tip and smearing it around with her thumb playfully. I took a sharp breath in as she started to jack me enthusiastically.
"Come on, finger me while I drive. I can probably, like, cum by the time we make it to my place," she said, grabbing my hand and pulling it to her pussy lips. I didn't think that it was all that smart an idea, while she was driving, but it's hard to say no to a girl when she's jacking your cock, especially when she's doing it as expertly as Brooke was. I dove in, running my fingers up and down her moist slit, curling two of them inside as she giggled and cooed, driving even faster now as we masturbated each other.
"Oh yeah, fuck me with your fingers, fuck me with your fingers, right there, like that," she directed, her voice getting higher as I fucked them in and out of her, circling her engorged clit with my thumb.
I don't know if I felt more fear or eroticism as we pleasured each other while she drive to her house, but it's probably a miracle we made it there when we did. Still, we did make it, pulling into the empty driveway of a suburban house in one of Regan Hills' more expensive residential districts.



"Don't you dare stop, don't you dare stop, come on, fuck me with those fingers, make me cum, make me cum, make me cuuuuuuuuuUUUUUUUUMMMMM, FUUUUUUUUUUCK!!" Brooke shrieked, convulsing around my hand as she came, gushing down her thighs. After she stopped bucking, she laughed to herself, softly.
"Oh crap, that was awesome. You, you were awesome, you made me cum so hard, I never knew a nerd could make me cum so good," she said, looking at me dreamily.
At this point, I was just glad that we'd made it here in one piece, so the best I could joke was, "You ever been with a nerd before?"
Brooke considered this long enough that she might've been thinking of a particularly tricky math problem. "No."
"Then how do you know we aren't all this good?" I said, pulling my hand from her clutching cunt.
Brooke grabbed my hand, still covered in her juices, up to her lips, licking and sucking each of my fingers clean energetically, practically purring as she lapped up her pussy cream from my fingers. Her tongue was talented and enthusiastic, and I couldn't wait to feel it elsewhere.
"I think I might need to start looking into some nerds! Come on, let's go up to my room so we can fuck!" she said, jumping from her seat energetically and running up to the house. I stuffed my cock quickly back into my pants and followed her, though keeping up was another matter entirely. If she hadn't grabbed me by the wrist and dragged me through her empty house, I was sure she'd have run off and I'd never have caught up.
Brooke practically flung me into her room and slammed the door shut behind us. To little surprise, her room looked like Barbie's Dream House exploded all over it, with pretty much everything, from the walls to the furniture, all in various shades of pink. Her vanity's mirror was surrounded by pictures of her and her friends and various ribbons from competition victories, while the walls were covered in posters of pop stars and bands and all sorts of cartoony animals she clearly hadn't grown out of. Her bed was large but made to look much smaller by the army of stuffed animals and pillows that cover more than half of it.
I wondered where we were supposed to fuck in all that mess, but when she threw herself into my arms and we began making out, I didn't really care anymore. Her lips tasted of strawberry lip gloss and her pussy juice, a really sweet combination I already loved. Her kisses were swift and energetic, her tongue darting in to meet mine as she pushed me toward the bed, forcing me to sit on it.
"Come on, get naked, fish that cock out and fuck me," she said urgently, pulling at my belt and zipper. I pulled my shirt off and kicked off my shoes and socks while she finally successfully pulled my pants and underwear off. If it was even possible, my cock felt even bigger than it did in the car, standing straight up, the large, purplish head throbbing as a small river of precum leaked from it.
"Fuck yeah, I am gonna have so much fun shoving that inside me," Brooke squealed, leaning over to kiss the head, then standing back up and pulling off her top in one swift move. It didn't surprise me that she wasn't wearing a bra underneath (and in fact, only had a small gold chain with a tiny key on it hanging around her neck), considering how small her breasts were, but the pink, firm nipples stood out proudly, just begging to be sucked on.
So I did. I leaned over and suckled on her left breast, then her right, nibbling slightly on her nipples while I slid my hands up and down her thighs, palming her ass.
"Yeah, that's nice, squeeze my ass, lick my cute little nipples, get nice and hard for me," she said, jacking my cock as I continued to pleasure her.
"So, I love you sucking my nips like that, but big question, you want me all naked, or should I keep the skirt and socks? How much of a cheerleader slut do you want little old Brooke to be?" she asked, batting her eyelashes at me.
I hadn't really ever been into the whole "sexy cheerleader" cliché before, mostly because I was used to them being stuck up bitches who made life miserable for people like me, but when one of them's jacking your cock and looking forward to fucking herself silly with it, it's hard to stay upset at a fantasy.
"I want you all cheerleader slut," I growled.
"Goodie!" Brooke exclaimed, kicking off her shoes and sliding off her panties under her skirt. Playfully, she flipped up the skirt's edge, showing off her pussy even better than I saw it in her car, her lips puffy and engorged, her bright pink clit standing out like a button. She dropped her skirt and pranced over to her desk, grabbing a pair of blue and white pom poms from her desk. Mashing them together, she started to dance. I wondered if I might've gone too far asking her to be "all" cheerleader slut, but she was committed by this point.
"Give me an F!" she yelled as if she were on the field.
"Uh, F?" I replied.
"I can't hear you!" she exclaimed, kicking her leg up high enough to show off her pussy.
"F!" I yelled back, hoping this cheerleader schtick was leading somewhere soon.
"Give me a U!"
"U!"
"Give me a C!"
"C!"
"Give me a K!"
"K!"
Deftly, she fell into a full sideways split on the floor, tossing the pompoms above her head. Though her cheerleader act felt like bullshit, I had asked for it, and the flexibility she displayed was turning me on even more.
"What're we gonna do?" she yelled, cupping her tits.
"Fuck!" I yelled back.
Brooke sprang to her feet and pushed me back onto the bed, straddling my hips as she rocked her tight, wet little pussy along the full length of my cock.
"Oh my goodness, it's so big, I wonder what it'll do to my tight little pussy?" she said, blinking at me encouragingly.
"Only one way to find out," I said, grabbing my cock and rubbing the head against her steaming slit.
"I guess so!" she exclaimed, forcing herself down onto it slowly.
"Oh god, oh my god, oh my god, oh fuck, fuckity fucking fuck, fuck, fuck, fuckfuckfuckfuck!" she moaned, shutting her eyes tight as inch after inch of my thick, ten inch cock invaded her unbelievably tight pussy. I was impressed when I fit in Kaitlyn, but I was pretty certain there was no way it'd all fit in Brooke.
Not that I wasn't enjoying trying. "FUUUUUUUUCK!"
"Oh I thought this was big, but it's so much bigger, it's tearing my cute little cunt apart apart, fuck, I love it, I love it, fuck, fuck, I love it, fuck, god you're so much bigger than any of the football players!" she exclaimed, sliding down so just over half my cock was inside her. Slowly, she started bouncing up and down, withdrawing a little at a time, taking more each time, fucking herself silly as her pigtails and the chain around her neck swayed back and forth.
Finally, somehow, she had the entirety of my ten thick inches buried up her cunt. Moaning and giggling, she raised her skirt slightly so I could see her lips spread obscenely around me.
"Wow," I said, impressed.
"So much better than Kaitlyn, right?" she asked.
"She could take all of me too," I said.
"Well, yeah, because she's a whore," Brooke said, crossing her arms beneath her tiny little tits and cocking her head, slowly rocking a couple inches of my cock in and out of her pussy.
"You know you also got all of me in you too, right?" I asked.
"Well, duh! I'm a whore too! I'm just tighter, and more flexible, and better, and peppier, is all!" she said, bouncing up and down more rapidly, taking more and more of my cock with each stroke, each stroke feeling like she was trying to pull every drop of cum out of my cock by force.
I sat up to join her, wrapping my arms around her as I grabbed onto her bountiful ass for support, helping her slam up and down even faster, taking nearly my entire length with each bounce.
"So, come on, fuck, say it, tell me I'm better than Kaitlyn, show her who's fucking boss!" Brooke exclaimed, bouncing more intensely.
The way the cum was boiling in my balls, I could've said anything she wanted me to, but rather than pick sides in what was clearly a cheerleader problem, I just took one of her nipples into my mouth and pounded up into her harder and harder, making her squeal with glee.
"Yes, yes, yes, so, like, awesome, totally, wow, yes, yes, yes!"
I let her nipple go. "So tight, fuck, god you're hot, fucking cheerleader, god, your pussy's so tight."
"You're not, oh god, you're not boyfriend material, but you can fuck me anytime you want, you just find me or call me and I'll drain those fucking balls of all your cum," she groaned.
"You're a fucking slut, aren't you? You look so cute and prim, but, fuck, god, you're just a dirty little slut!" I moaned.
She nibbled on my earlobe, whispering, "You have no idea."
Like that, her hips became a blur, slamming up and down on my cock so swift that I was lost in the wet slapping sound of our bodies, conjoined at the genitals, colliding.
"Fuck, I'm cumming, I'm cumming!!" I yelled. In response, she only started fucking me harder.
"Yeah, come for me, fill me up, fill me with your hot fucking cum!" she yelled.
"OH GOD, FUUUUUUUUCK!" I yelled, firing shot after shot up into her tight cunt, falling back onto the bed, exhausted.
"Oh, come on, not yet, you're about to miss the best part!" Brooke whimpered, pulling off of my cock with a wet sucking sound, a torrent of cum pouring from her wildly distended pussy lips. She crawled up beside me on the bed, leaning up against the mound of stuffed animals and pillows, fingering her pussy lewdly as her fingers mixed with my cum. She forced them, and my cum, deep inside, twisting her fingers harder, faster as she used her free hand to pinch one of her nipples. It was undeniably one of the hottest things I'd ever seen, which might have explained why after a few minutes of this, I could feel a stirring in my cock again. Nothing at full strength, but it was getting ready for another round.
"YES, YES, YEAAAAAAAH!" she yelled, cumming violently on her own hand, leaning back into her pile off stuffed animals as she convulsed, giggling and whining with her high pitched voice as she got lost in her orgasm.
Finally coming to her senses, Brooke looked down at me and smiled, "So, like, that was totally, totally fun. Kaitlyn didn't lie about that."
"Well, good," I said. I watched as the river of mixed juices from her pussy started to fall down her thighs, staining the foot of one of her stuffed teddy bears.
I pointed it out to her. She laughed.
"Oh, I've masturbated with, like, every one of them so many times I've lost count. That's nothing new," Brooke said.
"Oh, well, good."
"Better than good," she said, crawling on all fours toward me and planting a gentle kiss on my lips. "That was, like, fucking fantastic!"
"Cool," I said, lacking better words. Another thought came, though, and it was hard not to ask, "Though, what's your problem with Kaitlyn? I thought you guys were supposed to be, like, bffs?"
Leaning down against me, her tiny breasts pressed against my chest as she planted soft, tiny kisses on my neck (that felt pretty fucking great, if I'm being honest), she said, "We are, but we've always competed. Makes things fun. I lost my virginity first, and she's always tried to outdo me since, and, like, well, it all snowballed out of there, we both always tried to win to see who's best. I can't, like, really, really know who's the best, of course, and every time we've screwed around with each other it came up as a tie, I think-"
I interrupted, "Wait, you and Kaitlyn?"
"Oh yeah, like, come on, besties gotta stick together, right? And all us cheerleaders are besties, we, like, totally know how to fuck each other best of all, though you might start rising up the ranks if you keep fucking me like that," she said. I was still trying to imagine the cheerleader orgies she was implying (and how fucking hot a thought that was, now that I'd at least temporarily gotten past my problem with cheerleaders) when I got to her backhanded compliment of the awesome fucking I'd just given her.
"I'm honored," I said, saracastic.
"I'm glad!" she said, completely missing my sarcasm and bouncing off the bed. "Come on, I've got plans for that cock, and I want it nice and hard. Wanna fuck my face?"
Honestly, how can you turn down an offer like that?
Brooke knelt by the side of the bed, and I swung my legs off so I was sitting on the edge. She licked her lips as she got a good close look at my now much harder cock.
"Oh, goodie!" she squealed, kissing the tip, then sucking on the head, rolling her tongue around it like a lollipop.
"You taste nice," Brooke said.
"I taste like you and cum," I said.
"Like I said, nice," she said, dropping down and taking my entire length in one great, long gulp.
"HOLY SHIT!" I exclaimed, not expecting such a tiny girl to be able to do that. Her throat squeezed me differently from her pussy, and if I wasn't mistaken, she was humming the tune to one of the inane pop songs she was blaring on her car radio. The song sucked, but her vibrations were driving my cock wild.
Brooke pulled off of my cock, gasping, ropes of drool and precum falling down onto her breasts.
"Like, when I said I wanted you to fuck my face, I really want you to fuck my face. Just grab my pigtails, abuse my fucking throat, take me to town," she said, smiling up at me cutely and kissing the tip of my cock daintily, my cock twitching excitedly.
"Seriously?" I asked.
"Totally," she said, bowing back down and taking my entire length in another long stroke. I grabbed her pigtails and started bucking into her throat, fucking it as hard as her pussy. She gagged and moaned around my cock, strings of saliva pouring from her mouth and covering her neck, necklace and tits. Her makeup ran in streaks down her face, making her look every bit the whore she claimed to be and making me only fuck her harder, my cock harder than I think it had ever been.
Finally, she pounded my thighs with her hands, coming up for air, gasping and coughing and smiling broadly. "Fuck, that never gets old!"
"I'm glad you approve," I said. She got up from the floor, kissing me daintily on the lips, before skipping over to the vanity. My cum had leaked almost all the way down her legs at this point, and I couldn't help smiling like an idiot at the sight. Primly, she opened a drawer in the vanity and pulled out a small wooden box she'd clearly decorated with bright pink fluff, unlocking it with the key hanging around her neck.
"What's in the box?" I asked, curious.
"Oh, this? This is where I keep my diary and lube," Brooke responded. She said this so casually, you'd think everyone had a secret lockbox where they kept their diary and lube.
"Why'd you open it now?" I asked.
"Because, silly, I want to write in my diary later about the great fucking we just had, and I'll need the lube if you're gonna be sticking that monster cock in my ass," Brooke said, rolling her eyes at me in the mirror as if I missed the most obvious thing in the world.
"Wait, what?!?!?" I said.
"I said-"
"I know what you said, but... you want me to fuck you in the ass?" I asked, my mind reeling at the thought. I'd seen it plenty in pornos, sure, but I never seriously thought real girls actually did anal.
Brooke giggled, flipping up the back of her skirt and squeezing her impressive, round asscheeks at me, her tight little anus winking at me. "Well, duh! Wait, you're saying... oh man, I'll be your first?"
I nodded. She squealed. "Alright! Yeah, I get to break in an anal virgin, that's, like, totally sweet!"
"Totally," I echoed, walking up to her almost in a trance, my cock leading the way as she beckoned me over to the vanity. True to her word, she pulled out a bottle of lube from the box and squeezed a generous amount of it into her hand, then rubbed it into my cock. It was cold, but slick, and though I hissed at first touch, I didn't mind the cold if it led to where she promised.
Then, turning around, she looked at both of us in the vanity mirror, and I could tell that this wasn't the first time she'd done this. I had to remember that she liked to watch herself get fucked.
"Now, be very gentle; I've never had anything that huge in my ass, but I know it'll fit, because I know I want all of that buried up my ass. Just go slow, very slow, a little bit at a time, but once I'm used to it, you can, like, totally go to town on that ass. Split me wide fucking open. Does that sound good? Violating my cute, innocent little ass with your monster cock?" she asked innocently, blinking up at me.
"I don't think I'd call that ass innocent," I said, reaching around and pulling her up into a long, deep kiss, before bending her back down over the vanity.
"Oh, I think I like this side of you! Take charge, a lot of girls like that, yeah, take fucking charge, destroy my cute little ass," she said, flexing her cheeks again.
Caught up in the moment though I was, I had a hard time imagining I'd fit in her without hurting either of us, but still, I was caught up in the moment, so I wanted to give it a damn good try.
I rubbed my cock between her ass cheeks, spreading the slick lube and enjoying the feel of my cockhead passing right over her tiny little hole. Brooke squeezed me with her ass playfully, and in return I pressed the head against her anus. She gasped, gritting her teeth and staring at me in the mirror as I applied pressure. The hole was tight, very tight, and I didn't think it would give.
But little by little, it did. I felt her asshole relax as my head slowly began to spread it. It was a blissful agony spreading a hole that tight apart, but I forced my way in, a little at a time, until the head popped in.
"Fuck..." I said, lowly.
"You think that's something, you should try getting the rest inside!" Brooke taunted.
"That a challenge?" I asked.
"One where there's no losers," she confirmed, nodding and smiling and moaning as I slowly forced another inch inside. This was a slow process, stroking in and out, maybe an extra inch or a half inch at a time, me getting used to her tightness, her getting used to my size, but both of us moaning and groaning from the pleasure of the intensity. Soon she was forcing herself backward against me, taking in extra inches, cooing and giggling as she took more and more.
"That's it, Ryan, a little more, a little more, fuck, get it all in, put all that cock in my slutty little cheerleader ass, split me wide open so you can fuck me like your whore, like that, right there, yeah, come on, get it in balls deep!" she commanded.
With only a few inches to go, I grabbed her by the hips and forced the last few inches in in one stroke. Brooke's eyes flew open as she screamed, "FFFUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!"
I was so lost in the pleasure that I hadn't realized I might've hurt her, and started to pull out, but she forced herself onto my cock even more, until I was balls deep in her. Smiling, she arched her back up to kiss me.
Whispering sweetly into my ear, she said, "Now give my little whore ass a real pounding, 'kay?"
She didn't have to tell me twice. I built up a slow, steady rhythm, taking long thrusts in and out of her ass, almost to the head and then back inside. Once we both felt comfortable with this, I started going at her faster, harder, pounding her into the vanity. Brooke was barely able to keep on her feet from the fucking with one hand balancing her on the vanity, the other going furiously at her clit, screaming like a banshee the entire time.
"Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, ohmygod, ohmygod, ohmygod, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, FUCK ME!!" she screamed, pounding back into me as her eyes rolled up into her head. I reached down, grabbing onto her tiny tits for purchase as I fucked into her harder, our bodies slapping against one another in a blur of wet slapping sounds.



Brooke's ass was incredible, grabbing and squeezing my cock in ways I never knew were possible. I could've gotten addicted to that ass, and at the time, I felt like I could've gone on forever fucking her.
I knew that wouldn't last, though, because there was only so much pleasure either of us could take. Brooke started to shake and shudder in a way I was becoming all too familiar with, and I grabbed her by the hips to keep her from falling.
"OH FUCK, FUCK, YOU'RE MAKING ME CUM AGAIN! YOUR ASS-FUCKING IS MAKING ME CUM AGAIN! YEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSS, FUUUUUUUUUUCK!" she wailed, her juices gushing down her legs, her asshole squeezing me tighter and driving me over the edge.
"FUCK!" I yelled, filling her ass with another huge, thick load of my cum. I fell against her, exhausted, pressing her into the vanity. She was giggling and babbling incoherently, her face a mess of lust and smeared makeup, one of her pigtails completely fallen apart from one stage of our fucking or another. Again, she arched her back to kiss me, and I kissed her back. She was a pretty good kisser, I thought.
"Come on, get your phone," Brooke said.
"Why?" I asked.
"Gotta add me to you Senior Year Memories, right?" she asked.
I was going to ask how she knew about that, but with Kaitlyn seemingly telling everyone everything, I was past the point of caring. Carefully, I pulled out of her ass, both of us moaning as my cock popped out with a wet sucking sound and a river of cum down her thighs. I got my phone and lined up a perfect shot, her arching her back as she looked into the mirror, looking at me taking the picture and showing off her tits, while her ass and pussy stuck out. Both of them gaped open, my cum leaking down her legs to the floor. It was a completely vile and utterly hot picture, and I was glad to take a couple shots for posterity.
"Thank you," I said as I put my phone away.
"For what? The picture or the sex?" she asked, checking herself in the mirror and taking down her remaining pigtail as if she realized it was a lost cause.
"Uh, both?" I said.
"Oh, my pleasure, like, totally," she said, standing up and looking down at her abused body. She scooped some of our joined cum from her pussy and brought it to her mouth, sucking her fingers luxuriantly.
"So, uh, can I, like, get a ride home?" I asked.
"What, you're done with me so soon?" Brooke asked, looking at me innocently.
Truth be told, I wasn't sure I could take another fucking from Brooke King, but I didn't want to end this on a sour note, either.
"No, but-"
"Just like all the guys, get whatcha want and then run out," she said, giggling sarcastically.
"I didn't mean that, I just meant-"
"Relax, Ryan, I'm just fuckin' with ya. Don't get me wrong, I could go for another round or two easy, but if you gotta go, you gotta go, I get that. Just promise me we can do that again sometime," she said, pulling a brush from her drawer and running it through her hair.
Borrowing one of her lines, I said, "Totally."
"Yay!" she exclaimed. "And we don't have to just fuck, either, ya know. You're not a half-bad looking guy, I mean, your face is nothing to write home about, but you're not, like, ugly or nothing either, and while your body's nothing special either, it can be worked on. You and me, we can be, like, workout buddies. I know you got the bike already, and I got a bike too, and I love jogging and yoga and weights and all that. Give me a month or two and I can make you into an almost-hottie worthy of that cock you got there."
There might've been a compliment in there somewhere, and if there was, it was pretty backhanded, but she had a point. I didn't put much into my appearance, but if I did, and if I got more attention, it might make this year go a little better, especially if I kept fucking Brooke and Kaitlyn and who knew who else might come down the line. It was hard not to feel a little insulted by the way she talked about my looks, however, I knew she meant well, and that she was saying this in the best way she knew how.
"Sure. Let's make it happen," I agreed.
"Yay!" she exclaimed again, jumping up and down clapping, more drops of cum splattering to the floor from between her thighs as she did. Brooke skipped over to me, planting another kiss on my lips, giving me a taste of my own cum for the first time (which, while not something I was looking forward to again, could've been worse).
"So, you sure you wanna head home now, or do you wanna maybe see if we can get you hard enough to fuck my face, cunt and ass again?" Brooke asked me sweetly.
She may have been a bimbo, but she knew how to ask hard questions sometimes, especially when she looked up at me with those innocent eyes staring out of that whorish face.
"You really know how to make some good memories," I admitted.
"Totally," Brooke replied, playfully grabbing my cock.
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: Nerdy 18-year-old Ryan Collins' life has been a little crazy since taking on a tutoring extracurricular for his favorite teacher, Mrs. Lynn, after the mean girl he was tutoring, Kaitlyn, found out he had a big cock and took his virginity. Since then, she's spread the word to her popular friends and made Ryan a target of Regan Hills High's other slutty students, including the hot blonde cheerleader Brooke, who introduced him to the wonders of anal and promised to help get him into shape.
***
I'd always thought that my life would have its fair share of problems, but juggling my senior year level of schoolwork, what could best be called my poor excuse of a social life, and a pair of slutty cheerleaders who couldn't get enough of my cock was never a set of problems I'd entirely anticipated. Fantasized about, maybe, but never thought it'd actually happen. Don't get me wrong, I always knew the schoolwork and social life problems would be there, but the slutty cheerleaders, yeah, that was something I was still getting used to.
It'd been about two weeks since Kaitlyn first came over to my house and fucked me dry, and my formerly predictable life had been anything but since then. I was still dedicated to pulling off a 4.0 GPA and getting in whatever free time I could playing video games, and spending time hanging out with my best friend, Tori (which usually involved playing video games, which worked for me), but figuring out how to fit Kaitlyn and Brooke into my schedule, that's where the challenge really was, because both of them were looking to monopolize my, and my cock's, time.
When Kaitlyn and me were together, it was a strange feeling of reconnecting with an old friend. Half of our time we usually spent with the tutoring I was supposed to be giving her, and our updates to Mrs. Lynn were keeping us both in her good graces, me for being a good tutor and Kaitlyn for finally giving a shit about learning. I can't say whether Kaitlyn actually cared about history or not, but she was pretty good at listening when she wasn't being a raging bitch, and had passed Mrs. Lynn's first pop quiz.
The other half of our time, we either hung out, getting to know each other again after years of having drifted apart as friends (and us being on opposite ends of the school's popularity spectrum), or had sex. Lots and lots of sex. Kaitlyn was passionate and creative, channeling her bitchy energy from school into some pretty wild fucking. The shit she'd say would piss me off half the time, challenging me, pushing me onward, making the sex only better.
Time spent with Brooke was the polar opposite of time with Kaitlyn. While Kaitlyn was an old friend and an accomplished bitch, Brooke was someone I barely knew, bubbly and fun to be around. She wasn't as smart as Kaitlyn, but far more compassionate and just a genuine blast to hang out with, at least when she wasn't running me through the exercise ringer, and that was more often than not. She was obsessed with turning me into someone presentable by her standards, and had me jogging, bicycling and practicing yoga with her when we were together, and eating a very strict diet and working on my muscles when we weren't. I wasn't really into her trying to remake me in whatever image she had, but when I wasn't exhausted, I was starting to feel a bit better. Given a few months of this, I might've actually started to look impressive.
When she wasn't trying to exhaust me with exercise, though, she was just fucking me into oblivion. She may have looked the goody goody cheerleader, but when we were naked, she was a wildcat, taking me in all of her holes as hard as possible as often as possible and wearing as many pieces of her cheerleading uniform as possible (god only knows how many times she had to have that poor uniform washed). Brooke drained more cum from me than I knew I ever had in me and was always ready to come back for more.
Whatever I had with these two girls, I wouldn't call relationships, but it was intense, and fun, and was making for a much better senior year than I was expecting at the beginning. Even so, I did enjoy the occasional late cheerleading practices they went to, allowing me time to get caught up on the few other things that vaguely resembled my life.
If my year only involved screwing the brains out of these two girls at every chance I got, it'd have still been a busy year, but one I was sure I could manage.
The way Kaitlyn and Brooke spread the word about me in their circle, though, it was only a matter of time before things got even more complicated.
***
I was getting used to getting interested and curious looks from popular girls I'd never talked to before ever since Kaitlyn and I started having sex, but it was on a Friday, two weeks to the day after this whole insane adventure with her started, that it took a turn I hadn't expected.
Or, more appropriately, two turns, though I'll get to the second one later.
The first happened when I was leaving Mrs. Lynn's AP History class. Brooke had texted me a few shots of her pussy and asshole during class, claiming they both missed me, and I had just kicked the crap out of a quiz Mrs. Lynn gave us, so I was feeling pretty good about myself. As usual, I was one of the last to leave after talking some with Mrs. Lynn about the quiz, and then as usual I rushed out of class because I wanted to get to lunch on time.
They made fresh burgers on an outside grill on Fridays, and no way was I missing out on fresh burgers.
I didn't see the hand snaking out of the utility closest next to Mrs. Lynn's classroom, but I sure as shit felt it latch onto my wrist and pull me inside. I was confused, especially when I heard the cramped closet's door lock behind me, but when the single light hanging light bulb in the room turned on, I started to understand.
My temporary kidnapper was Haley Campbell, yet another of Kaitlyn's friends and yet another of Regan Hills High School's proud Puma cheerleaders. Haley was 18 years old but built like a woman far past that point, with utterly insane tits that Brooke once told me were H cups, a narrow waist, and an ass that flared out almost wide enough to make her a perfect hourglass. She was dressed in a tight t-shirt and jeans today that showed off her figure well, and with long, straight red hair, pale skin, green eyes and full red lips, she was stunningly gorgeous.
Haley was also, if possible, an even bigger bitch than Kaitlyn was before we started fucking.
"Seriously? You?" was the first thing she said to me in this closet, and if I wasn't mistaken, possibly ever. At least one on one, and not making fun of me along with Kaitlyn and the rest of her friends.
"What?" I asked.
"You're the nerd with the giant cock that Kaitlyn and Brooke keep talking about? I mean, fucking look at you, you're fucking pathetic," Haley said, her voice dripping with disgust.
I was in too good a mood to take that kind of shit. "I don't think you'd have dragged me in here if you didn't think it might've been true."
This took Haley off guard. It took me off guard, too, if I'm being honest; I don't think either of us expected me to stand up to her like this, but I was rolling with it because the look of shock on her face was entirely worth it.
"What did you say?" she asked me, narrowing her eyes.
"You heard me. You touched my cock in PE last week. You've heard what Kaitlyn and Brooke were saying, and you want a piece for yourself, don't you? That's why you dragged me in here, isn't it? Because you want some of this cock, you want it right now, and you want me to give it to you hard enough to make you scream, don't you?" I said, almost feeling I believed what I was saying.
Widening her eyes, she said, "Yeah, pretty much."
Her casual response took me off guard, and while I liked where it was leading, I wanted to see how far I could push it.
"Well... then beg for it," I said.
"What?" she asked.
"You heard me. You called me fucking pathetic, I think I'm owed a little begging," I said.
"Fucking what?!?!?" she asked, pissed. "Hey, remember, I pulled you in here, and I-"
"And you want this cock, and if you want it, you're gonna have to beg for it," I said, loving the chance to exercise a power I'd never had before.
Haley grumbled. "Fine. I want your cock. Happy?"
"Oh, come on, you can do better than that," I said, grabbing my cock through my jeans, running my hand up and down its hardening outline to help inspire her. The way she looked at it, her eyes widening again, I could see a change, almost hear the soft moan escaping her lips.
"Please, Ryan, I want your cock. Give it to me, please, I need to feel your cock in my hot little pussy, I want to taste your fucking cum, I want you to pound me hard, make me fucking scream like I've never screamed before," she said.
I considered, briefly, if this was enough begging.
Then I said, "Cool. Pull your pants down and bend over."
"Just like that?" she asked, disgruntled.
"Look, I wanna make this quick because I still want to get to lunch, and it's only gonna be quick if I start out with eating your pussy, okay?" I said.
It was hard to tell in the dim light, but I think Haley might've blushed. "That sounds good."
"Good," I said, pulling off my shirt, kicking off my shoes and pulling my pants down. Haley eyed the bulge in my underpants hungrily as she started pulling at her own shirt.
"You don't have to take your shirt off, you know," I said.
"No, but you wanna see these tits, don't you?" she said, cupping them with her shirt bunched underneath.
"That... that wouldn't be bad," I said.
"Then stop complaining," Haley said, pulling her top off. Her titanic tits were somehow held up in a lacy orange bra that strained at their massive weight, but when she unclipped the back, they burst free. The size of melons and just as firm, topping these tits were bright pink nipples stood out firmly, begging to be sucked. As she unbuckled her belt, I couldn't help myself from closing the distance and sucking on those firm little nipples, flicking them with my tongue excitedly. Going by the way she moaned, I don't think she minded much either as I circled my tongue and suckled on them, nibbling slightly. I brought my hands to them, squeezing them, lifting them and just wondering how the hell someone can get natural tits this big and not caring because fuck they felt so nice.
"I thought you said you were in a hurry," she taunted.
"I am, but they just look so good," I said.
"Well, play with them all you want, but I wanna see that cock, I want that cock in me, and I want to cum harder than you made Kaitlyn and Brooke cum, okay?" Haley said, kicking off her shoes.
"Just take your pants off and let me eat your fucking pussy," I growled.
"Fine by me," she said, pulling her pants and panties down in one smooth move, revealing a plump set of pussy lips with an untamed field of curly red hair above them. Getting down on my knees, I dove in, giving that pussy a quick kiss, and a lick, and before finding her clit and sucking on the succulent little nub intensely for a moment. Haley moaned pleasurably, grabbing one of the metal racks of supplies behind her for balance. That I had that effect made me smile, because I then grabbed her by the hips, spun her around, and bent her over into one of those racks so I could eat her pussy out from behind.
Haley tasted different from Kaitlyn and Brooke but was her own form of pleasurable as her musky, tangy and already quite wet cunt welcomed my tongue in. I was stuck between wanting to draw this out to enjoy it and still wanting to get on to lunch, but I wasn't one to pass up a good opportunity for some hot sex, so I was going to find a way to make this work out for both of us. I dug my tongue into Haley's pussy, searching around for pleasurable spots while rubbing two fingers with increasing pressure over her clit, circling them and enjoying listening to the vileness spewing from her mouth.
"Fuck, you fucking nerd, god, you eat pussy good, fuck, Ryan, fuck, fuck, eat that fucking cunt, eat that fucking cunt because you know you won't get any bette- FUCK!" Haley screamed out as I shoved three fingers into her sopping pussy, twisting them around so she'd shut the hell up about me and just start moaning.
"What was that you were saying? That you were the best I'd ever get? You ever think that this might be the best you'd ever get? That this fucking pathetic nerd could make your knees weak and your toes curl like no fucking jock could ever hope to do?" I hissed, standing up beside her, fingers still inside, pulling down my underwear with my other hand to show her my hard as a rock 10 inch cock.
"Oh, oh, oh," was all she could say, every 'oh' ending rolling into a soft moan as I thrust my fingers deeper inside of her.
"You want that cock?" I asked.
"Yes," she moaned.
"You willing to beg for it?"
"Yes, yes, yes," Haley whimpered.
I wanted to give it to her pretty badly by this point, but even more, I wanted to show her for her arrogance and being such a bitch to me. I leaned in to her ear and hissed, "Beg for it."
"Please, Ryan, give me your cock!" Haley whimpered.
"If you're not gonna give your best effort the first time, I don't know what I'm even doing here," I taunted.
"Please, give me your giant fucking cock, make me cum, make me cum and you can drain your cum all over my giant fucking tits!" she begged.
I had to give it to her, when she gave it her all, Haley was really good at begging. I pulled my fingers from her sopping cunt, lining my cock up at the entrance and thrust it all inside with one stroke. Her eyes bugged out as she screamed in surprise, and to silence her, I thrust my fingers coated with her pussy juice into her mouth. She suckled on them as if her life depended on it, licking them clean as I started to fuck into her harder and harder.
I pulled my fingers from her mouth, then gripped her giant, heaving tits in both hands as I fucked her. "Oh, you're a dirty fucking slut like the others, aren't you? You talk a big game, but swing a big dick in front of your face and you're just a cumslut like the rest."
"Fuck, fuck, fuck, yes I am, yes I am, god, I'm just a fucking big-titted cumslut, fuck, keep fucking me, fuck, I'm such a bitch all the time 'cause I can't get enough, fuck, fuck, so good, fuck!" she yelped as I pounded her into the rack, harder and harder. I was afraid, for a moment, of all the noise we were making, someone had to hear us and someone would be drawn to the sound, but I didn't care. For all her bitchiness, I was going to show Haley what I was capable of doing.
After the mouth and finger fucking I gave her at the start, it didn't take long doing this for her to cum screaming, writhing and collapsing into the metal rack as her fluids rolled down her legs. I slowed, letting her retake her balance as I inched in and out of her. Panting, she looked back at me, planting a wet, lingering kiss on my lips. It must have been my imagination, but I could've sworn I heard a low moaning that wasn't her not far off, but it must've just been me getting caught up in the moment.
Speaking of...
"So, you promised to drain my cum onto your tits?" I said, pumping into her for emphasis and enjoying the squeal it pulled from her.
"A deal's a deal," Haley said, wobblingly dropping to her knees and sucking on my cock. She got almost half of it into her mouth before she pulled it from her mouth, saying, "Get your phone? Kaitlyn and Brooke told me you'd want this in your 'Senior Year Memories' album, right?"
"Well, that was nice of them," I said, reaching down for my phone and turning on the camera. Haley got back to work, first sucking on my cock, then burying it between her two giant tits. I never thought it'd be possible to see my cock disappear like that between a pair of boobs, but I'd never been titty-fucked by a girl with breasts as big as Haley's, either. Actually, I realized I'd never been titty-fucked at all before, so this was a whole lot of new experiences wrapped up in one.
I thrust in and out of her tits, watching as my cockhead appeared and disappeared into the valley of titflesh as she held them together, licking and sucking on it whenever it got close enough to her mouth.
"That's it, that's it, keep fucking those tits, keep fucking those tits, feed me that hot cum, feed me, yeah, fuck, feed me, you like this, don't you, me on my knees, taking your cock like that, don't you? Wanna cover my face, my tits, make me a cumslut whore like the others, don't you?" Haley continued talking between slurps, looking up into my eyes with such a want that it drove me over the edge.
"OH, FUCK, I'M CUMMING!" I roared, spraying shot after shot of thick, white cum all over her face, her lips, and even covering those giant tits of hers. Haley tried to keep up with it at first, trying to take in every shot that hit her mouth, but even that wasn't enough, the cum pouring down from between her lips.
"Oh, fuck... wow, I'm just covered!" Haley said, laughing as she scooped up my cum on her fingers, sucking it off only to scoop up more. I was lightheaded from such a hard cum, but I was able to get a couple good shots of Haley looking up at me, coated in and eating my cum, adding them to the 'SENIOR YEAR MEMORIES' album.
If it kept filling up at this rate, it was gonna be one hell of a year.
"So, uh, yeah, thanks for that," I said, looking for my clothes.
"No problem. You ever need a good tittyfuck, let me know. Just eat my cunt like that first, and I'm all yours," Haley said, looking around for something to clean off with and settling on a roll of paper towels. Checking my phone, I saw that I still had forty minutes left of lunch.
Sweet!
***
Dressed in record time, I ran for the cafeteria, replaying our encounter in my head.
I knew what had happened these past couple weeks wasn't normal, nor was it sane, but I was settled on thinking it was pretty fucking fantastic. There's no reason a guy like me should've gotten so much ass like this, even with a cock as big as mine. It was a mix of dumb luck and a school with some impressively slutty girls, I knew that, but it was my dumb luck, they were slutty girls who were willing to give me the time of day, and I was loving it so far.
I was walking on air, or, well, running at the time. Hanging out just outside the cafeteria was my best friend, Tori, her mess of red hair crammed under a Regan Hills High School Puma's baseball cap. Seeing me, she waved.
Having just had some awesome sex, and seeing my best friend waiting for me, it felt like nothing in the world could stop me.
Not even Kyle Bowman stepping into the hall in front of me.
"Collins, hey, buddy, I've been looking for you!" Kyle said.
Kyle wasn't my buddy. Kyle was a six and a half foot tall wall of muscle with a tiny head and an impressively groomed blonde crew cut up top. He was a thug, through and through, but because he was rich, almost handsome and his thuggish side came out best on the football field, he was able to get away with pretty much anything he wanted. One of the things he wanted, apparently, was to make my life as miserable as possible, because, well, I made myself an easy target.
I wasn't feeling like an easy target this day.
"So I've heard," I said, looking to get past him. He stepped in my way. Toward the cafeteria, I saw Tori starting for us. She's been able to fend off Kyle in the past, sometimes, but who knew what today would bring.



"Good, so this next part'll be easy. I've got needs and a reputation to keep up, and, lucky me, you can help me with both! So, I've come to give you your choice between two limited time options. Either you do all of my homework in the class of your own choosing, or I publicly humiliate you in the manner of your choosing. I can stuff you in a locker, a trash can, even kick the crap out of you if you choose; just nothing gay like pantsing. With an offer this great, how can you say afford to say no?" Kyle asked. His dad was a used car salesman, and by the sounds of it, Kyle was looking to go into the family business.
Two weeks ago I'd have seriously weighed the options he gave me and probably picked doing his homework, because I'd done it in the past and homework was easy enough for me anyway, but two weeks ago I was a different person. I hadn't had sex with three of the hottest girls in school then and sure as shit didn't have the confidence that came with that.
"Tempting offer, but I think I'd rather tell you to go fuck yourself, and then eat lunch with my friend. Okay, bye, see ya later, and if you didn't hear me the first time, go fuck yourself, go fuck yourself, go fuck yourself!" I said, stepping past him and shooting him the middle finger I'd had in Haley just a matter of minutes ago back at him.
I walked away from him, toward Tori, and nervously looked back. He just stood there, looking back and forth from me to wherever it was he looked when he looked into space. My heart was beating as the realization of what I'd just done sank in slowly, then much faster, then only confirmed once Tori caught up to me with her eyes the size of saucers.
"Did you just tell Kyle to go fuck himself four times?" Tori asked me.
"I'm not sure, I wasn't counting," I said, my stomach lurching at the thought of what Kyle might do to me later while my brain celebrated telling him off.
"Who are you and what have you done with Ryan Collins?" Tori asked.
"I'll let you know when I've found him," I said numbly.
Tori wrapped an arm around my shoulders and shook me playfully, "Ryan Collins, finally becoming a man!"
"You don't know the half of it," I said, finally letting out a nervous laugh that Tori easily joined me in.
We got in the burger line outside the cafeteria together, her talking a mile a minute, as usual, about what'd just happened with me and Kyle and about how she had to tell everyone. I talked her out of telling everybody, but there was one person I had trouble talking her down from.
"I need to tell Nadia, at least," Tori said.
"You don't need to tell Nadia," I said, distracted by the vibrating of my phone against my thigh that seemed nonstop since I got in line.
"Why not?" Tori said.
"Because Nadia's the editor of the school paper," I said.
"So? It's not like this is a story she can put in the paper, is it? 'RYAN COLLINS TELLS KYLE BOWMAN TO FUCK OFF?' It's interesting, sure, but hardly front page material. No, I need to tell her because she hates Kyle, and if anything would guarantee you a spot on the paper, it's this," Tori said.
"Gee, and here I was, thinking it'd be my stellar writing skills," I said, rolling my eyes.
"Well, your adequate writing skills will help, too," Tori said.
"Please, just don't tell her? Please? I hate rumors spreading," I said.
"Even when they're true?" Tori asked. She'd been trying to get me to stand up for myself for years, and I'm sure this had her jumping for joy inside, but my hesitance must have been just as confusing.
"Please?" I asked.
Tori blew a lock of hair out of her eye. "Fine. But you owe me for this one. Big time."
"Anything you want," I said, wishing my phone would stop vibrating.
"I'll remember you said that," Tori said, going up to the cashier to pay for her lunch tray. Seeing this opportunity, I opened my phone screen and checked the slew of texts I had in my group chat with Kaitlyn and Brooke.
Kaitlyn: Tell me you didn't just tittyfuck Haley in a hall closet
Brooke: ryan did wut????!!???
Kaitlyn: Haley says Ryan tittyfucked her in a hall closet
Brooke: which closet
Kaitlyn: by Mrs. Lynns room
Brooke: thats a good closet for that
Kaitlyn: never heard a guy who survived tittyfucking her. still alive?
Brooke: still kickin???????
Kaitlyn: Ryan?
Kaitlyn: hello?
Kaitlyn: heeeeeellllllllllooooooo?
Brooke: think hes ded?
Kaitlyn: pics or it didn't happen
Finally, looking to shut them up, I opened the 'SENIOR YEAR MEMORIES' album and dropped a picture of my cock between Haley's tits and her completely covered in my cum.
The replies came quickly.
Kaitlyn: YEEEEEEEEEESSSSSS!!
Brooke: wow, Im impressed he fit
I smiled. These two would be the death of me.
Assuming, of course, Kyle didn't catch up with me first.
I'd made it through the lunch line and paid and sat down at an outdoor table with Tori and almost thought I'd have enough time to actually recharge and eat when Mrs. Lynn walked across the cafeteria toward me.
"Ryan! Just the person I was looking for!" she said. She looked a little harried, her hair slightly mussed up, her face hard to read.
"Hi, Mrs. Lynn," Tori said.
"Hello, Victoria. Ready for today's quiz?" Mrs. Lynn asked.
"Not to boast, but I'm gonna kick that quiz's ass," Tori said, laughing.
"That's the kind of enthusiasm I like to hear! I'm... I'm not interrupting anything, am I?" Mrs. Lynn asked.
"No, just lunch. What's up?" I asked, maybe a little too quickly. Sitting down like this, I was at the perfect height to take in Mrs. Lynn's tits, and though I'd just had my cock between a heavenly pair, Mrs. Lynn's were always enough to inspire a stirring in my groin.
"Can I borrow you for a few minutes after school, Ryan? I'd like to talk to you about your tutoring performance," she said. There was a serious tone in her voice I didn't like, and one that told me I probably wouldn't like saying no.
"Sure," I said.
"Thanks," Mrs. Lynn said, walking away abruptly.
When Mrs. Lynn was out of earshot, Tori said, "Ooh, someone's in trouble!"
Though I knew she was teasing, I was telling the truth when I said, "I sure hope not."
***
It was true that I hadn't been keeping her as updated on Kaitlyn's and my tutoring sessions as I'd promised, mostly because I didn't want to accidentally leak anything about what we'd been doing, but I thought I'd done a decent enough job to avoid getting into any trouble. Maybe she wanted to give me another student to work with? That was entirely likely, but why would she have sounded so serious, seemed so nervous?
I didn't know if I was in trouble or not, and that's probably why my hand shook so much when I knocked on the door to Mrs. Lynn's classroom at the end of the day.
She opened the door. "Hello, Ryan, come in."
I entered the classroom and she closed the door behind me. I didn't see it, but it sounded almost like... nah, she wouldn't have locked the door, would she? There was a strange energy to the room, a smell, both of which felt very familiar but I couldn't quite place.
"Please, take a seat by my desk," she said, walking up to the head of the room. It may have been the dirty place my mind had been lately, but I had a hard time not looking her up and down. She was dressed in a professional, navy blue blouse and skirt combo, both tight enough to perfectly accentuate her big, round tits and thick bubble butt. Her ass stuck out even more from the heels she wore, her legs looking nice and long in those nylons. She took a seat behind her desk, and I was taken by her beauty, that pretty face, her bobbed blonde hair, sparkling eyes behind a stylish pair of glasses... the only thing missing was her smile. Usually she had the brightest, friendliest smile you'd ever seen, but now it was in a thin line, almost severe.
Was she angry, or concerned, or something else? I couldn't tell.
I took a seat by her desk, waiting for the verdict.
"Before we go any further, Ryan, I just wanted to tell you that you've always been one of my favorite students," Mrs. Lynn said.
"Thank you, Mrs. Lynn," seemed the best response.
"You're bright, you generally play by the rules but know when you can break them, and you're decent in a world that doesn't seem to grant a whole lot of value to decency these days. These are the traits that can really help you go far in life," she said.
"Thank you, Mrs. Lynn," I repeated.
"But, it also doesn't take very much to derail such a promising future. One slipup, one... indiscretion, something that might seem minor on the surface, but if discovered by the wrong party, could lead to some major consequences," she said.
I had a bad feeling about where this was going, but thought it was better to play dumb. "Did I do something wrong?"
Her severe lips curled almost into a smile. "What would you say, Ryan, if I told you that that vent, high in the wall, right behind you, lets me hear pretty much everything that happens in the utility closet next door?"
I looked over my shoulder to the vent she was talking about, and that painted a pretty good picture about where this conversation was headed.
"Fuck," I said.
When I realized I said that out loud, I whipped my head over to Mrs. Lynn, my eyes bugging out. I'd just said 'fuck' in front of Mrs. Lynn. Fuck!
The smile took over her face, looking a lot like the Mrs. Lynn I know. "Relax, Ryan. I wasn't trying to scare you. Well, I wasn't trying to scare you too badly. I just wanted you to understand that, if someone else had caught you or overheard something other than the janitor putting his mops away, they wouldn't be nearly as understanding as I am. There could have been consequences."
"But there won't be, with you?" I asked, feeling the relief growing in my chest.
"No. I may be twice your age, but I remember what it was like being in high school. I know your hormones are going crazy right now, and, believe me, that's hardly the first time that utility room's been used like that," Mrs. Lynn said, getting up from her desk and walking over toward me.
"Oh?" I said noncommittally, trying to fight back the erection that was growing under my desk. It was a losing battle with her this close.
"Mhm," she confirmed. She leaned up against her desk, crossing her arms under her breasts, bringing them closer together. "I won't name any names, but I know of at least one particular blonde cheerleader who loves to scream like you wouldn't believe in there."
Going by the texts I received earlier, I wouldn't at all be surprised if she was talking about Brooke.
"If you ever intend to have an encounter like that again, I highly recommend trying a classroom. They can close their vents to adjacent rooms, and are surprisingly soundproof if you ever want to get really loud."
"Uh, that's good to know, Mrs. Lynn," I said, both wanting and not wanting to know how she knew that, a certain hopeful voice in me wondering if she'd already closed the vents to this room.
"Can I tell you a confession, Ryan? You won't think badly of your teacher?" she asked, fluttering her eyelashes at me.
"Uh, no, Mrs. Lynn, I could never think badly of you," I said.
"Can you keep a secret?" she asked.
"For you? Of course!" I said.
"Good, well, that's a weight off my shoulders," she said, laughing gratefully. "Well, I just had to confess, that when you and Haley were having your, uh, encounter, I was listening, and, well, I sort of started to enjoy it."
I was pretty sure I wasn't supposed to be hearing this sort of thing from a teacher, and by the way she was blushing, I knew she was thinking the same. She wasn't supposed to be enjoying listening to us having sex any more than we were supposed to be having it on school grounds. Still, it was Mrs. Lynn, and I didn't want to get her in any trouble. That, and, well, I was curious about where she was going with this.
"You did?" I asked.
"Yes. So often, when I hear students in there, I hear fumbling, just stupid teen stuff, then some grunting, then a girl complaining. Not with you two, though. Listening to you two, together, like that... it was, god, I'd say it was pretty hot," Mrs. Lynn said, her hands unconsciously trailing over her body, one grazing over her breast, the other down her front. I'm not even sure she knew what she was doing, but she was lost in the moment, and I was enjoying her getting lost in the moment, so I let it happen.
"When I listened to you two, when I listened to what you did to her... I couldn't help myself. I started to, god, this is so embarrassing... I started to touch myself. I just dropped my panties, and I started rubbing myself, and..."
The sound of another voice moaning earlier suddenly made a lot more sense. I thought it was my imagination, but it was Mrs. Lynn listening to us fuck.
Mrs. Lynn listening to us fuck and masturbating to it.
That image was too much for me, and I crossed my legs under the desk, trying to keep the erection from growing, though by the moment I was feeling more certain I'd need it soon.
"I spend a lot of my time when I'm alone in here touching myself, because ever since our third child, Mr. Lynn will only rarely have sex with me. I keep in shape, I look like this, and he barely touches me, so yes, I masturbate a lot. But never before in my teaching career have I ever imagined anything because of a student, never imagined I was with a student when I came, never imagined his cock inside of me," she said, her voice husky, eyes locking onto mine. We nodded slightly to each other in a quiet understanding, and though I was up for it, my heart was pounding. I'd had this fantasy for a long time, but it coming true was a whole new level of crazy to wrap my head around.
"Tell me, Ryan, what would you do, right now, if I told you that I never put those panties back on after I came listening to you two fucking?" Mrs. Lynn asked, parting her legs slightly. I looked around the room, confirming the door was locked and the shades drawn on the windows. We were in our own little world in here, and if she was giving me an invitation, there was no way I was turning it down.
I got down from my desk and crawled toward her.
"Good boy, oh, we're going to have so much fun," she said, raising her skirt so I could see her pussy. The neatly trimmed hair above it was a dirty blonde, its lips engorged and dripping, waiting for me.
"You're soaked," I said, my face within inches of her pussy.
"Because I've been thinking about this all day. Because every down period I've locked myself in here and fingerfucked my cunt until I came again and again. I've cum five times today already, one of them right before you got in. You were late, probably scared out of your mind pacing, and I just couldn't help myself, I needed to cum," Mrs. Lynn said.
She was right about that. I was nervous and pacing beforehand; god only knew what would've happened if I'd been on time.
Mrs. Lynn continued, "But my fingers are only good enough. What I'd like is your fingers. Your tongue. That giant cock of yours I heard Haley boasting about. I want them all, everywhere. First, though, let's make sure you're ready for the oral exam."
It was a cheap joke, a teacher joke, and it made me laugh. Laughing with me, she grabbed me by the back of my head and forced it between her thighs. I latched my mouth onto her pussy, sucking and licking and making her moan. I'd heard so many boys talking about how they wished they could fuck Mrs. Lynn and even a few who claimed they had but clearly hadn't, and knowing that I was here and now actually eating her pussy as she leaned against her desk, well, it was a feeling of fucking power that I loved. Mrs. Lynn was a friend when I needed one in some of my worst moments at school, and getting the chance to repay her like this, to bring her pleasure, it felt like a great joy.
I ate her pussy with gusto, savoring every fold, delving my tongue deeper and deeper into her steaming cunt, making her moan and cry out as I sucked harder. I found her clit and flicked it with my tongue, making her groan when I closed my lips over it and sucked as hard as I could. I slipped first one finger, then another inside of her, curling them up, searching for that spot that'd drive her wild as I fucked them in and out of her.
"Yes, yes, good, that's, good, very good," Mrs. Lynn moaned.
Taking a cue from what she'd said before I started going down on her, I took one of my wet fingers straight from her pussy and pressed it against her asshole. It was tight, unyielding, but I pressed against it harder, and lubed up by her pussy juices, it slid right in.
"Oh FUCK!" she cried out. "Oh, Ryan, you really know how to treat a lady right, don't you?"
"I'm learning," I said, taking my mouth off her pussy and giving one good, long lick for emphasis.
"Well, it's a good thing I'm a good teacher then, isn't it?" she said, burying my face back into her pussy. I dug in deep, eating her, licking her, fingerfucking her cunt and asshole simultaneously, building up a rhythm where she started to shake and moan and slide the desk around from her bucking.
"Oh yes, oh yes, fuck, right there, right there, right there, RIGHT FUCKING THEEEEEEEEERRRRRRE!!"
She came hard, her fingers digging into my scalp as her juices coated my face. It felt like her cries went on forever, though I knew it couldn't have only been more than a few seconds as she squeezed my face tightly between her thighs.
Coming down, she finally pulled me from between her thighs and hoisted me upward.
"On your feet," she growled lustily.
"Yes, Mrs. Lynn," I said.
"Oh, I like it when you call me Mrs. Lynn," she said, unbuttoning her blouse and dropping it to the floor, revealing her massive DD tits held in a plain black bra. They weren't the biggest tits I'd seen today, but they were ones I'd spent a lot of time jacking off to, so seeing them like this was thrilling.
"You want to know why I like you calling me Mrs. Lynn?" she asked, reaching behind her back to unclasp the bra.
"Why?" I asked.
"Because it reminds us both that you're the student, and I'm the teacher..." she said, dropping her bra to the floor and revealing her tits to me. Her pointed, soft brown nipples stood out hard as diamonds, waiting for me.
"...and that I'm the one in control!" she finished, grabbing me by the back of the head and pulling me to her tits, burying my face between them, then taking me from one nipple to the other, letting me suck and nibble to my heart's content.
"Yeah, fuck, suck my nipples, Ryan! Suck your teacher's nipples!"
"So good," I muttered.
"I bet you've fantasized about these tits forever, haven't you? How often have you masturbated to your teacher's tits?" Mrs. Lynn asked.
"All the time," I said.
"Ooooooh," she moaned as I sucked on her right nipple. "Oh you were always one of my favorite students, but I didn't know you were such a dirty boy. You are a dirty boy, aren't you? Because it's dirty boys who fuck little sluts, girls, like Haley in the closet like that. Say it! Say you're a dirty boy!"
"I'm a dirty boy!" I declared as I continued sucking her nipples.
"Oh you're a dirty boy and you've fucked dirty little sluts, but let me show you how fucking filthy a real woman can be. Now take off your clothes, right fucking now!" Mrs. Lynn demanded. I wasn't going to disappoint her, so I did, taking off my shoes, jeans and t-shirt, only standing in front of my nearly naked teacher in my briefs. Appreciatively, and with a little awe, she ran her hand over the front, feeling the size of my bulge.
"My, my, my, it seems you're full of surprises, Ryan. So hard, so big, all for me?" she asked.
"Yes, Mrs. Lynn," I replied. She pressed me into her desk, rubbing me more vigorously through my underwear.
"I thought so. You might be a dirty boy, but you're also a good boy, a very good boy Ryan," Mrs. Lynn said, stripping off her skirt and leaving her only in her glasses, nylons and high heels. To say I hadn't dreamed of this exact image would've been a lie, especially when she dropped to her knees in front of me and hooked her fingers into the waistband of my underwear. She pulled them to the floor, gasping lightly as my cock bounced out and nearly hit her in the cheek.



"And good boys deserve to be rewarded," she said, sucking my cock balls deep into her mouth in one swallow. This wasn't the first time someone had done that to me, but that it was Mrs. Lynn still blew my mind while she blew me.
"Fuck, you're really good at sucking cock," I said.
"Better than all of those other girls?" she asked.
I had to think about this. While I'd had my cock in Kaitlyn, Brooke and Haley's mouths, Mrs. Lynn had them all beat, I think. She wasn't as eager or energetic as any of them, but she was practiced, experienced, making the most of her long and slow strokes as she took me into her throat, circling her tongue on the underside of my shaft, then around my head as she got to the backstroke, right before taking it back down her throat. She knew how to breathe, when to breathe, how to drive me crazy with her entire mouth.
"Way better," I said.
"It's because I've been an expert cocksucker since before you were all born. Wait until you see what else an experienced woman can do," she said, sucking me in deeply.
I tried fucking her mouth back, but she firmly pressed me against her desk, making sure she was in the driver's seat. Considering that her mouth felt like it would drive me to the edge any moment now, I didn't think that was a bad thing.
On one bob, she popped my cock out of her mouth. I moaned in protest.
"You're close, aren't you?" Mrs. Lynn said, holding my cock firmly, but not harshly, by the root.
"Yes," I whimpered. Looking down, I could in the valley between her huge tits that she was fingering herself while she'd been sucking me off.
"Well, that won't do, will it?" she said, standing up. I groaned, frustrated as she walked over to her desk. I hadn't noticed until now that she'd taken everything off of it already, giving me a good idea of what she wanted to do next.
"Lie down on the desk," Mrs. Lynn said. I followed her instructions, my aching cock standing almost straight up as she climbed up onto her desk, straddling me, rubbing her slick cunt up against my cock, but never letting me enter. I reached for her, pleadingly, but she kept up this agonizing dance, rubbing against me and no more, letting me feel her heat, her moistness, keeping me close to the edge but not pushing me over it.
"This is it, Ryan, the moment you've been waiting for. Once you've done this, I'll have ruined you for any other girls. Are you sure you want to do this?" Mrs. Lynn taunted, rubbing her clit against the head of my cock.
I wasn't sure I wanted her to ruin me for any other girls, but at this moment, she could've gotten me to say or do whatever she wanted.
"Please, Mrs. Lynn, please fuck me," I pleaded.
"Well, since you asked so nicely," Mrs. Lynn said, lining up her pussy and burying my entire cock inside. She groaned, a low, guttural sound of pure pleasure, arching her back and thrusting her tits out as she settled onto my cock. I may have made a sound much like her from the pleasure, but it was hard to tell with how loud she was. She looked down to the point where our genitals met, almost in wonder, at her stretched out pussy and the cock that invaded it. With a giddy smile, she started to rock up and down, sliding my cock in and out of her pussy.
"Oh, fuck, you've got such a nice fucking cock," she moaned.
"Your pussy..."
"What about it?"
"So, fuck, so fucking good."
"Is it how you always imagined?" she asked, sliding down onto me harder.
"Better," I grunted, fucking up into her, watching her tits bounce and slam into each other hypnotically. I arched upwards, locking my lips around one of the swinging tits as I continued to fuck her.
"Yes, fuck, fuck, yeah, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me harder!" she yelled.
"God I love fucking your pussy, Mrs. Lynn!" I exclaimed.
"The feeling's mutual!" she yelled, riding my dick even harder.
The way her pussy squeezed my cock, combined with how much she'd gotten me going from her blowjob, meant I didn't have very long. I held out as best I could, wanting her to have one more chance to cum before I set off. I slowed my pace, looked around the room, searching desperately for any distraction that'd help me hold off even longer, anything, but with the sheer fact that I was fucking Mrs. Lynn, nothing worked.
"Oh god, I'm cumming, I'm cumming again!" she declared, not a moment too soon. I fucked into her harder, wanting to drive her over the edge, her moans becoming a high pitched wail of pleasure.
"I'M CUMMING, I'M CUMMING, FUCK ME, RYAN, FUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!"
"GOD, MRS. LYNN, I'M CUMMING!" I roared, firing shot after shot of cum into her pussy as she convulsed in her own violent orgasm on top of me. We bucked against one another as her cunt milked my cock. It felt like I must've fired a gallon of cum into her.
Soon we were coming down, my cock softening inside of her as we held each other close, panting and looking into each others' eyes. Mrs. Lynn, pressing herself close to me, planted a soft kiss on my lips. It lacked the fire of what we'd just done, or any of the other girls I've kissed, but it was tender and sweet, exactly what I'd have hoped for from kissing her.
Smiling seductively, Mrs. Lynn climbed off of me, standing by the desk with my cum running down her thighs. She licked at my softened cock, sucking on its head, rolling her lips over it. I was oversensitive from just having had a major orgasm, but the sheer eroticism of her groaning and sucking my cock, her licking and sucking getting a greater feeling of desperation by the second, brought me back to life somehow.
Jacking my cock next to her face, Mrs. Lynn smiled and licked the side of my shaft. "I'd forgotten how quickly high school boys can recover."
"I aim to please, Mrs. Lynn," I said.
"Well, if that's the case, would you be up for seeing if this beast can please my ass?" Mrs. Lynn purred, reaching a hand back and slapping her ass to get my attention.
She didn't need to do that to keep my attention on her ass, but it was a plenty nice sight.
On shaky legs, I got up and walked behind Mrs. Lynn as she bent over her desk, crushing her tits into its surface. Reaching back, she spread her ass wide, flexing as she did, making her tight little hole wink for me.
Using some of the lessons I'd learned from Brooke, I ran my slick cock slowly up and down the crack of her ass, teasing her hole with my head but not fully pressing inward. Mrs. Lynn moaned and whined each time I pressed in close, only to tease the head away, running it further up and down, spreading our juices around.
"When I said I wanted you to please my ass, I meant I wanted you to fuck it," Mrs. Lynn growled lustily.
"Yes, Mrs. Lynn," I said, pressing the head up against her asshole.
"So, Ryan, fuck my ass! RIGHT! NOW!" she demanded.
Never one to turn up such a polite request, I pressed the head up against her asshole hard, stretching it wide before popping it inside.
"OH, FUCKING SHIT! HOLY FUCK, GOD!" Mrs. Lynn yelled, pounding the desk with one hand while she fingered her pussy savagely with the other. Her ass was almost as tight as Brooke's but ten times as sweet, because I was fucking Mrs. Fucking Lynn. Slowly, savoring the moment and wanting to stretch it as long as I could, I worked only a little bit of my cock in at a time, pressing it into her more and more as I forced her against the desk. She let out screams and moans, pounding the desk as she fingerfucked herself even harder. By the time I was balls deep, I thought she was ready to cum. Shit, I thought I was ready to come in my teacher's tight ass.
Mrs. Lynn, however, was ready for more. Looking over her shoulder, she growled, "Now are you going to stand there doing nothing, or are you going to give your teacher the ass fucking she deserves?"
"Yes, Mrs. Lynn," I said, pulling out and thrusting into her, making her moan deeply.
Her ass was so tight, I thought I might pass out from the pleasure, but standing behind her, her bent over the desk she gave us lectures and homework from really set me off, making me fuck her with more energy than I knew I still had left in the tank.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I repeated over and over as I fucked her ass, watching her cheeks ripple as I grabbed her by the hips and really let her have it. I was a mindless animal, fucking and unable to do anything but fuck at this point, living for the tightness and heat of her hole and the utter filth that spilled out of her mouth.
"Oh my god, you've got such a big cock, bigger than my fucking husband's! He doesn't have that cock, doesn't eat my pussy, won't fuck me in the ass, FUCK!" she yelled.
"He won't? Fucking why?" I grunted, unable to imagine not wanting to fuck her bountiful and wonderful ass, pounding even harder into her at the thought.
"He thinks it's dirty, fuck, keep going like, right there, right there, FUCK! He thinks it's dirty, he doesn't understand that it's so amazing because it's so fucking, fuck, fuck, fuck, DIIIIIIIRTY, FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!" Mrs. Lynn shouted, bucking and cumming again, her ass squeezing my cock almost painfully. It was such an exquisite blend of pleasure and pain that my balls pulled up, firing another explosive set of cum blasts up her ass.
I collapsed onto her, both of us pressed into the desk. Weakly, I kissed the back of her neck, my hands traveling to her breasts, stroking them softly. She giggled slightly, turning to kiss me. We made out for a while like this as my cock softened.
Finally, sighing, Mrs. Lynn said, "We need to get out of here."
"That'd probably be a good idea," I agreed. We both stood up, a torrent of cum spilling down her leg as my cock popped out of her ass. She pulled a box of tissues from her desk, and together we did our best to clean it up.
Her voice sounding like a person who'd just sobered up, Mrs. Lynn said, "So, I would appreciate it if you used discretion about this encounter?"
"Of course. I wouldn't want to get you in trouble," I said.
"I'm glad we agree about that. I know you're eighteen, but there are a lot of people who wouldn't approve of what we just did. Not the least of which would be my husband," Mrs. Lynn said.
"I'll keep it a secret. I swear," I said.
"Good. Now, what was this I heard about you taking a picture of Haley? Something about a 'Senior Year Memories' album?" Mrs. Lynn asked.
Considering all we'd just done, it felt weird to feel embarrassed in front of Mrs. Lynn, and yet, there I was. "It's... it's just this stupid thing that Kaitlyn started. When we first got together, she started an album on my phone of us having sex, and, well I've wound up adding every other girl I've been with to it. I think it's Kaitlyn's way of trying to get me to have more fun."
Mrs. Lynn laughed. "I'll bet I'm to blame for that. This is a time when I'd normally say I shouldn't have forced you two into a room together, but with what we just did, I can't fully say I regret that."
"Nope," I confirmed.
"By school policy, I'm supposed to tell you that keeping and sharing nude pictures of your classmates is highly frowned upon, and if caught could lead to your expulsion. You are aware of that, aren't you, Ryan?" Mrs. Lynn said.
I wasn't, actually. Prior to this year, this had been a policy that I'd never really needed to consider because, well, when was it ever going to apply to me? What she'd said was sobering and scared me, which I'm guessing was her intent the way her face read.
"I'll also tell you that it's one of many policies they don't give two shits about, and that if you're careful, there's nothing to worry about. So, want one more for the album?" Mrs. Lynn asked.
"Uh, sure!" I said, fumbling for my phone.
"Just make sure my face isn't in it; if this leaks out-"
"No problem," I said. Mrs. Lynn posed for me against her desk, still clad in only her nylons and heels. She spread her legs wide, sticking two fingers into her cunt to show off my cum which still dripped down her legs, thrusting her tits out for the camera. I took two quick pictures, then put it into my pants.
Of all the pictures I'd taken so far, I was sure these would be some of the ones I'd masturbate to the most.
That is, if anybody in this school left me enough time to masturbate.
Mrs. Lynn talked to me as we both got dressed. "Now, before there is any other awkwardness, I must get out of the way that this in no way will affect your grades. So long as you continue to be the excellent student you've always been, you'll do fine, but if you slack off, I won't go easy on your grades just because you gave me three mindblowing orgasms (thanks for those, by the way), do you understand?"
"Yes, Mrs. Lynn," I said, smiling as I repeated the words that had gotten her going while we fucked. They had a similar effect on her here, her eyes growing hungry, but she held herself back.
Barely.
"I'm glad we understand each other, then. Beyond that, while I had a great time, I cannot promise that this will become a regular occurrence. I've never done this with a student before, I don't intend to make a habit of it, and I don't wish to lose my job, so discretion will be of the utmost importance," Mrs. Lynn said.
"I understand."
"Good. Good," she repeated, getting close enough to whisper in my ear. "But know this: I'm not done with you yet, Ryan. One day, sometime soon, we're going to get some proper time together, and I will take that cock to places it's never dreamed of."
I gulped, the image making my deflated cock twitch. "I'll look forward to that."
"I know you will," she said as she started getting dressed.
I followed her lead, shaking my head and completely unable to wipe the idiot grin from my face. This was turning out to be one hell of a year, and from what I could tell, it was only looking up from here.
I just wondered where, and to whom, it would take me next.
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: Nerdy 18-year-old Ryan Collins has been getting used to his newfound position among Regan Hills High School's popular girls after news of his big cock was spread around by mean girl Kaitlyn. So, in addition to dodging bully Kyle Bowman and his best friend, Tori, talking him into joining the school paper, he's been juggling time having sex with a number of cheerleaders. After a tryst in a school closet brought his activities to the attention of his favorite teacher, Mrs. Lynn, Ryan thought he was in trouble, but instead had sex with Mrs. Lynn. All in all, the year's looking up.
***
"We really need to get you laid," Tori said before taking an expert sniper shot at one of our opponents, splattering their digital brains all over the landscape. We sat next to each other on her basement bedroom couch, each focused on our laptops and the game world within. We were playing in a battle royale match and had made it to only fourteen survivors left, but for the moment we were on the same side, which was fun while it lasted.
It didn't make me hate the point where we'd have to turn on each other any less, though.
There were worse people to have as a best friend than Tori McNeil, though the way she focused on my social life, the social life I was currently hiding from her, got more than a little annoying pretty fast. Especially when there were bitches online that needed killing, and she was distracting me from them.
"Is this really the time?" I asked, diving my avatar for cover as someone launched a rocket at me.
"Oh, come on, it's always the time. You've got a year to prevent you from going to college a virgin, and I'm just trying to help out. You really should've dived behind that truck," she said.
"That truck's on fire," I clarified.
"Oh, so it is," she said as the truck exploded. "Doesn't mean getting you laid isn't important."
"It's not important right now," I said.
"Ryan, you're my best friend; you're important all the time," Tori said. For someone who as much a smartass as she was most of the time, there was a refreshing honesty to her voice that was almost touching.
"Thanks," I said. Then, realizing I needed to talk like I wasn't getting laid on a semi-regular basis these days, I added, "But that's not gonna help me. Not unless you're offering..."
"Ew, god no!" Tori exclaimed, wrinkling her face up in disgust. As usual when we have this exchange, we held on, waiting to see who'd laugh first. This time, Tori who broke first, though I wasn't far behind.
"Sorry, couldn't hold it in," she said.
"Don't worry. If I wasn't so busy flanking our sniper friend..." I said, unleashing a barrage from my minigun. The sniper, and close to half the building they were hiding in, were no longer a problem.
"...I'd have broken first," I said.
"Oh, nicely done. Get the loot before someone else does," Tori said.
"Already on it," I said, looting the remains, shooting a glance over at Tori.
That the two of us should've had sex by now is one of our longest running inside jokes, mostly because I'm pretty sure everyone expected that we would've done it by now. We'd been best friends for ages, and were closer to brother and sister than anything else, I think (not that I'd know, being an only child). We fought, played video games, shared similar interest in toys and comics and women, and slept over at each others' houses all the time. We've jokingly sent each other favorite porn clips and pictures we've found online in the past, and, well, in a lot of ways, I've always thought about her as one of the guys.
That's not to say I didn't know she was pretty cute, for a bisexual tomboy. She was a shade taller than me and slender, with pale, freckled skin, a cute face, and a mess of curly red hair I don't think she's ever tried to tame. She favored loose, long-sleeved shirts, overalls and boots, but I'd had enough gym classes with her to know she was hiding a half-decent body under it all.
There'd been times, back before this year at least, where I'd been convinced that one day the two of us would wind up having sex if just for the fact that I wouldn't have had any other options. She got dates sometimes, more often than not with girls than guys, but I knew she'd had sex, and I'd been curious, maybe a little about what it'd be like, but only curious.
All right, maybe just a little more than curious, but no more than that.
"You know, it's not like there aren't girls who wouldn't be interested," Tori said.
"They're not interested," I said.
"True, but there's some who if you got to know them, they might be willing to give it a try. Just, you know, you'd have to get to know them first, and grow balls enough to actually ask them out," she said.
"Oh yeah? Name some," I said.
She thought on this a moment, sniping yet another person before saying, "You've got me there, but I could ask around-"
"Don't ask around. I... I'm fine," I said. It wasn't that I wasn't interested in being introduced to more girls, but I was afraid that if she started asking around that she might've started to hear some of the rumors about me, rumors I was perfectly fine keeping from Tori. The way she kept her ear to the ground, it felt like a minor miracle she hadn't heard anything already, and I wanted to keep it that way.
"Spending your lonely nights masturbating doesn't count as being fine," Tori said.
It was if it meant masturbating to pictures of my cum all over Kaitlyn Pruitt, Brooke King, Haley Campbell and Mrs. Lynn.
God, it was still hard to believe that I'd had sex with Mrs. Lynn, and that she was looking forward to more somewhere down the line. The thought was enough to make my erection stir, though I had to hide it from Tori.
These were the things I thought, even though I didn't say them.
I was struggling to come up with something to say, when something happened that meant I didn't need to say a damn thing.
"Fuck, I'm dead," I said, bemoaning my avatar falling to the ground, blood spewing from his head.
"Shit! Me too!" Tori exclaimed. "I had a great fucking spot and everything! Fucking snipers."
"Says the sniper," I said.
"Fuck off. Who got you?" she asked.
I checked my screen, then hers. "Hey, we're twinsies. 69golden_hand69."
"Fuck, not her," Tori grumbled.
"Who?"
"Izzy Barnes. From civics class? Bitch has been telling me she'd get me for weeks now; never thought she'd actually find my server," Tori said.
I knew Izzy Barnes, if just in passing because we had similar friend groups. She was a hyper little thing with choppy hair dyed bright blue, and a fashion sense of mostly bright colors. When she wasn't talking a mile a minute about fucking people up in games, she was almost kind of cute, but since fucking people up online seemed to be her life...
I checked the time on my phone. "Probably for the best, I gotta get going. Tutoring."
Tori rolled her eyes. "Oh, joy. Just remember, you interview for the paper tomorrow after school; Nadia values promptness. Don't show up on time, and it'll be both of our asses, and if it's both of our asses with her, then your ass is mine after that."
I raised my hand in promise. "I'll be there. Scout's honor."
"Good. Give my regards to Kaitlyn."
I picked up my backpack and packed my laptop inside of it. "Oh, come on, she's not that bad."
"You know what they say about people when someone says they're not that bad?"
"That they're actually that bad?" I finished. Tori tapped the side of her nose knowingly.
"Well, she may not be perfect, but I think I'm actually helping her out some," I said, walking toward the front door.
Tori called after me jokingly, "Well, if you ever get around to helping out her pussy, let me know, right?"
I laughed. "I'll get right on that!"
***
"OH FUCK, FUCK ME HARDER, FUCK ME HARDER!!" Kaitlyn shouted as I railed her from behind. She was on all fours on my bed, her face pressed down hard into the pillows, her massive tits swaying deliciously with every thrust. I was already fucking her as hard as I could, but she was fucking insatiable, so I gave her every last bit of gas I had in the tank.
"GOD, FUCK, FUCK, I'M CUUUUUUMMMMMMMING!!" she screamed as her cunt spasmed around my cock, her body collapsing to the bed as she slowed her fucking.
"Hey, hey, I'm cumming too, I'm cumming," I said, wanting instruction on where she wanted it. Kaitlyn wasn't too picky whether I'd cum in her pussy or on her face or tits or in her mouth. This time she crawled off of me and lay on her back, jacking me slowly until I grunted and came all over her face and massive tits, spurt after spurt landing on her tongue, lips, neck, everywhere.
Drained, I fell back onto the bed, panting and staring up at the ceiling.
"I don't think I'll ever get tired of that," Kaitlyn said, dabbing up cum with her fingers and sucking it off of them.
"You and I got different definitions of tired," I said, laughing.
"Maybe, but that was still pretty fucking sweet," Kaitlyn said. She grabbed her phone and took a picture of herself making a kissy face into it, still covered in cum.
"Making Brooke jealous?" I asked.
"You know it," Kaitlyn said.
"You know, you're the one making her jealous, I'm the one who's gonna pay for it, right? You think you like getting fucked hard, that girl's ass..." I trailed off.
"Yeah, well, you complain, but you know I'll make it up to you," Kaitlyn replied.
"Truth," I admitted.
"So, school paper, huh?" Kaitlyn asked as she cleaned herself of my cum.
"Yeah," I said, uncertainly. Kaitlyn and I hadn't been friends for years until we reconnected recently, but ever since that reconnection we've mostly either been fucking or talking about history to make sure she'd graduate. Our rare conversations that were related to something other than sex or tutoring were still awkward and halting, with both of us trying to find a common ground that left us long ago.
Still, it felt nice when we tried.
"Sounds like a good fit for you. Lots of people you'd get along with in there," Kaitlyn said diplomatically.
"More nerds?" I said.
"You used the word, not me," Kaitlyn said.
"Fair," I said. She wasn't wrong, though. I may have been on the anti-social side, but I was looking forward to the chance of working alongside people with more similar interests to me.
"And once you nail that interview-"
"IF I nail that interview," I interrupted.
"Oh, come on, have some fucking confidence, if this is something you want, you'll kick its ass. Once you nail that interview, I'll promise you the exclusive once I become homecoming queen," Kaitlyn said.
Homecoming. Right, that was next week. The month had really flown by.
Now, strictly speaking Homecoming wasn't exactly something I looked forward to, since it was pretty much just an excuse to wave around the school pride while hyping up a football game that'd bore anyone to tears and crowning people I didn't know and didn't care about king and queen at a dance I wouldn't attend. The games they had at the carnival beforehand, though, those were fun, especially if Tori and I were hanging out.
That was in previous years, though. Who knew what things would be like with my new status quo?
"You got the win locked down?" I asked, curious.
"I might as well. It's me and Addison Gonzalez in the front running right now, and no way in hell am I letting that slut win over me," Kaitlyn said.
I wasn't so sure about that; Addison Gonzalez was a lot nicer than, if not as smart as, Kaitlyn, and was every bit as beautiful. While Kaitlyn would've won her votes by fighting for them, Addison was likely to have won her votes simply by being Addison.
"Besides, if I win, I get to make her boyfriend my king and make her crazy jealous. Pretty sweet, huh?" Kaitlyn said.
"Who's that?" I asked.
"Guess," she said.
I didn't have to guess because I knew the answer the moment I asked the question. "Kyle Bowman."
My archnemesis, the hero of Regan Hills High School and its biggest asshole all wrapped up in a giant, walking pile of blonde meat. It wasn't long ago that he gave me the offer to choose between doing his homework and having him humiliate me in front of the entire school, and riding high off of just having tittyfucked Haley Campbell, I told him to fuck off. I hadn't heard from him since, which worried me.
Kyle Bowman wasn't the kind of guy to let grudges die easy.
"You got it," Kaitlyn said.
Nervous, I asked, "You're not gonna...?"
"Fuck him? Nah, been there, done that, his dick's too small to revisit, especially after I've had your anaconda, but I'd love to make Addison think I was gonna steal her man, give her something to get her panties in a twist over. You know, usual friend stuff," she said.
"Well, that sounds like a plan," I said. Kaitlyn had become a much nicer person since we started fooling around, but her mean girl tendencies were something I'd have rather avoided. If I had my way, I'd have tried to change her in the hopes that she could become a better person, but since changing a person never really works, I figured I'd just try to act as her conscience when I could, and when I couldn't, just staying the fuck out of the way.
"Yes. Yes it does. Anyway, let me know how your interview goes tomorrow. If you get it, how about Brooke and I take you out for something special?" Kaitlyn said.
I very nearly said "it's a date," but stopped myself because Kaitlyn and I weren't dating. At least, we weren't dating as far as I was aware. We never went out to do anything romantically, but we were good at making out and hot sex, and were finally figuring out how to talk to each other, so that was something.
Did I want to be dating Kaitlyn Pruitt? That was the question, wasn't it.
Ultimately, I settled on saying, "Sure. Sounds great."
"Cool!" she said, taking my wilted cock in hand and cupping the balls. "Now, do you think you can get this up and ready for draining one more time before we get to tutoring?"
Feeling it stir, I said, "I'll give it my best."
***
The office of the Regan Hills High Puma Press was the kind of place I could've gotten lost in.
It was, like any of the less funded rooms at school, a collection of a thousand different artifacts from a thousand different eras, all expected to serve the needs of our school right here, right now. There were framed front pages from the Puma Press going back forty years to various significant historical events (all covered with the delicacy of a high school paper), and islands of tables, no two of which matched each other, each surrounded by mismatched and damaged chairs clearly salvaged from classrooms that didn't need them anymore. Technology was scant, with a giant and ancient copying machine in one corner making strange noises even though it wasn't in use, a ring of computers around the room of varying usefulness depending on their age (some of them had to date back to the '90s), and a sign leading to a black doorway at the far end of the room that read "Dark Room", which would've been useful in the days before all cameras were digital.
It was a mess of a room, but it had a smell, an energy to it that I liked. It was an intimidating kind of feeling, one of rushed deadlines and fierce argument, the kinds of things I normally tried to avoid, but somehow it felt right to me.
That was probably the only reason I wasn't completely bombing this interview.
Well, that and the room being empty, save for me and my interviewer.
18-year-old editor of the Puma Press Nadia Barclay flipped through my limited portfolio of sample articles that Tori had me draft up, occasionally raising an eyebrow, but mostly remaining immovable and stoic.
"This sports article isn't very good," she said.
"Sorry. I'm... not much into sports, but-"
"Neither am I, but the school requires that we put an inordinate amount of attention on it and entertainment related trivialities in order to maintain our funding. Besides, close to ninety percent of the people who want on this paper want to talk sports. Being a poor sports writer is not going to work against you here," Nadia said.
"Well, uh, good," I responded.
"It doesn't help you, though," Nadia added as she continued looking over my portfolio. She was pretty in a severe sort of way. A black girl with dark skin and long black hair held back in a single ponytail, lively brown eyes that scanned everything intensely behind wire-rimmed glasses. Dressed in a professional-looking sweater and jeans, she looked fairly calculating and ambitious, successful in the image she tried to give around the school of someone who's worked their ass off to get to where they are. I knew her from a few classes, and she was easily one of the smartest and most driven people in our class and was one of the easiest people to bet on becoming successful after graduation. In the articles of hers I read in preparation for my interview, she came across as impassioned and eloquent and highly knowledgeable on whatever topic she tackled.
This intimidated me, because from everything I'd seen and heard, I was expecting her to be a cold person to deal with, but when she thought I wasn't looking, I could swear I saw a smile or two crossing her lips while she read something I wrote. Impressing people was something I was new to, and impressing someone for reasons more than being pretty good at sex felt better than I'd expected.
"Your style's a bit raw, but with a little practice, I think you show some promise. Was there any section of the paper you had in mind?" Nadia asked.
This felt promising. "I was hoping entertainment? Pop culture?"
I could've gone on about these subjects at length and done a damn sight better than anyone else currently on the school paper, and I was hoping that the sample articles I'd written would prove that, but right away Nadia shook her head.
"No dice. After sports, entertainment's the other section we're not lacking for volunteers on," she said.
"I think I could offer a unique perspective, compared to the rest of your current writers," I said.
"No one's saying you can't, but I think you can do better," she said.
"I can?" I asked.
Nadia closed my portfolio and slid it across the table to me. "When you're on a topic you actually give a shit about, you're passionate, and you're smarter than about half the people I've got writing for me. You should write about more important topics than superhero movies and video games. What would you think about writing for our Current Events section?"
I thought that she was in need of people to write for a more boring section, but it didn't sound uninteresting.
"What would that entail?" I asked.
"Watching the news, reporting on what's going on, trying to get everyone around here to actually give a shit about the world. Add a little flair to things without losing the facts. We also use Current Events to give a look at what's going on around the school, so I might send you out from time to time interviewing interesting students up to interesting projects. Human interest stuff, but it doesn't need to be fluff. It's an underappreciated section, but it's my goal to gain it some appreciation before I graduate, and I'd like you to be a part of that. The position's yours, if you want it," Nadia said.
Now this I didn't see coming. I either expected her to say yes or no and send me on my way; I didn't expect a voice in the matter. Having a choice actually made me feel, well, powerful in a way that I hadn't expected. It was like... shit, did she respect me?



That was a new feeling.
My answer was simple. "Tell me when to start, boss."
Nadia smiled, and this time it wasn't a fleeting half-smile when I wasn't looking, but a genuine grin that lit up her entire pretty face. I could already see looking forward to pleasing her if just to see this rare smile.
"Welcome to the Puma Press," she said, reaching a hand out to me across the table formally. I took it and shook it, the gesture awkward but making sense under the circumstances.
"Come on, let me show you around the office," Nadia said, getting me up and guiding me around the cramped room. It had clearly been a classroom at one point or another, but now with the crowd of equipment inside there was barely enough room for twenty people. It didn't seem like there was much showing around to do, but I soon realized she was doing it as an opportunity to get a read on her newest writer.
"So, most of your articles you'll be fine to submit via e-mail, but we have editorial meetings after school every Thursday, unless they conflict with an event or holiday. You can make time for that?" Nadia asked.
"Can do," I said.
"Good. Anytime the room's unlocked and you feel the need to work on an article in peace, this office is available get some serious work done. I haven't stressed it, but this paper's been close to winning some awards in statewide competition the last two years, and I intend for us to actually get one this year," she said, her voice full of raw determination.
I felt for her. She only had one more year of high school to get glory doing what she loved, and I didn't want to disappoint her. I understood all too well what living a life of disappointment was like, and didn't feel like spreading it around to anyone more than had to receive it.
"I'll do my best," I said.
"You better," she threatened, her tone almost playful but still very serious. "So, now I need to ask you a question."
"Shoot," I said.
"Did you really tell Kyle to fuck off?" Nadia asked, her voice now pure amusement.
I grumbled. "Tori was supposed to keep it a secret."
"If it makes you feel any better, I really had to pry to get that one out of her. She swore that you swore her to secrecy, so naturally I had to use all of my infinite charm to get it out of her, because there is little that gets in the way between me and good gossip," she said.
"Naturally."
"So, did you? Tell him to fuck off?" Nadia asked.
"Yes," I said unhesitatingly.
Nadia laughed. I wasn't sure I'd ever heard her laugh before. "I wish I could've gotten a picture of that. His face must've been priceless."
"I didn't actually see his face, I was too busy running away," I said.
"Wise move. It doesn't make it any less priceless, though. You want to see the dark room?" she asked.
"Sure," I said.
Nadia led me to the far end of the room, toward the darkened door with the piece of black cloth hanging across it like a curtain. She flicked a switch next to the doorway and then led me past the curtain, through a narrow, pitch black hallway that zig-zagged first in a hard right, then a hard left. Having been to a few haunted houses in past Halloweens, I almost expected for something to jump out at me from one of the corners of the zig-zag, but nothing did.
"The hallway twists to act as a light trap," Nadia explained. "White light exposes photographic paper and undeveloped negatives, makes them useless."
"We still use this?" I asked.
"Most of our photographers have gone digital, but we have a couple who love the retro feel of film, plus people from the photography club..." she explained, leading me into the room bathed in red light. Down the center of the room were stations of chemical baths, one wall lined with machines that I assumed were used for putting pictures to paper. The other half of the room, though, was made into a bit of a lounge with an old yet comfortable-looking couch, some discarded lockers, a mini-fridge and a set of speakers.
"Mostly we use this room when we want to relax and hang out, get away from it all. There's sodas in the fridge, speakers you can dock your phone into if you want to play some music (though make sure everyone else in here likes what you're playing or you take your life into your hands), a card table and some board games. If nobody's developing any pictures, this room's got fans that make it great for smoking a little weed if that's your thing. It's mostly our private place to chill and do whatever in," Nadia said.
"Sounds great," I said, marveling at the red-tinged room. It felt as cobbled together as any other part of the Puma Press' office, but at once it felt cozy and lived in, the kind of place I could spend a lot of time in. Checking out the stack of board games they had in here, I felt pretty sure that Tori and I would have a lot of fun in here.
"One more question," Nadia said.
"Sure," I responded.
"Is it true you've got a ten inch cock?" she asked.
It says a lot about how this year had gone that this only barely surprised me, and that it didn't even surprise me enough to double-take. Nadia was a little shorter than me, and I looked down into her eyes, catching this hopeful look of lust, even in the red-bathed glow of the room.
"Yeah," I responded.
She licked her lips, then nodded to herself. "Very good. Now, if I were to explain to you that I spend most of my spare time working on this paper or one of many other projects, so much spare time that I don't get laid very often, what would you think?"
Unhesitatingly, I said, "I'd say that's a damn tragedy for a girl as beautiful as you."
"Good answer," she explained. "Would I also have to explain to you that if, say, hypothetically, something were to happen between us here in the privacy of the dark room, that it wouldn't be me abusing my power and that I'm not holding anything over you, that you can say no at any time and it wouldn't affect your standing on the paper at all?"
"You wouldn't have to. I know you're professional," I said, knowing that this was exactly what she wanted and needed to hear.
"Also a good answer," she said, nodding almost as if she needed to talk herself into doing something she desperately wanted to do. "And if I told you that I found you slightly cute and wanted to see what you could do with that cock of yours, what would you say?"
"I'd say you're lying about the part where I'm cute, but then I'd kiss you," I said.
"Good answ-" Nadia said, cut off by my kiss. This might've been the first time I had the opportunity to kiss first before things went further with any girl, and I liked it. It let me know that my confidence wasn't just some passing thing that came and went at its pleasure, but something I could call on when an opportunity for something I wanted rolled around. Wanting Nadia may not have been something I came into the room aiming to do, but it sure as hell was something I embraced now, knowing she was interested.
For someone who didn't get out very much, Nadia was a very good kisser, maybe the best of any of the girls I'd been with (even Mrs. Lynn, hard as that was to admit). Her lips were perfectly soft, she had the right amount of energy and passion, never going overboard but still very wanting. After a number of encounters where the sex came long before the kissing, this was an entirely different experience altogether just standing there in the dark, making out, lost in a world all our own.
Not that sex wasn't on the menu, though, because while we made out our hands roamed all over each other. While she eagerly rubbed my cock through my jeans, I felt up her tits, her ass, finding more to them than I'd expected based on the modest way she dressed and wanting to discover even more of what she had to offer. Still pawing at each other, we stumbled over to the couch, falling down onto it, her partially on top of me.
If there was anything that could've pushed us into overdrive, it seemed like falling onto the couch did it. We made out with greater intensity, kissing and grinding into each other. I cupped her breasts through her sweater, grinding my cock into her equally clothed crotch.
"We, uh, should probably get undressed if we want to do anything more with this," Nadia said.
"Not that this isn't fun," I said.
"No, definitely, but, I really want to see that cock I've heard so much about," she said, practically drooling as she sat up, tugging her sweater up over her blouse.
"Incidentally, who did you hear all this from?" I asked, pulling off my own shirt and untying my shoes.
Nadia smiled brightly. "A good reporter never reveals her sources."
That didn't answer my question, but when she pulled off her shirt, I didn't give a fuck about what questions I had, because a topless Nadia was all I needed to focus on. Her skin was dark and smooth, utterly perfect and begging to be touched, her C-cup tits held firmly in a white bra that glowed red under the lights of the dark room.
Enthusiastically, I dove in face first, licking and sucking on her cleavage while I reached around. I hadn't had any experience actually taking bras off for myself and was eager to learn, but I soon found out that there was a big difference between what I wanted and what I was actually able to do. I fumbled around the back, feeling for clips, Velcro, anything, but couldn't find a damn thing, much to Nadia's amusement.
Of course, her amusement was my frustration, making me growl and fight the bra even more.
"While your enthusiasm is commendable, this one clips in the front," she said.
"Oh, uh, thanks," I said, trying fruitlessly to unclasp it, only for Nadia to sigh and get it done for me.
"You know, if you keep making the rounds at this school like you have, you're gonna need to get good at that," she said.
"Uh huh," I said, utterly hypnotized by her tits. I've seen tits of every shape and size with nipples of every shape and size, but it still amazed me what kind of power they had over me the first time I saw a new pair. Nadia's weren't as big as some of the girls (and women) I've been with, but they were round and firm, barely bouncing as her bra fell off. In the red-bathed light of the room, her small but very nipples were exceptionally dark against her skin. I took one in each hand, rolling my palms over them and then flicking my thumbs against them.
"Oh yeah, like that," Nadia purred, closing her eyes and leaning her head back. I stroked and tweaked her nipples for a moment, loving how sensitive they were and how Nadia reacted. While this was fun on its own, I wasn't satisfied with just touching her nipples and squeezing her deliciously soft tits. I leaned in, licking my tongue slowly over each nipple, enjoying the soft groans they pulled from deep within Nadia.
"While this is nice, and all, very nice actually if you keep doing that, Ryan, this I was hoping you were a little more ambitious than second base," Nadia said.
"I can be ambitious," I said.
"I was hoping you'd say that," she said, sliding out of her pants and panties, now completely naked before me on the couch. I could smell the sex from her swollen, moist pussy even from here, the intoxicating aroma pushing me forward as I slid first out of my pants, then out of my underwear, letting my thick, ten-inch cock out for Nadia to see.
"Seems like my sources were accurate," she said in a low, awed voice, running a single finger along the bead of precum on the tip, smearing it around the head and jacking slowly. Her hand could barely fit all the way around, and she giggled softly to herself as she slowly jacked me in long strokes, expertly coaxing out more and more precum until I was slick.
Returning the favor, I reached over and started fingering her steaming cunt with two fingers, running one along the edges while curling the other inside, pulling out another hiss and a low moan from her.
"That's it, that's it, just like that, yeah, you got it, right there, right there," she whispered, her words coming more quickly the more I fingered her.
The way she expertly jacked my cock, I wasn't all that far off from where she was. "You sure, oh god, are you sure you don't get out much?"
Opening her eyes, Nadia grinned. "Just because I don't get out much doesn't mean I don't know my way around a cock."
"I wasn't saying tha-"
Before I could finish, Nadia bent over, pulling my fingers from her cunt and eagerly licking the underside of my cock. I moaned at the touch of her tongue as she licked from the bottom of my head, down the shaft, all the way to my balls. Every move was calculated and well considered, perfectly fitting her personality. At least, this is what I thought until she started sucking on my balls.
"Oh, fuck, wow, oh god," I said, reeling at the way she gently sucked and licked my large balls. She applied just enough force to drive me wild, but not enough to cause me pain. At least, not more than a slightly exquisite pain that made my toes curl.
"Okay, I'm not complaining, I swear, oh fuck, oh fuck," I said.
Nadia let my balls go, slowly kissing her way up the shaft. "Now I know you've been working your way through the cheerleaders, but let me tell you, they aren't the only ones at this school that need cock. The nerds, the outcasts, the misfits and oddballs, we'd all like a piece of this too. Open your horizons, and you'll get laid in more inventive ways than anything those popular girls have to offer."
"Sounds, oh fuck, sounds great," I said.
"Good," she responded, inhaling most of my cock in one long suck, then getting the rest down in her second bob. Nadia's oral skills were second to none, her blowjob the kind of clinical perfection that I would've expected from her as she bobbed her head up and down, taking more than half of my cock in with each bob before rocking back to the head, swirling her tongue around it and going back for more. Her juicy lips felt heavenly around my cock, and just for an instant, I got lost in it and fell on my back onto the couch.
I should've known something was up the way she was shifting around, but the way my cock never left her mouth, I wasn't aware of what was going on until she swung one of her legs around my chest, and her pussy began to drop down over my face. For all that I'd done with the other girls, I only now realized that I hadn't yet 69'd with any of them yet; I'd gotten close with Kaitlyn our first time out, but nothing like this.
Since it seemed I was all about new experiences these days, I dove in enthusiastically, grabbing Nadia's round ass and pulling her pussy down to my face, diving in and eating her out with gusto. I soon found that I liked 69ing.
Really liked 69ing, actually.
Though it was harder to focus on my own cock while we were like this, and my neck was at an awkward angle, there was a certain intimacy to it that I really liked. We were completely focused on each other's pleasure, her sucking my cock, me eating her pussy, intertwined and getting off knowing we were getting the other off.
If that weren't enough, that Nadia's pussy was perfection didn't hurt either. Her long, spread wide lips were practically soaked already when I first started digging in, licking and probing deeper and deeper, following her moans so I could find her most sensitive spots and then going in for more. Sucking on her clit practically made her squeal, so it goes without saying that I kept focusing on that, flicking it with my tongue, gently running my teeth along it, driving her into a frenzy where she attacked my cock more energetically with her mouth.
Looking up and seeing her flexing her cheeks, a tight little asshole winking up at me, I took a chance off the read I'd gotten off of her, first moistening one of my fingers by shoving it deep into her pussy, then pressing it up against her asshole. It slipped inside with only slight resistance, a deep moan escaping her core as her ass flexed, almost pulling my finger in deeper.
Letting my cock go with a wet pop, Nadia said, "You figured that out quick, didn't you?"
"What?" I asked, though coming from pressed between her thighs it probably sounded more like "WHFMPH?"
She squeezed my finger with her asshole. "That all us uptight girls really love it in our asses."
I hadn't figured that out, but I was glad for the confirmation, pressing my finger in and twisting it even harder, which made her suck my cock with more ferocity.
We probably could've kept going like this for a while if it hadn't been for the faint white light in the corner of the room. I saw it before Nadia did, the girl in the black coat, heavy boots and short skirt working at one of the photographic machines. As if sensing that I could see her, she turned to me, smiling amusedly. With pale skin, numerous piercings in her ears and one in her nose, choppy black hair and heavy makeup around the eyes, it could only be Josie Wong, Regan Hills High School's resident goth princess.
"Uh," I muttered, loud enough to get Nadia's attention. She turned her head to face Josie.
"Hey, Nadia," Josie said casually.
"Hey, Josie," Nadia said with equal casualness. How they could both be so casual either told me a lot about them, or a lot of what went on in this room. Maybe both.
Nadia continued, "First, I didn't say you should stop eating my pussy and fingering my ass, Ryan. Keep going, because you're doing a great job so far and I'm really looking forward to cumming. Josie and me have some business to attend to, I'll make it swift."
Confused but not wanting to disappoint, I continued eating and fingering Nadia while she stroked my cock and talked to Josie.
"Now, Josie?" Nadia asked.
"Yeah?" Josie replied, not looking away from her machine.
"Did I, oh fuck, yeah, did I or did I not put the 'Do Not Disturb' signal outside this room?" Nadia said, moaning softly.
"You did," Josie confirmed.
"I did. And here you are," Nadia replied.
"My negatives just finished drying and I wanted to check them out on the enlarger before I headed home. I thought I could get in and out quick-like," Josie said.
"And yet, here we are," Nadia said. The way she could handle a meeting this casually while I was sincerely giving her my best was strange, and made me wonder how exactly working alongside her would go.
"So, you caught me; it's not like this is the worst thing either of us has walked in on the other doing," Josie said.
"Truth," Nadia admitted, giving me much more of a picture of the debauchery this room had seen than I was expecting.
"Who's that between your legs, and is that thing between his real?" Josie asked.
"This is Ryan Collins, you know him, right?" Nadia said.
"Yeah, we take English together," Josie said, waving to me. "Hey, Ryan."
"He's the newest writer on the paper, and, yes, that's real," Nadia said, kissing the tip of my cock.
"Bitchin'," Josie said. "Look, I'll be quick, and then I'll be out of your hair."
"Don't hurry on our account," Nadia said. I could've said something right then, but I was so wrapped up in the strangeness that I just decided it was best to keep eating her pussy and fingerfucking her ass more enthusiastically, enjoying the way she squealed.
"I won't, I got shit to do, places to go, people to kill and all that, but if you're offering, I wouldn't mind watching for a little bit. I'd love to see what that could do, maybe cum once or twice before leaving," Josie said.
"Well, having been on the receiving end of your voyeuristic tendencies before, I don't mind. Ryan, what do you think? Would you mind an audience?" Nadia asked.
I looked over at Josie. Though she wasn't fully my type, there was something in her gothic trashiness that appealed. Maybe it was the way her low-cut tank top showed off her D-cup tits so nicely, or that her leather skirt made her ass look so perfect. Maybe it was just the way she bit her lip as she looked at us, her face one of pure lust even in her attempt at a look of dull detachment.



At this point, I was willing to accept pretty much anything put before me. "Sure, why the fuck not?"
"Fuck yeah," Josie said, pulling a folding chair on over to us. Nadia got up from the couch and guided me into a sitting position.
She whispered in my ear, "Come on, let's give her a good show."
Following this, Nadia straddled my hips, rubbing her soaked pussy up and down my cock before sliding first the head, then the first few inches of my shaft inside. With agonizing slowness, she rocked her hips back and forth, drawing ever so slightly more and more of my cock inside of her until every inch was buried up her exquisite cunt. I moaned with exquisite pleasure at the image of her dark pussy skin stretched around my cock.
"Now that's what I'm talking about," Josie said from her chair. She'd hiked her skirt up around her waist and pulled a black thong to the side, burying three fingers in her cunt as she watched us. I almost believed, for a moment, that she would join us, which would've been strange if not unwelcome, but she kept her ground on her chair, watching us and fingering herself as Nadia started to bounce in my lap, and I started to fuck into her.
Nadia leaned over, first to kiss me, then to arch her back, forcing her tits toward my eager mouth. I sucked on them like my life depended on them, pounding up into her harder and harder.
"Right there, right there, like that, fuck yeah, fuck yeah, right there, Ryan, god, so glad you came in to interview today," Nadia moaned, taking almost my entire cock with each violent stroke, pleasure coursing through my body and making my toes curl.
Watching this, Josie moaned, "Oh, that's nice."
"Glad to, oh fuck, glad to be a part of the paper," I said.
"We're gonna have a, damn, right there, so good, we're, we're gonna have a great year on this paper, and not just like this, not just sex, though some of that too, because, fuck, fuck this is nice. All of us together, we're gonna kick ass, write some great material, win some fucking awards. Gonna be the best fucking year the Puma Press has ever had, the kind of year they're gonna talk about after we're gone. We're gonna make this year part of our FUCKING LEGACY!" Nadia yelled, flipping her ponytail around as I fucked her pussy even harder.
"Whatever you say, boss, just keep fucking him, like that," Josie said. Seeing my eyes on her, she spread her pussy lips for me to get a better look, smiling and flicking her tongue at me. Her eyes promised me something that would come for me down the line. Not today, because today was for Nadia and me, but we would have some fun soon.
I looked forward to it.
For now, though, I was happy to listen to Nadia preach about how great this year was going to be at the altar of my cock. There was something in her confidence, the way she could talk about what this year promised while still fucking me with an incomparable ferocity. She couldn't keep it going forever, though, not the way she was starting to shake, not with how thoroughly I'd eaten her pussy before we got started. She had a hair trigger by this point, and I reached down with my thumb to her clit, setting her off.
"Oh shit, fuck, I'm cumming! I'm cumming! I'M CUMMING!" Nadia shouted, bucking and shuddering against me as her pussy clenched my cock. It almost set me off, almost made me fill her with cum, but not quite. It took focus, it took work, but I held off.
I wasn't ready, not yet. Not if we had an audience. Not if we really wanted to make a show of it.
Nadia leaned against me, pressing her breasts into my chest, kissing me softly over and over.
"That... that was great," she said, planting kisses up the side of my neck.
"Great for you; you promised a show, I wanted a money shot!" Josie complained.
I pulled Nadia close, nibbling and whispering into her ear. I wasn't sure she'd be up for my suggestion, but the way she cooed and rocked against my cock, I knew I'd gotten her excited.
She stood up off of me, my cock plopping out of her stretched out pussy and bouncing against my stomach, before she turned to face Josie.
"So you want a show? You want a money shot?" Nadia taunted, leaning over to stroke my cock still slick with her juices.
"That'd be nice, yeah," Josie said, now pinching at a nipple through her top.
"Well, how's this for a show?" Nadia said, squatting down and lining my cock up with her asshole, then slowly, slowly sitting on it. Her ass wasn't quite as epically tight as Brooke's, but that didn't mean it wasn't incredibly tight.
"Oh, fuuuuuuuuuck," I grunted, holding onto her hips and guiding her down slowly, helping inch after inch slip inside of her.
"Fuck, fuck that's big! Fuck it's gonna tear me up so good, fuck, fuck, fuck!" Nadia yelled, pinching her nipples as she descended.
"Oh, fuck that's hot," Josie said, her eyes wide, her fingering intensifying.
"You have no idea," I said, enjoying the hot tightness of her ass, the way she settled onto me slowly until all ten inches of my cock were buried in her ass.
"Holy shit, fuck, fuck you're big," Nadia moaned, leaning back to kiss me.
"Yeah, well you're fucking tight," I said, grabbing her hip with one hand and filling my other with her tit. She leaned into me, smiling and kissing me, rolling her ass up and down on my cock a couple inches.
"Like I said... all us uptight bitches really love it up the ass," Nadia said, kissing me, spurring me on by starting to rise and lower herself onto my cock.
"Hey, I like it in the ass too, I'm like, the anal queen, just FYI," Josie moaned.
"Fuck off and cum, Josie," Nadia said. "He's mine today. Not that I don't wholly recommend having this up your ass, FUCK!"
Nadia spread her legs for purchase and went to town on my cock, riding it hard, almost taking its entire length with each stroke. We were wild animals, beyond words, focusing solely on the pleasure of my cock splitting her ass wide open. Nadia and Josie were both fingering themselves fiercely, and I was almost numbed by the intense pleasure of fucking Nadia in the ass in front of another girl I barely knew, but it was going to end, very soon. Nadia had gotten me so worked up from our 69 and the savage fucking she'd given me on her couch that it was a minor miracle I was able to keep it up in her exquisitely tight ass.
Finally, it was too much.
"I'm gonna, I'm gonna..." I grunted.
"Not yet, fuck, not yet, you're gonna cum, you're gonna cum first Josie, fuck, cum for us, cum for us dammit you fucking goth slut!" Nadia demanded. I held back as hard as I could, but the way she was taking my cock, I wasn't sure I could.
"You, you got it, boss, FUUUUUUUUUCK!" Josie cried out, cumming all over her hand, screaming and moaning and laughing, never breaking eye contact with us as she smiled a broad, lusty grin.
"Shit, shit, FUCK!" Nadia said, cumming with a gush down my legs.
I'd held on long enough, but there were no holding back the floodgates at this point with what felt like the biggest orgasm I'd ever built up in my life.
"GOD, I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING! FUCK!" I yelled. Nadia leaped off of my cock and knelt in front of me in time enough to aim my cock at her open mouth. Rope after rope of cum splashed into her mouth, across her face and down her chest onto her tits. It felt like it must've been gallons, and by the time I was finished, I was completely and utterly finished. I was delirious from the pleasure, barely able to feel my legs let alone stand.
Thankfully, despite the savage ass-fucking she'd just received, Nadia was able to stand. She swallowed all the cum in her mouth in one big gulp, went over to my pants and pulled out my phone, tossing it to me.
"So, you heard about that, too?" I said, a little nervous.
"Like I said: nothing gets in between me and gossip. Besides, who am I to get in the way of your 'Senior Year Memories'?" she asked, getting back on her knees and smiling up at me.
"Hey, wait up, I wanna get in on this," Josie said, kneeling beside Nadia. She stuck out her tongue, licking cum off of Nadia's smiling cheek. The image of a naked, cum-soaked Nadia alone would've been one that was going to be burned into my memory forever, but the fully dressed Asian goth chick next to her licking my semen off her face made this a perfect one for the photo album. I took a couple pictures, then fell back into the couch, trying to catch my breath.
"Things aren't like this all the time, but I really hope you'll enjoy it here on the Puma Press; we really try to do some good work here," Nadia said, getting back to her feet. Still on unsteady legs, she found a roll of paper towels on top of the mini-fridge and started to clean off. Josie, almost pretending that nothing happened, readjusted her skirt and went back to checking her negatives on the enlarger.
Hands behind my head, I leaned back and smiled. "I think I'll like it here."
***
Dad once told me to look out for those times in life when it feels like everything's going your way, because life's got a way of choosing those exact moments to knock you down a peg and remind you you're just human. Back before this year began, I took those words to heart, keeping an eye out for any signs of trouble and automatically assuming the worst, and so far it'd protected me.
Walking out of the school's newspaper office and taking in a deep breath of the warm, threatening to cool autumn air, walking toward the bike rack with a fresh spring in my step it was hard to see that anything bad could happen to me. After all, how could anything bad happen after so much good had happened?
Hadn't I just 69'd and assfucked Nadia Barclay while we were watched by a hot, masturbating goth chick after winning a spot on the school paper?
Hadn't I had sex with Mrs. Lynn, the hottest and nicest teacher in school, the woman I'd have very recently called my biggest crush of all time?
Hadn't I fucked Kaitlyn Pruitt, setting off this insane year and transforming her into an old friend instead of the enemy she'd become?
How could anything go wrong when so much was going right?
As usual, the answer to that question was 18-year-old Kyle Bowman.
"Hey, Ryan," he said from behind me.
My survival instinct must've been slow, because I didn't think twice about turning around to face him.
"You tell me to fuck off? FUCK YOU!" he yelled.
I didn't see him, because by the time I was facing him, all I could see was his fist about to connect with my right eye.
And that's when things went dark for a while.
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***
So I'd made a mistake.
It wasn't the first time in my life this had happened, and it wouldn't be the last, but this time felt bigger than most, probably because it'd hurt more than most. In the past, on those rare occasions where Kyle thought more of beating the shit out of me than extorting me, he usually worked over my body and left the head alone. He was smart enough to leave as few marks as possible because, in spite of his size, he wasn't an idiot. This time I'd worked him up pretty badly and got a punch to the eye for my trouble.
It wasn't all Kyle, though. It didn't take much consideration to know that I'd gotten cocky. Too cocky. I let my guard down, and life caught up with me and showed me what happens when you get cocky.
You get knocked out and discovered by a janitor ten minutes later.
You get taken to the nurse's office, then the hospital to get checked for a concussion.
You get picked up by your dad who was drawn away from work when he hates getting drawn away from work. He's worried sick and terrified that something happened to you like it happened to mom years back. I told him I was fine, but I wasn't fine, not deep down. He didn't believe me, but since I was as fine as he could make me, he let me return to the status quo where I wallowed in the misery of my own making, the misery I deserved.
Because I'd gotten cocky.
I'd forgotten my place in the pecking order of Regan Hills High School, thinking I was a bigger man than I was just because I was getting laid. Getting laid didn't make me a bigger or better person; it just made me the same person who was getting laid. I shouldn't have forgotten that, and I vowed that I never would again.
For the next week, I did everything possible to become the old Ryan Collins again, the quiet, fearful nerd who never stuck his neck out and didn't draw any attention to himself. I stopped answering texts from Kaitlyn and Brooke, kept quiet during my first Puma Press staff meeting, and didn't raise my hand in class unless I had to. Everyone who cared to look at me knew something was wrong, and they tried to say or do something. It was hard avoiding Tori and Mrs. Lynn and Nadia, but I managed. I very nearly deleted my 'Senior Year Memories' album, but couldn't quite pull that trigger.
Not yet.
I had some vague plans for what I'd do next. I could keep my head down for the rest of the year like I'd always planned, I could show some humility. I could stay on Kyle Bowman's good side, and by staying on his good side, avoid his bad side.
The funny thing was, that even seemed to be working. Though I avoided him as best I could, I still saw Kyle sometimes, at the cafeteria, in the hallways. He never came for me, never threatened me, he just seemed to watch and smile at the way I ran from him like a deer from a pack of wolves. It was a return to the way things used to be, maybe even the way they ought to have been, and though it wouldn't give me the joy that the past few weeks had, it would at least be familiar.
I could've lived with familiar.
Could've, if the strangest damn alliance hadn't come for me with a different plan.
***
It was the day before Homecoming, and it started out in a familiar enough way. I'd just gotten home from school and was sitting at the computer. The swelling around my black eye had finally subsided enough that I could see pretty well, and I was feeling bold enough that I was actually considering jacking off, but it wasn't as easy a proposition as that. Not when I was trying to think of things like they were before this year, trying to forget about all that had happened since I started tutoring Kaitlyn. I'd gone into a period of self-inflicted abstinence when Kyle punched me out, but knew that if I wanted anything to be like it was before, I'd have to act like I did before.
When I realized that it shouldn't have been this hard to jack off, that made it even harder to decide whether I should've been sad or laughing like an idiot.
As it had almost a month ago, a knock at the front door stole my attention.
This time I wasn't expecting a package, and because I wasn't expecting a package, and I was pretty sure Dad wasn't expecting a package, I let them go on knocking. The knocks got louder and more insistent, and I let them. If it was a real emergency, I'd hear the sirens soon enough, and then could get moving.
When the knocking stopped, I was grateful to focus back on my computer. Since jacking it was sounding more difficult and less fun than I'd hoped for, I figured I'd shoot some assholes online and then sort out how I'd spend the rest of my day.
I'd pulled on my headphones and was loading a game when I felt the hand on my shoulder.
I'm not proud enough to say I didn't scream, and that there may have been some not entirely dignified words shouted at a very high pitch. I've no idea what they were, because the sight of the trio standing in my room all at the same time kind of took more priority than remembering my screams.
"You do know I know where you stash the extra house key, right?" Tori said, hands on her hips and looking about as pissed at me as I'd ever seen her. Whether it was because I'd been ignoring her for the week, or that she was in my room alongside Kaitlyn and Brooke, I couldn't have said, but the sight of them together was almost enough to start a brand new wave of screams.
There's no reason these three should've been here now, and sure as shit not together. Tori, my redheaded tomboy best friend, Kaitlyn, the brunette seductress, and Brooke, the bubbly and slender blonde, her hair still done up in two messy pigtails. I'd had sex with two out of the three of them, and can't say that this scenario never passed through my mind as a wild fantasy, but if I had fantasized about it (and I'm not confirming that I did), they'd have been a lot happier and a lot less clothed.
"Well, that's not exactly the kind of welcome I was expecting," Kaitlyn said, bored, propping out on my bed and staring up at the ceiling.
"What'd you expect? Look at him, he's been through hell!" Brooke said, bouncing over to me and wrapping me in a tight hug. It was friendly and warm when I wanted neither friendship nor warmth. I pushed Brooke away, and she looked up at me with such hurt I thought she was about to cry.
Like I wasn't feeling enough like shit already.
"What are you all doing here?" I asked.
"Looking for you and wanting to know when you're ready to stop being an asshole," Tori said.
"I'm not being an asshole," I said.
"Could've fooled me," Brooke pouted.
"I'd say he's being more of a little bitch than an asshole, if I'm being honest," Kaitlyn said.
"Sounds right to me," Tori said. At last report, Tori hated Kaitlyn something fierce and would've disagreed with her if she'd said the sky was blue just on principle. Seeing the two of them here, together, and on the same side was disorienting and a little scary.
"Don't you guys have anything better to do than gang up on me?" I asked.
"Probably, but we're ganging up on you because we want you to snap out of this shit," Tori said.
"And... and you found these two to do it?" I asked.
"Actually... actually this was Kaitlyn's idea. I was content to let you deal with this like you'd usually deal with these sorts of things, even though I was starting to really like the new you, because I know you got your own way and that you'd find your way to the other side eventually, but she came to me, and..." Tori trailed off.
I turned my attention to Kaitlyn, angrily. She said, "What? You weren't answering Brooke's and my texts, and we got worried. We wanted to find someone who knew you, a friendly face, or friendlier than ours-"
"Hey, I'm plenty friendly," Brooke interrupted.
Kaitlyn continued like she hadn't even heard, "-so I got to talking with Tori."
"And you told her?" I asked.
"What? She didn't buy my 'concerned for my tutor' approach, even though I'm a pretty fucking good liar," Kaitlyn said.
"She really is," Brooke interjected.
"So she backed me in a corner, and, yeah, I had to tell her! We were worried, damn it, and we didn't know what to do!" Kaitlyn exclaimed. For something that should've had her more worked up, I was surprised to see how distracted she was, staring at the ceiling and... was she holding back tears?
Tori pushed me. "Good going, asshole! You have to go and have sex and lie to me about it, and it has to be with Kaitlyn Pruitt? I thought you had some fucking standards!"
"Still in the room," Kaitlyn said.
"Hey, he had sex with me too!" Brooke exclaimed.
"Yeah, well you're cuter and nicer and have a tighter ass," Tori said.
Brooke beamed. "Aw, thank you! I really try to-"
"Still in the room!" Kaitlyn said.
Tori stared daggers into me, and I won't say they didn't burn. She was right to be angry with me; she was my best friend, and I didn't tell her any of what had been really going on in my life this past month. I was greedy, and I made her suffer because of my greed, and now I felt like shit. I knew it would get out eventually, and that she'd be pissed at me, but I was hoping it'd be under slightly different circumstances than this.
"I'm sorry," I said, weakly. "I'm sorry I lied to you. I'm sorry, I'm... I'm just sorry."
My voice was weak, like a chastised child, and if there had been a stiff breeze in the room at that very second, it would have knocked me over easily. I was close to crying, which with a black eye was close to hurting like hell. If Tori had stayed mad at me, I probably would've, but her face softened. She still looked disgruntled, but definitely softened.
"We're not here to yell at you. I'm still pissed at you for not telling me, but that's a different conversation for another time. That's not why we're all here," Tori said.
"It's not?" I asked.
"Nope!" Brooke interjected. "We're here to help!"
"Believe it or not," Kaitlyn added. Her voice was hollow, lacking her usual spark of either excitement or bitchiness. It felt so unlike Kaitlyn that I almost got out of my own head and asked her what was wrong, but before I could, Brooke answered my question for me.
"Oh, don't mind her! She's all pissy because she found out she lost out on Homecoming Queen," Brooke said, sitting on my bed beside Kaitlyn and stroking her hair sympathetically.
"That's it?" I said, knowing that it was a stupid fucking thing to say the moment I said it.
Kaitlyn sat up from the bed violently, tears rolling down her cheeks. "That's it? THAT'S IT? Being the fucking Homecoming Queen might seem like nothing to you, but it was something to me! Despite what you may think, I don't get what I want all that much! There's always someone better, someone smarter, someone prettier, someone willing to do what it takes to win just slightly more! I may be a phenomenal slut to you right now, but nobody's going to remember that after high school. If I'd have gotten Homecoming Queen, people might've remembered me, but now?"
Kaitlyn was crying. More than crying, she was damn near sobbing. Next to the shitstorm this last week was for me, I wanted to be angry at her, to tell her this wasn't shit next to being hunted by Kyle Bowman, but I couldn't be, not when she was crying like that. Not when I had to realize that I wasn't the only one who had a life here. Brooke slid closer to her, wrapping her in a tight hug. I couldn't help myself, sitting down and hugging her too. The three of us sat there on the bed, wrapped in a weird, sad group hug that felt a lot like friendship, which was strange considering what Kaitlyn, Brooke and I had done.
Still standing in the center of the room, Tori said, "I'm not getting in on this group hug, but, you know, I'm still in for this plan."
"What plan?" I asked.
Brooke broke from the hug. "Well, you know how I said we were here to help? It's not so much 'help' as it is 'revenge.'"
This piqued my curiosity. "Revenge?"
Tori put her hands behind her back and began to pace. "Kyle Bowman's a fucking plague on Regan Hills High, but the son of a bitch is seemingly untouchable. He's got a good reputation, a great spot on the football team, and a beautiful girlfriend who just so happens to be our Homecoming Queen, Addison Gonzalez. I think... I believe... I know we can take all of those away from him. We can destroy him."
Not that I hadn't fantasized about pretty much this exact scenario (Kyle's downfall, not the three girls currently in my room, well, alright, maybe them too), but it sounded like too much to ask for, and sure as shit was more than we could pull. Still, Tori was usually good at planning, and was always worth hearing out when she had a plan.
"How?" I asked.
"Well, my weed dealer knows and hates the guy who sells Kyle his steroids, so he wouldn't mind ratting him out. Probably won't take much for him to roll on his clients, so that's a start," Tori said.
"Kyle's on steroids?" I asked.
"Is that really a surprise?" Kaitlyn asked.
"No," I admitted. Steroids were a good start; no way in hell he'd still have a spot on the football team if that one got found out, and say goodbye to any scholarships he probably had lined up.
"That's a start, but he's still gonna be a problem even if he's not on the team. Maybe even worse," I said.
"Well, I might maybe sorta have something that'll help with that. Remember last April when someone ran a car through the side of Principal Carpenter's house and never got caught?" Brooke said sweetly.
"Yeah? That was him?" I asked.
Brooke nodded. "He kinda sorta accidentally sent me a text, probably 'cause I used to blow him and he never deleted me, I guess. Anyway, in his text he was tryin' to get in touch with one of his football bros, said that he was mad at Principal Carpenter and drunk and to cover for him. Then when he figured he sent it to me, he offered to pay me to be quiet about it. I said no, 'cause I was still a bit sweet on him."
She blinked. I blinked. We might've all blinked at her there and then.
"What?" Brooke said. "He can be very charming when he wants to be! Small dick, but charming!"
I tried not imagining Brooke blowing Kyle Bowman, but it was really hard.
"Do you still have that text?" I asked.
"Of course! Who deletes their texts?" Brooke asked.
"If we forward that to the cops and Principal Carpenter, well, that's goodbye Kyle," Tori said.
It sounded too good. It probably was too good to be true, but it was a way of clearing Regan Hills High School of one of its biggest problems, and if we could do that, what would that make us? Heroes? Vigilantes? Maybe. Kyle gave a lot of people a lot of shit, a lot of them worse than me even, if we could take him down it felt like there had to be some justice to it, especially if it was off of stuff that he'd already done.
"That's not enough," I said.
"How do you mean?" Tori asked.
"We knock him down a few pegs, get him kicked out of school, that's all well and good, but that son of a bitch has fucked over too many people for too long and almost made me forget who I am. I want that asshole humiliated," I said.
Kissing my cheek, Kaitlyn said, "Now that's the kind of evil I was hoping for."
"And the kind we've planned for," Tori said, grimacing at Kaitlyn's kiss.
"Oh?" I asked.
Kaitlyn blinked up at me. "How would you like to be my date to Homecoming tomorrow?"
***
Every time I ever heard the phrase, "it was so crazy it just might work," the part that always caught my attention was the margin for error in that phrase. "Might work" wasn't "working," which is why I didn't put a lot of stock into plans that were so crazy that they just might work. However, there were times when the only available plans were crazy and you just had to roll the dice on them and hope for the best.
Or, at least, that you don't fuck up your own small part of it.
It was probably worrying about the plan that kept me from focusing too much on Homecoming itself, though I could at least recognize that the school went out on it. Every surface that could be covered in blue and white was covered in the colors. There were posters of the Regan Hills High Puma everywhere, and the carnival and all its games would've been fun if I could pay more attention to them. I did my part in pretending that everything was as it should've been, hiding from Kyle Bowman whenever he saw me and making sure he approved of how I was cowering.
It was humiliating, but not as bad as what was going to happen to him if we pulled everything off tonight.
Until then, I kept my head down and trusted that Brooke and Tori would get the information to the right places at the right time
As the sun began to set, I went home and got dressed for the dance. I hated looking formal, even moderately formal (since the dress code for Homecoming wasn't that harsh), but I did what I had to, looking at it as going undercover. Dad was happy to see me doing something normal at least, taking a picture of me that let me hide my black eye, and made me actually look something close to decent by everyone else's standards.
When the car horn honked outside, I ran out and got in Kaitlyn's car.
"Hey, and, uh, wow," I said, looking at her in the driver's seat. She'd dressed to the nines in a slinky, dark blue dress with slits that went high up her legs, her hair done up and made up as if she was going to walk the red carpet. There was still sadness on her face, but a hopefulness too, the kind of hopefulness I could get behind. The kind of hopefulness that almost made me forget the last week's hell and start growing an erection.
"Thanks. You know, you're almost looking not bad yourself," Kaitlyn said, smirking.
"Uh, thanks, Brooke's been working me out pretty hard," I said.
"When she's not taking your cock up her ass," Kaitlyn joked.
"Yeah, when she's not doing that," I admitted.
Kaitlyn pulled away from the curb, driving us toward the school. There would be a dance tonight where the king and queen would be crowned, followed by a game where our football team would attempt to trounce our bitter school rivals, whoever they were (notice how much I care about school sports). By the end of the night, I'd either have the crap kicked out of me by Kyle Bowman, I'd be part of the conspiracy that destroyed him, or, both.
Honestly, I was looking forward to any option that didn't involve getting the crap kicked out of me.
"You heard from Tori and Brooke?" Kaitlyn asked me.
"Yeah, they're already there, getting in position," I replied after checking my phone.
"Good. We're right on time for a fashionably late entrance," Kaitlyn said.
I watched the road, dancing around the fact that I was on what could be considered a date with Kaitlyn Pruitt. She clearly didn't want to think too hard about it either, but I couldn't help asking.
"So, you're not afraid to be seen with me in public?"



"I do what I want, I go out with who I want, and anyone who has a problem with it is better off staying out of my way. You and me, we're going to Homecoming and getting some revenge," Kaitlyn said.
She stared at the road ahead with angry, determined eyes, more angry or determined than I'd ever seen her before I think, which was saying something. There was a part of this that was eating at me, a part I had to get in order in my head before I was okay with, well, any part of it really.
I cleared my throat. "Can I ask you about Addison?"
"What about her?" Kaitlyn asked.
"Correct me if I'm wrong, but she's a friend of yours, isn't she?" I asked.
"She is."
"And she's actually pretty nice, right?" I asked.
Kaitlyn didn't deny this, "Your point?"
"Well, just remind me that we're not going to destroy her," I said.
These were all facts we'd gone over before while planning this night, but the way Kaitlyn got, I wanted to remind her. Remind her that she was trying to be a better person, and that while we all had some justification in fucking over Kyle, and that there would undoubtedly be some fallout on Addison, that we didn't want to ruin her entire life just because she'd beaten Kaitlyn to Homecoming Queen.
Through almost gritted teeth, Kaitlyn said, "I won't destroy her."
"Promise?"
"I promise I won't destroy her. God, I wish you were naked, you're so much easier to deal with then," Kaitlyn said, though the smile at the corner of her lip told me she was joking.
"Yeah, well you're easier to talk to when you're choking on my cock," I said.
"Asshole," she said.
"Bitch," I said.
We both watched the road for a while before breaking out into laughter. It was a nervous, honest laughter that promised that even if tonight exploded in our faces, that at least some of it would be fun.
***
Regan Hills High School's Homecoming Dance was held in the gym, and despite the best efforts of the school to dress it up and make it look fancy, it was still an old school gym. No amount of banners or crepe paper could cover up the basketball hoops, the perpetual smell of old sweat, or that one wall by the south bleachers where people graffitied who'd do what vile sex acts, real and imagined. The school's been trying to cover it up for ages, but the smut has always been replaced, with some of the older comments carved in the wood going back to the 1970's pretty much impossible to get out. It's been kind of a strange student museum piece for as long as I can remember, and have only realized that it's as much a testament to this school's history of debauchery as any of its current students.
It felt weird that that one piece of defaced wall filled me with more school pride than any of the blue and white on display, but it'd been that kind of year for me so far.
We didn't attract that much attention when we entered the gym, in part because, well, nobody actually gave a shit about who was coming to Homecoming and with whom, but mostly because all eyes were focused on the portable stage at the head of the gym. Principal Carpenter was at the microphone, crowning 18-year-old couple Addison Gonzalez and Ryan Bowman as Homecoming Queen and King. Kyle looked every bit the smug dipshit he usually was, only this time wearing a golden crown and a tux, which oddly didn't seem out of place with that toothy smile that threatened to cut his head in half.
Addison, though, looked good. Out of place with him. Like every girl in the upper rungs of our school's social ladder, I didn't know her very well personally. I knew that she was one of the nicer popular girls in school, that she was a cheerleader, that she loved throwing parties, and that despite their personalities being pretty far apart from each other, her and Kaitlyn were somehow friends.
I also knew that, like many of the other cheerleaders I'd gotten to know, she was almost supernaturally hot. A short and lean Latina, save for her large tits and even bigger ass, she had the body of a dancer and the face of a princess, with lively brown eyes and a bright smile. Her curly black hair fell to about her mid-back, framing the soft brown skin of her face perfectly beneath her tiara. Her dress was pale yellow and frilly, with long ball gown gloves and a skirt that billowed out so far I was impressed it didn't trip everybody within three feet of her. If it weren't for the sash around her chest that declared her 'HOMECOMING QUEEN,' it wouldn't be hard to mistake her for trying to look like Belle in a particularly low budget remake of Beauty and the Beast.
Compulsively, I looked above the stage.
Kaitlyn caught me looking. "What is it?"
"Just checking to make sure there's no pig's blood," I said.
"Why?" she asked.
I shook my head. "Classical reference. Come on, let's find the others."
While Kyle and Addison took their first dance to some vapid pop song that I'm pretty sure I've heard on Brooke's car radio at one point or another, Kaitlyn and I searched the crowd and found Tori and Brooke. Like Kaitlyn, Brooke was impressively made up, wearing a short purple dress. When I got a good look at Tori, though, I couldn't help myself. I burst out laughing.
"Oh, fuck off, Ryan," she said.
"I'm sorry, I've just never seen you in a dress before," I said. This wasn't completely true, since there might've been a time when we were little that her parents made her wear dresses, but after she kept messing them up they just wound up buying more durable clothes.
She did look pretty good, though, in a long blue dress that fit her poorly across the chest enough that I was pretty sure it must have been one of Brooke's. Held up only with spaghetti straps, it showed off her lean, freckled arms and shoulders and that... okay, maybe I'd gone out of my way to not notice that Tori had tits like this in the past, but, wow. They weren't quite in Kaitlyn's territory, but they were pretty close, definitely a D cup, maybe slightly larger and if not awe-inspiring, sure as hell surprising. I couldn't be sure if it was the tightness of this dress or the makeup and hairstyling that Brooke had no doubt talked her into, but if looks could kill, I'd be dead on the floor right now from her eyes.
"You know, if Kyle doesn't kick your ass tonight, then I will," she said.
"In a dress that tight, I'd like to see you try," I said.
"Hey, hey, it's my dress, and a nice dress, and I don't want her ripping it. Even if she doesn't rip it, she's gonna fall out of it," Brooke said, defensive.
Thinking about this, I said, "I'd like to see you try."
"Me too," Kaitlyn said, amused.
"Come to think of it, me too," Brooke said.
"Fuck. All. Of. You," Tori said.
"That a promise?" Brooke asked.
"Maybe," Tori said, coyly.
There was no way that the four of us should've been here like this, talking like this, planning what we were planning, but while we jokingly argued back and forth it almost felt like, well, it almost felt like we were all friends. It was a strange feeling, one that might've almost been distracting enough to make the whole night worth it, but we still had business to attend to. The first dance song for the King and Queen was winding down, and we had to get into position.
"Did he make a pickup tonight?" Kaitlyn asked.
"Has a bottle of steroids in his pocket right now, probably wants to top off before the game," Tori acknowledged.
"Perfect, you ready to do your part, Brooke?" Kaitlyn asked.
"Can't exactly say I'm excited, but I'm ready as I'll ever be," Brooke said.
"Ryan?" Kaitlyn asked.
Was I ready? No, I wasn't. My palms were sweaty, and I was shaking all over, but if my part in this went well, then there really was nothing to worry about.
"Ready," I said.
"Then let's get in position and give everyone a Homecoming they'll never forget," Kaitlyn said, breaking off from the rest of us. Brooke made a beeline for the dancing couple, waiting for Kaitlyn to do what she did best, leaving Tori and me standing opposite one another for what felt like ages. Nodding to each other silently, we shared a short, intense hug, before splitting off.
A Homecoming they'd never forget, if none of us fucked up at least.
***
This was my first (though certainly not last) time in the girls locker room just off the gym, and my only impression of it was that it looked a lot like the boys locker room, only it smelled bad in a completely different way. It held the same dark emptiness, the same lockers, the same uncomfortable and ancient benches that ran between them, the same promises for teasing and humiliation that existed in the boys' locker room. This wouldn't have been my choice of venues, but we needed somewhere close, but being able to hear the music blaring in from the gym was still a little close for my taste.
Still, I sat on my bench, waiting for my cue, checking and rechecking and readjusting the towels I'd spread out on the bench until I heard their voices.
"Thank you, so much, Kaitlyn, it means so much that you're happy for me," Addison said.
"Hey, what are friends for?" Kaitlyn asked.
"Well, I thought you'd be, ya know, angry for me beating you?"
Kaitlyn sighed. "I was, at first, I was really, really angry at you, but one of my better angels convinced me that was the wrong way to look at this. That better angel's taught me that there are better things to focus on, better people to be angry with, and that I should be happy for my friends when something good happens to them."
I was getting pretty good these days at figuring out when Kaitlyn was being sarcastic and when she was being sincere, and though she was more often than not sarcastic than sincere, to Addison right then she was being completely genuine. It was clearly something she was still getting the hang of, but letting go of the anger and holding onto honesty and friendship was a good match for her.
Beyond the lockers, I heard Addison sniffling. "That is so sweet!"
Her dress ruffled heavily, and Kaitlyn grunted, softly, probably from Addison hugging her.
"You know I voted for you to win, right? I wanted to win, but I voted for you, because we're friends, and that's what friends do," Addison said.
"You did?" Kaitlyn asked, probably not understanding why someone wouldn't vote for themselves.
"Yeah," Addison said.
"...thank you," Kaitlyn said softly, almost too softly for me to hear.
"You're welcome," Addison replied.
Curious if I was needed, I stood up and peeked around the edge of the lockers. Kaitlyn saw me, but Addison didn't. Kaitlyn waved a hand at me urgently, and I knew that everything was still on, so I retook my seat.
"That's... that's one of the many reasons I asked you back here tonight. You've been a good friend, and you really did earn this. Because of that, I wanted to give you a gift," Kaitlyn said, her voice shifting only slightly as she went back to lying.
Their heels clicked on the concrete floor of the locker room as they rounded the corner.
It was game time.
Kaitlyn smiled when she saw me.
"Oh, shit!" Addison exclaimed, looking away as if a boy in the girls' locker room was the worst thing she could've seen.
"Addison, meet Ryan Collins," Kaitlyn said.
"Hey," I said.
A lot of thoughts went across Addison's face in the course of a few seconds. She went from shock to confusion to some kind of understanding back to confusion before finally settling on a look of deep embarrassment.
"Oh, god, Kaitlyn, really?" Addison asked.
"Really," Kaitlyn responded.
"Really?" I asked. "Should I be insulted by that?"
Politely, Addison backtracked. "No, no, no, I'm flattered, really, Kaitlyn told me what you're capable of, and I'm not saying that I wasn't interested once, maybe a little, but Kyle and I, we're sort of... you know?"
"Kyle? Kyle Bowman?" I said, feigning ignorance. "Homecoming King? The same guy who did this to my eye?"
I pointed a thumb at my black eye. Addison started to say something, maybe to defend Kyle against my attack on his character, then closed her mouth because she knew it was true.
"I'm sorry," she said.
"Sorry? You're not responsible for him. He's an asshole, he's always been an asshole, I know it, you know it, Ryan here definitely knows it," Kaitlyn said.
Addison started, "He's got a temper, I've... we've all seen it, but with me, he's really sweet. If I just ask him, I'm sure he'd lay off-"
"Oh, come on, when was the last time anyone's ever been able to change a guy? Guys'll say they'll change for you, because they'll say whatever it takes to get under your skirt, but they'll still be the same deep down. Deep down, Kyle Bowman's a fucking creep," Kaitlyn said, then waving a hand to me.
She continued, "Ryan's not a creep. He's a nerd, and I can't say I understand half the shit he likes, but he's sweet, he's kind, and he's willing to listen."
Bending over so she could almost whisper in her ear, Kaitlyn said to Addison, "And he's got an awesome cock." To me, she said, "Go on. Show her."
We'd officially hit the point of no return, where there was no more backing out of our plan and if it fucked up, it was all on me. I was terrified for my part in this, wondering if I'd be able to deliver the goods, not having cum for a week and wondering if I could be hard when I needed to be. I'd never imagined performance anxiety to be a thing before, especially with how easy it was for girls to give me erections in the past. This should've been easy, something I looked forward to instead of worried for, but the way my heart was beating, I was afraid I'd mess this all up.
Then I looked at them both, long and hard. Kaitlyn was more gorgeous than ever, dolled up as she was, and Addison... she had an innocent beauty even without the dress, sash and tiara, but with them she was almost like a cartoon princess come to life. As much as what we wanted to do would be righteous revenge and fun, it would also be rescuing her from an asshole she wouldn't want to be attached to long term. I took her in for a long time, from her beautiful face to her large breasts and the wide flare of her hips leading to her big, round ass. I imagined what she would feel like, what her full lips would look like wrapped around my cock, what those tits would feel like in my hands...
I unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock, a cock I shouldn't have worried about because it was rock fucking hard. Ten inches long and thick, a small drop of precum already on the tip, glistening in the dim light of the room. It was as ready and eager as ever.
Addison gasped when she saw it, stared at it, almost couldn't take her eyes off of it. She reached out momentarily, unconsciously, but then pulled her hand back.
"I can't be here. I can't be doing this," she said, though she didn't move away.
"Why not? It's just some good fun, I mean, you're one of the best cheerleaders in our school and the fucking Homecoming Queen, don't you deserve to have some fun? Don't you deserve the best?" Kaitlyn proposed.
Unable to take her eyes off of my cock, Addison said, "I... I can't. I'm with Kyle, I can't cheat on him!"
The tone of her voice wasn't fully convinced, more like she needed to convince herself not to do something that she already really wanted to do.
"What, like he'd never cheat on you?" I asked.
"No!" Addison proclaimed.
"Really? You sure about that?" Kaitlyn asked.
That she didn't immediately shout out in Kyle's defense told us that she didn't believe he'd be faithful, but she soon squeaked, "Yes."
Her phone in hand, Kaitlyn scanned past a set of screens until she got to a live image from the other side of the gym. In a dark corner, right by the historic wall of sex graffiti, Kyle and Brooke were heavily making out, her hand rubbing the crotch of his pants while he grabbed one of her small breasts and squeezed it so hard it must have been painful. Tori did an excellent job keeping the two of them in frame in the dark, crowded room, and though it sucked to see Brooke with Kyle like that, she did her part of the plan admirably.
Once again I got to see a range of emotions run across Addison's face, though these were considerably harder to watch; she went from surprise, to sadness, to this pitiful look that might have said that she knew this would happen, right before settling on anger as she whirled on Kaitlyn.
"You bitch! You set this up!" Addison exclaimed.
"Technically speaking, we all set this up, but yeah, I did a lot of the leg work," Kaitlyn said, offhand.
"Why?" Addison asked.
I stood up, my cock still hard and bouncing. "Because Kyle's bad news, and eventually everyone around him gets hurt. Because he would've cheated on you anyway, and the sooner it happens, the sooner you can ditch his ass and find a guy worthy of going out with the Homecoming Queen."
Looking back down at my cock, she said, "And you think you're that guy?"
"No. There's a perfect guy out there for you and he's not me, but I know how to have fun. Kaitlyn taught me how," I said.
Subtly, Addison licked her lips. Kaitlyn saw this and continued. "You've been a better friend to me than I've ever deserved, and we didn't want to hurt you, but we need you around to help us do what has to be done tonight."
"What has to be done tonight?" Addison asked, doing a commendable job not shedding a tear, probably because it would mess up her hours of makeup.
"We're gonna ruin Kyle and have fun doing it. You want in?" Kaitlyn asked.
Addison rolled over this thought for longer than I'd have liked, clearly trying to process between her anger for Kaitlyn and her anger for Kyle and the ten inches that bobbed between my legs, practically looking up at her, begging for attention. She wasn't even trying anymore to hide that she was practically drooling over this.
"This is crazy," Addison said.
"No one's denying that," I admitted.
"It's crazy, but... I'm good for it. On one condition," Addison said.
"What?" Kaitlyn asked.
"You help me out of this dress first; it's a rental, and I'm not messing it up for sex," Addison said.
Well.
That seemed reasonable.
And practical.
Kaitlyn must've agreed, because she unquestioningly unzipped the back of Addison's dress, pulling it down and helping her step out of it, setting it on another nearby bench that looked clean enough. She could've thrown it in the showers for all I cared, because Addison's body, unwrapped and fully on display before me was awe-inspiring. Despite her short dancer's frame, her big, round ass and even bigger tits were out of this world. Her tits, partially covered by the Homecoming Queen sash, were big, easily E-cups, with wide areolas a couple shades darker than her already soft brown skin and delicious-looking nipples standing out proudly. Her ass was even more insane, round and begging to be squeezed, split up the middle by a thong in a color that matched the pale yellow color of her dress. Clad only in her tiara, sash, princess gloves, thong and heels, she was about eight different fantasies wrapped up in one.
"Wow," I said.
"Thank you," she said, blushing.
"Love the thong; real classy," Kaitlyn said sarcastically.
"Thanks, bitch," Addison said, flipping Kaitlyn the bird. She started to pull off her sash, but Kaitlyn stopped her.
"No. Leave this on. The tiara too," Kaitlyn said. I was expecting to get Addison naked, but I had to give it to Kaitlyn, she had a good sense for the dramatic. Addison understood that too, nodding at Kaitlyn's suggestion as she hooked her fingers into her thong and dropped it to the floor. Addison's pussy was shaved bare, and though her impromptu entry into this locker room left her in a distinctly un-moist condition, I meant to remedy that.
I walked over to her, looking down into her eyes. Nervously, I kissed her, enjoying the softness of her lips, the way her body relaxed at the kiss, letting me relax with her. I drifted my hands softly up her sides, touching her with only the lightest of grazes of my fingertips, wanting her turned on and primed. Ideally this would be a situation where the sooner we got it over with, the better, but I hadn't left a girl unsatisfied yet, and I didn't want Addison Gonzalez to be the first.



I traced my fingers up and down the curves of her sides, up the outer swells of her breasts, threatening to get close to her nipples. She moaned, disgruntled as I left her nipples alone, but I kissed her softly, capturing that moan and turning it into a deep sound of pleasure. I pressed my body into hers, sandwiching her against a locker as we made out. With one hand, I slipped my cock between her legs, rubbing the head up against her pussy lips. There was a faint trace of moisture there already, but as I rubbed the head against it, the moisture, hers, mine, spread, her moans becoming higher and more demanding.
"Please, please, fuck, please," Addison pleaded. I could've slipped inside so easily, but I denied her this, wanting to drive her wild. I held onto the insistent pressure with my cock, rubbing it against her lips, spreading them around the head slightly, pressing inward, then upward, rubbing against her hardening clit, living for the quickening pace of her breath. When I felt her getting close, knowing that I'd get her going with just the slightest movement, I pulled away from her.
Her eyes blazing with savage fury, she asked, "The fuck?"
Before she could do more than ask, I knelt down to my knees, latching my mouth on her pussy.
"OH, FUCK!" she cried out as I pushed my tongue inside her pussy, running it up and down her delicious folds before sucking on her growing clit.
While I ate her out, Kaitlyn slid up next to Addison, holding her hand and stroking her wrist.
"I told you he was good. Just so you know, I taught him everything he knows, and you know I know how to eat pussy, right?" Kaitlyn boasted, rubbing her hand through my hair, pushing my face deeper into Addison's pussy, deep enough that I couldn't tell her I'd picked up tricks from a few other girls and women from school too.
"You... don't... say," Addison panted, pinching her nipples as Kaitlyn pushed my face into her pussy.
"Yeah. Now, I've never watched this before, but I have to say it's pretty hot. Is it as hot to receive?" Kaitlyn said, still holding Addison's hand while rubbing her free hand up her own body. Through the thin fabric of her dress, Kaitlyn teased one of her own nipples, which threatened to burst through the flimsy cloth.
"Yes... sweet fuck, YES!" Addison exclaimed.
"Do I get a thank you for this gift?" Kaitlyn asked, nodding to me. At her instruction, I slowed down.
"Thank you, thank you, please, please don't stop!" Addison pleaded.
"Oh, come on, I've been so nice to you after you beat me so badly for Homecoming Queen. I think I've earned a little better thank you than that," Kaitlyn said, pushing the fabric of her dress to the side, revealing a breast to Addison.
This wasn't part of the plan, but I could see where Kaitlyn was going with this. She wasn't going to destroy Addison the way we were planning to take Kyle down, but she was still going to get a little revenge on Addison, even if it was just showing her up sexually.
Now, the way Kaitlyn told it, most of the cheerleaders had fooled around with each other at one time or another. The way Addison didn't jump in, I wondered if she'd actually taken part in any of this debauchery, however, the way Kaitlyn was controlling things right now, Addison clearly thought if she didn't do it, I wouldn't let her cum.
Desperate to cum, she latched her lips onto Kaitlyn's exposed breast, sucking and licking fervently, making Kaitlyn moan. I took this as cue enough to dig back into her pussy with full vigor, adding fingers for good measure. Two of them pressed inside her folds while my lips and tongue worked over her clit did the job in a hurry.
Lips pulled from Kaitlyn's tit, Addison's legs trembled as she screamed, "I'M CUMMING, I'M CUMMING, OH FUCK, FUCK, FUUUUUUUUUUUCK MEEEEEEEEEEE!"
I'd had girls who'd gushed while I ate them out before, but Addison's juices were a fucking torrent. I swallowed as much pussy juice as I could, but some still ran down my chin as I kept eating, licking and curling my fingers to give her the most powerful orgasm possible.
When it finally subsided, Addison's body felt like she was made of rubber, her legs barely able to function as Kaitlyn and I guided her over to the bench I'd set the towels out on earlier.
"Oh my god, oh fuck, oh that was nice, that was so nice," she blubbered, kissing me repeatedly, licking her juices off my lips and chin.
Smiling and laughing, she said to Kaitlyn, "Wow, just, thank you, thank you so much, wow, I didn't know, I really didn't, oh my god, you were right."
"You're welcome. And, you haven't even tried out that cock yet!" Kaitlyn clarified.
"Oh!" Addison said, her voice holding the surprise of someone who'd just remembered where they left their car keys. Unhesitatingly, she bent over and took my cock into her mouth, sucking vigorously, rolling her tongue all around the head eagerly, as if wanting to suck all the cum out right now in thanks.
"While that's, oh fuck, while that's nice, I was wondering if you still wanted this in that delicious pussy," I said.
Addison pulled her mouth from my cock, making a loud, wet popping sound as it flopped from her lips. Nodding enthusiastically, she bent over the bench and thrust her ass out towards me. Not needing a second invitation, I lined my cock up with her pussy and slowly pressed it inside. Being as sopping wet as she was, it was an easy entrance, but that didn't mean she wasn't tight.
Addison agreed. "Oh, fuck! FUCK! God, that's big, so much bigger than Kyle's, yes, feed me more, give me more, fuck me with that, FUCK!"
Who was I to say no to the Queen? I fucked into her slowly at first, then building a faster rhythm, pounding her harder into the bench while she squealed and moaned. I don't know what she did to her hair to make it as immovable as it was, but I was impressed that neither it nor her tiara threatened to fall once while I railed her.
Standing at the head of the bench, with a phone in each hand (mine and hers), Kaitlyn said, "Smile!"
With my cock buried tight in the hot Homecoming Queen's pussy, you can bet your ass I smiled.
Addison wasn't quite as quick to smile. "What're, oh god, fuck, what're these for?"
"Memories. His and mine. Unless you want me to send one to Kyle?" Kaitlyn said.
Addison laughed, and Kaitlyn chose that moment to take the pictures.
"Can you imagine the look, on his fucking face?" Addison asked.
"I can," I said. "Not ready for that, yet."
"Yet?" Addison asked, more words cut off by a moan as I kept fucking her.
"Like we said, we're gonna ruin him, but we're also gonna have some fun first," Kaitlyn said, putting the phones back in her purse and straddling the bench in front of Addison. Inch by inch, she pulled up the skirt of her dress, revealing her bare pussy right in front of Addison's face.
"No panties; real classy," Addison said, repeating Kaitlyn's own joke back at her.
"Shut up and eat my fucking pussy, your majesty," Kaitlyn spat out, sliding forward so Addison didn't have much of a choice to do anything but that. Kaitlyn pulled the top of her dress down, exposing her tits and pinching her nipples as Addison ate her out. She moaned. Addison moaned. I moaned. Together we were a train of pleasure as I fucked into Addison and she ate Kaitlyn's pussy. We were beyond words at this point, beyond even our planned revenge, just wanting to take what we could from this experience and make it one none of us would ever forget.
As I grunted and drove into Addison, Kaitlyn and I locked eyes. She smiled deliciously, completely lost to the moment and yet simultaneously telling me that this revenge was pretty sweet. I wouldn't disagree with her on this. Addison's pussy was so sweet, so soft, that I felt like I could fuck it forever.
The way we were going, though, someone would break soon. Shaking and moaning into Kaitlyn's pussy, Addison broke first with another gushing orgasm, collapsing onto the bench, her tits pillowing outward impressively beneath her.
Kaitlyn wasn't far behind, burying her fingers in Addison's hair. "YES, YES YOU FUCKING HOMECOMING QUEEN SLUT, RIGHT THERE, FUCK, FUUUUUUUUUUUCCCCCK!!!!!!!!"
Kaitlyn bucked and screamed, forcing Addison's face deeper between her thighs, cupping her tits and squeezing her nipples hard as she let loose.
I wanted to cum. I needed to cum, badly, one week's worth of semen boiled in my balls, the three-way with Addison and Kaitlyn not helping me in the slightest. The only thing that held me back was remembering the plan, which slowed my pace, kept my self-restraint in check. I still fucked in and out of Addison slowly, not wanting to forget what we were doing, but it was as the two of them came down that Kaitlyn and I explained our final move. We told Addison about her part in it, and she was all too eager to agree.
After that, all it took was Kaitlyn sending a text and disappearing into the shadows of the locker room. We waited in agonizing silence as I slowly fucked in and out of Addison's pussy, feeling the pressure boiling, waiting to be released.
The door to the locker room opened, heavy footsteps on the concrete. "Addison? You in here? A little birdie told me you needed some sugar, and Kyle's got sugar to spare, baby."
At this, I started speeding up, pounding Addison again with a greater ferocity, not hiding in the slightest. She picked up her cue and began moaning loudly.
"Oh, fuck yeah, fuck me harder, Ryan! Fuck, you fuck so much better than Kyle! God, your cock is so much bigger!" Addison yelled, so loud that there was no way Kyle could've missed it.
He rounded the lockers in front of us and was granted a perfect view of me fucking his girlfriend from behind in her Homecoming Queen sash and tiara, her massive tits swinging wildly as I railed her. It was at this point that I'd worried that Kyle might charge, but like Kaitlyn said he would, he stayed there in silent shock, trying to figure out how something so patently impossible in his tiny little mind could've happened. Kyle Bowman stood there in slack jawed wonder as I, the nerd he'd knocked out in one punch just last week, gave his moaning, screaming girlfriend the fucking of a lifetime.
Addison looked up at him almost casually and smiled the pretty smile she had on stage. "Oh, hey, Kyle. You know Ryan, right? Yeah, he's got a much bigger cock than you, and is also so much sweeter and smarter and, well, so much better at sex! Just thought you should know all of that before I broke up with you for being a cheating jackass."
This was it. This was the moment of truth. Kyle looked from her, to me, back to her, then at me one final time. Then he screamed, a formless, wild sound that you'd think only an enraged animal could make, right as he charged us.
That wasn't the only dam that broke. When he was within a few steps of us, I couldn't hold it back anymore. I pulled out of Addison, aimed my cock at Kyle, and came all over him. It was a fucking torrent, rocketing with more force than I knew I had in me. I coated his face, his crown, his jacket, his damn Homecoming King sash. He was a fucking mess.
"You just... did you just... did you just FUCKING CUM ON ME? WHAT THE FUCK?!?!?" Kyle roared, stumbling around in confusion.
"Say cheese!" Kaitlyn said, stepping out of the shadows and taking a picture, blinding Kyle with the flash. His legs off balance, he fell on the floor, sputtering and yelling like a maniac.
Needing to get my bearings fast, which was easier said than done after such a hard cum, I stuffed my cock back into my pants, then looked down at Addison.
"You should probably get dressed and hide," I said.
"Way ahead of you," she said, darting for her dress. "Tell me we'll do something like this again sometime?"
"Sounds great to us, but, you know, we gotta fly!" Kaitlyn said, grabbing my wrist and dragging me out of the locker room as the roaring, spluttering Kyle found his feet and started off in pursuit behind us.
"Have a great Homecoming!" I called back to Addison. Whatever her response was, it was cut off by Kyle's roar, which was more than enough motivation for Kaitlyn and I to run like hell.
On the plus side, we didn't have to run very far. The gym wasn't all that far off, and once we were inside and on the dance floor, we blended into the crowd easily enough. If Tori and Brooke had done their part, and I had no reason to believe they hadn't, the cavalry would be waiting not that far away from the locker rooms right about now.
It was. Principal Carpenter, looking more pissed than I'd ever seen her before, stood next to the school's police officer, Officer Henley, looking very much like they were on the prowl. Once the roaring, cum-coated Kyle burst out of the locker room area of the gym, they found their target.
We blended into the crowd easily enough, which made it way more fun to watch what was going down go down. Officer Henley intercepted Kyle handily, and no matter how quiet they tried to make it, things got heated as Kyle was forced to turn out his pockets, turning over his steroids to Officer Henley.
And that is how we got Kyle arrested in front of the entire school in full Homecoming King regalia and covered in my cum. Everyone was laughing, pointing, taking pictures. At first Kyle yelled back and threatened them, but when Officer Henley ziptied his hands behind his back, the weight of what was happening finally sunk in, and Kyle started blubbering. Pleading. Maybe even crying (it was hard to tell under all the cum). For his own sake, they ushered him out quickly, but the damage was already done.
This would be something no one at Regan Hills High School would ever forget.
Filtering through the crowd, Kaitlyn and I found Tori and Brooke, both of whom eagerly took pictures as Kyle was ushered out of the gym.
"Oh man, I hope Nadia lets me write about this for the next issue," Tori said.
"It'd be hard to see avoiding this," I said.
"Probably not in so much detail, though," Tori said, disappointed.
"Fuck, that was fun," Kaitlyn said.
"Yeah, you say it was fun, you didn't have to make out with that creep," Brooke said.
"Nothing you haven't done before," Kaitlyn retorted.
"Yeah, but, like, I was hoping I wouldn't have to do it again," Brooke said.
"Somehow I doubt that'll be a problem again," Tori said.
"Well, that's nice," Brooke said.
Tori looked at me, smirking. "So, was the black eye worth it for that?"
"It's a start," I said.
"Oh, fuck a start, let's finish this off right. My sister snuck me a bottle of Jack last time she was in town, I've been saving it for a special occasion, and this seems like a pretty fucking special occasion. You up for an after party?" Tori asked.
Truthfully, I was fucking tired. I was relieved, and I'd just had some pretty fucking intense sex, and it was hitting me at once. That said, I found it hard to turn Tori down, especially when she'd been instrumental in putting this all together.
"Yeah," I said. I looked at Kaitlyn and Brooke, not wanting to leave them out, but also knowing how Tori felt about them. She'd teamed up with them to pull off this scheme, but now that it was completed...
I think sensing this in me, Tori asked, "You guys wanna join us, or do you have to cheer in the game?"
"Fuck the game," Kaitlyn said.
"Yeah, we were gonna lose anyway, and without Kyle on the team, it won't even be fun watching us lose. Let's, like, bail and get drunk," Brooke said.
Playfully, I linked one of my arms around one of Tori's. Not wanting to be left out, Brooke linked an arm around my other arm. Soon, Kaitlyn linked arms with her as well, and the four of us, laughing and smiling and having pulled off the big, scary revenge against the big and scary Kyle Bowman, walked out of the gym like we owned the place. The optimism and confidence that Kyle had taken from me hadn't returned yet, not entirely, but there was a new feeling I couldn't help but embrace.
It felt a lot like hope. Hope for a better year, hope that if we could change the status quo of Kyle Bowman, that we could do anything we put our minds to.
With three girls I really liked on my arms, I walked out of the Homecoming dance very much looking forward to the after party.
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The one thing video games didn't prepare me for about real world boss fights was that afterward, I'd need a shower. The combined stench of sweat, adrenaline and the sex I'd had with Addison Gonzalez left me feeling sticky and smelling terrible. The shower's hot water running down my body was almost hot enough to burn, but had the exact feeling of cleansing that I'd wanted. My nervousness wasn't gone, not entirely, not yet, but I was almost there, probably just needing more time for it to sink in.
We'd beaten Kyle Bowman.
We'd beaten Kyle fucking Bowman!
The words felt impossible. After the years of hell he'd given me across middle school and high school, that Kyle Bowman might no longer be an issue at Regan Hills High School was just too much to believe. After what he'd been caught doing, after the information we'd passed up the line, there was no way he'd be welcome back at school. He'd be lucky if he only faced expulsion, at this point. Whether he'd serve time for possession or just get sent to an out of town school, it was too early to tell, but for right now it was a victory, and it was one I meant to savor.
Finally feeling clean, I turned the shower off and grabbed a towel. The bathroom off Tori's basement bedroom was small, but it had everything it needed, and considering all the nights I'd spent here for various sleepovers, projects or epic gaming sessions, it was as familiar to me as my own.
Well, nearly as familiar. Looking in the mirror over the sink, I saw a me that I wasn't all that used to. It wasn't just the black eye, or the beginning of a muscular frame (all thanks to Brooke's brutal workout routines and diets), no, it was something else. It was more than confidence, more than having a big cock. It was like having sex flipped a switch inside me, making me into my best self, or at least someone on their way to being their best self.
And I wouldn't have been able to be this person without the girls and women who'd shown me the way.
Kaitlyn Pruitt.
Brooke King.
Haley Campbell.
Mrs. Lynn.
Nadia Barclay.
And now Addison Gonzalez.
Every one of them was a new experience, showing me new sides of myself, teaching me new things and skills, making me better, one hot and sweaty round of sex at a time. If it'd stopped here, I knew this year would've been the greatest year of my life, but I also knew that it wasn't going to end here.
Not by a long shot.
I got dressed in my underwear, sweatpants and t-shirt that I stashed at Tori's for when I spent the night, then went to rejoin Kaitlyn, Brooke and Tori in her room.
I knew I should've been alarmed right away once I heard the three of them together, laughing. These three never would agree on something to laugh about most of the time. I crept around the corner from the bathroom slowly, peering into Tori's bedroom.
Having spent more time in here than I could remember, I knew the room like the back of my hand, most of its walls covered in bookcases stacked floor to ceiling with books, the desk that was almost more collectibles than it was a functional desk, the old, brick-hard couch I'd spent many a night on and the giant bed in the center of the room that Tori always taunted me from whenever I stayed over.
Tori, Kaitlyn and Brooke huddled around Tori's desk, laughing at something on her laptop, was a potentially dangerous arrangement, but one I was willing to explore. They'd all gotten out of their Homecoming dresses and were wearing sleep clothes from Tori's collection. Cleaned of makeup and with their hair down (save for Brooke's trademark loose pigtails), they looked like three girls at a slumber party, or, well, what I imagined girls at a slumber party to look like.
Sweet and petite blonde Brooke, wearing an old purple pair of Tori's pajamas that were far too long for her.
Sultry brunette Kaitlyn, her killer curves barely hidden by the overlong sleep shirt that her bare legs emerged from.
And Tori... not looking all that different from how she usually did, with pale skin, wild curly red hair and a smile that can fix almost any dark day. Dressed in her usual bedtime oversized sleep shirt and sweatpants, she showed them something on the computer.
"Whatcha watching?" I asked.
Kaitlyn looked to me, amused. "We were watching Kyle going small town viral for a while, but when new stuff stopped showing up, Tori just started showing us old videos of you two as kids."
A sick pit opened up in my stomach. "Please don't tell me you showed them the video of me in my underwear singing and dancing to 'Umbrella.'"
"Fine, I won't tell you that," Tori said. I facepalmed. I thought I had a new life after tonight, and now I was ready for it to be all over again.
"Oh, come on, you're not, like, that bad a dancer," Brooke said, bouncing over to Tori's bed and flopping down on it. I sat next to her, twirling one of her pigtails around my finger while she looked up at me cutely.
"Really?" I asked, amused.
"Nah. I could give you some pointers, add that to our routines," Brooke said.
"Pass. I'm sore enough as is after you're done with me," I said.
"Well, we can't have that, can we?" Brooke said, playfully squeezing my cock. Memories of what we'd done together spun before my eyes, giving my erection full strength. That this was happening didn't go unnoticed by Brooke, and she rubbed her hand up and down my cock appreciatively before letting up.
She wanted to play, but wasn't ready yet it seemed.
"Fine, fine, I'll keep your modesty and shut the computer down," Tori said, shutting it off and spinning around in her chair. I was happy to see the victory hadn't left her face, and that even Kaitlyn had let her resting bitch face go for a moment.
I was, admittedly, completely taken by the sheer beauty that surrounded me, and I didn't respond terribly well to it. "So, uh, we're going full sleepover tonight?"
"Why not?" Kaitlyn asked.
"I thought you guys, well, hated each other," I said, mostly addressing Kaitlyn and Tori since I wasn't sure that Brooke had it in her to really hate anyone.
"I never hated her specifically, just most people in general," Kaitlyn clarified.
"And hated's more of a past tense thing for me, now. Now, Kaitlyn's on a scale of 'begrudging respect' for me because she's pretty good at revenging," Tori said.
"Awww," Kaitlyn said, playfully hugging Tori around the shoulders. "You're not too bad yourself."
"Doesn't mean we're on hugging terms yet," Tori said through the hug.
"I know. Why else do you think I hugged you?" Kaitlyn joked.
"Bitch," Tori replied.
"Yup," Kaitlyn said.
"Gonna have to agree with Tori there," Brooke said, twirling one of her own pigtails now.
"Ditto," I replied.
Kaitlyn let Tori go and crossed her arms under her breasts in mock anger. It didn't take much to see that her massive tits weren't in a bra, and despite the massive load I'd shot earlier in the night, I felt my cock begin to stir. It was good to know that was working just fine again.
"Well, fine, if my hugs aren't gonna be fucking appreciated, how 'bout we bust open that bottle of Jack you promised?" Kaitlyn asked.
"Done," Tori said, getting up and opening the trunk at the foot of her bed. She rooted around in it a bit, digging through various bits of things she wouldn't want her parents finding, before digging up the three-quarters full bottle of Jack at the bottom.
"I thought you said you were saving this for a special occasion," I said.
"Well," Tori said, eying the bottle. "I was saving the rest of it for a special occasion."
"I'm honored," I said.
She stuck her tongue out at me, then unscrewed the cap and took a swig. "Look, do you want to toast to the downfall of Kyle or don't you?"
"I'll drink to that," Kaitlyn said, taking the bottle from Tori's hands and drinking some herself. She winced, and coughed, but got it down. "I am so not a whiskey girl."
"More for me, then," Brooke said cheerfully, reaching up from the bed, taking the bottle and a long, dainty sip. "It's like a happy fire burning the shit out of my throat!"
"I'm sure they'll use that in all the ad campaigns," I said. Brooke laughed, passed the bottle to me. I looked at it skeptically. I wasn't much of a drinker, and when I was, it wasn't usually anything nearly as strong as whiskey. They looked at me expectantly, and at once a thousand school lessons on peer pressure ran through my head. I didn't have to drink this if I didn't want to, but right then, still feeling that glint of victory not too far off, I raised the bottle to the girls.
"To a new beginning," I said, taking a small hit off the bottle. Brooke was right, it was like fire rolling down my throat, but I wouldn't have called it nearly as happy as she did. I coughed and sputtered, trying and failing to ignore the laughs.
"Okay, that was all, like, good, but not good enough," Brooke said, wincing.
"What was?" Tori asked.
"I wanna wash the taste of Kyle out of my mouth, and whiskey just ain't cutting it. Anyone wanna make out with me?" Brooke asked, as if it was the most normal question in the world.
That both Kaitlyn and Tori seemed to be seriously considering this option was enough to make my cock twitch, but it didn't take much for me to say, "Sure."
"Sweet," Brooke said, pulling me down to the bed so I was on top of her, mashing our lips together. Making out with Brooke was one of my favorite things to do, mostly because it seemed to be one of her favorite things to do. She was energetic and fun and just loved kissing, favoring quick, rapid kisses with a tongue that was all too eager to dart in and play with mine. I liked meeting her in kind, pulling her in close and pushing my tongue into her, trying to slow her down with longer kisses and loving the way she made it into a playful battle.
On Tori's bed, we were no different, energetically going at it while I ground my rock-hard cock against her pajama-covered pussy. If we didn't find some way to let off this energy soon, god only knew what'd happen to my cock.
Breaking our kiss, I said, "Admit it, you just wanted to make out with me."
"I wasn't picky, but I was hoping," Brooke said cutely, giving me a quick peck on the nose.
There were hands on my shoulders as Kaitlyn pulled me off of Brooke and into a sitting position.
"Hey!" Brooke complained.
"Oh, be nice and learn to share," Kaitlyn said, sitting in my lap and pressing her full, sensual lips to mine. Kissing Kaitlyn was different from kissing Brooke, because although she was slower about making out than Brooke, she very much wanted to let me know that she was in charge. No matter what I tried to do, she was always one move ahead, shifting and changing pressure, her tongue more forceful and keeping mine down. Her hands wrapped around me, pulling me in tight as she ground against me. At first, I closed my eyes tightly, lost to the passion as we made out, but opening them, my eyes locked onto Tori's.
She watched us make out, considering what was happening on her bed. Her face definitely read confusion, but there was something else I couldn't identify, which was impressive considering how well I knew that face. While Brooke's cute as a button yet slutty as all get-out and Kaitlyn's sultry, passionate faces were ones that were fairly new to me, Tori's pale, freckled face was one I'd known my whole life. She wasn't as traditionally gorgeous as Brooke and Kaitlyn were, but she had a unique natural beauty all her own that I'd always admired. I knew her smile, I knew her laugh, I knew her pissed, and I knew her sad, but this look she was giving me now was one I wasn't accustomed to.
Maybe she felt as strange as I did about me making out with Kaitlyn and Brooke, two people she'd once considered the lowest of the low at Regan Hills High School, in her room.
Maybe she was still trying to understand that I was actually sexually active these days.
Or maybe she was just thinking about how inconsiderate it was that three people were making out on her bed without so much as asking, "Hey, do you mind if we make out on your bed?" It was a new situation to me, but I was pretty sure asking would generally be considered the polite move.
I might've even gotten around to checking with her to see if this was okay, if Brooke hadn't sat up next to us and forcibly separated Kaitlyn and me, just to start making out with Kaitlyn herself. That pretty much halted all rational thought because, well, how often do you get to see two slutty cheerleaders, one sitting on and grinding your lap, make out at this range?
I wagered it wasn't that often, which is how I found it very easy then to forget about Tori and enjoy the show.
Kaitlyn and Brooke were clearly practiced at making out, and watching them duel it out with each other was one of the hottest things I'd yet seen. Watching two different yet powerful girls, each trying to dominate the other while enjoying themselves, was great. They smiled and cooed and moaned while Kaitlyn ground herself against my cock, Brooke running her hands up and down her body, pinching her nipples through her shirt.
Again, I locked eyes with Tori. "Are you seeing this?"
"Seeing. Not believing," Tori said, unable to take her eyes off Kaitlyn and Brooke.
"What?" Kaitlyn asked, pulling her lips from Brooke's. Brooke groaned in protest, then began kissing Kaitlyn's neck. Kaitlyn continued, "You never had a coupla sluts making out in your bed before?"
Tori got up from her chair, slowly approaching us as she watched. "I've had sluts in this bed. I've fucked sluts in this bed. Been called a slut in this bed, and damn well earned that title, but I can't say I've ever had two cheerleader sluts making out with and on top of my best friend in this bed. That one's brand new."
"Oh, well, you really should, like, try it out sometime, it's way fun," Brooke said, playfully squeezing Kaitlyn's breasts through her shirt.
I looked Tori square in the eye. There were lines being crossed here that were never seriously considered before, and I didn't know how Tori would handle them. She was my best friend, and hot as this was, I wouldn't do anything to jeopardize that. If she told me to stop this, I would have stopped unhesitatingly and bore the consequences of whatever happened next. It might take some time, but I'd do whatever it took to get back on her good side, because even with my new status quo, I couldn't afford to lose her.
I asked her, "Are you sure you're cool with this?"
Tori considered this silently. She was about to say something, when Kaitlyn cut her off, "Oh, like she hadn't made up her mind the moment she invited all of us over. She's just too fucking scared to do anything about it."
A growing anger built on Tori's face, one I was very familiar with and knew better than to get in the way of, and she closed the distance between her and Kaitlyn. She grabbed a handful of Kaitlyn's hair and pulled her head back violently so she was looking Tori in the eye.
"You can be a real cunt sometimes, you know that?" Tori said, locking lips with a very surprised Kaitlyn. I don't think anyone could've been more surprised than me, though, that this was happening a few inches from my face.
"Neat," Brooke commented.
"Yeah," I said, watching as Kaitlyn's surprise gave way to passion as she and Tori made out with each other. Where Kaitlyn tried to dominate while kissing, Tori was more than able to keep up with her, matching her kiss for kiss. Tori taking advantage of her position to first grope Kaitlyn's breasts, pinching at her nipples through her shirt, then pulling the long t-shirt all the way over Kaitlyn's head, exposing her nude form to all of us.
Seeing them then, I understood why I'd never get tired of seeing Kaitlyn's tits. Unbelievably large and perfectly proportioned DD tits with not a hint of sag, big, round areolas and nipples that stood out like bullets, practically demanding attention.
"You weren't wearing panties? This is one of my favorite shirts!" Tori complained.
"You're honestly surprised I'm not wearing panties?" Kaitlyn said, rolling her eyes. Answering that eye roll, Tori swatted Kaitlyn on the ass.
Kaitlyn yelped. "Did you just spank me?"
Tori slapped Kaitlyn's other ass cheek, then said, "Twice."
"Hey!" Kaitlyn exclaimed.
"Nice ass, by the way," Tori said, smirking, then pulling Kaitlyn's hair back so they could make out some more. The sight of Kaitlyn naked and being dominated by my best friend while they made out was something I never in even my wildest dreams imagined, so seeing it happen on my lap was fucking surreal, to say the very least.
Looking for something I understood, something that could ground me, I leaned forward and took one of Kaitlyn's nipples into my mouth, sucking on it as she ground her naked pussy against my sweatpants clad cock. I suckled and nibbled, enjoying her muted groans as she made out with Tori. Feeling a presence at my side, I opened my eyes and saw Brooke at Kaitlyn's other breast, suckling as eagerly as only she could, while Kaitlyn's moans took on a more frantic tone, her grinding against my cock picking up speed.
Around Kaitlyn's nipple, Brooke smiled. I smiled back. She looked so good there, so tasty, I had to let Kaitlyn's tit go, leaning over and kissing Brooke, first around Kaitlyn's nipple, then on her own when she let go. We made out, giggling and joyful, unmindful of Kaitlyn or Tori or the crazy course of events that led us here, lost in each other and loving every second of it.
Wanting some more tit, and not wanting to get in Tori's way as she cupped and squeezed Kaitlyn's tits, I pulled Brooke's top off, her tiny little titties popping free. Though they may have been small, I'd learned from experience they were crazy sensitive, and it didn't take more than the lightest circling of her pink areolas with my tongue to get her to squeal, throwing her head back.
"Fuck, yes," she hissed as I licked and sucked more forcefully.
Kaitlyn was grinding against my cock more forcefully, her juices starting to soak through the front of my sweatpants enough that I could feel her wetness on my cock. I knew if she kept going like this, she'd probably cum right on me. I knew it, Brooke knew it, and Tori sure as hell had to have known it, which was why I found it confusing when she put her hand on my shoulder and said, "Stop."
All it took was that one word, that simple reminder that it wasn't just me and Brooke and Kaitlyn in here, a simple glance between Tori and me that reminded me she wasn't just another girl, but was actually someone I knew almost as well as myself. Even though I couldn't explain why, I felt like I'd been caught doing something terrible.



"Sorry," I said.
Kaitlyn was moaning and panting like an animal. "Sorry? Stop? Stop? STOP?!? I'm, fuck, so I'm so fucking close... please..."
Easily, Tori grabbed Kaitlyn by the shoulders and tossed her down onto the bed face first, spanking her with one great, big open-handed slap across the ass so sharp and loud it practically echoed in the room right as she landed.
"You're gonna cum tonight, probably a lot, but if you keep acting like a bitch, I'm gonna treat you like a bitch and make you wait, okay?" Tori threatened.
Kaitlyn, groaning, reached her hands down to masturbate her sopping cunt, but Tori pulled them behind her back and said to Brooke, "Hold these here until she's ready to play by the rules?"
"Done and done!" Brooke exclaimed, sitting on Kaitlyn's back and pinning her hands in place.
"Brooke!" Kaitlyn complained.
"Sorry, Kaitlyn, but I, like, totally gotta see where this is going!" Brooke said.
More than anything, I wanted to too, but it was something I feared as much as much as I wanted to see through. We were getting into more line crossing territory, standing just at the edge of the line and considering whether or not it was something we'd be willing to never turn back from. At least, that's where my head was. The way Tori looked, it felt like she was trying to figure out a particularly elaborate math problem of where everyone's limbs had to fit. I knew she was hiding nervousness too, but she hid it well, better than my jackhammer of a heartbeat could claim.
Tori began, "So, let's face facts. We got four sluts in one room-"
"Hey, I'm not a slut!" I protested.
"Ryan, how many girls have you fucked?" Tori asked.
With more blood in my cock than my brain and the answer being far beyond my reach, I admitted to myself that she had a point said, "Okay, so, what about four sluts in one room?"
Tori smiled a smile that let in more nervousness than she meant to, especially when she looked at me. "Four sluts in one room, one of them already naked and one half-naked, and if we're gonna be honest about it, we all know where this is going, right?"
"Yeah," Kaitlyn and Brooke said almost simultaneously.
I gulped. "Yeah."
"Well, good. If we know that this night is gonna end with the four of us sweaty and naked and tangled up in each other, seeing how many times we can make each other cum, then let's get the boring parts out of the way. Let's all get naked, let's all get in bed, and let's get to the part where we all make each other cum. How does that sound?" Tori said.
"Fine by me!" Brooke squealed, bouncing her delightful ass off Kaitlyn's wrists just enough to hook her thumbs under the elastic of the pajamas, pulling them and her panties to her knees in one swift move, then completely off with another. Her tight, pink little pussy with its pale blonde pubes shaved into a heart resting just above Kaitlyn's hands.
Kaitlyn sensed an opportunity and grabbed at Brooke's pussy from her pinned position. Caught in a sound halfway between a squeal and a groan, Brooke said, "I may have made, like, a major fucking strategic error here!"
From there, Kaitlyn wrestled her way out from under Brooke, and the two of them wrestled on the bed, laughing, grabbing and fingering in what was probably a hotter than hell sight to behold, but I was so nervous and focused on Tori that they could've been firing a flamethrower into the air and I probably wouldn't have noticed.
"So, uh, should I go first, or you, or...?"
Tori rolled her eyes at me. "How 'bout we both do it at once, get it out of the way?"
"Uh, sure," I replied, pulling off my shirt the same time as Tori. If it was even possible, her skin under her shirt was even paler, but more freckle free than her arms and neck. The freckles even translated down to the tops of her breasts, but I wasn't too concerned with looking for imperfections as I stared at Tori's naked tits for the first time. They were easily a D-cup and had a slight bit of sag to them. Her nipples had a wide pink areola and stuck out prominently. Going by most standards, they were far from perfect, but to me, they were some of the most beautiful tits I'd ever seen.
"Wow," I whispered.
"Thanks," Tori said, blushing. "You're less impressive, but, you know, thanks for taking off your shirt."
Laughing, I stuck my tongue out at her. She said, "You stick that tongue out, you better be good to use it."
"Oh, he knows how to use it," Kaitlyn moaned from the bed as Brooke fingered her.
"Totally," Brooke confirmed.
"Sweet," Tori said, pulling off her sweatpants.
Getting my first look at her pussy, I'd have probably said "Sweet" too were I still capable of words. In the past month, I'd seen a lot of pussies of all shapes and sizes, but for the life of me Tori's looked the most perfect. Pretty, tight little pink lips, already slightly moist, the tiny button of her clit standing out just right underneath a well-trimmed strip of red hair. I may have been biased with her being my best friend, someone I genuinely loved instead of lusted for, but it looked amazing.
Smiling, Tori turned just slightly enough to show off a nice, round butt, squeezing it and showing off to me, her smile telling me it was my turn.
Fumbling more than I should've with only a pair of sweats and underwear to pull down, I finally stood naked in front of Tori, my ten inch long, very thick cock standing out, harder than it had likely ever been. Even with the powerful orgasm I'd had earlier in the night, it felt like I had reserves for days, precum already leaking from the tip in a slow river.
Tori's eyes widened at the sight, though she tried to play it cool.
"Ah," she said. "Okay, not... not that far off, from what I've heard. Definitely, uh, definitely bigger than my strap-ons."
Brooke cocked her head up excitedly. "You've got a strap-on?"
Looking almost pleased to have a distraction where she held control, Tori turned to Brooke. "Strap-ons. Plural. In the blue box beneath the bed, feel free to try one out, though don't touch the big purple one! That's my favorite."
Giddy at having a new game, Brooke jumped off the bed and started rummaging for the blue box, while Kaitlyn looked disgruntled at having yet another orgasm delayed.
"You guys are assholes," Kaitlyn said.
"Oh, wow, you got a whole toy box down here!" Brooke exclaimed, clapping.
Tori smiled. "Benefits of working part-time at a sex shop: employee discount."
In a way, it felt good that she seemed as nervous about the next step as I was, but it was also something we clearly both wanted, maybe even needed, and someone had to make the first move.
Though it was utterly terrifying, I walked up to Tori and kissed her. She made a sound much like surprise, her eyes bugging out almost completely, but once that wore off, we both closed our eyes as we took our first real chance to explore each others' lips. Despite her confidence ordering the other two around, there was a certain tentativeness to her kisses, tentativeness mixed with some anticipation and enthusiasm. After a few seconds of realizing that, yes, we actually were making out with each other and that it felt good, no, not just good, it felt right, we really started to get into it.
I wrapped my arms around her back, running them up the perfectly smooth skin of her back, exploring the flare of her hips as she did the same to me. I ran my hands up under the sides of her chest, cupping her breasts experimentally, enjoying their heft and running my thumbs along her nipples. They hardened in response, a slight gasp escaping her lips.
In response, she ran a hand along my outer thigh, traced it along my inner thigh. Tori cupped my balls, weighing them, before mostly closing her hand around the root of my cock.
"My fingers won't even touch," she mused, her hand drifting up my cock and settling around the head, running circles around it as she slowly jacked me. Her fingers were expert, and it took everything I had to stay on my feet.
"So I've been told," I said, reaching down and pressing two fingers into Tori's moist cunt. They slid in easily, almost as if she were pulling me in. We held onto each other tightly as we manually pleasured each other, lost in our own world in the middle of this room. Had we been alone and left to our own devices, we probably would've come right there, collapsing to the floor a laughing mess, but utterly pleased.
Instead, our attention was stolen by Kaitlyn yelping, "Hey, be careful with that!"
Still pleasuring each other, Tori and I looked to the bed. Kaitlyn was on her back, naked and lewdly spread out, her eyes wide. Brooke crawled over to her, an eight-inch long, hot pink strap-on bouncing in front of her pussy as she tried to line herself up with Kaitlyn.
"I'm always careful!" Brooke exclaimed, twirling one of her pigtails.
"No you're not!" Kaitlyn protested.
"Well, I'm always fun, aren't I?" Brooke said, rubbing the head of the dildo against Kaitlyn's pussy lips.
"Usually," Kaitlyn admitted through a moan.
"Then lie back and, like, let me fuck you for once. Always wanted to try one of these..." Brooke said, slowly, awkwardly thrusting the strap-on dildo into Kaitlyn's pussy. Kaitlyn groaned, her eyes rolling back into her head as Brooke slowly worked the rubber cock into her cunt.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, that's nice," Kaitlyn moaned as Brooke built up a rhythm, awkwardly getting the hang of fucking Kaitlyn missionary style.
"I can tell right now, this is gonna be great for my core!" Brooke exclaimed, fucking into Kaitlyn harder. The two of them stared into each others' eyes for a moment before Brooke darted in, sloppily making out with Kaitlyn.
"We should join them. Don't want them having all the fun," Tori said.
"I don't know about you, but I am having fun," I said.
"I can tell," she said, squeezing my cock. "But there's always more fun."
Tori sauntered on over to the bed, sashaying her ass as she went, before lying down on her back next to Kaitlyn.
"Now, are you gonna eat my pussy, or aren't ya?" Tori asked, spreading her legs and opening her pussy lips with her fingers.
Who was I to turn down such an eloquent request?
I crawled onto the bed, mindful of Brooke awkwardly fucking Kaitlyn with a strap on next to us. I slid between Tori's legs, sliding my hands under her thighs, cupping her ass, then wrapping them around her waist as I pulled in closer. My face only inches from her pussy, I breathed in her scent, intoxicated by the musky aroma, wanting desperately to taste her. I looked up at her expectant gaze, her chest heaving with deep-breathed anticipation. I stuck my tongue out, tauntingly hovering it over her clit, close to touching her but not quite, frustrating her to no end.
"Do it. Come on, Ryan, lick my fucking pussy," Tori growled.
I dove in, running my tongue all over her lips, exploring her pussy, learning every fold, every corner that made her moan from her deepest core. She had a sweet, tangy taste that I found I couldn't get enough of, lapping at her, always wanting more, wanting to drive her to that edge, past that edge. I wanted to take all these years of friendship and pent up chemistry and show her what she really meant to me, how much I'd wanted this for so long, even if I hadn't fully understood how badly.
"Fuck, yes, good, very good, keep going, like that, like that, fuck," she urged me on.
"He's, fuck, good, huh? Really knows how to eat a fucking cunt, doesn't he? Fuck, fuck, yeah, fuck, I taught him everything he fucking knows," Kaitlyn said arrogantly as Brooke pounded her.
"You ain't the only one! I taught you how to lick a cute little pussy too, didn't I, Ryan?" Brooke said, blinking back at me.
"In your, FUCK! In your fucking dreams!" Kaitlyn groaned as Brooke fucked her harder.
They clearly wanted me to weigh in on this, but I was content to have my mouth full of Tori's pussy. The way she writhed on the bed, pinching and twisting her nipples, grinding her cunt into my face, I gathered that she was content with this arrangement too. If it weren't for the need to breathe, or really do anything else, I was sure I could've just stayed right there, eating Tori's pussy forever. I loved watching her reactions, listening to her soft yet firm guidance while Kaitlyn and Brooke fucked like animals beside us. I loved, truly, truly loved when our eyes would meet through the canyon between her breasts, those beautiful blue eyes urging me on to make her cum.
"Come on, do it, fucking do it, I know you can, make me cum, fuck, Ryan, make me cum before that Kaitlyn bitch, she's got a head start but we can finish first, make me cum, do it, do it you fuck, god, fuck me with your mouth, fuck me with your mouth, do it, come on, MAKE ME FUCKING CUM!!!" Tori roared, her ferocity enough to throw even Brooke and Kaitlyn off their game.
I did as I was told, eating her more energetically, sliding two fingers into her cunt and twisting them, searching for her G-spot. Kaitlyn had taken Tori's dirty talk as a challenge and fingered herself while Brooke fucked her. Both Kaitlyn and Tori began to shake and shudder, their moans rising louder and louder, transforming them into the inevitable screams as they both came.
I couldn't say who came first, but I know they were both loud, and that even in their combined screams I could pick out Tori's voice easily. Her orgasmic cry, a heavy grunt followed by a wail of intense pleasure that went on like a siren, was a sound I instantly knew I wanted more of. Even as her pussy spasmed and gushed pussy juice onto my face, flooding my mouth with the sweetest nectar I'd ever known, I kept digging, twisting my fingers and sucking on her clit, wanting to draw out her orgasm as long as she was physically capable of having it. Throughout the seemingly neverending orgasm, our eyes locked onto each other, staring into each other as only we knew how.
I reached up with my free hand to take one of hers in mine, only to find that she and Kaitlyn were already clasping hands tightly through their mutual orgasms. I joined my hand to theirs as the orgasms ran their course, winding down to a post-orgasmic bliss, only to be shocked out of that bliss when Brooke put one of her dainty hands on top of all of ours.
"Yay, we're like a team now!" Brooke squealed.
Well, the intense eroticism of the moment might have been broken (broken by a naked, pigtailed blonde wearing a hot pink, eight-inch strap-on), but it felt good when we all started laughing.
"So, that was fun," Tori said.
"Fun for you, maybe, but Brooke here doesn't know how to use a cock for shit," Kaitlyn said, pushing her friend off of her.
"Hey, you try fucking with one of these! They're harder than they look," Brooke said, turning to me. "I don't know how you guys do it."
"It's easy with a little practice," I said.
"Fuck practice. I need some real cock," Kaitlyn said, getting up on her knees, grabbing me by the shoulders and rolling me onto my back. My cock, dripping and slick from Tori's abbreviated hand job, stuck up in the air, bobbing expectantly. Kaitlyn crawled next to me, licking her lips while jacking my cock.
"Oh, what, I make you cum screaming and it's not good enough for ya?" Brooke pouted.
"You made me cum just fine, but you of all people should know I'm a greedy fucking cumslut," Kaitlyn said, straddling my hips and rubbing her soaked cunt lips up and down my shaft, filling me with a most exquisite agony of anticipation. I looked over to Tori, who rolled her eyes and got out of bed.
What she was doing or had planned was beyond my vision as Kaitlyn descended on me, thrusting her tits in my face. I latched onto them with my mouth, alternating on sucking each of them as she slowly lowered her pussy onto my cock. Her pussy, so familiar it felt like home now, parted for me easily, all ten inches buried up to the base with one easy stroke.
"Now THIS!" she declared, rocking her hips back and forth. "THIS is the cock I need!"
I couldn't argue with her about that, because her pussy was, as always, amazing. For all the fucking we did, it still felt infinitely tight, so hot, so wet. The way her face went from bitchy to sublime the moment I entered her was still one of the greatest joys in my life.
Well, almost greatest; fucking her was still pretty nice too. It had been a couple hours since we'd double-teamed Addison, but I was already building to another full tank of cum. I'd thought at first that that cum was going to be for Tori, but the way Kaitlyn rode me, I knew she meant to claim it for herself.
Kaitlyn pounded down onto me, and I made to match her every move, but she was in one of her moments where she had to show off, had to show that she was the boss, and that was probably why she didn't see Tori sneaking up behind her until she'd wrapped her arms around Kaitlyn's chest and squeezed her tits.
"What the, oh, oh, fuck yeah, you wanna, mmmm, you wanna join in too?" Kaitlyn purred as Tori flicked her nipples.
"Something like that," Tori said, rubbing her breasts against Kaitlyn's back. She had a mischievous grin that Kaitlyn couldn't see, and though I was lost in fucking Kaitlyn, I was definitely interested in seeing what she had in mind.
"Mmmm, what's that?" Kaitlyn asked.
"That... Ryan, would you slow down for a sec?" Tori began. I didn't want to slow down, not when it felt like I was about to release a gallon of cum in Kaitlyn's tight pussy, but the way she looked at me I knew it was in my best interest to agree. I slowed down, though my groan of protest was matched by Kaitlyn's.
"Thank you," Tori continued. "That, Kaitlyn, is an eight-inch-long and very thick, very well-lubed strap-on rubbing up against your asshole, and this is what we call a double-penetration."
As Tori thrust forward slowly, Kaitlyn's eyes went wide and she screamed, "FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!"
"What, you can't handle two cocks at once? I thought you were a fucking slut," Tori said, wrapping a hand around Kaitlyn's neck. She pulled her up to her face so she could kiss her deeply while forcing more of the dildo into her ass.
"I am a fucking slut, god, fuck that's big, but, god, it's so fucking big, and he's so fucking big, you're tearing me up and, fuck, FUCK IT'S SO GOOD!" Kaitlyn yelled.
"You like that? You like that don't you you filthy little whore? You like being double-penetrated by a couple nerds you used to shit on, don't you? You talk a big game, but this is where you want to be, isn't it? You want us, fucking you, making you fucking scream like the dirty little slut you are," Tori said. The way she started to move, I got the idea that she'd bottomed out in Kaitlyn's ass, and I slowly started to move in sync with her, both of us fucking in and out of her obscenely stretched holes.
"Ye...ye...yeessssss," Kaitlyn whimpered, barely a whisper as her eyes rolled back in her skull in pleasure.
"Yes what?" Tori snarled, pinching and twisting Kaitlyn's nipples hard.
"I like... I like being in charge... but I love you two dominating me and my tight little holes," Kaitlyn moaned.
"Good, because we're gonna fuck you raw," Tori said, pounding in and out of Kaitlyn's ass with long, hard strokes that were difficult to match, yet I somehow kept up with. Looking into both Kaitlyn's eyes and Tori's eyes at the same time while we both fucked Kaitlyn was intense, and might've been enough to make me cum right there, if it didn't bring up one burning question.
"You really like it in the ass, don't you, Kaitlyn," I grunted.
"Yea, yeah," she stuttered as Tori and I fucked her harder.
"Then why didn't you ever let me fuck your ass?"
"He hasn't fucked your ass?" Tori and Brooke said, almost in perfect sync.
"I, I, I, oh god, I was waiting for a special occasion?" Kaitlyn said, at a loss for words from the pleasure and repeating Tori's line about the whiskey bottle back at her.



"I'd say this occasion's pretty fucking special, wouldn't you?" I growled.
"Yeah," Kaitlyn admitted.
"No, no, no, you'll have to do better than that. If you want him to fuck your ass, you gotta beg for it, Kaitlyn, and make it fucking good," Tori demanded.
"Yeah!" Brooke exclaimed, fingering herself next to us. "For a greedy little cumslut, I can't believe you haven't given him your ass! It's, like, really fucking awesome!"
Looking down at me begrudgingly, even with the fucking we were giving her, Kaitlyn fought through her arrogance and whimpered, "Please, Ryan, won't you fuck my slutty, tight little ass?"
"I'd love to," I said, nodding to Tori. We both pulled out of Kaitlyn simultaneously, and with weak legs, Kaitlyn flipped over, turning around so she squatted above my cock. Lining it up with her asshole, rubbing the head of my cock against it, she looked over her shoulder at me.
"This what you want? You wanna tease my ass with that giant fucking cock?" Kaitlyn teased.
"For starters," I said, pulling her down onto my cock.
"OH FUCK, FUCK ME, GOOOOOOOOOOOD DAMN IT FUUUUUUUUCK!" Kaitlyn yelled as my cock head first stretched her asshole, then plunged inside with a couple inches of cock. She wasn't nearly as tight as Brooke (not that I think anyone was as tight as Brooke), but that didn't mean her ass wasn't an amazingly tight, hot hole. Slowly she descended on my cock, her ass stretching obscenely as it took inch after inch, until she was finally sitting against my thighs.
In awe of where I was, I quipped, "This a special enough occasion now?"
"Fuck. You," Kaitlyn grunted, looking back at me and swinging her hair in my face.
"Actually, we'll both be fucking you," Tori said, pushing Kaitlyn back against my chest. I couldn't see what she was doing, but going by Kaitlyn's moans and the pressure against my cock, I gathered she pushed the strap-on back into Kaitlyn's pussy and had recommenced fucking her. Though I couldn't keep up the same pace in her ass, I tried to match her as best I could, keeping going as long as I could, wanting to make Kaitlyn cum screaming before I exploded.
If this had been just a double-penetration of me and my best friend sandwiching another friend who happened to be one of the hottest girls in school, this probably would've been the hottest moment in my life, but then Brooke had to come in and join us.
No longer content with just fingering herself while we had our fun, Brooke squatted over us, her ass high in the air at Tori's face level. Getting the picture, Tori ate her out for a little while before Brooke turned and sat lightly on Kaitlyn's face.
"Oh yes, FUCK YES!" Brooke squealed as Kaitlyn ate her pussy mere inches away from my face. I was happy with the show, but Brooke didn't want to leave me out either it seemed, since she then dropped her pussy down on my face. I was happy to lick and suck and let her fuck my face, but I was sincerely hoping someone would cum soon so I could unload.
Thankfully, we'd pushed Kaitlyn to the brink. Not long after Brooke resettled her cunt on Kaitlyn's face, Kaitlyn let out a muffled cry, shaking violently, her juices running down my legs as her ass squeezed my cock uncontrollably. This set off a chain reaction to Brooke, who came on Kaitlyn's face, some of her juices dripping down onto mine deliciously, and finally, I couldn't hold it in anymore.
"FUCK, FUCK, I'M CUMMING TOO!" I roared. Hands grabbed at my cock, pulled it from Kaitlyn's quivering asshole and jerked me off. Pleasure coursed through my body as I shot shot after shot of cum. I didn't see where it landed, and I didn't care because the sweet release was just so fucking good. It just kept going, spurt after spurt, a gentle hand coaxing every last drop out until I was a drained, twitching mess.
One after another we all came down from whatever you'd call the beautiful depravity we'd just pulled off. Sweaty and panting and covered in sex juices, one by one we fell to the bed. Brooke lay down on her back right above me, while, Kaitlyn slid off to lie down next to me. Even Tori was exhausted, falling down at the foot of her bed, unstrapping and setting aside her strap-on.
It was with my view clear that I finally saw the damage of our impromptu orgy. From neck to crotch, and with a little even splashed on her face, Kaitlyn was covered with ropes of my cum. Even Tori had a few splashes on her thigh and stomach from when she must have tried to control the fire hose that was my cock.
"Fuck," I said.
"Yeah," Tori said.
"Totally," Kaitlyn said, stealing one of Brooke's words.
"Say cheese!" Brooke exclaimed, holding my phone high above the bed. She snapped a picture of the tangled, naked mess we were, and I don't think any of us but her had the energy to say cheese, but it was likely going to be the kind of picture I'd look fondly on later.
She put my phone on Tori's bedside table and went back to lying still, panting and breathing heavily with the rest of us. Idly, Kaitlyn ran her fingers through the cum on her stomach, making no real effort to clean it up, seemingly just amusing herself by making designs in it.
Looking to fill the silence, I said, "So, out of pure curiosity, on a scale of one to ten how crazy was that for the rest of you?"
"Ten," Brooke said.
"Ten," Kaitlyn agreed.
"Eight. Eight and a half if I'm being generous," Tori said, her tone neither joking nor fully serious.
"If you call that an eight and a half, you and me, like, totally gotta party sometime," Brooke said.
"That sounds less bad than it might've a few days ago," Tori admitted.
"Sweet. Just so you know, if I could sit up right now, I'd totally come over there and make out with you. You got really nice lips," Brooke said.
"You don't, but that doesn't mean I wouldn't make out with you, given the chance," Tori said.
"Awww, thanks," Brooke said, blowing her a kiss.
If my night ended there, it'd have been the greatest night of my life, bar none. Hell, if I'd died then and there, it, well, it would've sucked, but I would've died a happy man. These three girls, three of the hottest, most fun girls in the world, were three of the people I'd spend every minute of every day with if I could (and if I could physically handle what they'd do to me). Even with my cock deflating and my whole body feeling really heavy, I could've called this one of the greatest moments of my life.
But Kaitlyn didn't seem to be happy with this being "one of" the greatest moments of my life; it seemed like she was going for the high score.
"So, Brooke, Tori, I don't know if either of you's noticed, but I am completely drenched in cum. Help me clean it up?" Kaitlyn proposed, arching an eyebrow at me. If she meant to put on a show that would make my cock harden again, well, she suggested a pretty good one. It might take a little time, but it'd be fun to watch...
"Yeah!" Brooke agreed.
"Nah," Tori said, shaking her head just enough to send her voluminous curls swaying. "Wait, who am I kidding? Hell yeah!"
Tori and Brooke crawled over to Kaitlyn and started licking the cum off of her body. Or, at least that's what they started out doing, but after a while they just started having fun licking Kaitlyn, making her moan as they lapped the cum from her nipples and pussy. Watching Tori taste my cum for the first time, licking her lips and nodding in approval, was almost enough to get me going again. Brooke then noticing the cum on Tori's inner thigh, licking it up and diving in to eagerly eat her pussy even got me to half hardness.
That wasn't enough, though. Not for me. Sure as hell not for Tori and the others.
The three of them finished cleaning my cum off of Kaitlyn just started pleasuring each other, licking, fingering, teasing, playing and giggling, often stealing glances at my half-hard cock hopefully. Finally, it came down to Brooke just looking at my cock and saying, "I don't know about you two, but I totally want some of this."
"Sounds good to me," Tori said. Brooke crawled over by my side and began licking my cock, Tori laying down next to her, just looking at it.
"Hey, I'm always down for being a three-hole slut," Kaitlyn said, lying down on the opposite side of my cock from Brooke and licking it with her. When their tongues met, the two would kiss around my cock, which only seemed to make it harder.
"Shit, I don't know how you could say you had a good night unless you'd been a three-hole slut," Tori admitted. I goggled at her. She shrugged.
"That a promise?" I asked.
"Guess you'll have to wait and see," Tori replied, joining the others in licking my cock. Having three girls at once working on my cock was a pretty intense pleasure on its own, but when she went at me, it was as if all pleasures that existed in the world were on the tip of her tongue and focused directly onto my cock. It was a sweet agony lying there, my cock rock hard again, wanting so much more, grunting and groaning, needing a release that was simply physically far away.
They were willing to help me get there, though. Brooke was the first to eagerly take my cock into her mouth, getting all ten inches down her throat until she choked on it, choked on it while smiling around it as best she could and giving a damn good blowjob to boot.
Kaitlyn didn't let her choke for long, though, greedily pulling her off my cock only to inhale it all the way down to the balls herself, wanting to show up the other two girls with her gusto.
Not one to be outdone by either Kaitlyn or Brooke, though, Tori pulled Kaitlyn off of my cock, leaving it bobbing, soaked in precum and Kaitlyn and Brooke's saliva. Teasingly, Tori kissed the tip, running only the tip of her tongue from the base of the head down to the root of my cock. She teased each of my balls with the lightest brush of her lips before working them slowly up my shaft, driving me crazy as she reached the head and took it into her mouth. Inch by agonizing inch, my cock disappeared into her mouth. Her cheeks bulged outward, her eyes watering with the effort, but she took me into her throat until her chin touched my balls. Meeting a level that the other two had, the tightness and heat of her throat intense in a way I never thought possible, she began to bob up and down on my cock. I'd known a love for Tori for a long time, but I don't think I'd ever felt it as intensely as I had in that moment we stared into each others' eyes and she gave me the most amazing blowjob I'd ever had.
It wasn't seen to completion, though, because it was around this point that the three girls began warring for my cock, fighting each over as to who got to suck what and how, one set of lips usually wrapped around the head, one on my shaft, one sucking on my balls. Each of them tried to prove they were better than the others, but when their lips met, when they tried to win my cock by touching each other, kissing each other, stroking each other, I knew we were all lost to the pleasure.
It was in a moment when Tori and Kaitlyn were making out that Brooke made her move, rolling me to the other side of the bed and climbing on top of me, sinking her pussy onto my cock. She rode me enthusiastically, taking all of my entire length with each bounce while I grabbed onto her hips and savagely fucked up into her.
Seeing that Brooke had stolen me, Tori rolled Kaitlyn onto her back and sat on her face. At first, Kaitlyn struggled, but when Tori grabbed onto her nipples and twisted them like dials, Kaitlyn calmed down and began to eat her out. Now that she was behaving, Tori returned the favor by fingering Kaitlyn. Tori moaned lusciously as Kaitlyn ate her pussy, looking down into my eyes while I split the tiny Brooke open with my massive cock. She looked impressed, either with how I was fucking Brooke or how well Brooke took my cock, I don't know, but I wanted her more than impressed.
I rolled Brooke off of my cock and got her on her hands and knees (one of her favorite positions, as I'd learned from experience). I got up behind her, rubbing my juiced up cock against her asshole. She squealed appreciatively, opening up her ass cheeks and rubbing her asshole enthusiastically against my cockhead. I obliged her enthusiasm by pressing forward, sinking my cock all the way into her exquisitely tight hole. I'll admit that I was showing off for Tori, the way I groaned as I entered Brooke, but with a hole that tight, it was damn near impossible to avoid showing any pleasure. Grabbing Brooke's hips, I savagely began to fuck her tight little ass, while Tori ground harder against Kaitlyn's face.
We were prisoners of lust, Tori and I both showing off for each other, promising what we'd do to each other by taking it out on Kaitlyn and Brooke who were all too happy to let us do what we were doing so long as they got theirs too. We went like this for what felt like ages, until we couldn't hold it in anymore. We leaned in and kissed fiercely, our passion driving us to the edge as both Brooke and Kaitlyn violently came, shaking the bed.
What had been building between us boiled over, and as far as we were concerned, Kaitlyn and Brooke might as well have been on another planet entirely. Tori and I separated from the others, joining each other in the center of the bed, making out fiercely. Our hands explored each others' bodies with increasing, violent need for release.
Our need for each other.
Considering how many fights she'd beaten me in over the years, I was impressed that I was able to wrestle her to the bed. On top of her, looking down at the ocean of red curls that surrounded her face, I managed my way between her legs, my cock resting at her wet pussy lips. I kissed her, smiling what must have been an idiot smile for a long-held fantasy finally coming to life.
"Are you... are you sure you want this?" I asked her, wanting to be sure, wanting not to fuck anything up before we crossed the one last line we couldn't uncross.
"More than anything," Tori replied, wrapping her legs around me, pulling me in closer. Then my cock wasn't just pressing against her lips, it was pressing into them. The moment the head popped inside her, both of our eyes went wide.
"Oh," Tori said, softly.
"Yeah," I said, my voice shaky.
"That is, uh, pretty big," Tori said.
"Too big?" I asked.
"Big enough to make me wish I'd known about this earlier so I could've made this your eighteenth birthday present; would've saved a lot on that gift card," she said, trying to deflect the shake in her voice with a joke.
"It was a nice gift card," I said, still savoring the hot tightness of her cunt, wanting to explore more but only if she was comfortable with it.
"Okay, I'm done stalling if you are," Tori said, shaking her head, laughing nervously.
"Yeah. I think so," I said.
"Good. Now shut up and fuck me," Tori hissed.
Forcefully, I slid my cock the rest of the way in.
"FUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!!!" Tori yelled.
"That... that what you had in mind?" I grunted.
"Maybe a little slower, fuck, to start, but, oh god, oh fuck me, fuck me Ryan, after that, yes, fuck me hard," Tori said.
I did as she said, taking up a slow tempo in her exquisite pussy, not just because she wanted me to, but because I wanted it to last. I wanted to savor her, because I was in sheer awe of what we were doing. I was fucking Tori McNeil, the one person I'd known longer than anyone who wasn't family, and it was so good. I'd imagined this day coming for a long time, but only thought it would be because of a lack of options, not because I'd get the chance to actually want to have sex with her. I thought it would be good, maybe even fun, but not this amazing. I never thought there would be this power between us as I fucked in and out of her perfect cunt, this energy that seemed to travel between us as our bodies began to blur together. We weren't just two people fucking after a while, but a new, singular body that existed only for pleasure, only for this union we'd made. I lived for every moan, every groan, every crazed curse she would scream when I did something particularly right. Her legs would tighten every time I pulled out slightly, as if fearing that I meant to leave her for good. I would never leave her, though.
Not so long as she wanted me to stay.
There were some things that we couldn't fight, though, our building pleasures paramount among them. If it was up to us, I think we'd have just stayed like this forever, not eating, not sleeping, not even breathing, just fucking each other in this grunting, groaning perfection. Our bodies, though, had needs, and one of them was to cum, and we were both damn close.
We were past words, past anything but low, guttural sounds and building excitement in my cock and her pussy. I could tell she was trying to outlast me just as I was trying to outlast her. It was now just a matter of who would tap out and cum first.
"OH GOD, I'M CUMMING, FUCK!" I yelled, prepared to pull out and feeling deeply satisfied that she pulled me back in with her legs. I came in a torrent inside her tight pussy, just as she came screaming, her body bucking into mine, her pussy milking every last drop from my eager cock. I collapsed on top of her, completely drained, kissing the side of her neck because it was the only part of her I could find. In return, she nibbled on my shoulder affectionately.
"Thank you," I whispered.
"Shouldn't I be thanking you?" she whispered back.
"How 'bout... how 'bout we agree to thank each other?" I asked, laughing softly for want of more breath.
"Sure. That sounds good," she said, equally breathless.
We stayed like this for a while, just breathing, my cock still in her pussy, now extra slick with my cum.
Then they started clapping.
Tori and I both turned to see Kaitlyn and Brooke clapping.
"Not bad. Not bad, at all," Kaitlyn said, impressed.
"That was, like, the hottest thing I'd ever seen. Are you guys, like, worn out, or can Kaitlyn and me lick the cum out of your pussy and keep this after-party going another couple rounds?" Brooke asked, fluttering her eyelashes teasingly.
Tori and I looked into each others' eyes, then exchanged an almost identical shrug.
"Fuck it, we're in," I said.
***
I woke up the next morning sore in places I didn't know could be sore, and not just because I spent the night on Tori's couch. At least, I hoped it wasn't just because of that. Everything that I remembered could've just as easily been a dream for its sheer improbability, but I could recall them all so vividly, still feel the scratches and bite marks I'd picked up in our mad fucking.
It had happened. Crazy as it was, it had happened.
Flashes of what happened after Tori and I first had sex danced before my eyes, strengthening my already impressive morning wood.
Kaitlyn and Brooke licking my cum out of Tori's pussy.
The three of them on their sides, lying in a kind of twisted triangle as one ate the next out, all three of them bringing each other to orgasm.
Kaitlyn and Tori rubbing their tits on my cock, bringing it back to life.
Fucking each of them, one at a time while the others goaded me on.
Fucking Brooke in the ass while she fucked Kaitlyn in the ass with a strap-on while Kaitlyn fucked Tori's pussy with Tori's favorite purple strap-on.
Cumming over all three of their tits, watching them rub my cum into each other, licking and sucking on each other and only getting more excited for another round.
It was one hell of a night, and the only thing that could've put an end to it was exhaustion. The three of them took the bed, I took the couch, and as far as I was aware, we slept like the dead.
As my eyes fluttered open, catching a quick glimpse of the bedside clock that said it was just after 7:00, I saw movement. I opened my eyes more fully, catching Kaitlyn and Brooke in their ruffled Homecoming dresses, doing their best to collect their things and get out of here in a hurry. Tori was still asleep under the covers, turned away from me as the girls quietly tried to make their exit.



Seeing me move, Brooke came on over and gave me a quick peck on the lips. She whispered, "Great time last night, we totally gotta do that again sometime!"
"I'd be fine with that," I whispered back.
Kaitlyn joined Brooke by my side, "Hey, how can we get out of here quietly? I'd rather not get caught by Tori's family..."
I pointed them to a door at the opposite side of the room. "That'll lead to the side stairs, should let you out back. Can't guarantee no one'll see you, but it's better than taking the way in."
"Cool," Kaitlyn said, leaning over and kissing me too.
"Good Homecoming?" I asked her.
"With good company," she admitted.
"See ya around!" Brooke whispered enthusiastically before she and Kaitlyn ascended the side stairs out of the basement. I listened to the familiar footsteps as they followed the stairs up, then opening and walking out the door outside.
As if on cue, Tori rolled over to look at me. "I thought they'd never leave."
It didn't surprise me that Tori was awake through all this; she always was an early riser. There was something different between us this time, though. I'd seen her wake up a million times before, and this was the first time we'd shared this look. Something had changed between us, a certain charge. It felt like a good thing, but her face was difficult to read.
"You sleep alright?" I asked.
"Yeah, 'cept Kaitlyn snores," Tori said.
"Huh. I didn't notice," I said.
"Probably 'cause you snore worse," Tori teased, throwing a pillow at me.
"Do not!" I shot back, throwing the pillow at her.
"Do too!" Tori exclaimed, tossing the pillow back one more time. I caught it easily and charged her on her bed, hitting her with the pillow playfully as she hit me with another. Pillow fights were nothing new to us, but being on her bed like this after what we'd done here, well, it didn't help my morning wood any, especially after she relieved me of my pillow and pinned me to the bed, straddling my hips.
Panting from the laughing and fighting, I looked up at her in awe. Even in the morning, even in her plain old pajamas, she looked good. She always had, in her own unique way, but knowing that spark we had between us, that special something we shared last night that was beyond simple friendship, she looked especially amazing.
Tori must've also felt something the way she looked down at me, the way she rocked her hips against my erection teasingly at first, then much less teasingly. Without a word, she pulled off her pajama top, exposing her amazing tits to me. I pulled her down so I could lick and suck on them, and after that, things happened pretty fast. We kissed, tugging at clothes urgently until we were both naked.
I was on top of her, and with her wordless encouragement, I slid my cock inside of her. Unlike last night, there was no hot desperation, no need to impress two other partners, this was just natural, friendly morning sex. There was no hurry, allowing an easy pace where I could just look at her and she at me, our smiles and eyes sharing silently what would've been screamed the night before. I loved the feeling of her body up against mine, her skin so soft, her breasts crushed up against my chest with nipples that bored into my flesh. After the intensity of last night and the lingering soreness, taking this morning slow felt as right as sex with Tori did.
Neither of us lasted particularly long like this, and it wasn't long before she shuddered, moaning softly into my ear as I grunted and filled her pussy with my cum again. Still inside her, bathing in the afterglow of what we'd done, I said something that I probably shouldn't have.
"I think I love you."
She looked up at me, her afterglow replaced with faint concern. "Can you, uh, get out of me so we can talk?"
"Sure," I said, rolling beside her on the bed, my heart beating a mile a minute as I realized I might've said too much. It was honest (it was honest, right?), but maybe it wasn't exactly the right time for this kind of talk. She sat up in bed silently, making no move to cover her beautifully exposed tits, but the way terror coursed through my system, I wasn't all that concerned with her tits for the first time since I'd seen them last night.
Tori was silent for a fraction of a second longer than I'd have liked, enough for me to say, "Sorry. I'm sorry. I'm sorry?"
She sighed. "No. Don't be sorry..."
"Then what should I be?" I asked, nervous as hell.
"Be whatever you want, this is just... look, I love you too. As a friend. My best friend. No matter what happens, we'll always be best friends, that's not something you need to worry about, but... I don't think I want to be in love," she said.
"Huh?" I asked.
Who didn't want to be in love?
"Look, we're both going to college next year, and there's no saying if we'll be going to the same one. I don't want to start a relationship with anyone right now, knowing that it might be over by graduation," she said.
"It doesn't have to be," I said.
She smiled sadly. "It's easy to stay friends over a long distance, not lovers. I can't be giving my heart away this year, not to anyone, not when it'll probably change over the summer. I just want to have fun and enjoy the moments while they last. Does... does that make sense?"
It didn't make any sense to me, not after putting my heart out on my sleeve and having her squeeze it into nothingness. I hadn't put a lot of thought into loving her, but I knew it was real. I also knew our friendship was real, and that that was maybe even more valuable to me. I wanted to be in love, and I thought I wanted to be in love with her, but if friends was where she drew the line...
"It makes some sense, I guess," I said.
"Last night probably confuses that, huh?" Tori said.
"A little," I admitted. She laughed.
"Maybe we shouldn't do anything like that anymore, if it'd keep confusing things," she said.
If it were up to me, I'd have done this with her every day. I'd have told all the other girls who wanted me that I was taken and that was that. I could've committed to Tori right then, end of story, but that wasn't what she wanted. She wanted this to be simple and for no one to get hurt. I could live with that. I didn't want to live with that, but I could.
I tried to salvage something with a half-hearted joke. "I don't know if I'd go that far."
"Well, maybe we could do it on special occasions. Or when I'm really drunk," she said.
"Or high?" I proposed, the jokes coming more easily.
"That'd be fun, too," she said.
"Or whenever we get revenge on a raging dickhole?" I proposed.
"You're gonna go out looking for people to get revenge on now, aren't you?" she laughed.
"Maybe," I said noncommittally. Truthfully, I wasn't going to go looking for revenge, and was more than satisfied with what we had done to Kyle Bowman for now, but if revenge found me...
"Well, you've got a new year with a fresh start and good friends to share it with. That doesn't sound too bad to me," Tori said.
Overcome by a confused mess of emotions, I threw my arms around her in a hug. She seemed surprised by my energy, but didn't try to shake me off.
"So long as we're always friends, that sounds great to me. We'll always be friends, right?" I asked.
Unhesitatingly, Tori said, "Always."
Quietly, I vowed that I'd never do anything to fuck that up.
For a while, even, I actually managed to avoid doing that.
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: After getting revenge on bully Kyle Bowman at Homecoming, nerdy 18-year-old Ryan Collins retreated to his best friend Tori's house along with cheerleaders Kaitlyn and Brooke. After downing a little alcohol, the three of them engaged in some vigorous group sex, where Ryan and Tori had sex for the first time. The next morning, Ryan admitted that he thought he was in love with Tori, while she stated that she didn't want to be in a relationship given the uncertainty of senior year. Uncertain he wanted to keep it casual, while still wanting to stay friends with Tori, Ryan agreed.
***
The fallout from what happened at Homecoming was everything we'd hoped it'd be come the next Monday morning. All that and more, really. Though the rumor mill had gone crazy, especially in speculation of what the hell had happened at Homecoming (and what was all over Kyle Bowman's face), amidst all the fake news and exaggerations, I was able to sort out one major fact that was completely inarguable.
Kyle Bowman had been expelled from Regan Hills High School.
Nobody knew if it was more for the drugs or for having been exposed for drunkenly driving his car through the side of Principal Carpenter's house, but that he'd been expelled was undeniable. Social media posts indicated he'd spent the night in lockup, and while he was bailed out the next day, his legal future was far from settled. He was eighteen, and he'd fucked up pretty badly. For now it sounded like he was going to be sent to private school out of town, but when his court date came around...
I could've put a lot of thought to this, but after a couple days I decided that I'd put enough thought to Kyle Bowman. Even though he was defeated, and I was a major part of that defeat, I wouldn't let him take up any more of my thought processes.
Good riddance.
Unfortunately, while I was ready for Kyle Bowman to be behind me, by the time the next staff meeting of the Puma Press came around, it was the only thing anyone wanted to talk about.
"Look, I'm not saying we need to do a whole article about it, I'm just saying that we can at least make mention of the one thing that's got everyone around here talking!" Hope Harris protested. A tall and willowy band geek with large glasses and dirty blonde hair done up in a bun, she was one of the most surprisingly loud voices in the Puma Press offices, which was especially impressive considering how quiet she was in every other class.
My guess was, she got it from Nadia Barclay, the editor and guiding voice of the paper who stood by the room's whiteboard. Including her, there were sixteen of us representing the student voices of the Puma Press; twelve writers and four photographers. My best friend Tori and I were writers, sitting across from each other at one of the room's many mismatched tables and sharing amused glances as the fight over what to say about Homecoming went down. While the paper technically had to have an adult advisor, Mr. Hopkins rarely peeked his head out of his small office in the corner unless Principal Carpenter was coming around.
With good reason, he trusted Nadia to take care of everything.
"I agree with you. I really do, but it's not going to happen," Nadia said, her voice completely even. Her eyes passed over me fleetingly, a faint trace of a smile on her lips, but it was just that: fleeting. A beautiful and wickedly intelligent black girl, I'd only formally made her acquaintance when I interviewed for the paper a couple weeks back. I'd nailed the interview before I wound up fucking Nadia in all of her holes in the Puma Press' dark room, so there was still some tension between us, but she kept very professional during staff meetings.
"Why not?" Hope asked.
"Because it's an ongoing criminal matter? Because it's gossip? Because it's in bad taste? The school administration's given us every excuse and then some, but the fact remains they won't let us touch it. That right, Mr. Hopkins?" Nadia raised her voice to the corner of the room.
Mr. Hopkins stuck his middle-aged, balding head out of the office. "Whatever she said, that's right!"
Those were the only words I'd ever heard him say. Maybe it was his catchphrase, maybe it was the only thing he knew how to say, maybe he was just some elaborate puppet created by Nadia, whatever the answer was, it ensured that Nadia was undeniably in charge of the office.
Nadia continued. "We can talk about Homecoming. We can even mention a kerfuffle-"
"A kerfuffle?" Tori asked, amused.
"A disturbance. Commotion. Disruption. Need I run through the entire thesaurus to entertain you?" Nadia asked.
"Not today, but thanks for asking," Tori joked. Playfully, I kicked her under the table. She kicked me back. Nobody, save for Kaitlyn, Brooke, Homecoming Queen Addison Gonzalez, Kyle himself, Tori and I knew all of what went down that night, and it was hilarious listening to everyone speculate, even if I was tired of putting my own attention to it. It was a great and powerful secret Tori and I shared between us.
One of many that stemmed from that night, actually.
Unabated, Nadia went on, "We can mention a disturbance, but we can't mention any of the more sordid details, or any names. The truth aches for it, and when the truth complains, I hear it louder than anyone, believe me, but our hands are tied on this topic. Now, do you want to do the write-up on Homecoming for our October issue, or don't you, Hope?"
Deflated, Hope said, "Sure. Why not?"
Nodding, Nadia continued, "Good. Have it e-mailed to me by Saturday. Alright, sports writers, give me an interesting way of describing how we were utterly trounced in the Homecoming game without it somehow being all about how we lacked a star quarterback, since, let's be honest, we would've lost anyway."
While the sports writers droned on about the game as only they knew how (since most of the rest of the people in this room couldn't have given two shits about our school's football team), Tori and I silently eyed each other across the table, exchanging looks that were equal parts charged and tentative.
Things had been strange for us since the night of Homecoming, and not just because we'd had a four-way with Kaitlyn and Brooke. Well, maybe that was a big part of it, but I think the better chunk of the awkwardness that we were still coping with came from the next morning. Mostly from me telling her that I loved her, and her... less enthusiastic response.
I didn't go into that night expecting to have sex with her, let alone telling her that I loved her, but both of these things happened and neither of them could've been undone. Tori, amazing that she was, was good enough to tell it to me straight, to let me know that she did love me as a friend, but that she didn't want to be with anyone when we'd all be scattered to the winds at the end of the year. I said I got this, and maybe I even did understand it a little, but if given the option of being together with Tori and not being together with Tori, I'd have picked with her in a heartbeat. Don't get me wrong, I was loving the new status quo of fucking around Regan Hills High with as many hot girls as I could, but if Tori had asked me to be exclusive, I'd have done it in a heartbeat.
She didn't want to be exclusive, though. She wanted us to still be best friends, but with the sex to be strictly casual to not confuse things. We hadn't acted on that yet since Homecoming, not that I wasn't looking forward to some more sweaty, naked alone time, but we still hung out as friends.
It was like nothing had changed.
I wasn't sure if I liked that yet, but if it meant not losing Tori as a best friend, it was the compromise I had no choice but to accept, because in the end, that really was the most important part to me. If she didn't want to be in love with me, that'd hurt, but if she didn't want to be my friend anymore, that would've been the end of the world.
So, yeah, it wasn't a perfect or ideal solution, but it was better than most of the alternatives.
Now we just had to see where it'd take us.
"And that," Nadia said, finishing up with the sports crew, "brings us to our final point of the day: the Regan Hills High Halloween Scream."
This brought equal groans and enthusiasm in the room, and I made sure to add my voice to the latter. Regan Hills High School didn't have much going for it, but they went all out for Halloween. The Halloween Scream was a carnival-like fundraiser held on Halloween itself, where a number of the school's clubs put together haunted houses and booths to raise as much money as they could to keep them funded. It was mostly an excuse to have a place to be to dress up on Halloween if you were too old for trick-or-treating, but the haunted houses were often fun, and they sometimes had some pretty decent bands perform. Having never been a part of any school extracurricular before this year, this would be my first opportunity to participate in it in a capacity past attendance, and it had me excited.
Nadia waved down the naysayers. "Now, yes, I understand that it's a lot of work on top of everything else we've already got on our plates, but the paper's budget is dependent on fundraisers like this. If we do an exceptional job, and I mean really knock it out of the park this year, we might actually be able to afford some new equipment around here."
We all took a quick look around at the broken tables and mismatched computers, many of which were older than us and few of which worked reliably.
It was impossible to deny that we could've used some money.
"What're we doing? Selling snacks? A game booth?" Hope asked.
"Not this year. I fought pretty hard with the administration, but I finally got us a slot hosting one of the haunted houses," Nadia said, beaming with pride.
If only the rest of the room shared her enthusiasm.
"We're fucked," Willie White, one of the photographers bemoaned.
I looked around, confused, then finally whispered to Tori. "Why are we fucked?"
Tori leaned in closer, explaining, "Because the drama club's always got the best setup. They've got the stage crew helping them with everything, and they always sell more tickets than any of the other haunted houses. Running one against them is about as good a way to lose money around here as it gets, unless, you know, you put it all in a pile and set it on fire."
That... well, that was less encouraging.
Nadia, though, was prepared for this exact argument to be brought up. "Look. I know it sounds like an uphill battle, but the drama club doesn't get any more seed money than any other club to set up a haunt. And what do they need the money for, a better backstage lounge? We're motivated, we've got some of the best writers and other creative minds in the school who could help us put an amazing story together, some of the darkest minds..."
With this, she nodded to 18-year-old Josie Wong, the busty goth photographer whose picture I had in my Senior Year Memories album licking my cum off of Nadia's face. The memory caused my cock to stir, forcing me to readjust how I was sitting at the desk. Looking to Josie, I could swear I saw her looking at me, smirking at my discomfort.
Nadia finished, "...and some secret weapons that they won't even see coming that'll put us over the top in a way we never would've been able to pull off before. If we play our cards right with those, we'll have a haunted house that those drama geeks wouldn't even dream of in their darkest nightmares. Isn't that right, Mr. Hopkins?"
Not hearing that she was messing with him, he stuck his head out of the office and said, "Whatever she said, that's right!"
Nadia chuckled. She wasn't the only one, as laughs rippled through most of the room. I didn't know what she meant by "secret weapons," but the way her eyes flickered over me at those words was intriguing. Intriguing, and more than a little frightening the more I thought about it.
"First planning session will be next meeting, until then, keep to your assignments for the October issue. If anyone has anything that they think might be useful for the haunted house, if you know anybody who's got any skills or would be able to donate time and money, preferably money, especially money (we need money if you can't tell) let me know," Nadia said, dismissing the meeting. I pulled my backpack together as most of the others bolted from the room. Tori was clearly waiting up for me, and odds on we would've probably ridden our bikes home together.
We would've, at least, if Nadia hadn't called after me. "Hey, Ryan, can you hang back for a few? I need a favor."
Tori shrugged at me, smiling mischievously before heading out of the Puma Press office. I didn't know, not for sure, if Tori knew that I'd had sex with Nadia, but it wouldn't have surprised me. Tori's nose for gossip and what people were really up to wasn't as well defined as Nadia's, but it was pretty damn attuned. She probably knew that something had happened between us, but she either didn't care or didn't want to let on that she cared.
Whatever her stake in this, Tori left me alone in the Puma Press' office with Nadia Barclay.
Or should I say, almost alone. Josie Wong stood next to her, a playful smirk on her black painted lips.
These two together were trouble, but with Tori wanting to keep things casual, they were the kind of trouble that I felt no guilt indulging.
While Nadia looked as professional as she ever did while clothed, Josie was her polar opposite. Lean and fit, save for her large D-cup tits and round ass, Josie was a knockout Asian goth princess. Her already pale skin was made almost perfectly white with heavy makeup and a strong aversion to the sun, while her silky black hair was chopped almost short enough to be a pixie cut but messy and glossy enough that I knew she put some work into it. Her long black coat was enough to cover her up to school dress code policy, but I knew beneath it she tended to favor knee high boots, fishnets, and as little clothing as she could get away with. The piercings in her ears, the stud in her nose and the faint trail of a tattoo up the right side of her neck told me her body had all sorts of secrets she'd be all too eager to share with the right audience. Goth chicks had never exactly been my style, but if I were ever going to lust after one, well, Josie would've been an excellent choice.
That she had already masturbated to Nadia and me fucking and then licked my cum off of Nadia's face probably helped with that too, though.
"What's up?" I asked.
"I'm gonna be blunt," Nadia began. "You're really into horror, right?"
"Well, I generally consider myself a nerd of many tastes, but I like to think I'm moderately well-versed in horror," I said.
I didn't want to boast, but I was actually more than just well-versed in horror; it was probably my greatest passion outside of video games. The countless nights Tori and I had stayed up watching cheesy, bloody movies in the dark only paled to the number of nights I did so on my own. Close to half of the toys that decorated my room were horror-related collector's figurines, and I had a pretty respectable poster collection (even if most of those posters were currently rolled up and kept in Dad's storage unit for safekeeping).
"No, I know you're into it. Social media doesn't lie; don't sell yourself short," Nadia said bluntly.
Well, so much for not boasting.
"Fine, I really know horror. Why?" I asked.
Josie said, "Nadia wants a couple people to run point on this project and would prefer people who knew what the fuck they were talking about. Lucky us."
"I'm not hopeless, but this isn't exactly my forte," Nadia admitted. "I know you're new here, and I'll understand if your answer is no, but-"
"I'll do it," I said, unhesitatingly.
"Just like that?" Nadia asked.
"Yeah, why?" I responded.
"Nothing, I just expected that I'd need to butter you up a bit first, maybe take you back to the dark room to talk you into this," Nadia admitted, biting her lip toward the end. I shifted around uncomfortably as my erection threatened to burst right through my pants, but somehow I was good enough to keep this from happening.
"Well, I wouldn't say no, but..." I said.
"Tempting, but we'll need your particular skills elsewhere, and I wouldn't want to wear you out," Nadia said.
"Say what?" I asked.
"You did hear her whole 'secret weapon' speech, didn't you?" Josie asked.
"Yeah."
"Well, you're the secret weapon, if you'll do it, and why the fuck wouldn't you do it?" Josie asked.
This had me a little confused. A little, but not enough to completely surprise me.
"There are certain... student specialists around this school whose skills I would like to enlist. The best of the best. These women have talents that would really be useful in helping us build the best haunted house possible, but for a variety of reasons, be it financial, misplaced allegiances, or simply not liking me, they won't work with us without some particular coaxing and incentive," Nadia said, laying out the whole story without explicitly saying it.
My eyes went wide as the magnitude of what she wanted fully sank in.
I asked, "You want me to-"
"Yes," Nadia confirmed.
"And you think it'll work?" I asked.
"I know it'll work," Nadia confirmed.
Josie nodded, "Oh yeah, treat them right and these girls'll be eating out of the palm of your hand. Maybe eating cum out of your hand if you treat them really right."
I pondered this question for a moment, then asked another, "Are they hot?"
"Pretty good, for the most part, yes," Nadia said, in a tone that could've been more convincing. It wasn't the first time this year someone had broached the concept of pimping me out, but this time it wasn't going to be to her friends. This time, if I said yes, I'd actually have to charm girls to get them to help out with our fundraiser. The fate of the Puma Press might very well depend on how good I can be at sex, which isn't exactly the kind of responsibility I understood or was fully certain I wanted.
Even so...
"Let me know when you want me to start," I said.
"Nice," Josie said. "See, I told you he'd be a team player."
"Excellent," Nadia confirmed. "There's nothing, yet, but I will be in touch. In the meantime..."
She pulled an old key from her pocket, holding it by its plastic tag. The number 237 was printed on it, which given the circumstances almost made me giggle.
"Can you and Josie check out the venue? It's one of the old bungalows on the soccer field, pretty much the only place the administration will let us do anything. If you two can check out its condition, take a measuring tape and get the stats on the place so we can start drawing up a map, that'll go a long way toward getting us started," Nadia said.
I looked to Josie. "I'm game if you are."
"Lead the way," Josie responded.
We headed for the door, but before we made it outside, Nadia pulled me in close enough to whisper in my ear. "I know it's a lot to ask, but thank you for putting your cock on the line for us. If any of those bitches treat you wrong, let me know and I'll make it up to you like you wouldn't believe."
Though I sincerely hoped nothing would go wrong, that was a promise I knew I wouldn't mind seeing go through.
Smirking, Nadia raised her voice. "Isn't that right, Mr. Hopkins?"
Sticking his head out of the office, Mr. Hopkins said, "Whatever she said, that's right!"



***
A few years before I began attending Regan Hills High School, much of the campus was under construction to give it a newer, more modern look. I couldn't exactly say what they'd done, but the way the campus looked to me, I thought the school should've complained to their contractors and gotten their money back. While it was undoubtedly complete, it had an ugly, oppressive vibe to it that was pretty much the opposite of what I was sure you wanted in a high school setting, since on its own high school's pretty fucking ugly and oppressive.
Perhaps the ugliest leftover of the renovation was the north end of what used to be our school's soccer field. With most of the school inaccessible, the school's soccer field (of course the precious football field was untouched) was covered in dozens upon dozens of portable bungalow classrooms that looked much more like an internment camp than I think anyone ever intended. Though the construction ended years ago, nine bungalows still dotted the north half of the weed-choked field. Some of them still held overcrowded classes, while others are just used for storage.
It prevented our school from having a soccer team, but considering how piss-poor we were at football, maybe the bungalows were left in place to keep us from having two sports we regularly got our asses kicked in.
It was to one of these storage bungalows that Josie and I walked to after leaving the Puma Press office.
It was awkward for me, at first, still processing what Nadia had said while simultaneously trying to make conversation with Josie. Aside from having her in the odds and ends class, I couldn't say I'd ever really talked to her, or even wanted to talk to her. I mean, I knew she was hot in her trashy goth way, but aside from working on the paper with her and knowing she was a great photographer (and that one time I sort of but not quite had a threesome with her and Nadia), I barely knew a thing about her.
Thankfully, Nadia had at least given us some common ground to talk over.
"So, uh, what's your favorite horror movie?" I asked.
"Hellraiser," she said, unhesitatingly.
I laughed. "Why doesn't that surprise me?"
"Leather. Pleasure in the pain. Pinhead's kind of hot. Lots of gore. It's a pretty easy assumption," Josie admitted. "Not your jam?"
"Oh, I like it well enough. Not sure it'd crack my top thirty horror films or anything, but that list's pretty competitive," I said.
"Okay, hotshot, what's your favorite horror movie?" Josie returned.
"My tastes run a bit older," I said.
"What, like Night of the Living Dead old? Psycho? Universal monsters? White Zombie?" Josie asked.
"Maybe not that old. The Wicker Man," I said.
Josie couldn't hold back her laughter. "Oh, the bees! Not the bees!"
I wrinkled my nose in disgust. "Not that Nicolas Cage piece of shit, fuck, I've got some taste! I'm talking the original British one. Edward Woodward, Christopher Lee-"
"I know which one you're talking about, I'm just fucking with you," Josie said, jabbing me in the ribs.
In spite of her harsh look, I had to admit that Josie was pretty easy to talk to. For how dark she skewed in many ways, she had a warm, friendly personality and knew her horror movies better than anyone else I knew. The more we walked and talked, the more I found myself wanting to keep walking and talking with her just so I could keep picking her brain. Under ideal circumstances, she was the kind of person I could find myself wanting to be friends with.
Not that these were exactly ideal circumstances, but what were, these days?
We may have taken a bit longer to get to the bungalow to continue talking horror, but eventually we couldn't stall anymore and found ourselves standing in front of the dark and dingy looking bungalow.
"Bungalow 237," Josie said, amused.
"I know," I responded.
"Coincidence or contrivance?" Josie proposed.
"Given the circumstances I'd say it was a particularly uncreative writer, but who am I to complain when we're gonna set up a haunted house in here?" I said.
"Fair enough," Josie said. She pulled the key from her coat pocket, walked up the few steps to the bungalow door, and unlocked it.
As we both looked inside, I found myself trying to find the best in the bungalow.
When that best turned out to be acknowledging that it had four walls and that all of them appeared to be structurally sound, I knew we had a rough time ahead of us.
It looked like everything the school wanted to forget about from the last five years or so was crammed into this one bungalow. There were piles upon piles of broken desks and worn textbooks, gym mats stacked to the ceiling and what felt like enough old filing cabinets that we probably could've made the walls of our haunted house all on their own.
"It's like the fucking Room of Requirement," I mused.
Josie picked up an old, dusty head for our school mascot Petey Puma, about half the skin of which had been torn away in some kind of gruesome accident. The metal frame beneath was eerily skeletal.
"Think they'll let us use this in the haunt?" Josie asked.
"Probably not. I wonder what they expect us to do with all this," I said.
"School's too cheap to let us throw any of it out, I'd bet. Maybe they'll let us put it all in the gym?" Josie asked.
"Gym class canceled? That'll win us a lot of fans," I said.
"Oughta sell a bunch of tickets to our house," Josie replied.
"Puma Press: The Heroes of Halloween!" I declared, sweeping my hands out as I imagined the headline.
"Eh, Nadia likes her headlines a little more subdued than that, but good first effort," Josie joked, putting a hand on her hip.
I shot her an exaggerated scowl. "You know, for a goth, you're awfully cheeky."
"Hey, what's on the outside and what's on the inside don't always have to match. I can be doom and gloom on the outside and a smartass on the inside, just like you're a nerd on the outside and have a giant cock on the inside," Josie said. She was checking out a corner of the room, so she wasn't facing me, but I knew she was stifling a giggle.
Though she'd thrown me off, I didn't want to let her know she'd gotten to me. "Actually, I think that'd count as being on the outside too."
"Huh. I guess you're right," she said, turning back to me. Her painted black lips were curved into a tight smirk. "You got the measuring tape, right?"
"Yeah," I said, returning the smirk. I tossed her one end of the tape, and with that strange tension still hanging between us, we started measuring the length of the bungalow.
That there was a weird sort of sexual tension between Josie and me wasn't news, probably because of that time a few weeks ago I watched her masturbate while I fucked Nadia in the Puma Press office's dark room. I'd seen her pussy, I'd seen her cum, I'd even seen her lick my cum off of Nadia's face, but nothing else had happened between us. I knew that she wanted something to happen, she'd said as much when Nadia and I had sex, but in the craziness after Kyle punched me and Homecoming, nothing actually had happened.
I wondered, here and now, alone in this dark and dingy bungalow, if our time had finally come, if divine fate (or perhaps just Nadia) had come up in our favor.
"So, I have to ask..." Josie said.
"Yeah?"
"Is it true about you and the cheerleaders?" Josie asked.
"I dunno. What've you heard?" I returned.
"The way Nadia tells it, you've fucked Kaitlyn Pruitt, Haley Campbell, Addison Gonzalez and Brooke King, among others, and were probably to blame for what happened to Kyle. Little of this is public knowledge, but..."
"Nadia's a bloodhound," I finished.
"That's one thing you could call her, yeah," Josie said, taking a small notepad from her coat pocket and jotting down a measurement of the bungalow. I was relieved that Josie didn't seem to know about Mrs. Lynn and Tori, though there was every possibility she knew better than to say anything about it if she did know.
"So, are they true?" Josie asked.
Right here I was left with a decision about how I wanted this to pan out. I could tell her the truth and see if she really was probing me for sex, I could lie and see where things fell from there, or I could tell her the truth but let her down easily because I was still trying to figure out what I wanted to do about the Tori situation. There was every chance with further discussion, something more could come of that.
Had I been any less hard, I'm pretty sure that's the option I would've chosen.
I was hard, though, and there are times when it's really difficult to not let the cock do the thinking, especially when its arguments were as persuasive as, 'Tori said she wanted to keep it casual.'
"Yeah. They're true," I said.
"Oh. Well, that's disappointing. See if you can get in that corner with the gym mats?" she suggested.
And that... wasn't exactly what I was expecting to hear.
These scenarios usually went a little differently.
"Disappointing?" I asked, carefully wedging myself between thick stacks of gym mats and mattress-sized foam pads I guessed were used for high jumpers to land on.
"Yeah. Don't get me wrong, I've got nothing against you slinging that dick of yours around however you want; if I had a cock, I don't know how I'd ever keep my hands off of it. It's just the way you're doing it, that's what's disappointing," she said.
"What's disappointing?" I asked.
"Not so much the how or the what of what you're doing with it, but the who. Even including Nadia, you've been making your rounds through the popular girls, and while they are undeniably tasty, don't you think it's a little bit of a cliché?" Josie asked.
"I'm not a cliché," I said, though I didn't fully believe it.
"Trust me, you're a cliché. But don't worry about it, there's no shame in being a cliché when you're blessed with the gifts you've got, but you really need to understand that there's more you can be doing with your gifts. You can be a cliché that surpasses all other clichés if you play your cards right," Josie said.
This was starting to sound interesting again. "What do you mean?"
She released her end of the tape measure, and it retracted quickly to the base in my hand. I dropped it to the floor with a clatter before it could snap into my fingers, which experience taught me hurt like hell.
"The fuck?"
Josie sauntered over to me, easily sliding between the obstacles the room had to offer. "You think popular girls are the only sluts out there? Sure, everyone pays attention to them when they whore it up, they're the ones who get all the guys, but look deeper into the school and you'll find a lot of hot, eager little sluts just ready and waiting who don't get fucked nearly as much as they'd like because they don't know how to shake a pom pom. There's a lot of girls who could use your cock, a lot of girls you wouldn't give first glance to who are infinitely freakier than anyone at the top of this school's food chain. The geeks and nerds, the misfits and criminals, the hipsters, the emos, the-"
"-goths?" I finished for her. She was only a few steps away from me now, her intentions clear in her eyes, bright even with the sea of dark makeup around them.
"Among others, but if you're offering..." she said, undoing her coat and dropping it to the floor. Like her coat, everything she wore beneath it was black, a perfect contrast to her almost alabaster skin. Her leather platform boots were knee high and tight, her slender thighs covered in fishnet stockings. Above that she wore a short, black leather skirt, so tight it barely looked like she should be able to move, yet beautifully showing off her nice, round ass. There was a stretch of open midriff that showed her fit stomach and pierced belly button, while her ample D-cup tits were only barely covered by the lightest and tightest of black tank tops. There were two tattoos that I could see for sure, a gargoyle on her neck and an ornate dagger on her right forearm, but something told me that those were just scratching the surface with her.
I stared at her, gawking. I'd seen her pussy before. Shit, I'd seen her cum. This was nothing compared to that; I shouldn't be gawking, shouldn't be surprised, but here I was, mouth hanging open like an idiot.
"Ever fucked a goth slut before?" Josie asked, sliding up to me. She was so close, that if either of us leaned forward an inch, those D-cups would be crushed against my chest. She looked up at me with those smoky, wanting eyes, biting her full, black-lipstick coated lip. I wanted those lips. I wanted all of her.
"There's a first time for everything," I said, wrapping an arm around her and pulling her in close. Our lips crushed into each others'. There was a fire to her I hadn't fully anticipated, an energy that I could only most closely associate to Brooke's boundless excitement, but not quite. There was something darker, more mysterious.
Something I couldn't wait to explore more of.
While I held her close with my right arm wrapped behind her back, I let my left hand explore, settling on groping one of her amazing tits through her flimsy tank top. Her nipple hardened beneath my palm as I squeezed her tit, threatening to burst through the thin fabric of her tank top.
"No bra?" I asked, breaking our kiss.
She was kissing my neck hard enough I knew I'd have hickies for miles. "Where's the, ooh, yeah, that's nice, where's the fun in that?"
Never having needed a bra in my life, I didn't have a good response for her. So, instead of answering her, I just went back to making out with her, sliding my hand on her lower back down to her ass. In response, she arched her back, pressing her ass firmly into my hand.
"Full disclosure," she said, breaking our kiss. Since it sounded like she wanted to talk, I went down to kissing her neck, which tasted rather delightfully of her and less delightfully of white makeup. If she was gonna give me hickies, I thought it only fair to share.
Josie continued. "I may or may not have arranged this fuck session with Nadia. Seeing you two fucking got me going so much, I knew I needed to have you, but what with Homecoming and you losing your shit, never really had the opportunity, so she and I sort of made the opportunity. You wouldn't believe how many times I've made myself cum thinking of you. You're not mad, are you?"
"Nah. I kinda figured it was something like that," I said.
"Oh, good," she said, as we continued making out.
"Nadia's got an interesting way about her, doesn't she?" I said.
"You have no idea," Josie responded.
Knowing that this was going to go somewhere where we'd both want to be comfortable soon, I looked around while we made out, settling on the pile of gym mats and foam pads in the corner. They didn't look that dirty, though the way we were going that probably wouldn't last long. I began to guide us, stumbling and frantically making out toward that pile, hoping beyond all hope that we wouldn't trip on anything and break our fucking necks.
Somehow, thank god, we made it, both of us collapsing onto our sides on the thick, foamy pads. We sank far closer to the floor than I'd expected, but they held us up, laughing and making out, our hands still grabbing at each other through our clothes. She tore off my shirt only a second before I was able to rip her flimsy, tight little tank top over her head, exposing her bare tits to me. Her nipples were thick, dark brown and rigid, the left one pierced by a small metal bar, while after taking that in I noticed a small tattoo of Chinese characters under her large right breast.
While that caught my attention, it was her pierced nipple that truly held it. I'd honestly never seen anything like it before, at least, not in person.
Josie must've caught where I was looking, because she arched her body to offer that tit to my mouth.
"Go ahead. Play with it, lick it, suck it; the piercing really only makes it all better," she said.
Curious, I dove in, wrapping my lips around that nipple, and flicking the shiny little piercing with my tongue. Though it felt completely alien and the taste of metal was a little off-putting, it drove Josie wild, which only encouraged me to keep going harder.
"Ooh, yeah, fuck yeah, suck it, suck it like that, suck my big fat tittie, right there, like that, right there, fuck, fuck, you keep doing that you'll make me, fuck, cum just from my tits, fuck, grab my ass, like that, right there, oh fuck yeah, FUCK!" Josie growled as I squeezed her perfectly round ass through her tight leather skirt.
As my hands cupped her tight ass, a memory hit me of when we'd met in the dark room. "So, I have to ask?"
"The characters translate to, 'If you can read this, then you speak Chinese,'" Josie explained, looking down to where she'd see the tattoo on her ribs if she didn't have a massive tit in the way.
"I wasn't thinking that, but, cool," I said. "No, I was just going to ask you about the dark room."
"What about it?" Josie asked.
"When Nadia and I were fucking, you called yourself the anal queen, if my memory serves correctly," I said.
"It does serve you correctly," Josie replied, flexing her ass beneath my hands. I squeezed back in response.
"Is that still on the table?" I asked.
Abruptly, she stood in front of me, hands on her hips. "That depends."
"On what?" I asked.
With one hand, she unzipped the side of her skirt, pulling it down with the other to reveal the tiniest little black thong I'd ever seen. Now wearing only this thong, her fishnets and boots, she spun around, showing me her bare back. A large, stylized tattoo took up most of the upper part of her back, while her ass was as pure and white as the rest of her. The thong was buried the epic canyon of her ass, at least until she pulled it off and dropped it to the floor. Bending over and bracing one hand against a filing cabinet, Josie spread her ass cheeks wide, showing me her perfectly pale and puckered little hole.
"On if you're willing to work for it," Josie said.
I didn't have to think too hard on what she wanted me to do, nor on whether or not I was willing to do it. I got on my knees behind her, and I started eating her ass.
"FUCK YES! FUCK YEAH, DO IT, EAT MY ASS, RYAN, FUCK!" Josie yelled.
Now, I had a little experience with eating ass, as Kaitlyn and Brooke did like it performed sometimes, but not much. It wasn't one of my favorite things to do, nor was it something I hated. It was just something that I did depending on the girl, often depending on whether they asked for it or not.
Josie, though, fucking loved it, so I gave it my all, generously licking around her asshole. Moaning uncontrollably, she started to finger her pussy, and being that my fingers weren't all that occupied, I joined her there, sliding two fingers into her already soaked pussy and thrusting them in while she fingered her clit.
"GOD, FUCK! You're a dirty little fucker, aren't you? Yeah, you make it like you only fuck the good girls, but you like it fucking dirty, fuck, don't you, you little asshole?" Josie snarled back at me. In answer, I pressed my tongue hard against her puckered asshole. Reflexively, she tightened, but I forced it in harder and harder until I broke through the barrier, my tongue now in her ass. It wasn't an altogether bad taste, different, for sure, but I could understand why Josie called herself the anal queen.
"FUCK, YEAH, FUCK, FUCK, SHIT, FUCK!" Josie exclaimed, shuddering and cumming down her thighs. Her asshole clenched so hard around my tongue it was forced out and her legs almost gave out underneath her, but she stood firm, leaning against that filing cabinet and panting.
"Well, that was fucking fun," she said, looking back at me.
"Glad you approve," I said, playfully spanking her ass.
She cooed. "Oh, oh no, you don't fucking spank me."



"I just did," I challenged.
"Then you better get used to the taste of that asshole, because you're gonna be spending a lot of time tasting it," Josie challenged back.
"Good," I said. "I look forward to it."
"Me too. I'm gonna smother you in that ass, sit on your fucking face and make you eat it until I cum again and again all over your fucking neck. You're gonna be so fucking hard and you're gonna want to fuck me so bad, but I'm just gonna let your cock flop around there, teasing you, making you beg to fucking cum and only letting you if I feel you've worshipped my ass properly. How's that sound?" she asked.
"It sounds... pretty fucking good, actually," I said.
Smiling, Josie turned around and pushed me back toward the foam pads. "Right answer. And lucky for you, I really, really want that cock right now, so take off those shoes and pants and let me fucking deepthroat that thing, 'kay?"
It's possible I've gotten naked in less time, but it sure felt like that demand got me naked with record speed. Josie had already seen my cock before, and in action no less, but she still nodded appreciatively and licked her lips as it stood up from my prone body, ten inches and thick. She knelt between my legs, her face a mask of pure lust as she parted her black lips and sucked my balls, one at a time. She ran her tongue over them with a mad desperation that almost hurt yet was undeniably exciting.
"You're good at that," I said.
"Thank you," Josie said, letting my balls free from her mouth with an audible pop. Then, slowly, agonizingly she trailed her tongue up the underside of my shaft, daintily licking the ultra-sensitive skin beneath the head. She stayed there, toying with it even as a river of precum flowed down and touched her tongue. She was a spider and I was a fly stuck in her web as she toyed with me, her lips closing in close to my head but then breaking off, continuing licking the skin beneath the head.
I whimpered, a formless sound of protest and need, and she only laughed.
"Fuck, please," I said, the only words that would come.
"Well, when you ask so nicely..." she said, right before she inhaled my cock.
"Fuck!" I exclaimed, impressed as ever at how easy it was for some girls to suck so much cock so fast. Her black lipstick left streaks up and down my cock as she bobbed up and down on it, swirling her tongue around the head with every backstroke. Her full lips felt like perfection as she sucked my cock, her smoky eyes staring into mine the whole way. She swirled her tongue expertly, teasing as she was pleasing, bringing her small, skillful hands around my cock to jack me as she sucked.
Josie may have called herself the anal queen, but she was giving me what was unquestionably one of the hottest blowjobs I'd ever had, and one I wasn't sure I'd be able to last past. She kept bringing me closer and closer to the edge with her lips, tongue, hands, teasing the head, shaft, balls, god, I was losing it, I was gonna lose it, she was gonna make me cum, she was gonna...
Squeezing the base of my cock, Josie stopped sucking me. She popped her lips from my cock and just knelt there, smiling, breathing softly on the head of my cock, watching me predatorily. She knew she had me in her control, and that there wasn't a damn thing I could do but look into her eyes. Tears from the savage blowjob streaked her makeup down her cheeks, making her look even more a trashy goth slut, the kind I could really get used to. It made my blood, among other fluids, boil.
I groaned with need, but she stayed there in silence, holding my cock there and looking at me.
"You really want to cum, don't you?" Josie asked.
"Yes... fuck yes, I want... I need..." I hissed as she softly squeezed the base again, not enough to hurt or excite, but enough to slow me down.
"What we want and what we need aren't always one in the same. You want to cum, but you don't need to. If we both stopped everything right now, eventually that cock of yours'd go down. It'd be frustrating and it'd hurt, but you don't inherently need it, which gives me a lot of power right now, don't you think?" Josie taunted. I didn't know what she was getting at, but it was driving me insane. Sweet, sweet fucking satisfaction was right there, and if she didn't do anything, I was a few seconds away from just jacking it myself.
"Please?" I asked.
"Oh, you can do better than that. I know you've probably gotten the other sluts to beg for you, well, now the shoe's on the other foot. I mean, actually your shoes are over there, but you get my meaning," Josie said.
She wanted me to beg. She wanted me to beg so I could cum. I hated her almost as much as I wanted her right then, and if she wanted me to beg, I was going to beg her for what we both wanted.
"Please... please can I fuck your ass?" I begged.
Stroking her chin as if in deep thought with her free hand, Josie perkily said, "Sure!"
Letting go of my cock, she climbed up onto the pads next to me on all fours, exposing her pussy and asshole to me. I crawled across the soft foam to her, my raging cock bouncing with every movement. Her ass looked so fucking inviting, but I was gonna punish it, I was going to fuck her raw, I was gonna give her an assfucking like she'd never forget.
It was then that I realized this was probably exactly what she wanted from me, why she stopped and riled me up the way she did. A little voice in the back of my mind was maybe even a little impressed with what she'd done.
The rest of me, though, was still very much on the "punish that ass" bandwagon.
I lined my cock up with her asshole, bouncing the head against an asshole that barely looked like it should accommodate a finger, let alone my enormous penis with a head that was almost as thick as a soda can. I was lubed by plenty of saliva and precum, but even I knew that this was going to be one tight ride.
"You like my little asshole, don't you? You sure worshipped it with your tongue, but are you ready for the main event? Do you really think you've got what it takes to fuck this asshole?" Josie taunted, looking over her shoulder at me.
Grabbing a fistful of her short, choppy hair in one hand, I pulled her face up to mine.
"Let's find out," I snarled, lining my cock up with her asshole and pressing hard against it.
"OH, FUUUUUCK, YEAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!" Josie cried out as my cockhead slowly, slowly split open her asshole. It was so tight, maybe even tighter than Brooke's (though it'd be hard to be sure), and it felt like she was fighting me every step of the way. The tightness was an exquisite, beautiful pain that almost made me cry even though I wasn't fully in her yet. It couldn't give way, couldn't let me in, not a hole this tight.
Little by little, though, it gave way, and with only a slight push, the head finally popped inside her tight, hot little hole. The pain was still exquisite and wonderful, but after this point, I knew it would be easy to go the rest of the way in.
"Oh my god, fuck, that's nice, that's fucking nice, keep going, keep going, like that," Josie said as I slowly fed more cock into her ass.
"You like that? You like that?" I taunted.
"Fuck yeah I like that. That's the biggest fucking cock I've ever had in my ass, fuck, goddamn, keep doing it, I want it all, I want it all, get all of that in my tight fucking little goth slut ass, like that, FUCK!" Josie demanded.
Grunting, groaning I pushed on until half of my ten inches was inside of her. Her dirty talk had devolved into gasps and groans of her own, followed by some low mewling sounds that just urged me onward. With both of us beyond words now, our lips found each other again and we made out. I grabbed onto her tits for support, fingering her nipples while she fingered her cunt as I forced those last few inches into her ass.
Once I was balls deep, we both just stayed there still for a moment, kissing while I groped her and she fingered herself.
Breaking the kiss, Josie looked up into my eyes. She smiled without a hint of irony or smirk, just a smile of genuine pleasure that would've been ridiculously pretty even without all this makeup.
"You've been so good, and so patient, and I really appreciate that. Most guys would've cum a long time ago, but you really know how to play. Now, since you've been such a good boy, why don't you do what we both want and just utterly wreck my sweet little ass?" Josie said, blinking up at me prettily.
"It's not that little, but as you wish," I said, letting go of her tits and forcing her face down into the cushions. Even without her taunts and getting me all riled up, I had a fair assumption that she liked it rough, and I meant not to disappoint her.
I started slow out of necessity, but that wasn't how I was going to finish, no, that was just to help her acclimate to my size, to help spread around our natural lubes. I took a few long, slow strokes, living for the moans they elicited from her, watching in awe as her grotesquely stretched out asshole barely took my cock. Her ass cheeks, so ripe and round, rippled with even the slightest touch. This image alone should've been enough to make me fill her asshole with cum, but I couldn't give in, not when she'd teased me, not when she so desperately wanted me to fuck that ass.
So I held back. Somehow, god help me I held back my cum, but I didn't hold back on that ass.
Not once I really got started.
The long slow strokes had given way to long, faster strokes, her ass swallowing almost the entire length of my cock with each stroke as I pounded in and out of her.
"Oh, fuck that's sweet, yeah, oh god, fuck, fuck, fuck me, fuck my ass," she groaned, so lost in lust she didn't even hold herself up, dedicating both hands to furiously rubbing her clit.
"God, your ass is so fucking amazing, Josie!" I exclaimed as I pounded her.
"Yeah, well, fuck, your cock ain't so bad either!" she admitted.
"Thanks," I said, slapping her ass.
Josie growled at me, a low, catlike sound that promised pain to come, pain that I suddenly found I was looking forward to very much. In response to that growl, I started pounding her ass even harder, slamming her as hard into the cushions as I could. In the lustful fury of our fucking, I found myself faintly grateful for Brooke's exercise regimen. Though her routines were really putting me through the ringer, I was better at fucking longer and harder than I was before I met her.
It's not to say that Josie and I weren't working up a sweat as I defiled her pure, pale ass, but I wasn't as out of breath as I might've been a month ago, and that was saying something.
Especially when it let me fuck ass like this.
"Fuck," I muttered.
"Goddamn!" Josie shot back.
"So good."
"Keep fucking, keep fucking."
"So tight."
"So big."
"So hot."
"It's-"
"I know-"
"Fucking-"
"FUCK!"
"I'M CUMMING, FUCK, I'M CUMMING AGAIN!" Josie screamed as another blast of hot liquid hit my thighs. Her asshole contracted around my cock hard, squeezing me so tightly, trying to force me out and just setting off my own powerful orgasm, yelling as my one final thrust buried my cock all the way in her ass and firing off shot after shot of cum. It was a neverending orgasm, with what felt like an impossible amount of cum that just kept firing over and over into her.
Exhausted and drained, I collapsed onto her back, sweaty and panting. Wanting her, wanting to kiss her, my lips found the skin of the back of her neck. I kissed her exposed skin softly a few times, so drained and content I probably could've fallen asleep right then and there and not woken up for a couple days.
Josie had different plans.
With impressive strength given how hard we'd both cum, she rolled me off of her back and onto mine. I got a great view of her asshole stretched wide, a river of my cum pouring from it as she turned around. Her perfectly made up face was a mess of black and white streaks, the face beneath it a masked beast of pure lust.
Forcefully, she crawled to my deflating cock and started licking it. Saying nothing, only staring into my eyes, she licked my cum-drenched cock, cleaning it, taking advantage of my sensitivity. It felt impossible, but somehow she got it hardening again. It was slow, a little at a time, but she was insistent. Her lips, tongue and hands combined bringing me back to full hardness after only a couple minutes' effort.
Satisfied with that, she climbed on top of me, sinking her pussy all the way down onto my cock. Compared to the intense tightness of her asshole, her pussy was a warm reprieve, still tight, but very wet and very welcoming. The ability to finally see her face, to see that look of pure satisfaction as her pussy stretched around my cock, was one I'd realized I missed in all the savage assfucking, and now, it was about as close to perfection as I could've imagined our union being.
That calm perfection managed to even last about fifteen seconds before she started moving, before I realized she wanted to use her pussy to do to my cock what I'd done to her asshole.
Josie took up a rapid, violent pace, taking almost all of my cock with each bounce. I grabbed onto her hips, fucking back into her, until she took my hands and put them on her tits. I held onto them, squeezing and massaging them, playing with her nipples as the gigantic tits bounced up and down uncontrollably.
I was tired. She wasn't. I was along for the ride on this fuck, but when the ride means a slutty goth chick with big tits on top of you and fucking me for all I was worth, it was a ride I was fine being along for.
Especially when she bent over, pressing her tits into my chest and kissing me on the lips. There was such a soft tenderness to that kiss in such stark contrast to the way she fucked my cock. It was confusing and awesome all at once, pleasure from both extremes as she continued to go wild on my cock.
It was probably those extremes that made my balls boil that second time so soon after the first, that and extra pent up cum from my earlier delayed orgasm I'd imagine, cumming inside of her with one last, weakened grunt while she rode me a few seconds longer to her last, softest orgasm.
On wobbly legs, she got up and found my pants, tossing me my phone.
"Figured I'd owe you a proper picture," she said, sitting down and lewdly posing on some of the pads next to me, leaning forward and arching her back just enough that I can see all of her, her smeared makeup face, her massive tits, even her two gaping, cum-leaking holes. Pulling on strength I didn't even know I had, I took a picture of her like this and dropped my phone back on my pants.
With the room filled with nothing but the sounds of our strained panting, real words found me slowly.
"Just so you know," I said. "I wasn't being picky, with all the popular girls I've been with. They were sort of just what came along. I'm pretty good to fuck anyone who's willing."
"I can tell," Josie said, leaning up against me. I wrapped an arm around her shoulders, feeling strangely intimate with her considering what we'd just done. Her eyes met mine, briefly, and I couldn't help myself but kiss her. Nothing fiery, just a soft, sweet kiss that both of us dragged out a few seconds longer than we needed. There was something... interesting between Josie and me. I wasn't sure what it was, but it was something I was willing to explore.
I think she might've felt that too, which probably explained why she changed the topic. "It's gonna take a shit-ton of work to get this place cleaned up and made into a proper haunted house."
"Seriously," I admitted, surveying the room. "We'll need to clean out all this furniture, set up some walls... shit, we don't even have a theme yet, do we?"
"I think that's step one. Get a few good ideas, run them by Nadia," Josie said, all business even though she was completely naked.
"That's a plan," I said.
"So, uh, you good for a planning session?" Josie asked.
"One with clothes on?" I asked.
"That would probably be wise," Josie admitted. "Maybe, maybe we should get dressed, take a notebook, go out and grab some coffee? We can look online, see what kind of haunted house making guides we can find, then make a list of everything that needs to be done that we can think of, try to think of what Nadia hasn't already thought of-"
"You mean 'who' she's thought of?" I suggested. As my head started to come back together after a good round of sex, the idea of Nadia pimping me out for favors was sounding a little more dodgy, but I wanted to prove that I was a team player, and if me having sex could help out...
"Yeah, that," Josie said. "Then after we've had time to recharge, find someplace quiet, your place, my place, who cares, and shake the fucking walls one or two more times?"
That someone who looked so cute could be so fucking filthy at the same time still surprised me, but it was one I was very welcome to.
"Sounds like a plan," I said, kissing her.
"We're gonna make this a pretty kickass Halloween Scream, aren't we?" Josie said.
Looking at the cluttered, insanely packed bungalow, I wasn't quite sure I shared her confidence, but I was looking forward to making an effort.
"Either that, or we're gonna die trying," I shrugged.
"Music to my ears," she said, giving me one long, lingering kiss that threatened to keep us in here a little longer. When I realized I didn't give a shit about leaving anytime soon, I wrapped my arms around her and returned the kiss.
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Author's Note: I just want to give a special shout-out to all the fans out there who've taken the time to offer feedback on this series. This was originally just a fun idea I wanted to write because I've wanted to do something on Literotica forever, but I wasn't expecting this kind of awesome response. Thank you for all your kind words, encouragement and criticism. I take your comments to heart and have already started working on instituting some of the better ideas I've received for down the line. I can't promise that every idea I receive will be instituted, but if there's something you want to see, let me know and it will be considered!
*****
Previously, on Senior Year Memories: After having sex with his best friend, Tori, nerdy 18-year-old Ryan Collins has agreed to keep their relationship casual and uncomplicated, even though he's not sure he fully agrees. Even so, the year moves on as planning has begun for Regan Hills High School's annual Halloween Scream event. The school newspaper has agreed to host a haunted house, and editor Nadia Barclay has enlisted Ryan and goth photographer Josie Wong to use their mutual knowledge of horror to help plan their house and beat all the other school clubs, with plans to use Ryan's sexual prowess to convince certain school artisans to their side. While scouting out the abandoned bungalow they're set to make the haunted house in, Josie and Ryan get to know each other and have some hot anal sex. Looks like it'll be an interesting Halloween season!
***
When I first joined the Puma Press, I thought that my duties would be like anyone else's on an average school newspaper: writing, researching, editing, and repeating the process while building my skills and helping our editor, Nadia's, vision of winning some awards by the end of the year. With my best friend, Tori, already writing for the paper, it'd be a fun way to pass the time while still getting some good-looking extracurricular points that'd look good when I got around to applying for college. I knew it'd be a commitment, but it'd be a commitment whose parameters I could've predicted.
I didn't see the Halloween Scream, Regan Hills High School's annual Halloween carnival, coming.
I didn't see Nadia volunteering for the Puma Press to set up a haunted house in one of our school's abandoned bungalows, and I sure as hell didn't see her putting me as one of the people in charge of getting the haunt set up. That I'd been teamed up with Josie Wong was great, because she was damned smart, was fun to be around and talk with, really loved horror and was really into anal, but I still couldn't shake the feeling that we'd been dropped into the deep end.
Especially since Nadia considered me her "secret weapon" for making sure we'd have the best house at the Scream. She'd made it clear that she intended to send me out to have sex with anyone whose skills might be useful for the success of our haunted house, which when combined with me having a leadership position on this project, meant there was a lot of pressure on me.
So, yeah, I was stressed. I may have even freaked out once or twice when I was alone, but in the end, I calmed myself. I was going to be graduating this year, and I sure as shit would have to learn how to deal with responsibility after that. I could freak out every once in a while about the haunt, but I'd have to pull myself together and get shit done.
After all, people were counting on me.
More impressively, people I actually liked were counting on me. That was a strange, new situation to be in, but one I didn't mean to disappoint on.
Nadia hadn't given me one of my "special assignments" yet, but that didn't mean there wasn't work to still be done. When we weren't screwing each others' brains out, Josie and I had come up with a good checklist of tasks that needed to be accomplished, not the least of which was emptying out the mess of crap stored in our bungalow that our school had forgotten over the years.
Given that that stuff was all school property, if forgotten school property, it wasn't like we could just throw it away, but that didn't change that we had to do something about it if we wanted to actually accomplish anything in the bungalow.
It came upon me that fixing this might be one of those "it's not what you know, but who you know" sorts of situations, and that there was a good chance I actually did know someone who could help us with this problem. It was just a matter of seeing how good my networking skills were.
***
"Ryan, it's good to see you, come in, come in!" Mrs. Lynn said, waving me into her empty classroom. She didn't get up from her desk, but even from where I was, I could see her face light up the room. Today she wore a pale violet short-sleeved dress, that looked every bit as professional as it did sexy on her. It was tight enough in the right places to show off her amazingly large tits and big, round ass. Shortly bobbed blonde hair framed her pretty face with its beautiful smile and sparkling eyes barely restrained by her stylish glasses.
I stepped into the empty classroom and closed the door behind me. She said, "Please, Ryan, would you lock the door?"
I knew what that meant. My cock knew what that meant. Thankfully, we were both in agreement on this subject.
I hadn't come here planning for sex, because I really did just want to ask Mrs. Lynn this as a favor from the only faculty member I really knew, but I was hoping sex might happen, too because... well, it was Mrs. Lynn.
I turned to lock the door. I'd barely turned back to her before hearing her bounding across the room for me, her heels clicking rapidly as she closed the distance between us. I dropped my backpack.
I'm not sure if our lips or our bodies collided first, and I didn't really care at the time because rubbing against Mrs. Lynn's luscious curves beneath such a flimsy dress while we embraced and made out had to be one of the greatest pleasures in life. Not as great a pleasure as doing that last part naked, but still really high up there.
"I was wondering when I'd see you like this again," Mrs. Lynn said.
"Sorry, I've been busy," I said.
"I know," she said, kissing me possessively. "Fucking more high school sluts and taking on assholes like Kyle Bowman, right?"
"You know about that?" I asked, confused, scared, and a little impressed, actually.
"Believe it or not, teachers know pretty much everything that's going on around here, and believe it or not, we usually don't give a shit," Mrs. Lynn said, fumbling for my zipper as my hands found her tits. This explanation, combined with her enthusiasm in finding my cock, set me at ease about her knowing what I did to Kyle enough to enjoy what we were doing.
"Well, that's good," I said, enjoying her soft moans as I felt her nipples harden through the fabric of her dress as I palmed her tits. She successfully undid my belt and unzipped my pants, reaching inside and pulling out my ten-inch-long, very thick cock. The mere thought of being in the same room as Mrs. Lynn, given our history, was enough to get it rock hard. That it was already dripping precum enough to make her jacking it feel so good was just a nice bonus.
"Wait, wait, please, I know we're about to do something really great, but I came here to ask for some help, and if we get started, I'm gonna forget, and I don't wanna forget because this is really important to a lot of people," I said quickly, doing a pretty admirable job of ignoring the really great way she was playing with my balls and the even better handjob she was giving me.
"Ask away, but I need this cock and I need it now, it's been too fucking long for me," Mrs. Lynn said, getting down on her knees. With hungry eyes, she leaned in toward my cock, licking her lips before taking the head between them. She sucked on it hungrily, moaning and grabbing at her tits, pulling her dress down to expose those massive, beautiful breasts to me.
"Oh, fuck," I grunted as she started sucking on my cock in earnest, bobbing up and down on it while she pinched her nipples. I forgot how good a cocksucker she was, and it wasn't something I meant to forget again. I ran my fingers through her hair, grabbed a good handful and began to fuck her face.
On one outstroke, she pulled away from my cock and said, "Didn't you want to ask me a favor?"
She blinked up at me prettily, and I suddenly understood that if I wanted her to continue, I needed to get on with the favor.
"Okay," I said, glad that she took me back into her mouth and started sucking vigorously, not that it made focusing any easier. "So, I, uh, wow, okay, wow, fuck you suck cock good... sorry, right, fuck, okay, so, I'm on the Puma Press, and we're, right there, good, fuck, we're gonna be hosting a haunted house for this year's Halloween Scream, but the bungalow we're in is full of junk the school left, oh god, oh god, fuck, and, and we need approval from faculty to do anything with it, but Mr. Hopkins isn't any help, so, fuuuuuuck, fuck, I wanted to see if, if there was any way you or anyone you knew could help?"
My last words came out really fast because if I didn't get them out fast, they'd have been overtaken by a wave of moans. Mrs. Lynn, though, knew what she was doing and didn't let up even once. Strings of drool and precum streaked down her neck and onto her amazing tits, making her nipples glisten. As I finished, she took my cock from her mouth and slowly jacked it while she thought what I said over. Then she stood up, purposefully walking toward a specific student's desk in the middle of the room.
"Come on over here and let's discuss your problem. I really want you to eat my pussy over Chloe Marcus' desk; that little know-it-all bitch's getting on my last nerve like you wouldn't believe," Mrs. Lynn said, pulling up her skirt over her ripe, perfect ass with one hand, lowering her panties with the other. I didn't really have strong opinions on Chloe Marcus one way or another, but when Mrs. Lynn was spreading her legs, showing off her dripping, inviting pussy that looked every bit as delicious as I knew it was, I could've had whatever opinions she wanted me to.
I crawled over to her, closing my mouth over her delicious pussy and licking her up and down, running tight little circles over her clit with my tongue. Mrs. Lynn cooed, then letting out a pent-up, deep moan.
"Oh, fuck, I've missed this," she said.
I'd missed it too, but with a mouth full of Mrs. Lynn's pussy, I wasn't able to repeat her sentiment. I was, however, able to deeply enjoy her taste, the folds of her flesh and the moans she made as I ate and fingered her pussy. She clearly enjoyed it too, the way her moans rose higher, but after getting used to my mouth again, she seemed to remember why I'd come here in the first place.
"So, I understand your, -goooooooooddd, fuuuuuuuck!- problem, and I think I can help. Administration's, yes, right there, been talking about clearing those out for ages. I think they wanted to forget, keep going, keep going, yeesssssss... forget about what was in there, but let me push that up the line, see what I can find out. If they say junk it, you'll need to clean it on your own, but, you'll have done the school a favor..." she said, trailing off into a moan. Lustfully, Mrs. Lynn grabbed the back of my head and forced it into her pussy. I took her meaning and dove in even more intensely, fucking her with my tongue and fingers until she pounded onto the desk, cumming on my chin with a loud cry.
"Oooh, fuck, that was nice," she said on shaky legs. I continued softly licking her juices from her thighs and lips while she shuddered, trying to stay on her feet.
"So, does that sound like a serviceable plan?" Mrs. Lynn asked, pushing my face away from her pussy.
"Sounds fine," I said, licking my lips. Mrs. Lynn, smiled, biting her lip at the image.
"Good. Now that we're in agreement, why don't you stand up and fuck me?" she said.
Being that that was exactly what I wanted at the moment, I had no problem standing up behind her, lining my rock-hard cock up with her soaked pussy. Sliding into that warm, welcoming cunt, I was starting to think this whole "setting up a haunted house" thing wasn't going to be so hard after all.
***
"SON OF A BITCH!" I yelled as the desk slipped from my grip and landed with full force on my foot. I won't say the pain was crippling, but it sure as shit felt that way as I grabbed my crunched foot and fell on my back. Despite a few of my colleagues from the Puma Press laughing at my pain, most were too focused on moving other odds and ends pieces of furniture and other junk out of our bungalow to care much about what was happening with their new writer.
Josie, dressed in faded jeans and a dark hoodie that could barely restrain her tits (far more practical attire than what she'd usually be caught dead wearing, but with it being a special moving day, it made sense) knelt down beside me.
"God, I could so sit on your face right now, it's not even funny," she said.
"My foot really fucking hurts, you know," I said.
"Doesn't matter, you just look so inviting down there like that," Josie teased, rocking her hips tauntingly.
"There's worse ways you could spend your time," Tori said, strolling up beside us.
"Oh, believe me, I know," Josie said.
"Do you, now?" Tori said with a raised eyebrow. She'd tied all of her massive mess of curly red hair back with a tie-dyed bandanna today, but otherwise was dressed in her usual overalls and long-sleeved shirt. Even with my foot in agony, the two of them looking down at me together were undeniably enticing and a little frightening, mostly because we hadn't really exchanged notes on what'd happened between all three of us.
"Yup," Josie said, smiling cutely. Tori considered her for a while, and I considered what it would feel like if Tori chose this exact moment to kill me. She'd said she wanted to keep things casual between us after our Homecoming "party", but I'd hoped I'd have longer than this to put that to the test, especially with Josie and Tori being friends.
Tori smiled, held out her hand to Josie. Josie slapped it playfully.
"Nice," Tori said.
"You don't know the half of it. Oh, wait, you do, don't you?" Josie replied.
"Oh yeah," Tori said.
"While I'm glad you two are having a good time exchanging notes and high-fiving and all that, I'm still in quite a bit of pain down here," I said.
"He always complain this much?" Josie asked.
"Like you wouldn't believe," Tori laughed.
"Fuck you, and fuck you," I joked, flipping each of them the bird. Tori rolled her eyes and Josie giggled, but each of them took one of my hands and helped me to my feet. They gave me shit and I gave it back, because that's what friends did.
Friends...
Was that what Josie and I were? I didn't set out to become friends with her, especially given our main introduction to each other this year. I knew we had good sexual chemistry, both loved horror movies, and she was a blast to work with on this haunted house project, but was it possible we really were becoming friends? Could we actually get to know and like each other outside of these crazy circumstances? I liked to think so. It would've felt good being friends with her, I thought, even when we weren't savagely fucking (not that that wasn't fun).
They helped me hobble to my feet. Tori asked, "How is it? Anything feel broken? Can you put pressure on it?"
I tested the foot, and though spikes of hot fire shot up my leg, it didn't feel that bad. It still hurt like a bitch, but it could've been worse.
"I don't think it's broken, but putting weight on it doesn't feel fun," I said, sitting back down at the very desk I'd dropped at my foot.
"I told you you should've worn gloves," Josie said.
"You should've listened to her," Tori replied, showing off her own gloves.
"Come on, this sucks; I'm in pain and you guys are double-teaming me?" I asked, knowing I'd used the wrong words right after it slipped from my mouth. Before the two of them could share their smirks and come up with something pithy to say, I quickly added, "And yes, I realize what I said, and no, I didn't mean sex-like or to imply anything of the kind, I just meant-"
"We know what you meant," Tori said.
Josie crossed her arms under her very nice tits, "And there you went, having to take all the fun out of this."
"Yeah, I was coming up with some pretty good lines," Tori pouted.
"Me too!" Josie exclaimed. "What angle were you taking?"
"I was gonna go with something like, 'well, we've never done it before, but I was considering doing it with you if you didn't act like such a little bitch,' but, you know, more flowery," Tori said.
"Not bad, but we kinda have, so, that wouldn't really work," Josie said.
"We have?" Tori said.
"That time we fingered each other a bit at Maxine Newland's party? You were really high at the time," Josie said.
"I must've been, otherwise I'd have remembered it," Tori admitted.
"For as high as you were, you were pretty good," Josie said.
"Awww, thanks!" Tori said.
"Not that the image of you two finger-banging each other isn't amazing and something I'd like to hear about in incredibly graphic detail, my foot still hurts like hell. Could I ask one of you to see if the nurse's office is still open and get me an ice pack?" I asked.
"Sure," Tori said, starting to walk away. Quickly, she turned back to me and gave me a swift yet strong hug. "Be careful, alright? I've started to get a little attached to you."
Turning back, she ran off for the nurse's office. Josie looked down at me for a moment, thinking, before grabbing a chair and pulling up beside me. Even though it forced her into the sun, something I knew she hated, she pulled her hood up over her head and pulled in close to me.
"I've worked my sweet little ass off enough that I think I've earned a break," she said.
"Your ass ain't that little," I joked.
"Yeah, and that's how you like it, isn't it?" Josie asked.
"Yeah," I admitted.
I was glad she decided to take a break with me. Though tiny, she was a workhorse who barely broke a sweat through all of this; I knew she just wanted to hang out with me, and that warmed my heart in that confusing way that told me that, yeah, we were friends now.
"So," I said, looking for any topic to latch onto and then settling on the easiest, "it's looking pretty good in there, isn't it?"
"Yeah. And I think we'll probably be able to use some of those foam pads and filing cabinets, repurpose them to fit the theme and save us some carrying," she said.
"Nice," I said. We'd held a vote among the Puma Press earlier in the week on a theme, and with the top two choices tied between "Something with clowns" and "Lunatic Asylum", we just decided to split the difference and settle on the "Clown Asylum" theme. It was hardly the most original, but with what little time we had, it felt a fair compromise. Thinking about what she said, I had to admit she was right; we could make a fair simulation of a padded room with some of the foam we had (the cleaner bits Josie and I hadn't fucked on), and there was bound to be something hospital-y that we could do with the filing cabinets.
That we'd already gotten most of it cleared out after getting the go-ahead from the administration this morning boded well for us, especially since I'd only had my "chat" with Mrs. Lynn yesterday. We'd spent much of this afternoon carting the old furniture and other junk out to the school dumpsters by hand, all sixteen of us from the Puma Press and even a little help from Mr. Hopkins, our faculty advisor, and the janitors, though most of the real heavy lifting was up to us kids.



"We're really gonna do this, aren't we?" Josie said, her voice sounding a little awed.
"I think so. I hope so," I admitted. "I think we'll do our damnedest, and that whatever happens, it'll be a pretty sweet Halloween."
Josie looked at me, amused. "Ah, the sweet sound of hedging your bets. It's not an attractive quality, but practical."
I shrugged. It really felt too early to know if we'd succeed in this or not, especially with Nadia's hope of earning more money than the drama club. With everything else on my plate, I was just hoping that we'd get a completed house and have fun doing it, and if I got to do it with my friends? Well, that'd be icing on the cake, wouldn't it?
Nadia walked back from the dumpster with a group of other writers from the paper, somehow looking beautiful and professional under a layer of sweat and her best approximation of the kinds of clothes people wore when moving furniture. She looked utterly out of place here, but I knew she was in her element because she was in charge. Seeing us, she smiled and headed our way.
"Shit," I said, not looking forward to her chewing us out for sitting down on the job.
"I got this," Josie said, getting up.
"Hey Josie, Ryan. Might I have a quick word with you, Ryan?" Nadia asked.
Josie and I both knew what this meant. Nodding to me, Josie said, "I'll get back to it. Holler if you need any help."
"I will," I said. Nadia could've taken Josie's seat, but she stood before me, either to impress me with her current height advantage or to not let anyone else see her sitting down when she wanted them working hard.
"Is something the matter?" Nadia asked, looking at me as I favored my foot.
"I'm fine. Just crunched my foot; Tori's getting me an ice pack," I said.
"Oh," Nadia said, concerned. "Were you wearing gloves?"
"I really should've been, shouldn't I?" I asked, not wanting a lecture from her too on proper furniture carrying.
"Yes," Nadia said bluntly. Then, as if the appropriate amount of small talk time had ended, she said, "So, remember what I was saying about how we would need your skills to 'persuade' some potential allies over to aiding our cause?"
I laughed. She asked, "What?"
"You make it sound like we're in a fantasy novel heading to war instead of building a local haunted house," I said.
"Who's to say we aren't at war? There are forces against us, be they rival haunted houses or Sophie Cusack and her Young Christian Purity Brigade looking to set up a full scale protest of the Halloween Scream, and we need everything we can to defend against them and improve our chances for success. I may be exaggerating, but only slightly, but what matters is, do you remember what I asked of you?" Nadia asked.
"Yes," I said, because it was hard to forget that she wanted me to use my charms (or cock) to convince certain skilled seniors to help us improve the chances of our house. It felt a little weird being sort of pimped out like this, but since it meant we might make more money, and I might get laid more, I'd agreed to it. Now that we were finally coming to the point where I might have to make good on it again, I felt unexpectedly nervous.
"Good," Nadia said. "Because I have your first assignment. As always, feel free to say no and tell me I'm crazy, but if we get this girl on our side, we'll have a pretty big gun working in our favor. There's just one problem..."
Of course there had to be a catch. "What's the problem?"
"She kind of hates me," Nadia said.
"How badly?" I asked.
"Rather conclusively, actually," Nadia admitted, as she laid out the great challenge I had before me.
***
I didn't know 18-year-old Mallory Dourif personally, but if you went to Regan Hills High School, you definitely knew who she was. She was beautiful even by our school's lofty standards, with soft, pale skin broken up only by a smattering of freckles across her cheeks and nose, and a tall (only an inch shorter than my 5'11"), willowy frame that exuded a natural grace when she moved. Her face was kind and friendly with the most delicate of features, with blue eyes so bright it wouldn't take much to call them piercing. Until sophomore year, she'd had a head of long, chestnut hair that only accentuated her stunning beauty, but since then she'd kept her hair buzzed to a length just a shade longer than fully shaved. There were reasons for this I'm sure, but I wasn't one to speculate.
It wasn't her beauty, though, that made her something of a Regan Hills High School celebrity, especially to the school's nerds. No, that'd be the fact that she was a rising star on the professional cosplay circuit. As "Mal Mega," she had a pretty robust social media following and makeup and costuming skills that could conservatively be called amazing. Her Instagram was full of pictures of her dressed in homemade costumes and makeups of Harley Quinn, Lara Croft, Black Widow, Samus, Freddy Krueger and dozens of other pop culture icons. I won't make any excuses that I, among many others no doubt, lusted after her and used a lot of these pictures for less than noble purposes back before I was regularly getting laid.
That was one of the reasons I felt guilty riding my bike over to her place, but not the only one.
No, that mostly came from Nadia telling the story of how she and Mallory used to be best friends until they had a falling out a couple years back. Nadia wouldn't tell me why, leaving me walking into a minefield without a map when I wasn't even sure I wanted to be in that minefield in the first place. I almost said no. I probably should've said no. While I may have been somewhat on board for this plan in the past, if a little wary, now I was doing everything I could not to feel used.
It wasn't easy.
Still, I had a job to do. Nadia had apparently worked enough magic with Mallory that she was expecting me. She probably wouldn't be all that happy with me being there, not that I was any happier, but I had a plan that I meant to hold to.
It wasn't Nadia's plan, but I had high hopes for it. It was a plan I liked to call: improvising.
I parked my bike behind the suburban garage of Mallory's family's house and, per Nadia's instructions, I climbed the rear stairs to the apartment above the garage, favoring my injured foot which was still sore one day later with each step.
Taking a deep breath, and hoping my improv skills were up to snuff, I knocked on the door.
There was only silence on the other side as seconds stretched on into a minute. After one minute became two and I knocked a second time, I was almost ready to text Nadia and tell her that Mallory was a no show. That would've been easy, wouldn't it? I almost hoped that this situation would implode on itself and take any and all pressure off of me.
Then I heard the sound of shuffling feet on the other side of the door, and it opened a few inches. A single, bright blue eye stared out at me from the gap.
"Hi!" I said, trying to sound as friendly as possible. "I'm Ryan Collins, from the Puma Press? Nadia said you'd be expecting me?"
Mallory sighed heavily, the conflict clear on what little of her face I could see. On the one hand, she wasn't happy with Nadia and whatever position Nadia had put her in, but on the other, I wasn't Nadia, and she was too nice to want to take it out on me. She opened the door fully.
"Come on in," she said, welcoming me into her, well, I'd guess I'd have to call it lair? It sure felt like a strange mix between extreme nerd and serial killer's lair, given the walls covered in pictures of fictional characters and celebrities, shelves full of of wigs on mannequin heads, racks of costumes and two workbenches, one covered in sewing supplies, the other covered in tools that could be used to cause a significant amount of pain.
"I'd apologize for the mess and say it's never like this, but it always is, so, no apologies," Mallory said, smiling politely. She was dressed casually, wearing a loose tank top that amply covered her A-cup tits, thin pajama pants and a pair of, I kid you not, fluffy pink bunny slippers. This wasn't the exact image I'd had of a graceful and beautiful cosplayer, but this was her private space; she could dress however she wanted.
"Hey, I'm not one to judge, you should see my room. Without the wigs and the workbenches, it looks pretty much the same," I said. She went over to her workbench, setting down a set of foam tubes and carving tools. Some of the foam tubes had already been partially carved, while others looked fresh off the shelf.
"Grab a seat," she said, absentmindedly waving me toward the chair by her computer desk. "I'm in the middle of a project right now, so I'm gonna keep working. If it's all the same to you, I'll be frank and say that I'm doing this interview against my better instincts. I'm sure you're a nice guy and all that, Ryan, but I don't really like Nadia all that much right now, and I'd rather not stretch this out any longer than I have to."
"I understand," I said.
"Do you?" Mallory asked.
"I know Nadia pretty well. Not as well as you, but I get that she's an acquired taste," I said, amending the words in my head to note that I actually did rather like how she tasted.
"That's one way of putting it," Mallory said, carving a layer of foam off an untouched tube.
"What're you working on?" I asked, wanting to ease into the improv portion of this afternoon and hoping to get her talking about something that would make her comfortable first.
She sighed, pinching the bridge of her nose. "Sarah Kerrigan. From-"
"Starcraft, I know. Cool," I said, craning my neck at her workstation. "I'm guessing you're going Queen of Blades instead of Ghost?"
Mallory didn't turn to face me, but the way she nodded softly, I could tell I at least won a few points with her.
"You guess well," Mallory admitted. "People have criticized me for being weak on fabrication; they say I'm a suitable seamstress and an above average makeup artist, but that I lack the true versatility of the best cosplay artists. They're-"
"Trolls. Assholes. I've read their comments," I interrupted, familiar with her portfolio and wanting to put accurate words to anyone who'd say she didn't know her shit.
"I was about to say wrong, but those're good words too. I was going to say they're wrong because I'm an exquisite fabricator, but why tell them they're wrong when I can show it to them as the fucking Queen of Blades?" Mallory asked.
"I'll look forward to that," I said, enjoying this, as I did with any opportunity to talk nerdy to a beautiful girl.
"I'm sure you will," she said. "Regardless, you're supposed to interview me? Something for my best tips and tricks for a great Halloween costume?"
This was about where I knew I needed to go off script. "Not exactly."
Mallory dropped her tools. Her shoulders slumped. "What does Nadia want?"
"She wanted me to convince you, either through the powers of my own personal charms or sheer animal magnetism, to help us in making the Puma Press' Halloween Scream haunted house, which I'm kinda sorta partially in charge of, the best one possible this year so we could beat the drama club and get some much needed money to upgrade our ancient computers," I said. I tried to start out with a bit of joking and considered softening the blow some more, but I thought telling the truth was going to be best here.
Mallory laughed, a short, clipped laugh. "Charm? Animal magnetism?"
"I'm gonna try to not take offense at that," I said wryly.
Still without facing me, she said, "I'm not saying you're not cute in a geeky sort of way, but..."
"But Nadia sorta wanted to use us both to get done what she wanted to get done?" I proposed.
Mallory turned to me, an eyebrow cocked, "Sorta?"
"Okay, kinda entirely," I admitted. That she was chuckling and wasn't kicking me out right there told me my improv skills weren't as bad as I'd feared.
"Yeah, I'd say kinda entirely is an understatement," Mallory said.
"Agreed," I responded.
"So, what do we do now?" Mallory asked. "Do you use your sheer animal magnetism and charm to convince me to aid your noble cause?"
I shook my head. "I wasn't thinking about it. I mean, alright, I was sort of thinking about it; you're really pretty and nice and I'm a big fan of your work, but I wasn't thinking about it in any serious sort of way, what with the position we're both in and all that. I wanna be respectful and not presumptuous, and, well... yeah, that's about all I figured on saying. Do you want me to go? I can go. I should go, shouldn't I? I'll just tell her-"
I was getting tongue-tied, babbling like an idiot. Thank god for Mallory interrupting me, "You don't have to go."
"I don't?" I asked, puzzled. If I was in her position, I'd have kicked me out.
She waved me over to join her. "I can't abide by what Nadia wanted you to do, but lucky for all of you, I really enjoy a good haunted house and choose to support those worth supporting. Give me your pitch, not Nadia's, about why I should help your haunt. You say you're kinda sorta partially in charge? I want to hear your take on it. I'll hear it, and I'll make my decision, but until then, I'm gonna put you to work."
I thought her offer over, then said, "Tell me what you need."
So I joined her at the workbench, following her instructions as I helped put on base coats of paint on pieces of heavy foam she'd already carved while she worked on new pieces. While we did this, I laid out what we were planning for the Halloween Scream and why her help would be useful. Mallory listened to me, politely, but it was hard getting a read off of her. Whatever history she had with Nadia was none of my business, but I was hopeful I might've been making some progress with her. She was very kind and friendly, and her politeness shifted to a genuine, energetic enthusiasm when we stopped talking about the Halloween Scream and started talking comics and video games.
It was interesting, getting to know someone I'd only viewed from afar with the reverent awe that you'd put to almost anyone you considered a celebrity, when she was just another high school girl like any other at Regan Hills High, with just a softer, quieter nature than most. I could tell that she was lonely, which boggled the mind when I thought about how pretty and friendly she was, but if this year had taught me anything so far, it was that it didn't matter how pretty and popular you might be, everyone had issues.
Anyone could be lonely.
Before I knew it, we'd passed an hour in this way, painting and sculpting and chatting about nothing and everything, getting progressively closer at our two workstations. There was a subtle closeness to us I'd liked, not a heat or a spark like I'd had with a lot of other girls, but our own kind of connection. I was sent here to try to seduce her, but I'd realized by this point that I honestly didn't mind if nothing happened, I just enjoyed being here.
I'd almost forgotten why I'd come here when she brought it up out of the blue.
"Did Nadia tell you why we stopped being friends?" Mallory asked, her eyes not meeting mine.
"No. And I didn't ask. I figured that was your business," I said.
Mallory nodded. "Well, thanks for that."
"No problem," I said.
Mallory continued, "Would you like to hear?"
"I'm curious, but I don't need to know if you don't wanna share," I said.
"No, I think I want to, I mean... I've been holding onto this for a long time, but I haven't really had anyone to talk to about it. Nadia was, like, my only friend for the longest time, so much that when she wasn't, I didn't know what to do. I think it might be easy to share, even with a stranger, or a not-so-stranger anymore, like you," Mallory said.
Continuing with my hopefully not too shit painting, I said, "I'm all ears if you wanna share."
Mallory sighed, balling her hands into fists, then releasing them. "Did you hear what happened to my little brother, Jacob, during sophomore year?"
"No," I said, painfully aware of how much I tried to ignore all school gossip and news back then.
"Leukemia," Mallory said. "Sweetest damn nine-year-old you ever met, kid who wouldn't hurt a fly if it landed on his open hand, and he gets fucking leukemia."
"Shit, I'm sorry," I said.
"Don't be," Mallory replied. "He pulled through, because he's as tough as he is sweet. And because he got a good marrow donor on short notice; that really helped too. He won't have an easy life, but he'll make it."
"Well, I'm glad to hear that," I said, meaning every word of it. I thought I had a shit childhood after mom died, but at least I was healthy; I couldn't even begin to imagine the hell Mallory's family went through.
"Jake was feeling ashamed when he lost his hair to chemo, so Mom, Dad and me all shaved our heads so he wouldn't feel alone. It did the job, I think, and since I was into wigs for cosplaying already anyway, it turned out to be a practical and comfortable choice in the long run. I'd have thought that's all that would happen, aside from some mutterings around school, but Nadia... she wanted to write a story about it for the Puma Press. She said it was inspirational, and that people should hear about my 'sacrifice,' like the story was about me instead of Jake. I told her not to. Asked her, as a friend, not to," Mallory said.
I could see where this was headed. "So, she did."
Mallory nodded. "She wrote the story, even got some honorable mentions in a couple school paper competitions, which was probably her plan all along. I was called inspirational and had people wanting to be my friend just because they'd heard how inspirational I was, when I just wanted for school to be my escape from the hell my family was going through. It died down eventually, but I've never found it in me to forgive her."
"Who says you have to?" I asked. "That was a pretty awful thing she did."
It hurt to say it, especially because I liked and respected Nadia, but I had to. She was a great person and a damn good writer, but I'd always known she'd had drive enough to pull something like this. It didn't make it any less disappointing to hear about it, though.
"Yeah," Mallory mused, slowly casting her eyes to me. "But I guess I'll have to get used to being around her if I'm gonna help you guys with your haunt, aren't I?"
"You'll help us?" I asked, my heart swelling with pride that I'd pulled this off without having to resort to anything resembling a dirty trick. I'd maxed out my Speech points, and I'd pulled off what probably should've been the impossible.
"I'll help you, because you were honest and made a good pitch. I'll help the rest of the Puma Press, because nobody should have to work with desktop computers. I'll help myself, because I know you're decent enough to credit me with having done your makeup and costuming and let me put all my creations with you on social media. I won't help Nadia specifically until she apologizes," Mallory said.
It wasn't ideal, that there might be some fight with Nadia still down the line, but it was one I could live with.
"Works for me," I said.
"Good," Mallory asked, returning her eyes to her work. "So, with that out of the way, I've got one more question for you. It's kind of a weird one, and you don't have to answer it, but I have to know."
"Sure, but with an introduction like that, I really have to hear it now," I said.
Mallory looked to me nervously, chewing her lower lip. "So when you said Nadia wanted you to try to coax me into helping with your charm and animal magnetism, was that a joke, or did you actually mean it?"
"That one's true, believe it or not," I said.
She looked me up and down. I didn't blame her, because if I'd seen myself, I'd have had the same damn questions.
"You can ask her yourself, if you want," I said.
"Pass," Mallory said.



Fair enough. "Okay, well, you know Josie Wong, right?"
"Of course."
"Ask her. She'll back me up."
I said this without thinking, and without expecting that Mallory would take that moment right then to text Josie and ask for confirmation. In truth, I just expected Josie would confirm that we'd been together, maybe add a little of her own unique flavor. I didn't expect Josie would text back right away, nor that she'd text something that would make Mallory's eyes go wide and her mouth drop open.
"Wow," Mallory said.
"What?" I asked.
Mallory looked a little embarrassed, which was more than enough to make me feel embarrassed. She said, "Well, Josie's giving me the equivalent of a very detailed five-star Yelp review about your sexual skills. Possibly too detailed."
"Sorry?" I said, suddenly wishing I hadn't advised her to message Josie.
Then her eyes went even wider. Softly, she said, "Wow."
"What?" I repeated.
"Now she's sending pictures."
"Shit," I replied.
"Is this real? How can that be real?" Mallory said, her voice mingling disbelief and awe. I didn't have to see the pictures that Josie sent to know what they were and that they were very real, since if there was one thing Josie lived for as a photographer for the Puma Press, it was taking pictures. Though she favored old film cameras and black and white photos for their artsy aesthetic, she was pretty avid with her phone's camera when we were having sex.
"It's real," I said, putting my head in my hands and rubbing the bridge of my nose. I heard her standing up from her workstation beside me, the ruffling of fabric that I took for her dropping the piece she'd been sewing, and immediately I was in damage control mode, "Look, I'm sorry I told you to talk to Josie-"
"Ryan?" Mallory interrupted me.
I didn't take my head from my hands. "I thought we were just having some fun banter; I didn't think she'd go this far. I didn't-"
"Ryan?" she interrupted me again.
"I know I can't apologize for someone else, but I can apologize for my own stupid move and I hope you won't hold it against the Puma Press-"
"RYAN!"
Finally, I turned around to look at Mallory standing behind me.
She was wearing a lot less clothing.
None of it in fact.
I may have gawked at her body, but only for its perfection. She was every bit as tall and slender unclothed as she was clothed, but there was a natural elegance to her that made her look like a beauty from an old painting. Her skin was flawless, her small breasts standing proudly with dark, firm nipples and areolas wide enough they took up almost half her tits. I knew on first sight that they were very sensitive, and that I wanted them. The dark pubic hair between her thighs was unkempt, but trimmed short, angling down to a delicious-looking slit. Her shaved head and tall frame made her different from any other girl I'd been with, but no less beautiful.
This would've been a great time to say something with appropriate eye that reflected her beauty and my appreciation for it.
Instead, I said, "Uh, hi. You're, uh, naked."
"I'm glad you finally noticed," Mallory said. Though she was the one in the position of power here, she looked down nervously, having as hard a time meeting my eyes as I hers.
"So, would it be weird if I, uh, asked why?" I asked.
Still a little nervous, she put a hand on her hip, cocking it out to the side and said, "I'd think the why would be pretty obvious, given the circumstances, wouldn't you?"
"I, yes, I understand that 'why,' but I was asking more the 'why me, when you're, uh, you?' question," I asked. It probably sounded like a stupid as hell question, but I was glad that she caught my meaning.
I was surprised at how easy it was for her to answer this, especially when naked (because I've usually found it pretty hard to think when naked). Mallory said, "Because outside of school, family and the minimum wage coffee shop job I have to make pay for all this, pretty much all my free time is spent in this room putting together new looks. I don't have much time to spend with friends or guys. I've got fans and admirers, sure, but 99% of them are creeps. I've had a couple boyfriends, but none of them got me. They wanted me for being cute and having access to sexy costumes and that was about it."
"How do you know I'm not like that?" I asked, kicking myself inside for probably ruining this.
"Because you're the first guy in I don't know how long who looked at me, saw me, and then didn't immediately tell me how hot I was when I looked like someone else. I saw how you looked at me, and I appreciated it. Don't get me wrong, cosplay is my life, but sometimes I want a guy who sees me as me, doesn't mind the shaved head, and is willing to be honest. It's a nice bonus, but not mandatory, if he's also considerate in the sack and has a big cock, which Josie assures me you are. I'm not looking for a boyfriend or anything right now, but you do check pretty much all of those boxes, so... you wanna?" Mallory asked, cocking her head toward her bed.
This had been a strange afternoon, one I never intended to actually end in sex. Though I was confused emotionally, my rock-hard cock was a good tie-breaker in the stay-or-go argument.
I stood up, sliding my hands slowly up the skin of her hips, up the flat of her stomach and around the soft, perky curves of her tiny but delectable-looking tits. She took in a sharp breath as my fingers passed over her nipples, and moaned when I pinched them softly. If it was even possible, they hardened even more in my hands, which made me smile.
Almost ravenously, she reached behind my neck and pulled me into a kiss. It was slow yet passionate, her lips and tongue dancing against mine as we became accustomed to each other. She tasted good. Felt good. Her naked body pressed against mine, even clothed, felt right, her lithe body responding to my every touch as I explored her, and her hands explored mine. I didn't have as much for her to find, but when her strong, talented hands found my cock through my pants and ran along its full, ten-inch length, she cooed.
"So the pictures didn't lie," she said, impressed.
"No," I said.
"Excellent," Mallory purred, breaking our embrace and slinking over to the bed. In one practiced move, she fell back onto it, pushing herself up so her head was on her pillows and her legs splayed open lewdly. Eagerly, she fingered her slit with both hands, running her fingers over it delicately and focusing in light, little circles around her clit.
"You do know that this would be an excellent time to get naked too, right?" Mallory asked through a soft moan.
I couldn't believe that something that basic had slipped my mind, but when looking at Mallory spread out so gloriously, I understood entirely why I'd forgotten.
Stumbling toward the bed while stripping off my clothes (and very nearly losing all balance with my pants around my ankles at one point), by the time I reached her, I was naked. Mallory nodded approvingly at my cock, licking her lips.
"Nice," she said.
"Thanks," I replied.
"Very nice," she amended.
"Thanks," I repeated.
"That's probably the biggest cock I've ever seen, and it's been a while, so I guess what I'm saying is..."
"Be gentle?" I finished.
"At first," she said, smiling.
I had every intention of being whatever she wanted me to be while we fucked, but first I wanted a taste of that delicious-looking pussy. I slid between her legs, kissing up her inner thighs before diving in on her soaked cunt, licking at it hungrily. She yelped with surprise as I did, withdrawing her hands as if in shock.
"Sorry?" I said.
"Don't be," she replied. "I've just never met a guy who wanted to do that before."
"Oh, well, if Josie didn't tell you, it's one of my favorite things, so, you know," I said, diving back in.
"I'll have to remember that, FUCK!" Mallory exclaimed as I nibbled gently on her clit. Her hands found my hair and dug in, forcing my face against her tight cunt. Since it didn't sound like she got this very often, I wanted to give it my best, and unleashed everything I had on her pussy, sucking first gently, then more forcefully on her lips while slipping two fingers inside of her. I thrust them in slowly, a bit at a time, twisting and curling them, trying to find those spots that'd drive her in crazy. The way her moans picked up and her toes curled, I knew I was doing something right.
Searching, I twisted my fingers upward, looking for her G-spot, applying pressure and thrusting, never letting up with my tongue on her lips and clit. It was a strange, sexual juggling act, but I wanted to make this as good as possible for her, especially if she'd never had it done right before.
Looking down at me through the valley between her small tits, Mallory's eyes went wide. "Wait, right there, wait, wait, YEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSS!"
Her body bucked in one convulsive jerk, not quite an orgasm, but a good sign that I'd hit the right spot. Mallory's legs closed in around me, keeping me close while her fingers dug into my scalp. Her body was starting to shake, a long, slow shudder that held her entire body. She was getting close, so close, and I wanted to push her over the edge.
"Right there, right there, yes, yes, I'm cumming, I'm cumming, i'mcumming, cummingcummingcumming, YES, YES, FUCK YES, FUUUUUUUUUUCK YEEEEEEEEEEEAAAAAAAAAAAH!!" Mallory cried out, soaking my lips and hand in a flood of her juices. Her orgasm seemed to go on for ages, her body racked by shudders and pleasurable moans, giving way to heavy breathing and scattered laughter after I gave her an orgasm worth being proud of, I thought.
"That was, fuck, that was great, thank you, fuck, thank you," Mallory said, her smile wide and unrestrained.
This would've been the finest praise in the world if I were finished with her.
I wasn't.
As her breathing steadied, I started to slowly lick at her engorged sex again.
"What are you... oh, fuck it," she muttered, looking down at me as I began to go down on her again. Whatever protest she might have been building up to died on her lips (both her mouth's and her pussy's it seemed) as I started going back to work on her delicious cuntlips. They were so wet and so juicy at this point that my fingers could slide right in with little resistance to her hot tightness. Testing the waters, I slid in a third finger, making sure she could accommodate my girth.
It went in easily, and Mallory sighed lustily with appreciation.
As with any rebound orgasm, it took longer to get Mallory going again, but as long as my neck muscles held out, I was up for the challenge and eager to give her another. Once we worked past her oversensitivity and she started working up toward another orgasm, though, she was less restrained, more vocal and really letting herself get lost in it.
"Oh fuck yeah, fuck me with your mouth like that, keep going, fuck, keep going, keep going, year, right there, god I fucking LOVE it! Right, yes, yes, oh god, fuck, your mouth fucks me so good, god I want your mouth right there all the time, keep it going, keep it going, yes, yes like that, like that, fuck me with your mouth, I SAID FUCK ME WITH YOUR FUCKING MOUTH, RYAN!!"
If she wanted me to fuck her with my mouth, I was going to fuck her with my mouth. I devoured her pussy with my lips and tongue as if I was a starving man, licking up and down her quivering slit around my fingers. I sucked hard on her clit, flicking it with my tongue as I sucked and fucking her harder with my fingers. She thrashed and bucked harder on the bed, one hand firmly latched to the back of my head while she pinched a nipple with her other.
While she may have been restrained when we started, when her second orgasm rolled through her she just screamed a high, formless cry of pleasure that might well have deafened me if her thighs weren't clamped so tightly around my ears. With another flood of her juices covering my mouth, chin and fingers, I helped her ride out the last of her orgasm with decreasing pressure, letting up a little bit at a time until she collapsed, breathing heavily.
"Fuck, fuck... wow," she said.
"I aim to please," I said, extricating myself from between her thighs.
"That's, no, that's an understatement. That's a big fucking understatement. That was just... wow. Josie said, but I didn't believe, I mean, how could that be possible? How is this..." Mallory trailed off. I climbed fully onto the bed beside her, stealing her words as she got a good look at my cock up close and practically started drooling.
"Sit down," she said, getting up wobbily onto all fours.
"Okay," I said, pushing myself up against the headboard.
Mallory took my cock into one of her dainty yet strong hands, swirling around the precum at the tip with skillful grace. Unconsciously, she began to jack me slowly with both hands, the pleasure agonizing but very welcome.
"I'm, wow, I'm gonna try to suck all of that down, okay? I don't, I don't want you to shoot off yet, because I really need that inside me, too, but, fuck, I need to repay that... fuck, that awesome, god, what you did there, thank you, thank you, thank you," she said, now very definitely drooling, a strand of saliva dripping onto my balls. It made me quiver, but not nearly as much as when she kissed the head.
Mallory was agonizingly slow with her blowjob, slowly running her lips and tongue over my cock's large, thick head. It drove me wild; going down on her for so long really left me wanting to her. I was tempted to grab the back of her head and push her down onto my cock, but if I'd learned anything in the past months it was that every woman had her own way of doing things, and that half the fun in any new experience was seeing how they handled themselves.
So I would be patient, and I knew I would be rewarded, because her treatment of my cockhead promised the kind of pleasure worth looking forward to.
When she sucked the first few inches to her obscenely stretched out lips, I knew waiting was the right idea. Mallory looked into my eyes as she sucked more and more of my cock into her mouth, bobbing up and down ever so slightly, building up momentum enough that I was soon hitting the back of her throat. I almost expected her to stop right there, and I wouldn't have blamed her if she had, but after coming up for air, she went right back to trying to suck my entire length, getting another inch, then two more, squeezing my cock somehow into her tight throat as she took the last couple inches in.
"Fuck," I muttered in awe, rubbing my hand across the back of her head. I'd never been with a girl with a shaved head before, and it was a little strange not running my hand through a luscious head of hair while she did this. However, I realized it didn't matter if she had hair down to her waist or just a token smattering of ultra-short chestnut hair like Mallory's when I was getting a blowjob this good.
Mallory began to bob her head up and down energetically, taking as much of my length as she could while still looking into my eyes. It was a wonderfully erotic experience, and if I'd let her keep up, I would've shot off right then, but that wasn't what either of us wanted.
Gently, I stroked her neck on one of her upstrokes. Mallory let my cock fall from her mouth with a wet popping sound. I pulled her up to kiss me and she was all too eager to reciprocate. We made out in an almost frantic rush, her body pressed tightly against mine as her delightful little tits pressed up against my side. She rotated slightly, throwing one of her legs over my waist so she was straddling me, sliding her wet cunt against my cock. Between our mingled juices and her saliva, we were both insanely slick. It felt so good against her, so good that I think we both could've cum in a mess if we continued like that.
Mallory must've known this, as she soon squatted above my upturned cock, pressing the head against her lips.
"You ready?" she asked, her voice at once hungry and nervous.
"Yeah. Are you?" I asked, feeling her lips part as the head pressed against her tight cunt.
Mallory giggled nervously. "I don't know if anyone can be properly ready for a cock like that. I want it, sure, but ready? You know what? Fuck it."
With just the slightest pressure, she sunk down and buried nearly half of my cock in her pussy. Her eyes went wide and she wrapped her arms around my chest, holding tight.
"Holy fuck, that's big!" she said, gasping and laughing deliriously.
"Holy fuck is right!" I exclaimed. I'd been with a lot of sluts lately who, while tight, were still easy enough to slide into. With how beautiful and well-known Mallory was, I'd have expected her to be a little more open, but this was really impressively tight. It was a good thing I'd gotten her so wet in advance, or we might not have gotten even this far.
With that out of the way, we looked into each others' eyes, both of us wanting this to go on but neither wanting to make it uncomfortable or awkward for the other. It was Mallory who first came up with a strategy, grabbing my hands and putting them on her toned ass, then pulling my face in so I could suck on her tits. I dove in, sucking on the hard nipples and finding through her moans that they were every bit as sensitive as I'd hoped they be.
As we did this, she sank slowly, so slowly, too slowly I thought as I got accustomed. I wanted more, I wanted all of her, but I wanted this to be fun.
Mallory grit her teeth and closed her eyes tightly, but in due time she'd taken all of my cock.
Fully sunken down onto me, she let out a satisfied sight. "So, that's pretty awesome."
"Agreed," I said. It was hard to crane my neck to go for her tits, but I found her neck to be every bit as sensitive and took to kissing that while she rested in my lap, my cock buried all ten-inches deep in her unbelievably tight pussy. She rested her head on my shoulder, kissing my neck in return. We stayed like this for I don't know how long, getting accustomed to each others' bodies and just enjoying the connection, silent and intimate and wanting more but in no particular hurry. Compared to some of the really intense sex I'd had lately, this was an almost welcome change of pace.
Slowly, she started to fuck me, rising up and down in my lap. It was only an inch or two at a time at first, an agonizing pleasure when my cock was begging for release in the hot tightness of her cunt, but as she grew more confident, she began to take more and more of my cock with each bounce. Soon she wasn't resting her head on my shoulder, but was holding on and riding me for dear life. I held onto her hips, helping her build a momentum that would take both of us to that sweet, sweet release we both wanted so much.
"Fuck, it's good," Mallory cooed.
"You're not so bad yourself," I said, squeezing her ass.
She smiled sweetly, kissing me on the lips. "Don't tell her I said this, but, goddamn, I'm glad Nadia sent you."
"Me too," I said, fucking up into her.
"Don't take offense or, oh fuck, anything, because this is just how my mind works, but I've already got some good ideas for stuff we can do for the haunt," she said.
"You've been thinking about killer clowns while we've been screwing around?" I asked, amused and impressed.
"I can, fuck, multitask! I'm really good at it!" she said, fucking down onto me more forcefully.
"Shouldn't we, maybe, I dunno, focus on the fucking for a bit?" I asked.
"If... you... insist, OH GOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOD," she groaned, fucking down onto me harder, convulsing with a cry as her body was wracked with another orgasm. I held her close to me, helping her come down while I wanted nothing more than to fuck the shit out of her right then and cum like crazy, but I let her ride out her orgasm.
Smiling serenely, Mallory kissed me first softly, then deeper and more passionately, punctuated by one final, quick peck.



"Thank you," she said, climbing off of me, twisting and pushing me so I was on my back on the bed. I didn't know what she was doing until she turned around and straddled my face, dropping her wet, stretched out pussy onto my face and taking my cock into her mouth. She sucked it deep into her throat, teasing my balls and the root of my cock with her hands. Mallory attacked my cock like a starving woman, jacking and sucking and licking, doing everything she could to make me cum.
I did what I could to return the favor, licking her pussy in our impromptu 69, but I wasn't nearly as good at multitasking as she was, apparently. I could only give her pussy the most cursory attention, if only for her amazing oral skills. I tried to keep up, I honestly did, but I was already so foregone there wasn't much I could do.
"FUCK, I'M CUMMING!" I yelled from her pussy, unleashing a torrent of cum into her mouth. Mallory sucked me vigorously, slowing her pace only enough so that she could keep swallowing. I didn't think it'd be possible that she could keep up, but she found a way, gulping down shot after shot of cum. I was still shooting off when she came up for air, gasping and choking slightly. I must've hit her, but I couldn't see it yet, and I was too lost to care.
When I finally finished, I fell back on the mattress, exhausted.
"Holy shit," Mallory said.
"Yeah... that was pretty amazing," I admitted.
"Oh, yeah, that too, I was just kind of in awe of how much you came," she said, finally turning around to face me. While she'd swallowed most of my cum, there was still a river of it coating her chin, neck and tits.
"Oh, shit, sorry," I said.
"Why? I like the taste of cum, and it's way easier to clean up than half the makeup I use," she said, prancing almost gleefully to my clothes.
"What're you doing?" I asked. She rooted around in my pockets and came up with my phone.
"Josie told me something about you taking pictures?" Mallory said, holding my phone with a look of amusement (and my cum) on her face.
Backpedaling, I said, "It's not like I'm taking trophies or anything, it was just something that started like a joke and-"
"Relax. This would hardly be the worst picture I've ever taken. Just don't share it or anything? I've got a reputation to keep up," she said, tossing me the phone, posing as cutely as she could with my cum all over her face and chest. I couldn't argue with any of that logic, and was all too happy to add her to my 'Senior Year Memories' album. I couldn't explain why, but I was pretty sure Mallory would end up one of the fondest of those memories.
Picture taken, Mallory stepped into her bathroom and came out with a towel, wiping the cum from her face and chest. Smiling broadly, she jumped up onto the bed next to me, cuddling in my arms.
"So, do you need to like, get out of here in a hurry or anything?" Mallory asked.
"Not really. Why?" I asked.
"Well, first I was thinking of getting in touch with Nadia and confirming project details; I'd appreciate having you there to back me up," Mallory said.
"Sure," I replied.
"Then, well, I lost some time working on Kerrigan while we were fucking, which was still fantastic and I really appreciate, but if I'm gonna spend the next few weeks spending my free time on this haunt project, I could really use a second set of hands for a couple hours tonight to finish the stage of Kerrigan I was on so I don't leave that half-done. You good to help me out?" Mallory asked.
I didn't have to think too long about how to answer this. "Of course."
"Wonderful," she replied, kissing my neck. "And after that, if you still don't need to run, I wouldn't say no to a little more fun. I like that you see me for who I am, but I will say... I wouldn't mind giving you a bit of a show of some of my works. I love fucking in the right costume, and since I don't get the opportunity very often..."
Mallory let her words trail off, and I was more than happy to fill in the gaps with my own imagination. She had a lot of amazing looks online, and the racks of clothing she had around her room promised a lot of choice. I'd lived a lot of moments recently that felt like a nerd fantasy come to life, but this one looked to be the one to take the cake.
"I think I can make the time," I said.
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*****
Previously, on Senior Year Memories: Nerdy 18-year-old Ryan Collins takes his job preparing the Puma Press' haunted house for his school's Halloween Scream fundraiser seriously, and with the help of friend and sexy goth slut Josie Wong, is starting to pull things together. Ryan was nervous when editor of the Puma Press, Nadia Barclay, asked him to seduce a former friend of hers into helping them out, but hesitantly agreed to go along with it. Finding that friend was beautiful cosplayer Mallory Dourif, Ryan was honest with her about asking for her help. Appreciating his honesty and genuine interest in her, Mallory wound up seducing Ryan and agreeing to help the Puma Press with their haunted house.
***
When senior year started, I knew my schedule would be packed. I knew it'd be really busy with the AP classes, tests, SATs and college prep I'd be doing, not to mention the time I meant to spend with Tori and Dad. Back when this was all I expected to be doing, I thought that this year sounded insanely busy.
While that itinerary hadn't changed in the slightest, it had gotten a little more crowded over time than I'd expected.
First came the history tutoring. My favorite teacher, Mrs. Lynn, talked me into that.
Then came working on the Puma Press. My best friend, Tori, talked me into that.
Then came working on the Puma Press' haunted house for our school's Halloween Scream fundraiser. The paper's editor, Nadia, talked me into that.
On top of all of these, came the sex. I guess that's one I blamed on Kaitlyn Pruitt, but an almost supernatural sense of good luck that I wasn't going to argue with had some play in there too.
Since the school year had begun, I'd had sex with nine different women. Four of them were cheerleaders (Kaitlyn, Brooke, Haley and Addison, who was also the Homecoming Queen), one was a teacher (Mrs. Lynn), one was an overachiever (Nadia), one was a goth princess (Josie), one was a nerd goddess (Mallory) and one was my best friend (Tori). I'd started the year as a virgin with no expectation of ending it any differently, yet a chance encounter with Kaitlyn trying to get out of homework threw a monkey wrench in everything and really fucked up my schedule. It was true, that if these were all one-off events, I might've still had some free time on my hands, but they weren't. Kaitlyn, Brooke and Josie all wanted to monopolize my free time (specifically my mouth and cock), and Mrs. Lynn enjoyed the occasional after school tryst. I still had some hopes for second (or third, or fourth...) encounters with some of the others too, not that that helped my schedule.
Don't get me wrong, it wasn't that I didn't enjoy all the sex. Far from it, actually. An overactive and happy sex life with a lot of people I liked and cared about, many of whom actually liked and cared about me in return, was pretty fucking fantastic; it was still just very overwhelming and unexpected. I was only beginning to understand the magnitude of what was happening and what I needed to adjust to, but I was sure that in time I'd probably be able to manage all of these balls in the air without too much difficulty. For now, though, I was taking lessons from Mallory and learning how to multitask.
Take the incident two days after my encounter with Mallory, for instance. I had a lot of tasks to juggle, and I think I did a pretty good job managing them.
Nadia was asking me to look through my contacts for a few attractive girls who wouldn't be afraid of dressing as semi-slutty clowns to entice crowds to come into our haunted house.
Kaitlyn, meanwhile, was long overdue for some tutoring.
And what do you know, when I went over to Kaitlyn's to tutor her, Kaitlyn mysteriously had to send a text, and Brooke showed up not long afterward. No doubt this was Kaitlyn's way of trying to get out of her tutoring, distracting me with a three-way (admittedly not a bad strategy), but she didn't take into account how dedicated I was to my new multitasking spirit.
This probably explained why her face was so sour as she poured over notes and books mere feet away from me and Brooke naked and fucking doggystyle in her bed.
"This is so fucking not fair," Kaitlyn grumbled. She was naked, her luscious DD-cup tits, toned body and sweet pussy on full display, dark, lusty eyes looking out from behind a sheet of silky black hair. She'd clearly expected this afternoon to go different, and maybe even thought that if she were naked she could talk me out of tutoring, but she was sorely mistaken. Her eyes promised punishment, but when I was buried ten inches deep into her slutty blonde best friend, I had a hard time caring about such trivialities
Brooke was a very vocal fucker. Petite and blonde, she made up for her lack of tits as big as Kaitlyn's with a nice round butt that loved to be fucked and the enthusiasm of ten girls. She loved to wear me out and bring me back for more, which her tight little asshole was admittedly rather talented at doing, almost as much as she loved talking during sex. She pounded back against me almost as hard as I was fucking her on Kaitlyn's bed, her twin blonde pigtails bouncing every which way with each impact.
"Well, like, if you'd totally done your studying, we could all be here together sweaty and naked and fucking each other, but you, like, didn't!" Brooke squealed as I pounded into her.
"Yeah, but you're on my bed," Kaitlyn grumbled.
Pounding into Brooke's pussy, I said, "As soon as you can tell me, oh fuck, tell me the significance of the Federalist Papers, yeah, like that, the names of their three authors, and summarize one of the important papers for me, then you can join us."
"This is what Google's for! When the fuck am I going to need this in real life?" Kaitlyn complained.
In a sing-song, pleasured wail, Brooke answered, "Because those who, like, don't learn from history are doomed to repeat it!"
Brooke was never one of the brightest bulbs in the circuit, but she had the most random moments of brilliance that I was seriously wondering if she was secretly smart.
"Nicely said," I replied.
"Thanks!" Brooke squealed, twisting and holding one of her hands up to me. Still fucking her as hard as I could, I returned the high-five.
This didn't improve Kaitlyn's move. "THIS! SUCKS!"
Brooke and I didn't really care about what Kaitlyn did and didn't think sucked. We just cared about sex, and the other point I'd wanted to talk to them about.
"So, I, like thought about what you were proposing about the, ya know, haunted house?" Brooke said.
"Yeah?" I grunted.
"I was thinkin', like, fuck, fuck, fuck, right there, god, yeah, like, that there was this party I might go to before, but since, god, I really feel like I owe ya one for bein' so cool and hangin' out and being one of my new besties and all the really sweet fuckings, I'll totally be there," Brooke said.
"Thanks," I said, pulling her up so I could kiss her while still fucking into her. She kissed me back as energetically ever, before she turned to smile sweetly at Kaitlyn.
"See? If you, like, did your homework, you could be up here with us!" Brooke said.
"Oh, fuck off, like you're doing better in history?" Kaitlyn shot back.
"Hey, I'm not the one in tutoring!" Brooke replied easily.
"You know, god, I could tutor you too," I said, pushing her back down on all fours so I could keep fucking her. I was getting close, and so was she, and I wanted to be in a prime position to take advantage for both of us. I grabbed her by the hips and just went to town, my cock blurring in and out of her tight, hot little pussy, making her tiny little tits and blonde pigtails bounce wildly.
"You would? That'd be FUUUUUUUUUCKINNNNNGGGGGG SWEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEET!!" Brooke screamed as he came, her pussy tightening intensely around my cock.
"OOOOOOOOH FUUUUUUUUUUCK!" I yelled, cum rocketing from my cock and filling her pussy. Even as her own orgasm overtook her, she squeezed my cock for all it was worth, milking every last drop out into her tight, hot cunt. It felt like I'd shot off a gallon or more, and still she squeezed me, finding some way to coax more cum from me.
That was one of many things to love about Brooke: she was insatiable.
I collapsed on top of her on Kaitlyn's bed, both of us laughing and kissing and sounding every bit like a pair of idiot teens who'd just had some wild sex, no doubt. I rolled off of Brooke, and she made a wanting, pouty sound as my cock slid out of her stretched to the max pussy, a river of cum flowing out after.
"You better be saving some of that cum for me," Kaitlyn said, glowering.
"You been hitting those books while we made sweet music?" Brooke asked.
Kaitlyn showed the pile of books and notes she'd been pouring over. "I've hit these books. I've hit them hard. I've hit them so hard in the balls none of them are gonna ever be able to have kids. I may not be able to tell you shit about the Federalist Papers, yet, but I've made these books fucking bleed."
She was glowering and intense, but when Brooke looked to me for confirmation, I shrugged. Brooke returned the shrug. "That's a good enough answer for me!"
Brooke rotated into a seating position on the bed, scooting to the edge and splaying her leaking pussy out for Kaitlyn to see. It probably wasn't exactly what Kaitlyn was looking for when she was asking for cum, but Brooke and I knew about as well as anyone that Kaitlyn was a major league cumslut and wasn't going to let any go to waste. She leaned into Brooke's dripping pussy and licked my cum out of it luxuriantly. Brooke, for her part, loved the attention her pussy was getting, moaning and pinching her nipples while she watched her bestie eat her out.
Come to think of it, I was rather enjoying the show too, but I also had some of that damned multitasking to take care of.
"So, what do you say, Kaitlyn? Will you help us out, dress like a sexy clown for a good cause?" I asked.
Kaitlyn stopped licking my cum from Brooke's cunt, which made Brooke whimper indignantly.
"Get that cock going again and fuck me harder than you fucked Brooke without making me memorize any of that shit and then, maybe, we'll talk," Kaitlyn said.
I thought this over. "Could you at least give me the three authors of the Federalist Papers?"
Without missing a beat, Kaitlyn said, "Alexander Hamilton, James Madison and John Jay."
Disgruntled, Brooke turned to me, "Did she get it?"
"She got it," I nodded. Kaitlyn looked rather proud of herself. Frankly, I was proud of her too. My tutoring method might be unconventional, but I had a feeling I might actually be getting through to her.
"Good," Brooke said, forcing Kaitlyn's face back into her pussy. Considering the vigor that Kaitlyn licked my cum out of Brooke's cuntlips with, I don't think she objected. I sat back and watched the show, wondering for what might've been the thousandth, or perhaps ten-thousandth time how I'd gotten this fucking lucky, when the post-sex haze started to leave my mind and another concern came to me. It wasn't immediate enough that I'd deny Brooke another orgasm, but it was something I had to focus on while I watched to make sure I wouldn't forget.
Once Kaitlyn had eaten all of my cum from Brooke's pussy and given her another orgasm, I asked the first question I needed to ask, "So, Kaitlyn, sexy clown?"
Kaitlyn sighed her irritated sigh. "Fine, I'll be a sexy clown for your haunted house."
"And could you see in your heart about asking some of the other cheerleaders?" I asked, hopeful.
"I wouldn't press my luck," Kaitlyn said.
"I would!" Brooke said. "I'll, like, totally ask around."
"Thanks," I said to Brooke. She smiled at me sweetly. Then, to Kaitlyn, I said, "There's one other thing I wanted to ask you."
"What?" Kaitlyn asked.
"What can you tell me about Rose Ferris?" I asked.
"Why do you want to know about Rose Ferris?" Brooke asked, wrinkling her nose.
"And why do you always have to give her such a hard time?" Kaitlyn asked. Then, to me, Kaitlyn asked, "And why do you want to know about Rose Ferris?"
I could've told the truth, or I could've lied, but in the end they'd have gotten the truth from me, so it wasn't worth hiding. "Nadia wants me to... convince Rose to help us work on our haunted house."
"Convince with your cock, no doubt," Kaitlyn said, reaching out and playfully squeezing my erection.
"Something like that, yeah," I said. "And I know she's a friend of yours, but... I'm sensing a problem?"
"There's no problem," Kaitlyn said.
"Sorta is a problem," Brooke said.
This would've been an odd conversation if the three of us weren't naked, but since we were it made the moment all the more surreal as I tried to wrap my head around it.
"Rose used to cheerlead with us," Kaitlyn explained. "And was almost as big a slut as Brooke and me."
"Almost," Brooke stressed emphatically.
"She was always kinda weird, but that was never really a problem, because everyone's got a weird friend, right?" Kaitlyn said.
"Some of us more than one," I admitted.
Kaitlyn continued, "But then, junior year, out of the blue she decided that cheerleading was 'too mainstream' and quit on us. She'd become..."
"...a hipster!" Brooke said with the same hushed tone of dread and poison you'd normally only hear from someone in a movie talking about one of their dearest loved ones becoming a werewolf.
"A hipster? That's it?" I asked. I knew plenty of hipsters. They weren't all that great, but they weren't all that bad either; they were just kind of their own strange thing.
"Well, when you put it like that, it does, like, sound totally strange," Brooke admitted. "But, I swear, she wasn't the same!"
"People change," Kaitlyn said. "It isn't always a bad thing."
"It is when they're no longer fun! Rose used to be, like, tons of fun, and now she's... a hipster!" Brooke protested.
This was getting us nowhere. I focused on Kaitlyn. "But, you're still friends with her, right?"
"Yeah," Kaitlyn said.
"Well, is there anything you can tell me that'll help me score points with her? If Nadia's gonna try to keep pimping me out to get help, I'd rather it be someone who doesn't entirely hate me or Nadia because that'd make things a lot easier," I said.
"How do you know she doesn't hate either of ya?" Brooke asked.
"Because Nadia didn't warn me, and right after Kaitlyn and me first hooked up, Rose kinda felt up my cock in the school lunch line and didn't go away looking all that displeased, so I think she's interested, but I'm kinda sorta in need of an introduction, and if you could do that, Kaitlyn, that'd really help," I said.
"I'll do you one better," Kaitlyn said, standing up and climbing onto the bed next to us. "I'll set the two of you up. I'll put you two in the same place at the same time and make sure you've got enough time together for you to work your magic. In exchange..."
"In exchange, what?" I asked.
She pushed me onto the bed, climbing over and straddling my face. Kaitlyn asked, "I'm gonna sit on your face so long your breath'll smell like my slutty little cunt for days. Whaddya think of that?"
I didn't have enough time to both think and then verbalize my thoughts, but as Kaitlyn's sweet, slutty little cunt descended on my mouth, her delicious taste hitting my tongue as it probed her depths, I had to say that it sounded like a pretty fair exchange.
***
Though not a particularly large or old town, Regan Hills was large enough and old enough to have one stretch of Main Street called "Old Town Regan Hills." There wasn't a lot of actual old to Old Town, aside from City Hall and the First Regan Hills Church; most of it was just a bunch of trendy indie shops designed to bilk people from neighboring towns out of their money on overpriced "vintage" goods. It wasn't to say that Old Town was without its charms, especially with the Halloween decorations that made every storefront window a blast of orange and black, but it wasn't the part of town I normally liked to hang around.
It was, however, where I was supposed to meet up with Rose Ferris for our "blind date," as Kaitlyn put it. Being that I hadn't ever been on anything resembling a traditional date in the past (not counting accompanying Kaitlyn to Homecoming), I was a little nervous. I mean, I understood that it wasn't going to be an actual date; the way Nadia wanted it and Kaitlyn set it up, it was likely going to be more sex than wining and dining, but it still meant meeting someone in public, possibly even hanging out with them in public, and that had me nervous.
Even with all I'd been through, social situations still made me anxious.
This is probably why I spent more time than I needed to walking up and down Main Street, looking at decorations and hyping myself up for what was going to happen. This is what led to me standing outside the First Regan Hills Church, looking at the poster next to the marquee. Not being the churchgoing sort, it wasn't something that I normally would've paid attention to, but the fire and brimstone look of the poster really caught my eye.
"The 7 Sins of Halloween Hell House! - October 31st"
"Salvation Lies Within!"
"Hosted by the Regan Hills Young Christian Purity Brigade"
Worried for reasons I couldn't fully explain, I took a picture with my phone and shot it to Josie with a joking text.
Me: Competition we oughta be worried about?
I mostly did this as a stalling technique, something to buy me some time before I had to meet Rose. I didn't actually expect as quick a response as Josie wound up sending me.
Josie: As competition? No.
Josie: Might be a problem, though.
Me: Problem?
Josie: You know Sophie Cusack?
Me: Sorta. Brown hair? Huge tits? Always wears the same ugly sweaters, gold cross and purity ring?
Josie: Why am I not surprised that you mention the huge tits?
Me: Because she's got huge tits.
Me: What about her?
Josie: She's been rattling her saber, telling people she's gonna put on a protest outside the Halloween Scream with her Brigade.
Me: And that's a problem? Protests bring attention, and any publicity's good publicity, right?
Josie: I don't think it'll be a problem, but Nadia's worried. If the protest turns anyone away, it's gonna hurt the school. Less money to go around, more losses, you get the picture.
I did, and it wasn't a picture I liked. I was with Josie on this, that it didn't sound like it should be a huge problem, but it was something I thought we probably ought to have kept an eye on.
Me: Anything we gotta do about it?
Josie: Not yet. But if it looks like it might be bad, maybe we should go see if we can talk some sense into Sophie? See if we can get her to change her tune? Anything so Nadia's not on our asses, right?
I thought it over, then typed back a quick response.
Me: It's worth a shot.
Josie: I agree.
Josie: ...
Josie: So, what're you wearing?
Me: Nadia wants me to "convince" Rose Ferris to help us, so, clothes. For now. You?
Josie: [JOSIE HAS SENT YOU AN ATTACHMENT]
Me: ...
Me: Being that that's a close-up picture of you sticking a finger up your asshole, I can't see what you're wearing and must note that you haven't answered my question.
Josie: You know, you can be such a little bitch sometimes.
Me: Try calling me that when I've got my cock shoved all the way up your ass.
Josie: I will.
Me: Promises, promises...
Josie: I can make that promise tonight if you can make it.



Me: Let me get back to you? I've got a "date."
Josie: Good luck.
Josie: Break a leg.
Josie: P.s. you're a little bitch.
Smiling, I pocketed my phone. Even if my Saturday with Rose turned out to be a bust, I could always hang out with Josie afterward. Or Brooke. Or Kaitlyn. It felt nice to have options, even if not every option was the way you wanted it to be.
Like Tori.
It'd been a while since I'd hung out with Tori outside of school or Puma Press meetings. I wanted to believe that that was only because we'd both been really busy lately, but I knew that wasn't entirely it. I knew things were strange because of what'd happened right after Homecoming, because we'd had sex, because I'd told her that I loved her. She didn't reciprocate, said she wanted things to be uncomplicated between us. I said I respected that even if I didn't fully believe it, but ever since then, uncomplicated started feeling awfully complicated and we'd started to drift apart.
I didn't want to drift apart from Tori. Even if she didn't want to love me back the way I loved her, she was still my best friend for most of my life, and I didn't want to lose that.
I looked up and saw that I was outside of Marsters' Secondhand Books, where I was supposed to meet up with Rose. Still surprisingly nervous, I thought of one last way that I could stall for time and sent a quick text to Tori.
Me: Wanna hang out soon? Feels like it's been forever.
Unlike Josie, I didn't get a response from Tori right away. This was annoying, since I'd have liked to stall just a little bit longer, but knowing that I was already late, I sucked it up and entered the store.
Marsters' was a small, cramped store that had that wonderful smell of old books that I could've lived for and a slight air of trendy pomposity that made me almost wary of the place. While half of the store was taken up by a maze of tightly packed bookshelves, the other half was taken up by a cramped and overpriced little coffee shop. In the back is a twisting, wrought iron staircase leading to the second floor, which in addition to holding more used books had reading rooms and alcoves where people could play from a variety of used board games. Between the bookshelves that didn't seem to put their books in anything resembling alphabetical order and all the signs in the place being chalkboards clearly designed to be posted to Instagram, it was a strange mix of the familiar and alien, of things I wished to avoid and things I wished to embrace.
Sometimes, though, things found a way of embracing me. Like the pair of arms around my neck, for instance.
"Hello, Ryan Collins," a husky voice whispered in my ear, before a pair of lips pressed against the back of my neck.
When the arms let go of me, I got to turn around and take in 18-year-old Rose Ferris in all of her glory.
At about 5'8" with an athletic build, lightly tanned skin, wavy blonde hair that fell about her shoulders, C-cup tits and an ass to kill for, it wasn't that hard to see how Rose used to be a cheerleader. Her face was cute but held a world-weary look of cynicism only bolstered by her confident and bright smile that gave her a wise beyond her years look that I rather liked. The way she dressed, I could see why Brooke in all of her hot pink glory would have thought Rose crazy since her style was eclectic. She wore a brown t-shirt for a band I'd never heard of underneath a light crocheted poncho that barely would've worked as a net and her forearms were covered by elbow-length, black and white striped fingerless gloves. Her jeans were so distressed they could barely be called pants. Her hair snuck out from under a black fedora, with three streaks of bright blue dye cutting into her platinum blonde hair, while her mischievous green eyes looked over the edge of a pair of one size too-large but not terribly dark sunglasses.
Her look may have been eclectic, but there was no denying she was hot. Not with that hungry look she gave me, at least.
"Hello, Rose Ferris," I returned. "I didn't know we were on a hugging basis."
"Oh, please, with what we're gonna be doing today, you're squeamish about a little hugging?" Rose chided.
How much had Kaitlyn told her? "What are we gonna be doing today?"
Playfully, Rose softly punches my shoulders. "Oh, we're gonna drink some coffee, play some games, do some shopping, some fucking, standard stuff, you know?"
If I'd heard this only a couple months ago, I'd have probably done a double take then and there. Her casual confidence with saying this was almost enough to still get that kind of response from me, but I held back.
"Sounds like an interesting day," I said, trying to come off with even a fraction of her casual confidence and failing miserably.
"I was hoping you'd say... something like that. Come on," Rose said, grabbing me by the wrist and guiding me toward the back of the store. After waiting first to let someone come down, I followed her up the wrought iron spiral staircase to the second floor. Truthfully, though awkward to climb, I rather liked the spiral staircase, as it gave me a good chance to really look at Rose. Her ass had a nice flare to it that took everything in my power not to grab right here, and though I'd been with girls who'd had bigger tits, looking up at her breasts from below let me know they were nothing to sneeze at. At one point, she looked down at me and smiled wickedly.
"Just so you know," Rose said as we ascended, "I've already agreed to help Nadia out, so you don't have to do anything today that you don't want to."
Well, that was convenient.
"And if I do want to?" I asked.
"Then we keep going," she instructed.
Once at the top, she led me through the tighter, even more winding maze of the second floor's bookshelves before stopping at a dark little out of the way alcove that looked like it'd once been a booth stolen from a restaurant. A single bare light bulb hanging from the ceiling lit the table between the two bench seats, illuminating a board game that'd already been set up.
"You ever play Scythe?" Rose asked.
"No," I admitted.
"Well, after you're done fingering me, we should play; it's pretty great," Rose said.
"Well, I- wait, what?" I said. She slid into one of the benches and beckoned me to follow her. Curious, if a bit confused, I did as I was told.
With timing that couldn't have been better, the moment I'd fully sat down, a barista from the coffee shop downstairs came up with a tray. If I'd noticed who it was right away, I probably would've yelped, but I was too far gone by that point and was only able to look up in silent horror as I realized it was Mallory Dourif. Seeing her dressed in the uniform of the coffee shop downstairs didn't make her any less beautiful, with her kind, delicate features and shaved head, though the way her eyes went wide when she saw me filled me with an unexpected fear.
"Hey," she said to me, her voice a little too high.
"Hey," I responded.
"Hey," Rose said, cool as a cucumber, though still looking at Mallory and me with amusement. "Drinks?"
"Oh, uh, right," Mallory said, setting a large cup of coffee topped with whipped cream in front of Rose, and a canned energy drink in front of me.
"I ordered for ya, hope you don't mind. Kaitlyn said you were into energy drinks, right?" Rose said.
"Yeah," I said, eyes flicking from Mallory to Rose.
"I didn't expect to see you here," Mallory said, her eyes telling me more that she didn't expect to see me here with Rose.
"I didn't know you worked here," I explained.
"Ooh, drama, I love drama," Rose said, smiling and taking a sip from her coffee. "Exquisite work, thanks, Mal."
"Don't mention it," Mallory said. She didn't look jealous, but did look something awfully close to it. "So... I see Nadia's sent Ryan to coax you into helping out with the Halloween Scream too?"
Rose laughed, taking another sip. "If she were half as Machiavellian as she thinks she is, yes, but she's not. If it'd just been simple as her siccing Ryan's cock on me, I'd have been curious but I'd have turned her down. Lucky for her, though, I love sticking it to those drama club assholes, and I've had my eye on Ryan, or at least certain parts of him, since he came on the market earlier this year. No, I'm not here for a sales pitch or even a wooing, but just for some good and proper fun. Can I surmise by the way you're looking at us there that he's as fun as multiple reliable sources have informed me?"
The plainness with which Rose talked was almost a shock to the system, and I could've sworn I'd died right then and there if Mallory were half as surprised as I was. Thank god, though, she wasn't. She mulled over what Rose had said then nodded softly.
"You've heard correctly," Mallory admitted.
"Fantastic," Rose said, slipping a five dollar bill across the table for Mallory. Mallory eyed the bill, took it, then slid it into her apron's pocket.
Mallory looked us up and down, smiled, and started away, then stepped back. "Look... if you're gonna do anything here, and I'm not saying you should, just keep it down and don't make too much of a mess, okay? They'll make me clean it up."
"We won't do anything," I said.
"I never said that, but we'll be discrete," Rose said, which only made my eyes grow wider.
Mallory rolled her eyes. "Just don't get me fired, okay?"
"We won't," I said.
"And Ryan?" Mallory said, walking away.
"Yeah?" I asked.
Looking over her shoulder and cocking her hip, she said, "When you're ready to have some real fun, you know where to find me."
Though I couldn't see her smiling, I knew she must've had a smug as hell look on her face as she sauntered away.
Rose's smile, however, I could see.
"So, you and Mallory, huh? Not bad," Rose said.
"Thank you," I said, trying not to feel embarrassed and finding it a challenge. Rose was just so cool, so relaxed, I wanted to match that energy so I could keep up with her, but it was hard when she was talking about doing something here. Especially when we were so close in the booth, so close I could practically feel her warmth at a distance.
"You've really been making the rounds? A proper slut. I like proper sluts; they usually know what they're doing. You do know what you're doing, right?" Rose asked.
"I've never heard any complaints," I boasted coolly.
"You may have never heard any complaints, but this doesn't mean there aren't any," she challenged.
Rose was riling me up, that cocky, confident smile never leaving her lips. I wanted to wipe that smile off her face. I wanted to know what those lips were capable of doing. I slid in closer, placing a hand on her thigh and leaning in to whisper in her ear.
"Well, for starters, I've eaten the pussy of every girl I've ever been with until she came on my face screaming, and that's before I went in for a second helping. Because I will do whatever it takes to drive you wild, to put you at the peaks of pleasure and then push you over the fucking edge, to make you come back for more panting and begging until you've had my mouth, my fingers, my cock... Because once I've filled you with cum, I'll be ready for more in no time. That is, of course, if you can keep up with me," I said.
I was impressed; I didn't stumble over that half-assed speech even once and at least half of it was the truth. Rose seemed impressed too.
"Strong words, but can you back them up with more than just words?" Rose challenged.
I leaned in, kissing her. Her lips were so soft, soft and exciting. She kissed me back enthusiastically, smiling when we parted.
Rose said, "Good start, but I was thinking of something a little more..."
Grabbing the hand I'd placed on her thigh, she guided it up above the edge of her pants. Quickly, she undid her belt, the button on her pants and pulled down the zipper. Eagerly, she slid my hand beneath her panties, pressing my fingers against her dripping slit.
"...vigorous?" I suggested, rubbing two fingers against her clit.
"I like your word choice," she whispered, her voice breathy and excited. Her voice wasn't the only part of her that was excited; her pussy was sopping wet.
"You're excited," I noted, fingering her more intensely. She bit her lip, grabbing the table to hold herself back.
"I've been waiting for a while. You were late, so I nearly got myself started, but I said, 'Rose, hold off, Kaitlyn promised you a good time, she promised she got this one nice and ready for you,' so I waited patiently, but I'm not waiting anymore," Rose said, barely able to hold back a moan.
"Kaitlyn does like to think she taught me everything I know, but I've had a few good teachers," I said. She leaned over and kissed me, reaching across so she could stroke my rock hard cock through my pants.
"With a cock like this, I can imagine," Rose said. She bit her lip to hold through another squeal as I continued fingering her, reaching down and slipping my middle finger easily inside of her.
Rose writhed in her seat, rubbing more of herself against my hand as I inserted my index finger into her as well, fucking into her harder and harder with my fingers and building up a real rhythm. Desperately, she pulled off one of her gloves, then reached down to undo my belt, button and zipper, fishing all ten inches of my thick, hard cock out under the table.
"Oh fuck, what I'm gonna do with this," she grunted softly as she began jacking my cock. I didn't have the head start that she did, but it didn't take long for her to get the precum flowing, not with her skilled touch. She really knew how to work my cock, and it took everything I had not to loudly moan in the quiet bookstore. That nobody had seen or heard what we were doing yet felt like a minor miracle.
"What are you gonna, fuck, do with it?" I whispered.
"Not sure, yet," Rose hissed. "I'm what you might call a cum connoisseur, so I was thinking I'd see, shit, right there, you got it, I was thinking... I was thinking I'd see how much of it I could swallow, but something tells me, a cock this big, I wouldn't be able to get it all down. I'd try, but I'd probably fail, wouldn't I?"
"I don't think anyone's swallowed all my cum yet," I admitted, my voice barely a whisper from the pleasure she was giving me.
"Not that you, right there, yes... not that you'd have a problem with it getting everywhere, not with that album you're collecting?" Rose said.
I was impressed that we were able to hold nearly this coherent a conversation while we pleasured each other, but I got the impression that we were both pretty good at this. "Kaitlyn told you everything, didn't she?"
"Maybe not all the gory details, but enough that I know I want you to eat my pussy almost as much as I want this coooooooooooooooooock, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!" Rose said, her pussy shuddering and spasming against my hand as my fingers were coated with a gush of juices. I could tell she wanted to cry out and scream, but she bit her lip so hard I thought it might draw blood, keeping the scream at bay. With how powerful it was, I felt rather grateful that she hadn't torn my cock off.
I was really hoping to use it in the near future.
I let up with my fingering, slightly, but I didn't take my hand from her pussy. Not until her breathing normalized, not until she pulled my hand out and sucked and licked my fingers and palm, licking all of her juices free while she jacked my cock.
"You're bad," I said.
"I know," Rose replied. "Lemme guess, Kaitlyn told you that I was a slut, but not a big a slut as her?"
"Something like that," I grunted, feeling the cum boiling in my balls. The way she was going, I wouldn't have much longer before I'd paint the underside of this table with cum.
"You know she said that because she's jealous, right?" Rose whispered, leaning in close as she picked up speed with her jacking. Licking up the side of my neck, she spoke up just enough that I could hear that husky, sexy voice of hers in all its glory. "We're friends. Really good friends, if you get my meaning, but she's always been jealous of how much more a proper fucking slut I am than her. About how much more I know, about how, even though I've got smaller tits and don't toss the pom poms in the air anymore, I can still drive guys wild in a way she'll never understand. About how I can make a guy cum with just a word, and the lightest touch."
Demonstrating this point, she let off the pressure on my ready to fire cock, rubbing it with only the lightest touch of her fingertips. "What do you say, Ryan Collins? You wanna cum for me?"
I nodded, softly, achingly wanting this more than I'd ever wanted anything in my life before.
"Then cum for me, Ryan Collins. Let it all out and fucking cum for me!" Rose whispered urgently. Her voice was soft and sultry, a faint hint of a growl from her naturally husky tone slipping in. It was her handjob that got me started, but it was that damn sweet voice of hers that set me off.
"I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" I whispered, not wanting to make a mess but not seeing how one was possible to avoid.
Rose saw this, tilting my cock upwards and bending over, taking the head between her lips as I fired shot after shot of cum down her throat. Enthusiastically she tried to swallow every drop, but with what I was shooting off and how full her mouth already was with cock, it wasn't long before her cheeks bulged out and she almost began choking. I was lost to the pleasure at this point, and it wasn't like I could tell my cock to stop firing cum, but it was impressive how she kept trying well past the point I'd have expected her to give up.
When I was finally finished, and Rose slurped and swallowed as much as she could, she got up, giving my cockhead one last quick kiss and swirling her tongue over it so I wouldn't forget. She'd gotten almost all of my cum down, but there was a small trickle down her chin. Quickly, she wiped it up with her ungloved hand, licked it up, and smiled at me cutely.
"So, that was pretty fun," she said.
"Uh, yeah," I said, still coming down from my orgasm. Suddenly fearful that someone might walk by at a moment's notice, I forced my cock (still pretty hard) with some difficulty into my pants, while still cool as a cucumber, Rose put herself back together like nothing had happened at all, casually taking a sip of her coffee.
"So, uh, what do we do now?" I asked.
"Well, I meant what I said about my plans for the day. You don't have to stay if you don't want to, but if you're good to hang out, play some board games, and do some shopping, I wouldn't mind ending things by going somewhere where you can make me scream, because I am a fairly notorious screamer. If you're up for it," Rose said.
I would've answered her in an instant if it weren't for the buzzing in my pocket. New text message. I told myself I'd ignore it, give her an answer, but at the same time it could be important.
"One sec," I said, checking the text.
"Take your time, I got coffee," Rose mused, taking a long, luxuriant sip. "It's not quite cum, but it's got its charms."
I laughed, finally unlocking my phone and checking the new message.
Tori: I'm down to hang. Doin anything right now?
"Shit," I muttered.
"Bad news?" Rose asked.
"No, just..."
What was it just?
Inconvenient?
Poorly timed?
I really did want to hang out with Tori, because it had been such a long time, but things were just starting to get interesting with Rose. I didn't have to spend this time with her because Nadia wanted me to, that mission was accomplished before I got here, but I wanted to. It wasn't even the promise of sex that did it, but something weirdly magnetic about her. I wanted to be around her. I wanted to get to know her some more. And, yeah, I really did want to fuck her, too.
It was a tough call, which is why I had a hard time sending the next text.



Me: Busy right now. Tomorrow, maybe?
Tori: ...
Tori: Not sure on schedule. Hit me up again then?
I'd made my choice and I'd disappointed her, and now I felt like an asshole, but the way Rose looked and the way she looked at me, I was confident I'd made the right choice.
"So, we still on?" Rose asked when I pocketed my phone.
"Oh yeah," I said.
"Good," she said, pulling the game board and box over. "Because I'm gonna kick your ass at Scythe."
***
True to her word, Rose kicked my ass at Scythe. I won't say it was entirely fair being that she called it one of her favorite games and I'd never had the chance to play it before, but it was still fun listening to her describe the rules and give me just enough strategy tips to stay in the game while keeping ahead of me. I liked board games quite a bit and thought I could get good at this one in time, but for now I had to be content with losing to Rose.
Since she didn't rub it in my face any, I figured there were worse people I could've lost to.
After that defeat, we wandered the shelves side by side, making conversation. Despite understanding that I liked talking with her, I was distracted, and it didn't take her long to catch on.
"Where are you, right now, Ryan Collins?" she asked me out of the blue as she flipped through a book she pulled from the shelves.
"I'm here," I responded.
"Try again. Remember, there are no wrong answers if you're telling the truth," she said.
I sighed. If she was gonna read right through me like this, there was no way I was gonna hide from her. I explained, "I had to cancel on a friend I haven't hung out with in a while, my best friend, to be here, and I don't know how I feel about it."
"Well, if it's that important, why don't you invite him-"
"Her," I corrected.
Rose nodded understandingly. "Now it makes sense."
"What does?"
"You and her in your newfound slutty ways had sex, but because she's your best friend and more than just a casual fling, love got involved, but the two of you have a different definition of love," she said without taking her eyes from her book.
By the way she giggled, I knew she must've sensed my jaw dropping. "How did you-"
"-know?" she finished for me. "Because love and friendship and sweet, glorious sex are battlefields with which I am very familiar, and things become strange when there are major changes in the status quo. This is a recent development, between you two, yes?"
"Yeah," I acknowledged.
"And which one of you used the L-word?" Rose asked.
"I did," I said.
"And she didn't?"
"She didn't say she didn't love me, but..."
Again, Rose nodded knowingly. "Gotcha. The sex was fun, but let's stay friends and not ruin things because this change is kinda scary?"
"Sorta. Yeah. Like that. You... you've been there before?" I asked.
"Not there exactly, but close," Rose admitted. "I had fun being a cheerleader, I loved my friends and the chance to slut it up and get all sorts of attention, but after a while, my interests changed. I was always a tinkerer, taking things apart, putting things back together, finding lost things people had cast aside and transforming them into treasure. When I realized I liked doing that more than I liked being a cheerleader, I quit. You'd think my friends would be happy with the change if it made me happy, and some of them were. Kaitlyn, for all her bitchiness, is still one of my best friends. I lost Haley, though. And Brooke. Losing her hurt because we were so tight."
"I don't want to lose Tori," I said.
"You don't have to. You just gotta remember that, this is your life, and you gotta live it the way you see fit. Don't let anyone keep you in the box they've known you in just because it's the only way they know you. It's fucking senior year, the time when we're all on the tipping point of who we used to be and who we're gonna be. Don't you wanna find out who you're gonna be?" Rose proposed, putting her book back on the shelf before scanning more titles, probably looking for another of her lost treasures.
She gave me a lot to chew on. More than I expected, really. I had been letting myself get guided around by what people expected of me. Kaitlyn. Tori. Nadia. I loved, liked or respected them all, but I hadn't done a lot of thinking about what I wanted outside of what was immediately in front of me. I thought, briefly, that what I'd wanted before was to be together with Tori, and maybe that was something I'd always want, in some part of my mind at least, but it couldn't be the only thing I wanted. I'd kept myself distracted with school and the Halloween and other girls, but I hadn't really taken the time to figure out what I really wanted.
"Thanks," I said.
"For what?" Rose asked.
"Perspective. I think I need more of that, sometimes," I said.
"Anytime," she replied. "So, are you gonna go to her? Nothing wrong if your answer's yes."
Thinking on it, I said, "Not today. I think... I think I'd like to spend some more time with you, talking, if that's alright?"
"Suits me fine, though are you sure you just wanna talk?" Rose asked.
"Not just talk, but, talking is fine for now," I said.
"Well, what would you like to talk about? I've been doing all the yammering and making you think and all that, I'd say it's your turn to guide the course," she said, running her fingers down the spines of a row of books.
Looking for something a little less loaded, I asked, "So, you like to fix things? Find treasures and make them into something new? Is that why Nadia wants you to help us for the Scream?"
"That, and the year I spent on stage crew after cheerleading and before I got kicked out. I may look like your average, everyday hipster slut, but I can make sets, props and special effects cheaper, better and faster than that entire stage crew put together," Rose said proudly. Though it sounded impossible, I didn't doubt that she could do anything she put her mind to.
"Why'd you get kicked off of stage crew?" I asked.
"You know Faith Serrano?"
"Yeah," I said. She was a pretty Latina, head of the drama club and one of the hottest and most stuck up girls in school because she was a damn good actress with a bright future and she knew it as well as anyone else.
"She really pissed me off one day, getting all demanding on how a set wasn't working for her and that it was of course all my fault. So I found and fucked her boyfriend and her girlfriend then convinced them they'd be better off together than they'd be with her. I discovered in the same day that not only was I right about the two of them, but that I just 'wasn't stage crew material,'" Rose said, stopping her finger on the spine of one book. Pulling it from the shelf, she flipped open to the inner cover, then pulled out her phone to check something in it.
"That sucks," I said.
She shrugged. "Admittedly, I wasn't stage crew material. I like doing things my own way. I like finding my buried treasure. I found you, didn't I?"
"Actually, Kaitlyn-"
"Okay, I didn't find you first, but I did find you eventually, and I'm gonna make it up to you for how long it took me to find you," Rose said.
I liked the sound of that. "Are you?"
"Yeah," Rose said, tossing me the book. "You like Stephen King, right?"
"Of course," I said, turning the hardback book over in my hands. It was an old copy of 'Salem's Lot, and it smelled it. It had been well read and had a sticker on the inside cover from the Regan Hills Public Library, but aside from the pages having slight yellowing around the edges, it was in remarkably good condition.
"First edition," Rose said.
"No shit?" I said, turning it over in my hand, looking at the inner cover, not that I knew what exactly to look for. It had an odd, exciting energy to it that filled me with a sense of awe.
"Indeed it is, Ryan Collins. And, while not terribly valuable, this book is far cheaper here than you'd find a copy of online because the people who run this establishment wouldn't know treasure if it fell into their hands, spoke up and told them it was treasure," Rose said.
I may not have known if she was as good at set-building and special effects as she claimed to be, but it didn't matter. I was looking forward to working with Rose Ferris. Among other things...
"Thank you," I said.
"If you want it, you're buying it, but otherwise, you're welcome," Rose said proudly. "But after you've decided, how about we get around to finding a nice, quiet place where I can really scream?"
That sounded just fine to me.
***
It turned out, after some debate, that the best nice, quiet place where she could really scream was my bedroom. Even though it was the weekend, Dad was putting in a lazy half day at the office which would've left Rose and me a couple hours to ourselves. I didn't think what we had in mind would take that long, but it was always worth considering.
Making out and tightly intertwined with one another, I was only barely able to kick the door to my room shut as we navigated toward the bed, our hands all over each other as we pulled at our clothes and came away with nothing.
Blindly, Rose tripped over a shirt discarded on the floor, stumbled, and went to her knees.
"Shit, I'm sorry," I said, offering to help her up.
Because there was no way Rose wouldn't be cool and make the best of a situation that'd gone bad, she reached for my belt, undoing it and pulling down the zipper on my jeans. She said, "Why?"
Fishing my once again very hard cock out of my underwear, I realized I didn't have a good answer for her. Especially when she took my cock between her lips, somehow sucking it all down in one gulp. I may have had a few doubts here and there in our time together that she was a slut on par with Kaitlyn or Brooke or Josie, but feeling my cock disappearing down her throat as my balls hit her chin confirmed it. She fucked her face with my cock, gagging and choking as drool dripped down my balls, but she kept going, bringing the sweetest pleasure to my already sensitive dick.
It was fucking amazing, but I'd already felt her mouth earlier. I wanted more from her.
Tapping her shoulder, I got her to pull away, if with a frustrated coo. She looked up at me through her sunglasses, her eye makeup already streaking down her cheeks slightly.
"I really appreciate the blowjob, and you're really fucking good at it, but I was hoping I'd get a chance to make you cum with my mouth before we go any further," I said.
"Oh, well, if that's all you wanted," Rose said, standing up eagerly. She pulled off her poncho while I fumbled at her pants, pulling them, and her thong, down to her ankles in one easy move. I'd already touched her pussy earlier, but seeing it in all its moist, pink, perfectly shaved glory, ready and waiting for me and practically calling for my tongue, was another thing entirely. Tentatively, I reached down to it, lightly grazing her outer lips, the flare of her clit. She shivered, biting her lip and grabbing onto my shoulders for balance.
"Oh, you like that, don't you?" I teased.
"I think you that's pretty fucking obvious," she replied.
"I know, I just like hearing it sometimes," I said.
"You'll be hearing it soon enough. I told you I'm a screamer and I don't wanna disappoint," she said.
"Oh, I'll make you scream, I just wanted-"
"Eat my pussy, Ryan Collins, please?" she said, adding a bit of desperation that she must've known would drive me wild. She was right.
Awkwardly, with her pants around her ankles, I guided her over to the bed, then pushed her down onto her back. She giggled slightly as she bounced on the mattress, pulling off her bunched up jeans and boots while I got naked. I was able to do this faster than she was, leaving her still wearing her shirt, gloves and hat, but I was so hungry for pussy by this point that I didn't care. I dove between her splayed open legs, crawling up toward her pussy. I hovered a few inches over her steaming sex, sticking out my tongue tauntingly, grazing first one inner thigh, then the other, making her moan, begging wordlessly for some attention that I wanted to give but was enjoying playing with.
Some girls aren't to be denied, though, and Rose was one of them. She grabbed me by the back of my head, forcing my mouth onto her pussy, then wrapped her legs around my neck to keep me from going anywhere. I didn't have a problem obliging her, though, not when her pussy tasted so good.
"Oh, yeah, you like that, don't you? You like eating a tasty fucking pussy, don't you?" Rose challenged.
To answer her, I pressed two fingers inside of her, running my tongue up and down her slit. I nibbled gently, then sucked on her clit, smiling against her as she moaned loudly.
"You're not that bad at eating cunt, Ryan Collins. Not the best I've had, but maybe, fuckthat'snice, maybe the best fucking guy," she continued. She'd pulled her shirt above her tits and was able to pull enough of her bra down to reveal them to the world, her bright pink nipples standing up proudly. She pinched at them, moaning as she rocked her hips against my face. I'd eaten a lot of pussy in the past month and a half, but hers was by far one of the most delicious. It made it easy to keep digging into her savory sweetness, licking her up and down, fingerfucking her harder and harder, sucking on her clit and forcing my tongue inside of her. God, I could've eaten her pussy forever.
After a few minutes of this, it seemed like she was beginning to agree.
"Oh, that gets you going, does it, Ryan Collins? The implication?" Rose taunted, pinching her nipples hard enough to make her moan loudly.
I pulled my mouth from her pussy just enough to talk, but didn't let up on the fingering. "What? That you've been with other girls?"
"Mhmmmm," Rose challenged.
"I know all you cheerleader sluts have fucked each other. I've seen Kaitlyn and Brooke do shit you couldn't even imagine," I said.
"Shit I taught them," she amended.
"So, what, are you complaining about my oral skills?" I said, curling my fingers inside of her, searching for her G-spot.
"Not complaining, but, ooooooooh god, keep going, like that, keep, keep going, not complaining, but saying there's a lot I can teach you, there's... FUCK, FUCK, FUCKING SHIT I'M CUUUMMMMIIING, FUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!" Rose screamed as I latched my lips onto her clit and sucked as hard as I could. That, combined with my fingers, set her off, screaming words, formless sounds, so many delightful things that I could barely hear for how tightly her thighs were wrapped around my head. I know she was a beast when she was finally able to cum properly, thrashing and yowling and practically battering the back of my head as a flood of her delicious juices poured over my tongue, chin and neck.
It felt like she was cumming forever, which admittedly was kind of what I was aiming for, but as fit as she was she was squeezing me so hard I thought I might pass out. I didn't, though, and she didn't, finally letting me go. Suffice it to say, when I finally untangled myself from Rose enough to crawl beside her, she wasn't the only one breathing hard.
I kissed her. She kissed me back, giggling and licking her juices from my face.
"If it makes you feel any better, you're better than most of the girls I've been with, too," Rose said. Playfully, I slipped another finger into her cunt. It was so deep by this point that it was easy to go all the way in.
"It does," I joked.
Wobbily, she sat up, finally taking off her fedora, shirt and bra, letting her perfectly round C-cup tits fall free. Hungrily, I bent over and took one of her nipples in my mouth, rolling my tongue over her soft, round areola and pulling a deep moan from her core. She pulled off her gloves, then slowly started jacking my cock with both hands.
"They don't have this, though, so that puts you pretty far ahead in a lot of respects. This cock's bigger than any I ever had before," Rose admitted.
"Worried it'll split that cute little pussy of yours wide open?" I taunted, loving the handjob but wanting inside of her soon.
"Hardly," Rose said, pushing me back onto my bed and straddling my hips. She ran her soaked pussy lips up and down the length of my cock, spreading our mutual juices together and feeling, well, pretty fucking amazing.
Smoothly, she grabbed her fedora from her pile of clothes and put it on top of her head.
"Seriously?" I asked, almost laughing.
"You got your kinks, I got mine," she said, sliding the head of my cock between her tight, hot pussy lips. For her reputation and her boasting about how much of a slut she was, she was still damn tight, but not too tight that she couldn't take my cock in balls deep in one sitting stroke.
She let out a gasp, not of surprise or fright, but of pure satisfaction. "Oh, that's a nice cock you've got there, Ryan Collins, a truly, nice fucking cock."
"Uh, thank you," I said, holding back a catastrophic moan of my own as I got accustomed to the tightness of her cunt.
Rose, however, wasn't determined to let me get used to her tightness, not when she started riding me. She started off slowly, taking in only a few inches of me at a time before dropping back down to the base, but she didn't linger on this measured pace for long. Soon she was riding me hard, bouncing up and down in my lap and taking almost all of me with each bounce. Keeping her hat on her head with one hand, she really did look like a cowgirl as she fucked me.
"YES, FUCK, YES, FUCK MY PUSSY, RYAN COLLINS, FUCK THAT'S A NICE FUCKING COCK!" she yelled.
"Not as nice as your pussy!" I shot back, holding onto her hips so I could match her fucking. Rose didn't want my hands on her hips, though, grabbing one with her free hand and putting it on her pleasantly-sized tit. Taking the hint, I put both hands on her tits, cupping and squeezing them while I let her take full control of our sweaty, messy fuck session.
"I know, right? This is the best damn pussy you've ever had, isn't it?" Rose said smugly as she fucked down onto me.
"I don't, goddamn that's fucking good, fuck, I don't like to rank them," I said.
"Ooh, honesty. You could've flattered me, for all the good that does with most people, but you're lucky I prefer an honest man," she said, squeezing my cock with her pussy walls and rocking back and forth on my hips.
"Holy shit!" I exclaimed.
"Holy shit is right, Ryan Collins, because while you might not be convinced yet that I've got the best fucking cunt you've ever fucked, I'm here to do some convincing," she moaned.
"Convince away," I said, content to let her try.
I realized rather quickly that a challenge posed to Rose Ferris was a dangerous proposition, as it was something she'd have no trouble collecting on. Her ass a blur, she fucked me as if she meant to destroy me with pleasure. The room was filled only by the sounds of our grunts, moans, pants and the wet slapping of flesh against flesh as my cock plowed into her tight, perfect cunt. It usually takes me a little longer to get off the second time in a day, but I'd found recently that with the right partner with the right skills coaxing the cum out, it really wasn't that difficult to get ready for the next orgasm.
I may have had a hard time ranking where Rose fell among the many girls I'd been with this year, but she was inarguably amazing. Her perfect body, the way she knew how to use every part of her body to drive my cock and my mind mad with lust, that voice...
It was that voice that really did it, that husky, sexy, purely confident voice, deeper than the voice of any other girl I'd been with and that wasn't bad, not at all, not one bit. She was fucking hot, she knew it, and she knew how to use it.
She also must've known how close I was, because she only picked up the pace, her hips nearly impossible to see as she pounded onto me.



"Gonna cum, gonna cum, gonna cum soon!" I grunted.
"Me too, me too, hold it, just hold it, wait for me, wait for me," Rose said.
"I'm trying, fuck, you're so good."
"Fuck!"
"Fucking nice!"
"Keep fucking me, keep fucking me, just a little, just a little..."
"OH FUCK, I'M CUMMING, I'M CUMMING!"
"ME TOO, ME TOO, FUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK MY SLUTTY LITTLE CUNT, FILL ME WITH ALL YOUR HOT FUCKING CUM, FUCK, FUCK, FUUUUUUUUUUCK!!" she screamed. She screamed so loud, I thought it'd summon the neighbors. I didn't care, though, as I fired what might've been an even bigger load of cum deep into her pussy. Shot after shot entered her tight cunt, my cock twitching in time with her pussy as she milked every last drop out of me.
"Fuck, yeah, so, so good," she said, no longer holding onto her fedora, running her hands down my chest.
I didn't have words then, not really; I was more trying to hold onto consciousness than anything else from that intense a fucking. Gingerly, Rose pulled off of my cock, a flood of cum pouring from her pussy. It'd mess up my blanket, but I didn't fucking care. I'd just fucked Rose Ferris, and I was going to enjoy the fucking afterglow.
Rose curled up under my arm, gently tracing her fingers up and down my chest and stomach.
"Now that, Ryan Collins, is what I call a fairly amazing fuck," Rose said.
"Fairly?" I responded. If she was still goading me on, trying to charge my competitive side to get me ready for another round, well, actually she was doing a pretty good job. It would take some serious work to get my cock ready for one more shot, but if she was willing, I was willing to try.
"Fairly," she said, trying to sound nonchalant. I grabbed her fedora and tossed it across the room jokingly.
"Hey!" she exclaimed, playfully squeezing my cock.
I hissed in a breath of air. "That was fucking awesome, and you know it."
"Your skills at cunnilingus and fucking pussy are exquisite, that isn't up for debate," Rose said in a measured tone.
"Then what is?" I asked.
She cocked her head and kept up that casually husky tone that she must've known got me going. "If I'm truly to get a gauge of what you're capable of, I'm gonna have to know how good you are at fucking my ass, which I've been told by more than one lover is about as close to perfection as you'll find. What do you say to that, Ryan Collins?"
I considered her offer. Then I considered the hopeful twitch in my cock.
"I'll say two things," I replied.
"Only two?" she asked, arching an eyebrow underneath her sunglasses.
"They're two very good things," I said.
"Then I must hear them," she replied, chuckling softly, then cooing when I gently squeezed her breast.
"The first, is that that sounds awesome, but I'm going to need some help getting that hard again. If your talented mouth and/or hands are up to the job..." I trailed off.
"I think I can manage," Rose said. "What's the second?"
"In the top drawer of my nightstand," I said.
Curious, Rose crawled over me, making sure to scrub her breasts against my chest as she reached for the drawer. She was in such a tantalizing position that I couldn't help but slide three fingers into her sopping cunt, enjoying the squeal of delight it gave her.
Seconds later, she squealed again when she saw what I'd sent her looking for. "Lube! You've got lube, Ryan Collins! I knew you were smart!"
I shrugged noncommittally, not feeling up to explaining that it was Brooke who'd taught me an appreciation for lube, but I was glad I'd bought that bottle of KY. I'd fucked more than a few girls in the ass, and though natural juices were good enough at making anal work, a good bottle of lube made it a hundred times better.
Smiling, Rose planted a long, lingering kiss on my lips, her tongue briefly running against mine. It was the kind of kiss you'd never forget, and one I meant to hold onto because she put a lot of herself into it. It was a kiss that promised more, a more I wanted to know.
She slid down my body, licking her way down until she got to my cock. There, her passion was replaced with a surprising daintiness as she licked at my cock with only the tip of her tongue, teasing the underside of the head. It was a maddening pleasure, but it was the kind that got my cock to half-staff in a hurry.
"There we go; that's what I'm talking about," Rose said to herself, opening the bottle of KY and squirting a dollop of it into the palm of her hand.
"What're you doing?" I asked.
"You'll see," she said, rubbing the KY into the valley of her cleavage, then onto her breasts, making them glisten beautifully. Then, bending back down, she wrapped her lubed up tits around my cock.
"Oh, yeah, that's nice," I said.
"I thought you'd enjoy," Rose replied.
"Yeah, well, I, uh, do, holy shit," I said, enjoying the sight of my cock disappearing into her breasts. She squeezed her modestly-sized tits together, just capable of making my cock mostly disappear. I'd titty-fucked girls with much bigger breasts than Rose's, but much like with anal, a good amount of lube made this very, very fun. It only took a few minutes of this to get my cock back to full hardness.
"There. That's much better, isn't it?" she asked.
"Much," I said.
"So, Ryan Collins, are you ready to fuck my ass?" Rose asked, blinking prettily at me behind her sunglasses.
In response, I growled, "Bend over."
"Ooh, I like that sound," she said, crawling beside me on the bed on all fours. Though it felt like a herculean task after the fuck we'd just had, one look at the perfect, round swell of that ass was enough to tell me that the effort was well worth it. Her ass, so perfect and tight beneath those jeans, was just the right amount of tight and juicy. Her cheeks, parted slightly, opened to a tight pink asshole that she winked at me tauntingly.
I couldn't help myself; I dove right in and began to lick her asshole. It wasn't something I usually jumped to first, but I was determined to surprise her somehow, and this seemed to do the job by the sounds of her squeal.
"Oh, Ryan Collins, you are a dirty one, aren't you?" she asked.
"You don't know the half of it, Rose Ferris," I returned, tossing her full name back at her before diving back into her ass. It wasn't a wholly unpleasant taste, and that it was Rose Ferris' made it all the more luscious to pursue, licking around her puckered pink hole, enjoying how it made her writhe and squeal. With increasing force, I pressed my tongue as hard as I could into her asshole until I broke through, which made her scream anew, pounding my headboard with her fist.
"Enough teasing, I need you to fuck my ass, RIGHT, NOW!" Rose declared. Her voice had taken on an almost bestial roar, and I knew this wasn't just a polite suggestion. She wanted her ass fucked, and she wanted it fucked now.
Thankfully, I had a hard cock that was more than happy to oblige.
I pulled my face from her ass, then squeezed a fair amount of KY onto my cock, rubbing it in until I got it well and covered, then crawled up behind Rose. I teased her asshole with my cockhead for a moment, rubbing my lubed appendage against her sensitive hole, before pressing it in.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fucking hell, FUCK!" she yelled as I popped the wide head of my cock into her tight, hot ass.
In awe of how tight her ass was, I tried to play it off with a quip, "You know that was just the head, right?"
"I know, but I wanted to give it its due appreciation," Rose replied, looking over her shoulder at me. "Now why don't you get around to forcing the rest of that monster inside of me?"
"As you wish," I replied, pushing forward and sliding a couple more inches into her ass. She groaned loudly, pounding the headboard and demanding more. I kept sliding into her perfect ass, holding onto her hips for purchase.
"Fuck, your ass is perfect," I groaned.
"I know," she said, wiggling against me and squeezing her ass around my cock. It was enough to make me groan again
"You know I'm gonna destroy that ass, right?" I said.
"Big words," she replied.
I bent over enough to reach around and stroke her pussy. "And I mean to back them up. You call yourself a proper fucking slut, but you've never had a cock like mine. Once I've fucked this ass into oblivion, your ass'll be ruined for any other cock. Every time your ass quivers, feels the need to be fucked, you'll think about this moment. And you'll come to me, begging."
Rose gasped as I bottomed out in her ass, my balls rubbing up against her soaked pussy. "Okay, those are the kinds of big words I like."
Getting back up so I could grab her hips, I growled, "I thought you would."
"You know me so well now. Now shut up and fuck my ass, Ryan Collins," she said.
I pulled out almost all the way and slammed back in balls deep. "It'll be my pleasure, Rose Ferris."
There was no gentle buildup at this point, not after what we'd done and the slowness we'd taken. No, I was loving this, but I meant to hold to my promise of destroying her ass. Grabbing her by the hips, I created a frantic pace, fucking her ass as hard as I could. For a while, she tried to match me, pounding back against me as I slammed into her, but after a while she gave up, focusing more on holding herself up with one hand while masturbating with the other.
"Oh fucking god, you might just be right about that cock," she moaned.
"I know I'm right," I grunted.
"So fucking good."
"Your ass, fuck, so tight."
"So big."
"So hot."
"Fuck!"
"Fuck is right!"
"Keep fucking my ass, keep fucking my ass!" she wailed. She was getting close. I pulled her up onto her knees as I continued fucking into her ass, kissing her deeply as she came all over her hand. She screamed into my mouth, which only made me fuck her harder. I pulled her close to me, grabbing onto her tits and squeezing her nipples. It was an awkward position, but it worked well for both of us to keep the pleasure flowing.
I slowed down slightly as she came down from her orgasm, still holding her close so I could look into her eyes while I fucked her. Her face was a mess of streaked makeup and mussed up hair, but the look of pure satisfaction on her face was all worth it.
"Oh, that was a good cum," she said, kissing me.
"The best?" I taunted, shoving deep into her.
Again she wiggled her hips, squeezing my cock in her ass. "Maybe."
"I can take maybe," I admitted, pumping into her harder again.
"You close?" she asked, pushing back down onto my cock.
"Getting there," I said.
"Tell me when. Wanna make for a good picture," Rose replied.
"Okay," I said. I let her go, pushing her back down onto all fours. I couldn't believe I was this close so close to my last orgasm, but Rose had that kind of power. She was so unbelievably hot and knew how to use that pure sexiness. I was certain it would've only taken a few words from her to get me hard, and only a few more past that to make me cum, but getting to experience her entire body like this, I knew she was more than just talk. She was undoubtedly one of the sexiest people I knew, and that I was fucking her ass like this was more than a little awe-inspiring.
That awe, the tightness, the heat of her ass, it all finally built up with my thrusts.
"I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" I warned.
Unhesitatingly, she crawled off of my cock and lay flat on her back on the bed, bidding me forward. I was able to crawl forward a few inches, enough for her to reach my cock and jack it vigorously. Groaning, grunting, I came hard, shooting shot after shot of cum onto her stomach, then to her tits, neck, a couple even hitting her face.
As the last shots fell lamely against her stomach, I was ready to collapse from exhaustion. Rose, though, wasn't about to let that happen. "I'm gonna stay like this, get your phone. And my hat!"
I was so drained that I was susceptible as I was tired, so I did as I was told, getting off my bed. I retrieved her fedora from the other side of the room, then picked up my phone from my pants. I gave her the hat, and, still lying down, she propped herself up with a pillow and put the fedora on at a perfect just-been-fucked angle that worked well with her just-been-fucked face and her beautifully defiled body.
This was enough to motivate me to stay standing and take a couple loving pictures of her for my Senior Year Memories album. Content that I'd taken the perfect shots, I set my phone on my nightstand and then collapsed face-first onto the messy bed next to her.
"Wow," I muttered.
"I'll echo that wow," Rose said, stroking my back.
"Fuck, we're a mess," I said.
"That a bad thing?"
"Only if you have to do the laundry for this later," I said.
"Well, that definitely falls under 'not my problem,' but you have my sympathies," Rose said, still stroking my back. "Tell me, that is a bathroom door I see on the other side of this room, yes?"
"Yeah," I said.
"If it's all right, I'd really like to take a shower," she replied.
"Sure," I said.
"And would you join me?"
"I probably should, yeah."
"I meant for shower sex as much as cleanup," Rose said.
"I thought so," I replied.
"And then, I dunno, maybe some more sex afterward?" she suggested.
I thought about it. I wanted it, because it sounded fucking awesome, but there was one slight problem. "We can, but I should let you know, Dad's coming home in a bit."
"So?" Rose asked.
"I... never thought of it that way," I replied.
"I didn't think so."
Though it felt weird, I said, "Wanna meet my Dad? He's, uh, a bit odd, but he can be cool when he's not being a dad."
"Sure."
"And stick around for dinner? I'm... not a bad cook," I said.
"Wow, a home-cooked meal and more sex with a giant cock? I really hit the goldmine with you," Rose said.
Thinking about what we'd done, and what we would do, and what Rose would do for our Halloween Scream haunted house, I replied, "You're not the only one."
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: Preparations for Regan Hills High School's annual Halloween Scream carnival have sent nerdy 18-year-old Ryan Collins to call on a number of unlikely allies for assistance in putting together a haunted house, even though the event itself is under threat of a protest by some of the school's more religious students. At the behest of Puma Press editor Nadia Barclay, Ryan was sent to seduce former cheerleader and full-time slutty hipster, Rose Ferris. However, the tables were turned when Rose revealed she'd already agreed to help, and just wanted to fuck Ryan. Though Ryan was more than happy to fuck Rose in all of her holes, he also found he enjoyed talking to her, as she helped him put into perspective some of the internal conflicts he's had after fucking his best friend, Tori.
*****
It was a week until the Halloween Scream, and things were finally starting to come together. Hours upon hours of after school time, weekends and even lunches, and the Puma Press finally had the basics of a haunted house put together in Regan Hills High School's abandoned Bungalow 237. It didn't look like an asylum taken over by a gang of cannibalistic clowns just yet, but we were confident that we'd get there in time. Between Josie's and my planning and Rose's insane building skills, what once was a bungalow full of junk was now a darkened chamber with a snaking zig-zag of walls that would guide people exactly where we wanted them for maximum effect jump scares. I didn't know where Rose got all of her supplies to put those walls up that fast, and truthfully I didn't want to know.
Once she was set on a task, she was gonna pull it off come hell or high water.
Between her, Josie and me (and Nadia taking credit for putting the three of us together), we made a good team, and I was pretty certain we'd be able to put together a damn good set. Whether we'd make more money than the drama club's "Vampire Castle," I couldn't say, but based on sets alone I thought we had a good chance.
Of course, a good haunted house needed more than just sets; we needed good people, and we had them in spades. Mallory's cosplaying skills and enthusiasm ensured that we'd have the best looking evil clowns as evil clowns went, while Kaitlyn and Brooke's efforts to get a handful of cheerleaders to dress as sexy clowns to entice people to our house (while the rest of us from the Puma Press participating in the event played considerably less sexy clowns within) had gained four more to our cause.
It was amazing seeing the project, which had once seemed an insurmountable challenge, come together. Almost as amazing as seeing so many people from so many different backgrounds coming together, though sex had a little something to do with that.
Okay, maybe a lot.
In the past two months, I'd had sex with seven people working on our haunted house for the Halloween Scream. Some of them I'd fucked before I'd become attached to the event, some after, some even because, and admittedly, it was a bit weird working around so many people I'd fucked on one project. They all knew, of course, and there were times I'd catch some of them giggling and talking and knew there wasn't shit I could do about it.
Thankfully, the haunted house was a maze, and mazes were meant to be lost in.
Occasionally, though, you could also be found in them.
I was working on a narrow alcove we'd hidden between a pair of "walls," narrow-looking enough that if you just glanced at them you'd think they were a normal wall, but angled in such a way that they created a good sized gap where a person could hide, bursting through a curtain painted to look exactly like the wall whenever they wanted to scare someone. It was an effect that wouldn't hold up to scrutiny under light, but in the darkness this house would be under, it'd be pretty damn scary.
Or I hoped it would be, anyway.
I was stapling up part of the curtain, cursing the wobbly stool I stood on, when I heard her voice.
"Need any help?"
I looked down to see my best friend, Tori McNeil, standing and looking up at me. She was dressed for manual labor today, wearing a tie-dyed tank top that barely held in her massive, D-cup tits, a tight pair of well-worn jeans that hugged her magnificent ass, and a bandanna that poorly attempted to restrain her wild mess of curly, shoulder-length red hair. Her skin, usually porcelain pale (save for her freckles) was flushed red and glistening with sweat from working in the stuffy bungalow. I probably wasn't any better off, but like in most aspects of life, she made being tired and sweaty look much better than I ever could.
"No, I'm fine," I said.
"Okay. Mind if I just stand around watching and waiting for you to fall?" Tori asked.
"Go nuts," I replied, looking down at her nervously, then trying to focus on my staple gun because it was better than trying to come up with something to say to fill the silence.
It'd been almost a month since Tori and I had had sex after Homecoming. Almost a month since I'd told her I loved her, and almost a month since she'd said she wanted to keep things uncomplicated. It was because she wanted to keep things uncomplicated that things felt decidedly complicated, and why the distance between us lately, whether it was by my choice or her choice or some mutual unspoken consent, felt particularly terrible.
"So, I've been doing a lot of thinking lately," Tori said.
"Oh?" I said, reaching higher to staple the curtain in place.
"About us," Tori said.
I didn't know if this is something that I wanted to talk about or something I wanted to avoid, so I just repeated, "Oh?"
She crossed her arms underneath her magnificent breasts, pushing them together in a way that let me know she wasn't wearing a bra. She said, "We ended things weirdly on Homecoming. I thought we were on the same page, but if we were on the same page, we wouldn't be hovering around each other in this holding pattern where we go through the motions of being friends without actually doing things as friends."
Well, that was one way to put it. "I'm sorry?"
"You've got nothing to be sorry about; I'm guilty too," she said.
"You don't have to feel guilty for-"
Tori interrupted, "I meant what I said, I'm not apologizing for that. We don't know where life's gonna take us and I'd rather not complicate things before then, especially when we're both having some crazy fun this year, but when I said I wanted to keep things casual, I should've actually kept things casual instead of putting a wall between us in a stupid hope I'd protect you and keep from breaking your heart."
I tried not to look at her, but there was a definite flutter in my heart I hadn't anticipated. "God, I've missed you."
"I've missed you too," she said, sounding and looking relieved.
"I don't... I don't know what the right thing to do next is, but I'd really like it if we could hang out sometime soon, really get some time to, you know, talk about this?" I proposed.
"I'd like that," she said, rubbing the corner of her eye with the back of her hand. If I called her out for having a tear there, she'd kick my ass, but it was oddly heartwarming to see.
"I'd like that too," I said, finishing with the curtain and stepping down from my stool. Miraculously, I didn't fall even once. Without hesitating, Tori pushed her way into our tiny little alcove and threw a powerful hug around me. It was a tight fit in here between the two of us and the stool, but we could just fit with a little room to spare. I was uncomfortably aware of the way her massive tits crushed against my chest, the way her sweat smelled intoxicating, which caused a slight stirring in my cock. Pressed this tightly against me, there was no way she didn't notice.
"Can I confess something?" Tori whispered into my ear.
"Always," I said.
"I'm not even gonna lie that I'm relieved that we're still cool," she said.
"We'll always be cool," I replied.
"I know that, it's just... when I'm no longer scared, it's like relief hits me in a wave, and sometimes when I get that kind of relief, I get really, really horny," she said, grinding her crotch up against mine.
"Funny, I was thinking the same thing," I said, quickly looking to the side. The curtain wasn't much cover, and there were people still working in the haunted house around us, but nobody could see us unless they came looking...
Powerfully, she pulled me in for a kiss. I'd forgotten how wonderful her lips felt, how good she tasted. I kissed her back with an equal ferocious need. Our hands fumbled at each other urgently, communicating an understanding that we didn't have much time to do this while still wanting to make up the weeks of lost time. She pulled at my belt and zipper, dropping my pants and pulling out my cock, while I pulled her tank top over her huge, beautiful tits. Her bright pink nipples were already hard, standing out like bullets. I bent over, lifting her tits so I could suck on one nipple, then the other while she jacked my cock to full hardness.
"I really wish I were wearing a skirt," Tori grumbled while I pleasured her tits.
"We can manage," I said, spinning her around and helping pull her pants and panties down around her ankles, rubbing my cock between the beautiful, round cheeks of her ass. She reached between her legs, grabbing my cock and pulling it forward, rubbing it up against her pussy lips. In the limited space we had, I leaned into her, pressing my cockhead between those lips, parting the wet, hot entrance as naturally as anything.
There was no slowness, no gentleness to what happened next as I thrust inside of her. Tori moaned, or very nearly did at least before I clapped one hand over her mouth, using my other to palm her amazing tits. Our union was a frantic one, but not without its warmth, or, dare I say, love? It wasn't quite the same feeling I had for her when I made my crazy confession after Homecoming, but there was a definite connection between us that was beyond regular friendship. We could never be the friends we were before we had sex, but we were something else, and if we could keep it like this I was pretty sure I liked it. I'd had a lot of strange, wonderful sexual encounters since Homecoming, and something told me that they were to get me ready to get back on track with Tori. There would be no romantic relationship between us, I understood this, and finally I was okay with it.
If we could keep having sex like this while still being friends, though, well that'd be pretty sweet.
I fucked into her furiously, pounding her hot pussy for all it was worth, squeezing her nipples with my one good hand. She moaned into my other hand, loudly, but I was just able to stifle her. She did her best to fuck back against me, bracing one against the wall of the bungalow and squeezing my cock with her pussy while rubbing her clit with her free hand. Though she was every bit a slut as most of the girls I'd been with of late, her pussy was remarkably tight against my ten inch, very thick cock, and with the pent up emotions we'd both had lately, we weren't going to last long.
We'd been at it for maybe five minutes when Tori came, moaning against my hand. She seized and shuddered, bucking against me and setting me off, cumming powerfully inside of her. Shot after shot, wave after wave of pleasure, it felt like the strange tension that'd been between us over these past few weeks dissolved. It wasn't completely gone, nor would it be, but given enough time and effort we could accept this new normal, I thought.
Finally finished, she turned back to me, smiling, squeezing my cock with her pussy one last time. I groaned, softly, leaning over to kiss her.
"We gotta do this some more," she said.
"And hang out some, too," I said.
"We can do both," she replied.
"Awesome," I said.
"Now, that was really hot and all, but if you'll get cleaned up, we got a bit of a problem outside, Ryan, you might wanna draw your attention to," a voice said from beyond the curtain. It was a low, husky voice, one I was very familiar with.
Rose Ferris. If I wasn't mistaken by the sound of her voice, more than worried, it sounded like she was coming down from an orgasm of her own. We'd been so lost in our frantic sex that we hadn't even noticed her watching through the slit in the curtain.
Tori placed a quick kiss on my lips before pushing me back, sliding my cock right out of her cunt.
"Come on, let's get dressed. You take care of the crisis, I'll finish up around here," Tori said.
"Can we hang out tonight?" I asked, pulling my pants back up and trying to look halfway presentable.
"You mean hang out or 'hang out'? Wait, don't answer that; both sound great to me," she said.
"Cool," I said, planting a quick kiss of my own on her lips.
Now looking forward to that night and eager to redefine our relationship, I just hoped that Rose's problem wasn't that bad.
***
It was that bad.
Bad enough that Josie Wong and I ran across campus like the devil was chasing us, trying to catch up with someone who might've already been gone. I was dressed for comfort, while Josie was dressed in her usual sort of goth attire; a long black coat, black tank top that barely contained her massive D-cup tits, black cutoffs that barely rested below her pussy, and knee-high black leather platform boots. The outfit showed a lot of skin, which made sense for how hard we were working inside the bungalow, but it wasn't really practical either for work or sprinting.
Taking a bad step, Josie took a fall that almost sent her flat on her face onto a patch of grass on our school's quad. I stopped running, ran up next to her.
"I'm fine, go on and catch her!" Josie yelled.
I didn't stop running, though. I bent over, helped pick her back up and onto her feet. Aside from some grass stains on her porcelain skin, she looked fine.
"That was fucking stupid," she said, though her eyes were grateful. That interruption finished, we continued our mad sprint, hoping we weren't too late.
Sorry for the in media res; I should probably explain why we were running, shouldn't I?
I'd just gotten out of the bungalow to see what was going on when I saw Nadia looking like she was about to blow a gasket. She normally prided herself so much on how she could keep a cool head under the most dire of circumstances, so to see her flipping out was jarring. She paced around, a piece of paper clutched tightly in her hand while Josie stood by her, trying desperately to calm her. The others gave them a wide berth, still working on the bungalow in case Nadia decided to turn on any of them for slacking off.
I went to Nadia, asking what was going on, and when I couldn't get a good answer from her, Josie snatched the paper from Nadia's hand, unruffled it and handed it to me.
It was a crudely printed flyer with big, bold words at the top declaring, "PARENTS BEWARE! - HALLOWEEN IS SIN!"
The rest of it was a rambling diatribe against Halloween, courtesy of the Regan Hills Young Christian Purity Brigade. Per Nadia, their leader, 18-year-old Sophie Cusack, had come by as a courtesy to let us know that we might as well not come to the Halloween Scream because she and the rest of her Brigade would be protesting outside, guiding anyone with young children away from the wickedness of our carnival. It didn't sound like a big deal to me, but when Nadia, holding back tears, explained that more than half the people who attend the Halloween Scream had young kids, the math made sense. A lot of people would walk past Sophie and her protestors, sure, but if they were motivated enough to turn people away, they could affect up to half the money the Scream might've made.
Maybe even more.
This wasn't just a matter of us getting no new computers for the Puma Press; that kind of drop in money would mean nearly every extracurricular at school would lose out on much needed funds.
I exchanged a glance with Josie. There was a time once when we'd joked about this, saying that if Sophie tried anything to interfere with the Halloween Scream we'd step in and try to talk some sense into her. At the time, it seemed more like we'd have to do this to keep Nadia from losing her shit, but now... well, it felt like an exaggeration to say we'd be saving the school, but if we did this we'd sure as hell be helping it.
So, that's why Josie and me ran off toward the parking lot, which was where Sophie had been headed at last report. She already had a few minute head start on us, and if we wanted to get to her before she got in her car, we had to run.
So we ran. And now you're caught up.
Thankfully, we caught up with her too, right as she was about to step inside of her faded Volkswagen Bus.
Panting, I called out, "Sophie, wait, up, please!"
Sophie paused, then turned to face us.
Now, I didn't know her very well being that she was normally pretty quiet around school, mostly hanging out with Regan Hills High's other really religious kids. I probably never would've noticed her at all if she weren't, in all of her over the top piety, also ridiculously hot.
She was short at about 5'2" and even under her frumpy sweater with the tiny gold cross hanging against it and long, unflattering skirt, you knew she had a body to kill for. Though it was hard to tell just how big they were, I knew her tits had to be huge, and there was no hiding the flare of her hips showing off what was no doubt a plump, round ass. Her face was pretty in a soft sort of way, with pale skin, dirty blonde hair tied back in a braid that fell to her midback (which, never having seen her out in the sun before, I'd always thought was brown), light blue eyes and a friendly smile that almost looked on the verge of a smug smirk. If it weren't for that smugness, it would've been easy to forget that, under the circumstances, she was the enemy.
"Hello," Sophie said pleasantly. "Is there anything I can do for you?"
"Yeah, you can call off your stupid fucking attention grab of a protest and let us have the carnival we ought to have," Josie panted.
She was a lot blunter about it than I would've been, but the point was the same. I, however, would've gone about it in a way that would've opened doors instead of closing them. For example, I would have said something that wouldn't have had Sophie laughing in our faces quite like she was.
"I hope you understand that your vulgarity justifies my every action," Sophie said, her smug smile only strengthening with each word. "You prove to me why it is not only in my best interests, but the best interests of this town that I continue upon my appointed righteous path. I won't cancel my protest, but I will pray for you."
She looked first Josie, then me up and down, then said, "Well, some of you, anyway."
Angry, Josie took a step forward. Thinking quickly, I put my hand on her shoulder.



"What if we offered you a counterproposal?" I said.
"It'd have to be a mighty strong counterproposal," Sophie said, dubious.
I didn't have a good read on her and with my own background in religion tenuous at best, I was stuck improvising. I had an idea of what this might be about, and had to take a shot in the dark that I might be right.
"I can't say if it's mighty strong, but it might be up your alley anyway. Give me two minutes," I said.
Gently stroking the cross that lay against her immense bust, Sophie said, "Two minutes."
I started, "Look, this protest is a publicity stunt-"
"It is NOT a publicity stunt!" Sophie interrupted, scandalized. "Halloween is a wicked celebration, and-"
"It's a publicity stunt. You want attention, and this is your way of getting it, but if you do it like this you'll only wind up hurting the school. My counterproposal is, you cancel your protest, you spend Halloween doing whatever it is you'd otherwise be doing, and in exchange we'll offer you a platform to get the word out. We'll give you a post on the Puma Press blog where you can talk about alternative Halloween activities, promote your Hell House, and even get you an article in the print edition of our paper if it suits you," I said.
Josie looked at me like I was insane, and I felt it, a little. This was a plan that Nadia wouldn't like one bit since offering to give Sophie a platform was kinda-but-not-entirely giving into terrorists demands, but if it worked, she could at least hate my journalistic integrity while having some modern computers to hate me on.
Sophie considered my offer, stroking her chin. "You really think it's that simple?"
"Nothing in life is ever that simple," I replied.
"Then you're no fool," she said, still considering. "How do I know that if I do take you up on this counterproposal, that you won't just use it as an opportunity to turn it around and spin it into some fake news slander?"
"Actually, in print it'd be libel..." Josie muttered.
"Because I'm honest in my reporting. No matter my personal beliefs, I don't slant my words. I report on what I see, no more, no less," I said.
"And if you walk a path as righteous as you claim, you know the light of your holy cause will shine through no matter what, right?" Josie said. I was impressed with her; I didn't think she'd be able to play ball with Sophie seeing how opposite one another the two girls were.
Sophie continued stroking her chin. She admitted, "It is a tempting counterproposal, I'll give you that, but you've hardly proved yourself to be trustworthy sorts. While I know neither of you attend, do you know where the First Regan Hills Church is?"
"Yes," Josie and I said simultaneously.
"Good," Sophie said. "Meet me there tomorrow night at eight. There is something I would like to show you, or, more appropriately, get your opinions on. Once I've had the opportunity to gauge your honesty, you have my word we'll discuss the matter of Halloween further."
That wasn't much of a promise, actually, but it was all we had. I said, "Fine. We'll be there."
"Good," Sophie repeated. She cast her eyes on Josie and smirked. "And try to dress respectable? This is the house of the Lord, not Whore Alley."
Not for the first time, I was glad I was fast enough to grab Josie by the shoulder.
***
I didn't know how Josie would handle Sophie's taunt, whether she'd dress as conservatively as Sophie wanted or if she'd go as slutty as possible in an attempt to spite her. That Josie picked me up wearing more or less what she usually wore told me she'd seriously considered both offers before just settling on something comfortable.
At least one of us was comfortable. Not being a church guy I didn't exactly have church clothes, but I did have a collared shirt and a pair of khaki pants that were clean enough. I looked like a tool, but hopefully it'd buy me enough credit to find some way to turn tonight to our advantage. Considering that I'd spent the night before playing video games with Tori when we weren't going down on each other, I was in a pretty good mood despite the discomfort, all told.
Josie and I sat in the First Regan Hills Church's parking lot, watching the clock on her dashboard count down.
"This is a shit idea," Josie said.
"I know," I replied.
"You know how I know?"
"How?"
"Because this is quite clearly a shit idea," Josie said.
"I'm not saying you're wrong," I said.
"Then what are you saying?" Josie asked.
"I have no idea. I've... I don't want to do this, and hopefully we won't have to," I said.
"You're hoping that, what, your charm'll get to her and that you'll persuade her that just because we're so fucking nice that she shouldn't do the one big thing she's been probably building her whole senior year around?" Josie asked.
"...yes?" I responded, chuckling nervously.
"Well, no one can say you don't have balls," Josie said, nodding softly.
"You know that better than some," I quipped.
This made Josie laugh. Playfully, she reached across and softly squeezed my semi-hard cock. I would've liked her to do a lot more than playfully squeeze my cock, especially with how much cleavage her leather top showed, but this had to be the moment that Sophie walked around the corner toward us.
"So, about time we get into character?" I said.
"I guess," Josie replied. "What does that mean?"
"Nice. Charming. Try not to say fuck too much?" I proposed.
"Fuck you," Josie said.
***
For her part, Sophie was polite, if still silently disapproving of the way Josie was dressed by the way she held her nose up. I could've done without Sophie's judgment, but walking behind her as she led us around the church, I did enjoy the view of her nice, round ass swaying beneath her long, conservative skirt. I probably wouldn't have been looking nearly as intensely as I was if it weren't for Josie teasing my cock in her car, but part of me couldn't help wondering how serious Sophie was about that purity ring on her finger.
A guy can dream, right?
"I want to thank both of you for being good to your word and coming this evening. It speaks well of your character that you would not try to abandon this commitment," Sophie said.
"We wouldn't miss it for the world," Josie said, sarcastic.
"Thank you for talking with us," I said.
"Thank you for listening. A lot of people get the wrong idea about what we're trying to accomplish here, and I'm happy for the opportunity to show them the truth," Sophie said.
"That you're trying to steal Halloween?" Josie suggested.
Sophie almost let a scowl take her face, but didn't let it take hold. "Steal it back, you mean? All Saint's Eve is a hallowed day that's been stolen by a cabal of candy companies, devil worshipers, and all those who would try to make a quick buck off of embracing sin and summoning the darkness."
"First off, when you talk about stealing it back, you should consider that the church stole the night from the pagan celebration of Samhain to end the harvest season. Second, to the rest of your points... what the actual fuck?" Josie said.
"This isn't helping," I said to Josie.
"He's right, it's not," Sophie said. "Considering that you're my guest here-"
I rounded on her, throwing my 'playing nice' strategy out the window a lot faster than I'd have expected. "We didn't come here tonight to engage in a theological debate. We came here tonight to report facts, not be preached to. I know you think you hold all the cards here, and I want to be respectful of that, but if you really thought your protest was that guaranteed to succeed, you wouldn't have even considered our offer of a platform."
"If you thought your position so strong, why even come tonight?" Sophie proposed.
"Because even if I got doubts that you protesting's gonna succeed, there's a chance it might, and I can't take that chance. Not when a lot of good people put in a lot of hours working on the Halloween Scream or when our school's extracurriculars could really use the money the event might yield," I said.
Sophie considered this as she led us around the rear of the church to the more modern meeting hall. "A noble, if misguided intent. Very well, if you want me to avoid preaching, I'll avoid preaching and let what I am to show you speak for itself. I'm under no illusions that we'll be able to cancel Halloween, but at the Young Christian Purity Brigade we want to offer wholesome alternatives that might save families from a path of damnation. We'll offer healthy snacks, Bible services, even a costume contest. We understand that it is a night of fun, but we'd like it to be fun without frivolity. Fun where people can be enriched and better understand the path God has set for them and the dangers of straying from that path. And if you're looking for something spooky, well, we've got that too..."
Guiding us around to a rear entrance of the meeting hall, we were greeted by an oversized devil face with its mouth wide open around the doorway. Between its horns was a sign stating "7 Sins of Halloween Hell House!"
To say it didn't look promising was putting it lightly, but in the interest of doing what we came here to do, Josie and I followed Sophie inside.
I'd never been inside of the meeting hall, but from experience building a haunted house I was very familiar with the cheap, snaking walls of black plywood and curtains that made up this Hell House. Once we actually got to see the rooms dedicated to each of the seven deadly sins, I wasn't so much in fear for my immortal soul as I was fearing that I might burst out laughing at any moment from the low production values. From the Sloth room where someone was to be glued to the couch (literally) watching scary movies while their family begged for them to go to church to the Gluttony room that was literally covered in candy wrappers to the Wrath room that looked like a PG version of Leatherface's house, the sets were an impressive level of cheesy. I had no doubt that once they had their actors in place, the cheese would probably just be amplified.
Though Sophie said she would avoid preaching, she went into great detail about the meaning of each room and which of her fellow members of the Brigade was responsible for it. It was all Josie and I could do not to snark about everything we were seeing. It did become clear to me, though, that any plans, even plans to improvise, were pretty much thrown out the window. Sophie was an immovable object, and we were hardly an unstoppable force. I was psyching myself up to being resigned to having to break the bad news to Nadia and have to deal with Sophie's protest of the Halloween Scream.
At least, I was, until we got to the fourth room of sin: Lust.
While the other three rooms were cheesy, this one had something resembling production values. The set they'd made was of a suburban bedroom in dark red. Outside of the windows were cheap cloth flames, and in the center of the room was a king-sized bed with crimson sheets. It was what covered the walls, though, that truly held my attention. Dozens, maybe even hundreds of high quality sketches of people having every imaginable kind of sex. There was nothing PG about this room, the sex was graphic and, well, pretty well rendered.
"This is, obviously, our Lust room," Sophie said in her usual proud, smug voice, but was it possible I caught some embarrassment in there too? She wasn't looking at us for any reaction this time, and... she looked to be swaying uncomfortably.
"Whose brainchild was this one? 'cause they might actually be fun," Josie said, looking at some of the drawings on the walls.
"Mine," Sophie said. "But I doubt I'm your perverse definition of 'fun.'"
"I wouldn't be so sure..." Josie said.
Sophie ignored her. "This room is to symbolize those lost to the sin of lust. Two actors will be on the bed, simulating sexual intercourse. They will be so focused on this act that they will be completely unaware of the world ending around them."
"It's not very Halloween-y," I said, stepping toward some of the drawings to get a better look at them. There was something about them that seemed... familiar.
"I had to take some... artistic license, but I believe it still will get the message across," Sophie said.
"You did these drawings, too?" I said.
"I did," Sophie said, her voice still that mix of pride and embarrassment.
"You're a very talented artist," I said, surprised that I meant it. It wasn't just that they were hot as hell, they actually were really good charcoal sketches. Not perfect, but given a couple more years she could have some really great talent.
"Thank you," Sophie said.
Getting close to one picture, it finally clicked in my head why it looked so familiar.
"This is porn!" I exclaimed, probably slightly too loud.
Flustered, Sophie said, "Well, yes, that was the idea..."
"No, I mean actual porn, like, online stuff. I recognize some of the faces," I said.
"No shit?" Josie said, getting in close to some of the pictures, then exclaiming. "No shit!"
I looked back at Sophie, her smug face now pale as a sheet.
"I... I... I... I needed accurate inspiration for my vision, so I looked online, there's nothing wrong with that, I'm eighteen, and I assure you I didn't enjoy myself..." Sophie said.
"You didn't enjoy yourself?" Josie taunted.
"No!" Sophie shot back.
"Then why've you been rubbing your thighs together ever since we got into this room?" Josie said. Sophie didn't have an answer for that, backing into the center of the room and almost tripping onto the bed.
It all made sense now. I said, "You've sounded embarrassed since the moment we got into this room, not because of the content, but because you enjoyed it. Is that about right?"
"I... I... I..." Sophie stuttered, looking fearful and frantic. Taking a step back, this time she actually did trip and land sitting on the bed. Scared and angry, she spat out, "Fine. I'll call off the protest if you don't tell anyone of my indiscretion. That's what you wanted, right?"
This wasn't exactly how I expected this to go.
"You honestly think we'd blackmail you?" I said.
"It's not a bad idea," Josie admitted.
"We're not gonna blackmail her," I said.
"I know," Josie laughed. "But it's fun watching her twist in the wind, isn't it?"
I looked at Sophie, and I wasn't having fun watching her in her current state. It looked like she was on the verge of a panic attack, breathing heavily and with terror in her eyes as she looked back and forth between me and Josie. Josie's laugh turning to genuine concern, she sat beside Sophie on the bed. Though I didn't much like Sophie or what she was doing, I liked seeing people in pain even less. I sat on the other side of her, leaving a few inches between us, but still fully aware I was sitting next to two ridiculously sexy women. For the first time in a while, I shifted in my seat to hide my erection.
Josie patted Sophie on the back. "Hey, hey, it's alright, it's just porn! No big deal!"
"No big deal? No big deal? It's no big deal that I watched hours of the vilest pornography I could find? It's no big deal that it awoke such... unnatural feelings inside of me? No big deal that no matter how hard I've prayed on this, I can't make those feelings go away?" Sophie said, nearly crying.
"Hey, so long as nobody's getting hurt, there's nothing unnatural about those feelings," Josie said.
Sophie began, "Women aren't supposed to-"
Josie cut her off, "Fuck that bullshit! Men have been telling us what we are and aren't supposed to feel so they could control us and make us their own. They've done it with laws and religion and force, making us think we need to wait for marriage because they're scared of what we can do when we embrace our bodies and true selves. Present company, excluded; Ryan's pretty decent most of the time, when he's not being fucking stupid."
"Thanks," I said.
Sophie looked grateful, but confused. "You... you won't tell anyone?"
I shook my head. "We'd like to change your mind about Halloween, but we're not gonna use your sexuality against you; that's just... abominable. We'd like to win you over, not make you feel like shit."
"Seriously. We believe in Halloween, but none of this repression shit. You wanna keep your freaky side private, you keep it private, but never for a moment think it makes you any less or worse a person. We're all entitled to our freaky side, and it's all natural. We were made this way, and so long as nobody's getting hurt, embrace the shit out of it," Josie said.
I didn't know what Josie had planned for after graduation, but the way she talked she could've had a good future as a lawyer or a hostage negotiator. Sophie looked between both of us, still nervous, but relaxing by the second. I saw her touch first the purity ring on her left hand, then the cross that hung around her neck. There was an internal battle going on within her head, but that was up to Sophie to resolve. The next thing she said would say a lot for all of us.
"I... I wouldn't know how," Sophie said.
"You're a virgin?" Josie asked. Sophie shot her a look that said that should be obvious, so Josie continued, "Well, you've given blowjobs? Handjobs? Done some backseat groping? Kissed?"
Sophie softly shook her head while rubbing her thighs together, settling her hands on top of them.
"Well, you have masturbated, haven't you?" Josie asked.
"No," Sophie said softly.
"You're saying you've never had an orgasm?" Josie asked, incredulous.
"No!" Sophie shot back.
Josie looked at her like she might've been speaking in tongues. Taking a chance, I said, "You know... if you wanted, we could help you with that."
It may not have been the greatest chance to take for the way Sophie started laughing.
"I'd apologize, but... this is just so much like out of those pornos, it's just a little silly, isn't it? And no offense to either of you, but you're not exactly my type, Ryan, and I'm not into girls, at all," Sophie said vehemently. She said it, but the way she'd lovingly drawn so many nude women all over the walls, I didn't exactly believe her.
Josie must not have either for the way she looked at my crotch and nodded. "Maybe this is one of those 'show, don't tell' types of situations?"
Catching her drift, I began to undo my pants. Sophie looked at me, wide-eyed and almost fearful. "What're you... what're you doing? You don't have to... oh my goodness."
My ten-inch-long, very thick cock sprang out, more excited than even I'd thought with the bead of precum already forming on the tip. Sophie looked at it with eyes that cycled between surprise, awe, and even a little fear. Her mouth hung open slightly, her breathing heavier. Unconsciously, she reached out for my cock, only withdrawing once she realized what she was doing.
Seeing this, Josie slid up behind Sophie, gently wrapping her arms around her stomach, her hands trailing upward and gently squeezing Sophie's tits. Sophie moaned, softly.
"Ryan and I may not look like your traditional beauties, but I assure you, we got it where it counts. We've got experience, we've got talent, and we've got enthusiasm," Josie said, trailing one of her hands down so it fell toward Sophie's thighs. Though Sophie held them together at first, another squeeze to her tit parted them slightly, enough that Josie could press her fingers into Sophie's groin through her skirt. Sophie moaned again, a deeper, needier moan than her first as Josie began to circle her fingers.
I picked up where Josie left off, sliding closer to Sophie and whispering in her ear. "We know how to bring you pleasure that'll make your toes curl and your screams endless. We can show you that lust isn't a sin, but something worth embracing, that it's a part of who you are, who you've always been. Once you let it into your heart, it'll help you understand not only who you are, but who you're meant to be. You'll have a power you never even knew to be possible. Do you want that?"



There was a battle going on behind Sophie's eyes, mental torment between what she wanted to do and what she'd been told to do all her life. It appeared a pretty vicious battle, but one that we might've been winning the way she panted.
"Y... yes..." Sophie said softly, looking deeply into my eyes, her breathing ragged for what Josie was doing to her pussy.
"Then, right now, what do you want to do?" Josie asked her.
Biting her lip, Sophie first looked from Josie, then to me, then leaned in and kissed me. It was her first kiss, more excited than skilled, but since I couldn't have been any better my first time, I didn't hold it against her. I did make out with her, trying to start her off slow. Her lips were soft and delectable, and after a few moments like this she caught onto my pace. Though she was still raw, she was catching on quickly, which boded well for whatever else we'd wind up doing.
Then she reached for my cock with one of her dainty hands, touching it slightly, then wrapping her hand experimentally around the head. Curious, she rolled her palm over the precum and spread it across the head, inexpertly jacking my cock in a way that didn't feel all that bad. She needed some practice, but she was definitely a natural. Either that, or she took in more of the porn than I'd thought.
Josie was kissing her neck, and I'd started getting my hands in on the act, squeezing at Sophie's tits, occasionally reaching around her to do the same to Josie. Eventually, I settled on moving one of my hands between Sophie's thighs, pulling up her skirt and replacing Josie's hand with mine, gently running circles over Sophie's pussy through her panties. They were nearly soaked through, and with her skirt up I could smell the rich scent of her cunt. I wanted more, so I pushed her panties to the side, running my fingers up and down the hot, wet folds of her pussy. Sophie moaned as I curled my fingers around her pussy, slipping my index and forefinger into her unbelievably tight lips while running circles over her engorged clit with my thumb.
"What is that? What is that? What, oh my goodness, what's happening? What's happening?" Sophie asked.
"Relax, you're gonna cum, just let it happen, let it happen," Josie said, pulling Sophie close to her, squeezing her tits and licking her ear.
"I'm gonna cum?" Sophie asked me, almost looking concerned.
"Trust me, you're gonna love it," I said.
Sophie bit her lip. "I don't know, I don't know, I've never, I've never, oh my goodness, oh my good- OH MY FUCK!"
Sophie screamed loudly, bucking and shaking against both me and Josie. Thank god she let go of my cock and started grabbing the bed sheets instead, since I'm pretty sure she'd have ripped my cock off with that kind of force. More than anything else, I was worried someone outside might've heard us. Josie must've been on the same wavelength, but she had the novel solution of deeply kissing Sophie. Her scream was cut off, replaced by a high whimper as she made out with Josie and came down from her very first cum.
It took forever, but finally Sophie's orgasm calmed, her bucking slowing, her eyes lidding over as a look of great contentment crossed her face. Josie and her making out was no longer an act of desperation but one of great need. Their kissing slowed, and after a few gentle kisses that spread some of Josie's black lipstick across her lips, Sophie parted.
After an orgasm as powerful as the one she just had, I'd have thought she'd have been smiling, but it didn't take her long to come back to earth and come back hard. Her eyes went wide, and she looked at Josie and me with a look that might've been fear.
"I shouldn't have... this was... this was wrong," Sophie said, trying to gather herself up. She ran her fingers over her lips, the swell of her breasts, even down to her thighs. Once her fingers found those, though, they darted away as if they touched something electrified. She rubbed her hands compulsively on the bed sheets, trying to rub away all the precum from her inexpert jacking of my cock.
"It seemed pretty fucking right to me for how hard you came," Josie said.
Sophie bit her lip, her fingers finally taking hold of the gold cross around her neck. Her eyes darted back and forth between us, frantic. "This was sinful, what we did, we can't... you can't tell anyone, you can't-"
"Have you been listening to us? We don't want to tell anyone. We didn't come here to blackmail you, we just wanted to talk, and this, well, it sort of happened," I said. I couldn't help but notice that she wouldn't look me in the eyes, but couldn't take her eyes off of my cock. For her fear, she was breathing heavily, looking at it with eyes that held a mix of confusion and a hungry lust I'd become very familiar with.
"It's pretty great, isn't it?" Josie whispered in her ear. Sophie flinched at her words, but still couldn't take her eyes from my cock. For the attention, I was sure my cock had never been harder.
"I shouldn't be here. I shouldn't be looking at this. I shouldn't..." Sophie trailed off.
Josie answered her. "Don't think about what other people tell you you should and shouldn't do. Don't let anybody control you but you. You look at that cock right now, you look at it long and hard, and you tell me what you want to do with it, because I'll tell you, if you get that in you, it's even better than it looks."
Sophie didn't move to do anything, either leaning toward my cock or making to leave. I wanted her to touch it. I wanted her to do more to it really, but I wasn't going to push her, not with her head like this. Thankfully, for all of us, Josie was pretty damn convincing.
"Say it, right now. Tell us what you wanna do with that cock," Josie said.
"I want to taste it," Sophie whispered, licking her lips.
"Then what's stopping you?" Josie asked.
Sophie leaned over, her face inches away from my cock, eying it reverently. She reached out slowly, trying to wrap her hand around the base of my cock and finding her fingers couldn't reach each other. I shuddered at her soft touch, the feeling of her breath on the tip of my cock. She'd gotten me worked up earlier, but her momentary rejection had slowed me. Now that she was back, staring at my cock, I realized how sensitive she'd gotten me.
Tentatively she stuck out her tongue, licking the bottom of my cockhead, tasting the slightest hint of my precum. I shivered. So did she, for that matter. Josie herself egged her on, pressing Sophie forward. Sophie ran her tongue all over the head, licking up as much of the precum as she could, moaning softly at the taste. Her tongue was electric against me and it took all I could not to grab her and facefuck her into oblivion right there, but thankfully she wanted more than just a taste. Much more. She parted her plump lips in anticipation, reaching the head of my cock and wrapping them around it. Even opening as wide as she could, she could barely get the head in without some difficulty, but Josie's insistent pressure on the back of her neck and whispered advice on how to relax certainly helped. Sophie couldn't down all of my ten inches, she wasn't that good yet, but she was eager enough to get me to the back of her throat. She choked, maybe even gagged, but soon she was bobbing up and down on my cock. Like her handjob, it was fast and inexpert, but she knew enough not to use her teeth, and her enthusiasm mixed together with her lips felt damn good.
While Sophie gave me her first ever blowjob, Josie kept busy behind her, guiding her, coaxing her onto her knees on the bed. Now sucking me off while on knees, her ass sticking up in the air and her tits pillowing beneath her arms, Sophie barely noticed as Josie pulled her conservative skirt and plain white panties down over her magnificent ass. Sophie barely noticed when Josie took a long, loving look at her bare, pale and enormous yet tight ass, cocking a glance my way and mouthing 'wow!' while Sophie still went down on me. It was impossible, from this angle, for Sophie to notice Josie pulling off first her coat, then her tight black leather top, exposing her beautifully pale D-cup tits to the world. I'd become intimately familiar with topless Josie, from her pointed brown nipples to the piercing through her left nip to the number of tattoos she loved to hide and share in equal measure, and yet still I found it easy to be in awe of Josie's hot body.
What Sophie couldn't help but notice, however, was Josie burying her face in her pussy. Sophie's eyes shot open in surprise and she moaned lustfully around my cock as Josie ate her pussy. She nearly let up, nearly pulled off my cock, but I was so close I just grabbed her by the hair and continued fucking into her face.
Sophie's eyes were wide, almost rolling back into her head from the pleasure as she sucked my cock while Josie ate her out. It was far from the best blowjob I'd ever had, but with Sophie so hot and it being her first, I wasn't complaining.
Sophie's moans became a high-pitched wail when Josie pushed two of her fingers into her pussy. When Josie pushed another finger into her asshole, however, Sophie went off with yet another powerful orgasm.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, OH FUCK!" I roared as her orgasm set me off, cumming deep into her mouth, down her throat. Though taken off guard at first, Sophie made a good effort to swallow my cum down, but the flow was just too much, too hard, and she couldn't take it all. She came up for air, my cock still shooting rope after rope of cum all over her face, neck and the sweater stretched across her massive rack. A large drop even splattered against the hanging gold cross on her necklace, which made it glint a different color briefly in the low light of the room.
Wobbily, Sophie pushed herself up onto her knees, looking down at the mess I made all over her and taking one last gulp of the cum still left in her mouth. On her knees, I could finally see the dark thatch of her rather hairy bush peeking out from beneath her sweater.
"Wow," she said.
"I know, pretty cool, right?" Josie replied.
Still looking down at herself in awe, Sophie repeated, "Wow."
"I think we may have finally made her speechless," I said, laughing as I came down from my own orgasm.
"So, how would you rate your first facial?" Josie asked, crawling up behind Sophie and wrapping her arms around Sophie's chest, palming the underside of her tits.
"I didn't expect to like it, but... that tasted really good," Sophie said, smiling as if she were fit to blush.
Leaning over Sophie's shoulder, Josie licked some of my cum off her cheek. "I won't say that every guy's as delicious as Ryan here, but I think we might be able to make a true cumslut of you yet."
For a moment, Sophie looked conflicted, but when Josie went from licking my cum from her face to making out with Sophie again, all that conflict disappeared.
Watching the two of them make out was undeniably one of the hottest things I'd ever seen, and I'd seen some pretty fucking hot things these past couple months. I'd have been fine just sitting there watching them, but that wasn't enough. I wanted in on this. I crawled over to them, pulling at the base of Sophie's sweater and blouse. Sophie didn't resist as I pulled the soiled garment over her head and tossed it aside.
"Holy fucking shit," I said as I finally got a look at her bra-clad tits. Her tits were every bit as massive as I'd thought, perhaps an easy F-cup, but even at that size they were still threatening to burst from her bra. Relieving the pressure, Josie undid Sophie's bra from behind, tossing it aside with the rest and leaving Sophie, save for her little gold cross, nude between us. Her nipples were large and flat, about the size of the palm of my hand, but the little nubs that stuck out were hard and proud.
Josie craned her neck around Sophie. "Holy fucking shit is right; have you ever seen tits this huge?"
I could've answered honestly and told them about the time I tittyfucked Haley Campbell's H-cup tits, but feeling diplomatic, I just repeated, "Holy fucking shit."
Josie pushed Sophie squealing onto her back on the bed, licking the last of the cum from her face and neck while she took off her own short leather skirt and panties. Now left only in her fishnets and heavy black boots, Josie laid beside Sophie so she could suck on her massive tits.
Sophie looked up at me, eyes lidded over in pleasure and cracking a smile that actually had some good humor to it. "You're overdressed."
"Ah, good point," I said. I jumped off the bed and stripped down as quickly as I could, sliding back onto the bed beside them so I could latch my lips around the nipple that Josie wasn't monopolizing. We laid there for a while, Josie and me, each sucking on one of Sophie's nipples and watching her face contort with ecstasy. It was still strange trying to wrap my head around all that'd happened, since less than an hour ago I was viewing Sophie as someone close to an enemy, but the way things had been going lately, I was just rolling with it.
"So," Josie said, getting up on her knees and crawling over to Sophie's head. "I think we can all agree that I just made you cum pretty fucking good, right?"
"It was pretty nice," Sophie admitted.
"Good," Josie said, throwing one leg over Sophie's head, straddling her face. "Then seein' as how I'm the only one here who hasn't cum yet, I figure you owe me a favor."
Josie settled her weight down, fully sitting on Sophie's face. In surprise, Sophie struggled beneath her as Josie pressed her pussy to her mouth, but Josie didn't let up.
"Oh, come on, it's not any worse than anything else we've done, and besides, I'm staying here until you eat my pussy and make me fucking cum all over that sweet little face of yours," Josie said, reaching down and idly playing with Sophie's cross, then her tits. I couldn't see Sophie's face for being crushed beneath Josie's marvelous pussy, but the way Josie began to moan I knew that Sophie was giving it her best.
"Hey, Ryan, why don't you help motivate Sophie? Show her what a real pussy-licking's like?" Josie suggested.
"Not a bad idea," I said, sliding between Sophie's legs and wrapping my mouth around her delicious pussy, pushing two fingers inside to aid my efforts. Fuck, she was tight. Maybe too tight, I feared. I knew she was a virgin, and I knew I wanted to fuck her, but I didn't want to fuck anything up.
At least I wasn't fucking anything up yet, not by the way her hips writhed against my face.
"She's got a tasty little virgin pussy, doesn't she?" Josie said, moaning appreciatively at however Sophie had picked up her pace.
"Nice and sweet," I confirmed, running my tongue over the engorged nub of her clitoris, pulling a deep moan from Sophie.
With both my and Sophie's mouths occupied, Josie kept the foulness flowing from between her black-painted lips, smeared from her eating Sophie out earlier. "Did you ever think you'd be getting it on with an Asian goth slut and a nerd in the back of your fucking church? Oh, yes, my, my, my, you are a nasty little slut. You say you're all about the purity, but you're thinking about cock and pussy and fucking all the time, aren't you? All you uptight girls really are like that deep down, dirty fucking cumsluts just waiting to come out? Say it! Say it or I'll tell Ryan not to let you cum!"
She cocked her head at me that actually said she would do no such thing (Josie may have been dark, but she was no monster), but Sophie couldn't see that. "Yes, yes, I'm a dirty fucking cumslut!"
"You want this, don't you?" Josie taunted.
"So bad," Sophie moaned as I twisted my fingers around in her deeper, sucking harder on her clit.
Josie dropped back down on her face, moaning and gyrating her hips and pinching her nipples. She flicked her piercing, moaning loudly as she rocked against Sophie's face. Watching her up there, in complete lewd command of Sophie, was unquestionably one of the hottest things I'd ever seen. Josie's eyes bored down into mine, her face a mask of pure confidence and lust. I'd had a lot of connections with a lot of girls lately, but the energy that passed between me and Josie was something unique. It was weird to be reminded of this when both of us were connected to another girl, but there was a silent, emotional understanding that I think passed between us then and there.
I began to understand, then and there, that Josie and I were probably going to have to have a conversation soon.
Until then, we still had Sophie.
"Come on, Sophie, come on you tight fucking little slut, cum for us, set me fucking off, make me fucking cum in your fucking HELL HOUSE YOU CUMSLUT BITCH, FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!" Josie cried out as she came, her juices splashing down Sophie's neck as she too came in my mouth. I lapped up her juices eagerly, almost as eager as she was for me to keep going the way her legs tightened around my neck.
The two moaning, twitching girls collapsed onto the bed beside each other, breathing heavily and panting and looking about as hot as I think as it was physically possible to look. Not wanting to be left out and with a cock that was every bit as hard as it had ever been, I crawled up between them, wrapping an arm around each of their shoulders and feeling like a fucking king as I alternated between kissing each of them.
They could've spent as long as they wanted catching their breaths as far as I was concerned, but Sophie had a different idea. Hesitantly, she reached down and began stroking my precum slick cock with her light, delicate hand. I shivered at her touch, planting a deep kiss on her lips.
She looked up into my eyes, smiling nervously. "All my life, I've been told that lust was a great sin, and that keeping my purity was perhaps my greatest gift. They always told me I had to keep it for God or keep it for my husband, like it was something that didn't belong to me."
Neither Josie nor I said anything, letting Sophie come to what must have been a truly difficult speech to put together. Perhaps sensing our understanding, Sophie smiled a bit wider, the rolled over so she could straddle my hips, her absolutely titanic tits hanging down like the ripest imaginable fruit. Her slick, hairy cunt ground against my cock, driving me wild.
"There's a lot I need to pray on after what you two have done for me here tonight, a lot I need to ask of my soul and my God, but there is one conclusion I've come to," she said.
"What's that?" I asked.
Sophie pulled off her purity ring and tossed it aside. "Purity is overrated."
Reaching down, she guided the head of my cock toward her insanely tight pussy lips. Even from the outside, her pussy was tight, and I wasn't sure that I'd fit. Even if I did fit, I didn't want to hurt her, but if I was worried, she was determined. Biting her lip, she pushed down against my cockhead, forcing it to part her lips, then popping the head inside. She was almost painfully tight, but thank god we'd made her cum so many times first if just for the lubrication, as it helped me slide inside.
"Oh my, oh my, oh my FUCK, FUCK, FUCK, IT'S STRETCHING ME, TEARING ME APART, SO FUCKING GOOD, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK!" Sophie squeaked as she sat on my cock, spearing herself on it an inch at a time. From the side, I caught a flash as Josie immortalized this moment with my phone's camera in what I was sure would be a pretty fucking awesome picture.
Inch by agonizing inch, she pressed my cock into her tight cunt. I watched as half of it disappeared into her, then three quarters. Finally content that she had must've had it, she dropped her entire weight on me, burying the entirety of my cock in her pussy. Her eyes wide with surprise, pain, pleasure, I don't know, she looked down the valley of her immense cleavage, past the gold, cum-smeared cross that hung between her tits, to my cock buried in her pussy.



"It's so, wow, so big," Sophie said, in awe at the vulgar display between her legs.
"Thanks," I said.
"Congratulations on no longer being a virgin. Sorry I didn't bring you a card and some balloons," Josie joked.
Sophie ignored her, still entranced with my cock in her pussy.
"I can... I can feel you, all the way inside of me. It hurts, some, but it feels good, too. I think it might feel real good," Sophie said, running her hands along my less than impressive abs, still in awe.
"You think that's great, you should try moving," Josie suggested.
"I was working up to it," Sophie said. "I just, I want to feel this, let it all sink in. It's kind of a monumental sort of occasion, wouldn't you say? I wanted to give it the proper weight."
"Give it all the weight you want. I'm fine here," I said. I said this, but only because it felt like the slightest motion from her might set me off for how tight she was, and I wanted to make her first fuck memorable.
Slowly, she started to move experimentally, first rocking her hips a little, then pushing herself up and down on my cock. Only an inch or two at a time at first, but with Josie's gentle coaxing, her hands pressing against Sophie's stomach and ass, guiding her onward and helping her develop a pleasurable rhythm. Sophie was a quick study, not quite a natural, but pretty close to one. Little by little, she began to take more and more of my cock with each bounce, settling on a slow but increasing pace where she took nearly half of my length at a go. Her speed increasing, her face lost its consternation and got a look of tentative pleasure to it, a look I liked seeing spread across her lips.
Moaning with pleasure, she started to fuck down onto me in earnest, no longer needing Josie's guidance. Seeing that she was no longer needed (and because she loved to watch), Josie rolled beside us, furiously fingering her own pussy with one hand while her other drifted into one of mine. She held my hand tightly as I began fucking up into Sophie in earnest, and though I wanted to give her due attention, it was hard not looking into Josie's makeup streaked eyes, seeing the excitement and promise that danced within her dark brown orbs, knowing that something special was happening that night.
Squeezing my hand once more, she let go and set both of her hands to her pussy, letting me turn my full attention to fucking Sophie.
Josie's timing couldn't have been better, because Sophie was starting to understand the pace of a truly furious fuck, bouncing down on me with an increasing speed that sent her titanic tits colliding into each other.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck this is great, I never knew, I should've known, should've never believed, fuck, it's good, amazing, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK ME, RYAN! FUCK MY SLUTTY CUNT!!" Sophie roared.
I grabbed her tits, squeezing them, hoping to keep them from colliding at the pace she'd established, but there was no way they'd be constrained. Instead I settled on grabbing her ass, helping her fuck down onto me as I pushed into her.
Building up to a release, I grabbed her by the hips and rolled over so I was on top of her. She looked up at me in surprise, but her smile was one of the cutest, sweetest I'd ever seen, especially when I took over and began to pound down into her.
"So, I take it you're having fun?" I grunted as I fucked down into her.
"Yes, yes, yes," she moaned. "I wanna fuck, all the time, this is so, amazing!"
I kissed her, making out with her passionately as my hips became a pounding blur. I was gonna cum, I just hoped that she'd go off first.
On that, I was wrong. Josie came first, moaning loudly as she bucked against her own fingers. Sophie wasn't far behind, cumming beneath me one final, loud time. With seconds to spare, I pulled out of her and fired shot after shot of cum across her stomach, tits, even some splashing onto her neck and chin, before I once again rolled onto my back between her and Josie.
"Holy fuck. That... that was incredible," Sophie moaned.
"Wait'll you have that cock in your ass," Josie replied, leaning over to lick some of my cum off of Sophie's tits.
Sophie considered what she had to say. "I don't... I'll need to think about that."
"Do that. Getting ass-fucked is so much more intense than you could possibly imagine, and Ryan's pretty fucking good at ass-fucking," Josie said.
"Awww, thank you," I said, unable in my exhaustion to meet her eyes.
"Wow," Sophie said, thinking on her words.
Remembering what we'd come here for, I decided to ask, "So, I'm sure it probably goes without saying at this point, but are we good on the whole Halloween thing?"
"You're fine," Sophie replied. "No protest, and you don't need to do an article or anything to placate me. I'll keep the Brigade here running the Hell House."
"Sweet," Josie said.
"Thanks," I replied. With what little energy I had left, I crawled up to her and planted a kiss on her lips. She giggled, softly.
"I... I will see one or both of you again sometime, right?" Sophie asked.
Unhesitatingly, Josie replied, "Count on it."
***
While Sophie debated just how in the hell she was going to clean up the mess we'd made, Josie and I got dressed and snuck back to her car, unseen by anyone we ought to have been worried about. It was a minor blessing, but once we got to her car and drove off, we broke down laughing.
"So, we saved Halloween," Josie said.
"Nadia will be so proud of us," I replied.
"Everyone will be," Josie said.
"Too bad we can't tell them how it happened. No one would believe us," I said.
"Why does that mean we can't spread it around?" Josie asked as we stopped at a red light.
That... that was a good question. Two months ago, I'd have never thought about talking about things like this, but two months ago I didn't understand how Regan Hills High truly worked. I didn't understand the depths of depravity that most students lived in, and how well I'd fit in as a part of it.
"Hey, Ryan?"
Lost in thought, I hadn't even noticed that Josie was looking at me. I did notice when she bent over and kissed me on the lips. It was a soft, lingering kiss, the kind I could've gotten lost and stayed lost in for a while. When we parted, she smiled at me with a perfectly sweet contentment.
"You know what I really want right now?" she asked, getting moving once the light turned green.
"What's that?" I asked.
"I wanna find a good frozen yogurt place that's still open, preferably someplace with a lot of toppings. I want some quality fro-yo with a lot of toppings, then I want to go someplace quiet where I can tittyfuck you back to hardness so you can buttfuck me like crazy. That sound good to you?" Josie asked, her voice never losing any of that sweetness.
Smiling, I replied, "Sounds perfect."
"I thought so," Josie replied.
***
Author's Note 2: The Second One: Yes, we've finally made it to Halloween! Being one of my favorite times of year, Halloween is going to be split into two chapters to cover both the events of day and night. While night is going to be full of tricks and surprises, for the day portion I'm looking to bring back some favorite returning girls for some Halloween fun. However, since you have all been amazing, I wanted to give you a bit of say in this. If there's a girl you'd like to see featured again, please drop her into a review or in feedback, and I'll feature the most popular one I get. This is an experiment I hope doesn't explode on me, but is my way of saying thank you to you all for the encouragement. I'll give this a little time before I start writing the chapter, but once I do I'll inform you all in the reviews.



        Senior Year Memories Ch. 11

        Halloween, Part 1.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/senior-year-memories-ch-11

Title: Senior Year Memories Ch. 11

Author: aimingtomisbehave33

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Halloween, Part 1.

Tags: big breasts, asian, black girl, halloween, slut, big cock, threesome, high school, 18-year-old, anal

Series: Senior Year Memories


Usual Disclaimer Time: Even though this story almost entirely takes place in a high school setting, all the characters in this story are 18 years old or older, and since we're living in the wide wonderful world of porno-land here, where clichés roam free and things might get a little unrealistic from time to time, please remember it's all in good fun, I swear.
Author's Note: At the end of my last chapter I gave you, the readers, a chance to determine how this next chapter was going to go, with the opportunity to vote on a girl to appear in the first Halloween chapter. The votes came in fast and furious, and between the comments section and the e-mails I got, it came down to a close race between four contenders. Who will win and get an encounter with Ryan's cock on Halloween? I guess you'll have to read on. Thank you everyone for voting and proving this idea wasn't entirely crazy, I shall do similar experiments in the future I imagine! As always, if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews or shoot me some feedback. Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It keeps me going and motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement!
***
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*****
"Oh, for fuck's sake, Ryan! How many times? How many times have I told you not to fuck with my settings?" Tori exclaimed, waking me up with a well-flung pillow to the face. I laughed as she turned off her phone's alarm which I'd switched to the Halloween theme for the occasion.
"I thought it'd be festive," I responded, flinging the pillow back at her.
"Yeah, well I don't like waking up to thinking Michael fucking Myers is about to bust down my door!" Tori said, pushing a bunch of curly red hair behind her ear. She was mad, but she wasn't really mad.
How could she be on Halloween?
"I'm not sorry," I said, admiring how damn good she looked even in the morning. Sure, half of the wrinkles in her pillow were still embedded in her face and the oversized shirt and sweatpants were hardly flattering to her amazing figure, but the way that smirking smile crept through her anger, I was sure she was one of the prettiest girls on the planet.
"Good answer," she said, quickly kissing me on the lips.
"I thought so," I replied, kissing her back a little more softly, a little more lingeringly, letting the tips of our tongues play with each other. It was a nice kiss, until she smacked me in the side of the head with another pillow.
"I'm gonna potty, and after that we're gonna both brush our teeth so if we got any time to make out before breakfast it won't taste like a dumpster," she said, getting out of the bed and making her away across her basement bedroom toward the bathroom door.
"Sounds great," I replied.
"Good. And Ryan?" she said.
"Yeah?"
"Happy fucking Halloween," she said with a smirk, sneaking into the bathroom and closing the door behind her.
Lying back down on Tori's bed, staring at the ceiling, I still had to let it sink in that Halloween had finally come. This was normally one of the days of the year I looked forward to most, just because Halloween had always been fun, but this one was special, wasn't it? This was my final Halloween at Regan Hills High, and one where I was finally making something of myself. I had more friends, was having more than regular sex, and was helping run a haunted house at the school's Halloween Scream carnival.
When Puma Press editor Nadia Barclay first sprung the task on me and Josie, it felt insurmountable, but after a month of work with some great people, it finally looked like it might come together. Rose's sets were impeccable, Mallory had some great costumes and makeup designs, we had a great crew of dedicated people ready to work it Halloween night, and we'd even averted a last minute protest of the entire event that could've fucked the entire school over.
All in all, it'd been a busy month, but a damn rewarding one.
Now that we'd reached the actual day, there was some undeniable stage fright, but there was also excitement too, the culmination of a month of hard work that we could all finally relax after.
The night before had been pretty brutal, getting everything ready for the Halloween Scream, but once we were about as done as we were gonna get the lot of us crammed into the Puma Press offices and took a couple hours to watch Scream on the room's digital projector, eat pizza, and relax. It was Josie's idea, and though Nadia fretted over the lost work hours, everyone was happy for the distraction. It meant a couple less hours of work, and that we'd probably be putting on finishing touches right up until the Halloween Scream opened, but it was the recharge before the big day we needed.
I was so tired at the end of the night that I took up Tori's offer for a sleepover not so much because I wanted to fuck her, but because her house was closer to school. Crashing at her place was nothing new, but sharing a bed with her, curled up next to her as something between best friends and lovers, that was new, and it wasn't bad, not at all.
I heard the toilet flush and the water of the shower start up. Toothbrush in mouth, Tori swung the door open.
"Come on," she said, waving me over. I joined her in the bathroom, sharing the limited sink and mirror space with her as I used my spare toothbrush to scrub the morning away.
"So, gotta ask," she said through her brushing.
"What?"
"Something goin' on with you and Josie?" Tori asked.
"No. I dunno. Maybe. Probably," I answered. "That a problem?"
She shook her head, which at this range sent the wild tangle of her curly red hair almost into my face. "Nah. I think you two are cute, is all. Sure as shit better for you than Kaitlyn."
Seeing the opportunity to echo an earlier joke we'd made, I said, "Oh, come on, she's not that bad."
Spitting her toothpaste into the sink, Tori said, "You know what they say about people when someone says they're not that bad?"
"That they're actually that bad?" I returned, before both of us burst out laughing.
I spat out my toothpaste and rinsed in time to see Tori stripping off her pajamas, revealing her luscious, naked body to me. D-cup tits with wide, pink areolas, a pretty little pussy with a well-groomed strip of red hair above it, pale, freckled skin, and a nice, round ass, Tori McNeil was, and always would be, a sight to behold.
"So, you wanna join me or what? Save some water?" she said, stepping into the shower.
"Well, uh, you know how much I care about saving Mother Nature," I said, stripping out of my sleep clothes. This was no mean feat, mind you, considering how much my underwear got caught on my ten inch erection. After some finagling, though, I was naked and joined her under the hot water. She always liked it a shade too hot for my tastes, but the way she looked under the showerhead more than made up for it.
"My, my, my, is that all for me?" she cooed, playfully running her fingers up the underside of my cock, making me shiver even in the heat.
"Yeah, that's your fault," I said.
"Glad to see I've still got it," she said, rubbing shampoo into her hair.
"You never lost it," I replied.
I swear, at first we actually were trying to shower. We soaped and scrubbed and helped each other soap and scrub, waking up under the hot water, but, well, this turned into one of those one-thing-led-to-another situations in a hurry, and soon we were making out under the hot water. We kissed passionately, our hands roaming over each other as we first made out, then ground my cock against her pussy lips. She looked up into my eyes, nodding, urging me on as I pressed inside of her.
"Oh, fuck yeah, gimme that cock!" she exclaimed as I fucked her against the wall.
"Fuck," I grunted, fighting for footing as I pounded into her, her slippery, wonderful breasts crushed against my chest. It was hot, she was hot, but that didn't stop our feet from threatening to slide out from underneath us.
"Fucking shower sex," Tori complained.
"It's never as hot as you'd think, is it? Kinda awkward?" I replied, still fucking into her.
"It is if you know how to do it. Here, pull out of me."
"Okay."
I did as she said, and she turned around, spreading her legs and bracing her arms against the wall. I lined myself up behind her, running my hands over her magnificent ass, squeezing it, loving how she cooed in response to my handling. Still bracing herself, she looked over her shoulder and reached between her legs for my cock. At first she rubbed it up against her pussy lips, but then she arched her back, spreading her ass cheeks slightly enough to give me a great look at her puckered asshole and pressing the head of my cock against it.
"Are you sure?" I asked. We'd joked about anal some in the past, especially after Homecoming when I'd savagely fucked both Kaitlyn and Brooke's asses in front of her, but we'd never actually played around with doing it.
"What, are you saying you don't wanna fuck my ass?" Tori replied, flexing her ass cheeks against my cock.
"No," I said, pressing the head against her hole, not pushing in, but letting her know I was there. "Since fucking you's been on the table, I've wanted to fuck that ass like you wouldn't believe, I just thought, you know, there'd be more of a moment to it."
"Well, if you want me to throw you a party, get some hats and streamers and whatnot, I can always- MOTHERFUCKER!" Tori roared as I pressed the head of my cock into her tight, so tight, so hot asshole. It seemed as good a way to cut her taunt off as any, and it definitely got the job done.
"I don't need a party. I was just saying I was surprised," I said, trying to use a joke to cover the unbelievable sense of awe I felt at fucking Tori's delicious ass.
"So was I, now that I think about it. Fuck, I've taken some cock in that ass, but that's gotta be the biggest," Tori admitted, slowly pressing back against me.
"Should we stop?" I asked, serious.
"No, just, give me some time to adjust," she said, biting her lip and forcing back against me. An inch at a time, my cock slid into her ass, and though she grunted and squealed, she gritted her teeth and urged me on. She let out sounds of pleasure mixed with pain, an exquisite sound that would've worried me long ago, but now I knew to be normal under certain circumstances (like having a giant cock up your ass). I let her adjust, let her set the pace until I was balls deep in her ass.
"Now... that's more like it," Tori said. I leaned over her, kissing the back of her neck and squeezing her tits, marveling at the tightness of her ass.
"Fuck, you're tight," I whispered.
"Thank you," Tori said, squeezing me. "Now, we don't have a lot of time, so..."
"Fucking your ass, got it," I said, starting to slide in and out of her. It was a slow, deliberate pace at first, still letting her adjust while I fucked her, but at her urging, I sped up. The heat in the shower hardly mattered, only the tightness of her ass, the wet slapping of our bodies against each other, her moans which were no longer moans but savage screams urging me onward.
"Fuck my ass, fuck, fuck, FUCK!" she cried out, rapidly fingering herself while I fucked her harder and harder. Carefully, I bent over, grabbing her breasts, squeezing her nipples, tweaking them ever so slightly to make her scream while I pounded her harder and harder.
"Your ass, fucking amazing," I grunted.
"We gotta, fuck, we gotta do this more," she agreed.
"Not gonna, fuck, god, hear any complaints from me," I replied, bending over and kissing her. She kissed me back, not a friendly, sweet kiss but the kiss of a ravenous beast.
"GOD, FUCK ME!" she screamed, pressing back harder against my cock.
I thrust into her, blind from my need to fuck her harder, suddenly getting dizzy, from the buildup, from the heat, I needed this to end but I needed to fuck her ass even more.
"FUCK, FUCK, FUCKING FUCK I'M CUMMING, I'M CUMMING, I'M CUUUUUUUUUUMMMMMING!" she screamed, her body tensing, then bucking against me, her legs nearly giving out. I held her up, barely, but I wasn't able to do much more than that as I grunted with my own orgasm. Opening up the floodgates as I filled her ass with my cum felt amazing, but with the heat and exertion it took everything I had not to black out.
Both of us panting, I leaned up against her, kissing the back of her neck.
"Thanks," she said huskily.
"No problem," I replied.
"No, seriously, that was amazing," she said.
"No problem," I repeated. "I think, I need to get out of here, or I'll die."
Tori laughed, squeezing my softening cock with her ass.
"Wimp," she taunted.
I spanked her ass, hard, making her yelp. "Who's the wimp now?"
She pulled my cock from her ass, turned around and stuck out her tongue at me. Inspired, I leaned in and sucked on that tongue. For this, Tori didn't seem to mind one bit.
I spent an extra minute or so washing off my cock before getting out of the shower, wrapping a towel around my waists and wandering into the comparative coolness of her basement bedroom. She'd broil herself for a good while longer, which I figured gave me enough time to cool down and check in with the world.
I sauntered across Tori's bedroom, sat down on her bed, unplugged my phone from its charger and turned it on. After waiting for it to load and unlocking it, I can't say I was surprised that I had messages, but the volume of them took me by surprise, mostly because I had no reason to expect close to thirty texts from Nadia Barclay waiting for me.
Eyes wide, I opened them up and read.
It wasn't as bad as I'd feared at first, but with the Halloween Scream tonight, she was nitpicking and wringing her wrists over little issues we'd already worked out. It was stressful, but I told myself it was a stress I could deal with.
The stress that was coming down the stairs, though, was another issue entirely.
Footsteps.
"Fuck!" I exclaimed as I heard the steps descend the stairs. The basement gets stuffy easily, and since we weren't doing anything last night we left the door into the house open a crack. The problem was that Tori's parents were fairly notorious for only stopping to knock if the door was locked. I liked her folks quite a bit, but as far as I knew they had no idea of the turns our friendship had taken. I kinda wanted to keep it that way for as long as possible, but like many things in life it was easier said than done.
Fearfully, I bolted to my feet, my feet catching and tangling in the towel wrapped around my waist. It pulled, awkwardly, falling to the floor and entangling my feet further the faster I tried to move, tripping me up and dropping me naked, flat on my back, just in time for Tori's mom to walk through the door.
"Tori? Is everything al- oh."
Quickly, I covered as much of my cock as I could with my hands, a task made all the more difficult by the fact that Tori's mom was, as ever, smoking hot and my cock was nearly impossible to tame much of the time. Tall and fit, she matched me at my height of 5'11" when wearing flats, but since she usually wore heels she'd always towered over me as an Amazon to my deeply nerdy mind. You could see where Tori got her features from, since Mrs. McNeil shared her pale skin and red hair, but unlike Tori, her mid-back length hair was straight and she'd spent more of her life out of the sun, giving her a freckle-free, porcelain complexion. Though in her early 40's, her pretty face was youthful and playful, always holding a secret smile that told you she was full of secrets.
Coloration wasn't the only thing Tori got from her, as Mrs. McNeil also had amazing boobs and a curvy ass to kill for. For all the yoga and running she did, she was fit, and she liked to show off all her assets in her professional yet form-fitting business suits. Today she was particularly festive, with a black jacket, short black skirt, and a pale orange blouse, none of which hid her insane curves in the slightest.
Confused and naked and lacking anything witty, I said, "Good morning, Mrs. McNeil."
To her credit, she looked away from me when she continued talking. "So, you two have finally sorted your shit out and got together? Good for you. And how many times have I asked you to call me Lauren?"
"Sorry Mrs.- Lauren," I corrected, awkward and not entirely sure how I was supposed to handle being naked near the mom of my best friend, a woman I'd known as one of the adults my whole life and was on the shortlist of women I'd learned to masturbate to back in my awkward puberty days. While I wasn't sure, my cock sure as hell was as it tried to break free from my hands.
"I'd really like to get dressed if that's alright, Lauren?" I said.
"Please do," she said, mercifully continuing to look away, but not leaving the doorway either.
"Thanks," I said, disentangling myself from the towel and quickly pulling on underpants, jeans and my T-shirt. Tori's shower was still on, so I didn't think she'd heard this interruption.
"Is everything alright?" I asked, finally dressed enough that I wasn't afraid of being seen. Sensing this, Lauren looked at me again, though was I crazy or was she looking me up and down?
No, I had to be crazy.
"That's just what I was coming down here to see. I heard screaming and wanted to make sure Tori wasn't hurt or anything, but, I imagine your condition explains what I was hearing," Lauren said, smirking. I didn't entirely buy this excuse, as Tori's active sex life meant hearing her scream wasn't anything new to Lauren, but since I was more afraid than eager to argue, I didn't put much thought into it.
"I'm sorry-"
"For what? You're young and having a good time, there's nothing wrong with that."
"Thank you, but-"
"It's just that, you should know that come next week, we're going to be hosting Rachel in the guest room while she takes a sabbatical from college, and as you know that room is right above this one, so you might want to err on the side of discretion for future encounters while she's staying with us?" Lauren suggested.
I scowled. Rachel was Tori's 21-year-old sister. I hadn't seen her in a long time, but she used to love giving Tori and me a hard time. I wasn't looking forward to having her around, mostly because I knew Tori would want her around even less, even if she did occasionally sneak Tori bottles of booze.
"Thanks for the warning," I said.
"Anytime," Lauren replied. "And, so you know, breakfast is in ten minutes. Don's making French toast."
Tori's dad, Don, was a chef for a fancy restaurant the next town over, and though he was an odd, quiet guy, he was a damn good cook. "Sweet, I'll tell Tori when she gets out of the shower."
"Excellent," Lauren said, turning from the door. She only got two steps away before she turned back. "And Ryan?"



"Yeah?"
"I really am glad you two are finally together. I always knew you'd be cute together," Lauren said.
There's a million different things I could've said right then, and the best of them probably would've just been nothing, but for the life of me I can't say why I answered her the way I did next. It was probably a confluence of factors, the heat and sex still swimming through my head, the strange reconciliation that Tori and I were getting around, the overwhelming joy of it being Halloween, the feeling of stress to come with all of Nadia's texts and how I'd always had the tiniest of crushes on Tori's mom. I answered quickly because I wanted to answer her quickly, but in retrospect if I'd thought more on my answer, I would've avoided a lot of pain and heartache in the long run.
"We're not together, not really. We're just kinda having fun, with each other, with other people. Making it a memorable senior year, you know?" I said, more honest than I meant to be, but still honest because I'd always been honest with her.
"Oh," she said, pausing more than I'd expected. "Well, whatever the story is, I'm glad you're having fun. See you guys upstairs in a bit?"
"Yeah," I replied.
"Cool. And, oh yeah, Happy Halloween!" she exclaimed perkily, heading upstairs.
"Happy Halloween!" I called after her, oblivious to what I'd just started. I didn't know right then that I'd just tipped over the first domino on what would be a series of events that'd lead to the darkest period of my senior year, because that's how mistakes usually work: you don't know you're making them when you make them.
I wasn't worried then, and you shouldn't be either, not yet at least. This is a story I'll save for another day because there's still the story of Halloween ahead, and Halloween is a much happier story, even with its twists and turns and frustrations.
As crazy as I expected this day to be, I had no idea how crazy it actually would turn out to be.
***
After breakfast, Tori got dressed in her witch costume and drove me back to my house so I could pick up my bike, backpack and costume. Compared to how stunning she looked, I felt positively underdressed in the mask and coveralls of my Michael Myers costume, but this was something I was fairly used to.
What I wasn't used to was the sullen silence. The news that Rachel was going to be staying for a good chunk of November was a surprise to Tori, and not awelcome one either. She didn't want to let on that it got to her, so of course she let it on. I did what I could to try and cheer her up, reminding her that it was Halloween and that we had a lot of fun and work ahead of us, even sharing some of the funnier texts that Nadia had sent me, but little seemed to be able to bring her out of her funk. It hurt my pride that I couldn't help her, especially after everything we did in the shower, but since my pride wasn't the important thing here, I just shut up and let her figure out what she needed to figure out on the drive to school.
Getting there, though, was enough to distract me from worrying about Tori as we went our separate ways to our first classes. How could I not smile on this most glorious of glorious days?
Though Regan Hills High School put a lot of restrictions on what we could and couldn't wear (masks had to be easy to take off, no real or imitation weapons, all costumes had to fit within the school dress code, etc.), it was amazing to see how all out everyone went. There were more zombies, superheroes, pirates and vampires and monsters and cartoon characters past than I could count. Even some of the teachers got in on it, decorating classrooms and doors with everything orange and black that they could find and doing their best to fit in with PG, humorous costumes that worked about as well as you'd ever expect a teacher trying to find a PG, humorous costume to be. Even though my phone buzzed in my pocket with each new text from Nadia, I was lost in wonder as I took in everyone's costumes, good, bad and otherwise.
In my mask I was anonymous, and I took all the enjoyment that offered, sneaking up and scaring Brooke in her fairy princess costume, and even saying a quick hello to Sophie. She wasn't dressed for the day, back to her usual prim and proper religious girl look, but once I revealed myself to her, she blushed, whispered me a quick hello, and then ran off. I didn't know if I'd get the chance to see her again, but I was hoping I would; I got the impression she might have sexual potential I couldn't even imagine.
I was enjoying the anonymity, but after a fun few minutes of wandering across the campus, I couldn't help but shake the feeling that I was being followed. Looking around, I saw that this feeling was justified.
About fifty feet off there was a girl standing in what had to be one of the creepiest costumes I'd seen of the day. It was a custom made costume designed to look like a patchy ragdoll, with a face of burlap, large button eyes, scraggly blonde yarn hair, a mouth of ragged stitches and a tattered skirt. Whoever had made the costume had done a damn good job at making it look creepy and old, covering her from head to toe in mismatched, ugly patches. The work looked so fine that I thought it had to be Mallory, but that thought was quickly shot down when I realized this girl was much shorter.
She was staring at me. I couldn't see her real eyes, but I knew she was staring at me. The more those button eyes bored into me, the more unsettled I became. She cocked her head, then raised an arm to wave at me creepily.
I shuddered.
"Was that the boogeyman?" the voice behind me asked. It made me jump, even if the voice was familiar and the line even more familiar.
"As a matter of fact, it was," I replied, returning the exchange of quotes as I turned to face Josie Wong.
Well, I was sure it was Josie Wong when I turned around, but I sure as hell wasn't sure it was her when I actually saw her. She'd stripped herself of all of her black leather clothes, her pale makeup, her jewelry. Instead she now wore the blue and white outfit of a Regan Hills High School cheerleader complete with pom-poms, glam makeup and, if I wasn't mistaken, baby blue butterfly barrettes in her choppy, short black hair. The costume complimented her body well, but it was a shock to see her.
"Now that's scary," I said.
"Really? I was going more for ironic," Josie said, spinning around and offering me a girly curtsy.
"It's that too," I said.
"Thanks," she said, sarcastic. "Walk with me to class?"
I looked out for the ragdoll, but she was long gone.
"Sure," I said, walking side by side with her. Josie and I had worked together on the Puma Press since September, back when she watched me have sex with Nadia, but we hadn't started talking really until Nadia assigned us to head up the Puma Press' haunted house for the Halloween Scream together. Since one thing had a way of leading to another, we started having sex (damn she was really good at anal), but unlike a lot of girls I'd been with, there was a connection between me and Josie that brought us close. I couldn't quite put my finger on what it was, but whatever it was made me really want to hold her hand as we walked. I didn't, because I didn't want to make things weird.
"So, where did you get the costume?" I asked.
"It's not a costume. What you're seeing is a genuine Regan Hills High Puma cheerleader's outfit. I've got friends in low places who know how to get things, and they got me this," Josie answered.
"Ah," I replied.
Josie bit her lip, then smiled in wry amusement. "So, how's your phone?"
"Getting blown up with text messages from Nadia. Yours?" I asked.
"Same," Josie replied. "Fuck, she needs to get laid."
"I think we just need to get past the Halloween Scream," I replied.
"That's not gonna cool her down any. There'll always be something else," Josie said.
I thought on it. "Yeah, that seems right."
"Yeah," Josie answered, trailing off.
I wanted something to say and landed on, "So... nervous about tonight?"
"No. We're gonna kick ass. We got a good team, a great house, and a religious girl who's gonna stay far the fuck away from us and let us have our holiday. So... are, you nervous?" Josie asked.
"I think so. But as long as I got you with me, I think we'll kick its ass too," I said, not terribly confident, but glad for the smile it got from Josie.
"You can be such a cheesy ass sometimes," Josie said, shaking her head.
I looked up at the clock in the hallway, saw that we had a few extra minutes. "I may be, but I'm also a cheesy ass who knows of a dark little alcove off this hallway and that we've got a few extra minutes to kill. Wanna make out?"
Josie's eyebrow rose, impressed. "Yes. Yes I do."
I grabbed her by the wrist, pulling her into the dark little alcove off the main school corridor. Jokingly, she stood up on her toes and kissed my Michael Myers mask first, before I pulled it off and kissed her on the lips. Her lips, even painted pink like this, were every bit as full and luscious as we made out. We didn't have time for more, even though I very much wanted more, but we still softly groped one another, kissing passionately as we awaited the tardy bell. It would be a rude interruption, but we didn't care, because it was Halloween, and we were the people that Halloween was made for.
No bells, no ragdolls, nothing could stop our fun.
Well, maybe the simultaneous buzzing on both of our phones as Nadia texted us again, but once we both saw those, we laughed, put our phones away, and went straight back to making out.
***
Like they always do when there's something you're looking forward to after, classes seemed to crawl by at a snail's pace. I normally liked my classes, especially Mrs. Lynn's, but with the Halloween Scream only hours away it was hard to pay attention.
The texts I was getting weren't helping any either. Some of them were the usual stuff I was used to getting from Kaitlyn and Brooke, saying what they wanted to do to me and how they were looking forward to Halloween being over so I'd have more free time for them, but when the pictures started coming, well that made it hard to pay attention.
Brooke: you think these panties go with my costume???
Brooke sent a picture of herself bent over in front of her bedroom mirror, the short, pale green skirt of her fairy princess costume held over her ass, showing off a pair of comparably pale green panties so sheer that I could see her pussy and asshole clearly through them.
Kaitlyn: You know you're looking forward to these later.
Kaitlyn sent a picture of herself half-wearing her pirate costume, her massive and completely bare DD-cup tits spilling out from over her corset. With her one free hand, she pinched one of her luscious nipples, and it took all I had not to drool for thinking of the taste of it.
Rose: No idea what to wear today. Any thoughts?
Rose's picture was the least subtle yet, taken of her standing completely nude in front of her closet, her toned, tanned body completely on display from her firm C-cup tits to her delicious pussy.
Josie: You know I know how to have a happy Halloween
Unlike the other girls, I was pretty sure Josie took hers in class, if only for how close up and dark the shot of her pussy beneath the blue and white cheerleader's skirt was. Her panties, black with orange jack-o-lanterns on them betrayed the rest of the costume, but was every bit as sexy as it was cute, which summed up a lot of Josie I'd found.
I was sneaking looks at these pictures beneath my desk in Mrs. Lynn's class, smiling at the memories I had with each of these girls, when I got another one from Brooke. I knew how creative she was, and was all too happy to see what she had to offer this time.
I would've done it, too, if it weren't for a new text from Nadia interrupting me.
Nadia: Have you confirmed with Mallory she's got adequate makeup supplies?
It took all I had not to answer her by saying, "No, because I know Mallory knows what she's doing and she won't let us down, get off our asses."
Me: Yes. We're good.
Nadia: Thank you.
I expected there to be another question, but for now at least, she didn't send anything. I shook my head. Nadia was getting on my last nerve. I knew she just wanted to make sure we had a good Halloween Scream and that nothing got fucked up, but if she kept worrying like this, she was bound to mess things up herself.
For all I'd done, all I'd sacrificed, I sure as hell wasn't going to let her mess things up, not when we were this close.
The lunch bell finally rang. I pocketed my phone and followed the rest of class out of the room. Sitting at her desk at the front of the room, dressed in the wide red hat and coat of Carmen Sandiego, Mrs. Lynn eyed me as I passed.
"See you at the Halloween Scream, Mrs. Lynn?" I asked conversationally.
She laughed. "Not my scene. No, I'm afraid I'll be just waiting on the trick-or-treaters all night."
"Oh. Well, have a Happy Halloween, then," I said.
"You too, Ryan," she said, looking me up and down in my formless coveralls. "Be careful out there, lots of crazies come out on Halloween looking to scare."
I smiled at her before I pulled on my mask. "It's Halloween, Mrs. Lynn; everyone's entitled to one good scare."
I left her classroom in good spirits, holding onto the quote as a jaunty response and not an actual promise. Even though it was Halloween, I had absolutely no intention of being scared.
That intention lasted right about until I stepped out of the classroom and got a good look around.
The ragdoll was back.
She stood only thirty feet down the hall from me, watching me, cocking her head. The sewed in smile of her mask was frightening, a taunt and promise of terror. I knew it wasn't an actual monster or ghost, but that I didn't know who it was and that they seemed to be following me unnerved me. I considered going over to her, but if I did, what would she do? Would she run? Would she stay there? Would she come to me? Which of those would I prefer?
Her standing there was enough that I even ignored the buzzing of my phone as Nadia no doubt sent another message.
"Hey, Ryan!"
I yelped in surprise. Girls had a way of finding their way into my blind spots today, it seemed.
Like Josie earlier, though, this one was very welcome once I saw through her Supergirl costume. She was tall, almost as tall as me, and fit, and the costume looked like it had come fresh out of the comic books instead of looking like the usually cheap store bought costume. Red knee-high boots, bare thighs, short red skirt, blue top with the S logo across her small but firm breasts, golden blonde hair falling around her beautiful, wholesome face. It was the hair that threw me off, but once I got a good look at her kind, pale face and sparklingly bright blue eyes, I recognized her.
"Hey, Mallory," I replied. "Great costume."
She looked up at the golden wig that covered her shaved head, blowing a lock of hair out of her face almost bashfully. "Thanks. With all the work I've got tonight, I thought I'd keep today simple yet badass, so... Supergirl."
"Great choice," I said, looking nervously back over my shoulder. The ragdoll, once again, had disappeared. I didn't know if that was a good thing or not.
Mallory looked me up and down, her eyes lingering on my mask. "You know, I know a pretty good mask guy who could get you something way more screen accurate than that off the shelf piece of junk. Not that you don't look suitably scary, but..."
"Thanks," I said.
"So..." she said.
"So..." I responded. I'd had sex with Mallory a couple weeks back when I recruited her for the Halloween Scream, but aside from stumbling across her once while out on a date with Rose, I hadn't had a chance to really talk to Mallory about anything but the Halloween Scream for more than a few seconds at a time. I wouldn't have said it was awkward between us, but she was so nice and so pretty and since her cosplay skills made her close to the most famous person at our school, it still felt a little strange being around her.
"Okay, I know you've got lunch and I don't want to hold you up or anything, so I'll make it quick that I've got two points I want to talk to you about," she said.
"Shoot," I replied.
"First, is there any chance you can get Nadia off my back? She's been micromanaging me like crazy today and is close to driving me up the wall. I know what she's capable of more than most, and normally I'm good to ignore that, but I've started looking forward to tonight and I'd really appreciate it if you can find a way to keep her from taking that away from me," Mallory said.
I laughed. "You and me and Josie and probably everyone else. I'll talk to her if I get a chance, but I can't be sure that'll do anything."
This wasn't the answer that Mallory wanted to hear, but it was the only one I had. Given how well Mallory knew Nadia, I also knew that she wasn't all that surprised by my answer.
"Thanks, for that, anyway," Mallory said.
"Sorry I can't promise more. What was the second thing?" I asked.
Pursing her lips, Mallory looked up and down the now nearly empty hallway. "I've been thinking a lot about what happened between us that night, and... well, if we can find the time, I'd really like to do that again. I know you're busy and that a lot of girls want your time, but-"
I checked my phone. "Does now work?"
Mallory's eyes brightened. "Sure! But, where?"
I smiled, leading her into the small supply closet next to Mrs. Lynn's room because from experience I knew it to be pretty private. It was cramped with metal racks, smelled musty and was lit only by a single hanging light bulb, but had just enough room for the two, maybe three people to have a really good time. If Mallory minded, she didn't let on. The moment I closed the door behind us, she pulled off my mask and set it on a nearby shelf, wrapping her arms around me tightly and planting a fierce kiss on my lips. She may not have been a real Kryptonian, but in spite of her willowy frame she was deceptively strong.
I didn't mind one bit, wrapping my arms around her, settling behind her cape on grabbing her ass and spinning her against a nearby set of shelves. Our tongues dueled with an unexpected urgency, not from wanting to get to lunch or anything trivial like that, but a long held-back wanting. It'd been too long since we'd done this, and both of us clearly wanted it. I slid my hands up under her skirt, underneath the elastic of her panties and squeezed her pert ass. She sighed pleasurably.
"That's nice," she said.
"Gonna get a whole lot nicer," I said, dropping to my knees in front of her, pulling down her bright red panties as I went.
"I like nicer. I can deal with nicer," she said, pulling her skirt up higher and showing me her beautiful, delicious and completely hairless slit. It was already full and pouty, glistening with moisture from anticipation. Clearly she really had wanted this for a while.
"You shaved," I noted, licking my lips.
Mallory smiled. "It's a good precaution when I'm wearing costumes with a short skirt, can't have anyone- OH, FUCK!"
She yelped as I dove in, licking her pussy up and down and running little circles over her engorged clit with my tongue. I wanted to surprise her by sucking on her sweetness and seemed to be doing a pretty good job of that, but as her voice went higher the more I licked, I realized a definite problem.
"You might wanna keep it down. Sound travels through the vents of this room to the next class over," I said.
"How do you know that?" she moaned, desperately putting a hand on the back of my head and pushing me back into eating her pussy.
I gave it a few tentative swipes, even pressing it between the lips and kissing them, before replying, "Trust me."



Mallory moaned in greater desperation, her pussy already soaked from want. "I won't make any promises, but if you keep doing that, I'll, fuck, I'll try to be quiet as a mouse."
I never thought I'd be in a position to ask a girl to be quiet, but it appeared that there was an exception to every rule. I meant to at least make it up to her with enthusiasm at least, sliding two fingers inside her pussy alongside my tongue, probing her hot, wet depths and twisting them around. I'd found her G-spot in the past and knew right where it was this time, pressing up against it as I sucked and licked vigorously at her clit.
I knew Mallory liked to get loud, and it must've been agony for her, biting her lip and holding back what sounded like impressive screams of pleasure. Rather than scream, she pulled her tight top over her small yet beautiful braless A-cup tits, her large puffy nipples already rock hard. With one hand she pinched a nipple, rolling it between her fingers, while her other grabbed my hair and pushed me harder and harder into her cunt. I ate her with gusto, loving her sweet, savory taste and wanting more.
Mallory was happy to oblige. Urgently, she whispered, "Oh god, oh fuck, keep going like that, keep going like that, fuck me with your mouth, you know I like it, know I love it, keep it up, close, so close, closer, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me with that mouth, fuck me harder, make me cum, make me cum, so close, I know you can, I know, fuck, fuck, fuckfuckfuckfuckfuck! I'm cumming! I'm cumming! I'm cumming!"
Her body jolted with the impact of her orgasm, rattling the metal rack she leaned up against. Her voice was quiet as she came, but she made up for that with her violent gyrations and the flood of juices that covered my mouth, chin and hand. Weakly, she tottered on her feet, but soon fell to her knees beside me, showering me with kisses and licking her juices from my face.
"Oh that was awesome, that was, wow, thank you, I needed that like you wouldn't believe," she said.
"Anytime," I replied, kissing her back.
Mallory lifted my pussy juice-covered hand to her face, licking it and sucking on my fingers that had just a moment ago been buried deep inside her. "I'll have to take you up on that. For now, I could really go for some serious cock."
She unzipped the front of my coveralls, and in response I could only answer, "Well, I've been told my cock is pretty serious."
Mallory laughed, pulling the top of my coveralls down so they fell around my knees, revealing my tank top and boxers clad body. Eagerly, she reached into my boxers, pulling out my massive erection and running her hands over the glistening head, lubing it up. I was pretty riled up already from eating her out, but when she bent over to take me in her mouth, sucking on my cock like her life depended on it, I think you could call it a minor miracle I didn't just blast off right there.
This wasn't what either of us wanted, though, and when I spun her around on her knees, dropping her to all fours in front of me, Mallory was all too eager for the attention, looking back over her shoulder as I flipped her skirt and cape up over her tight ass. I dropped my slick cock between her ass cheeks, rubbing it playfully against her. She squeezed me playfully with her ass cheeks as I did this, but when my cockhead ran up against her asshole, she shivered.
"Sorry?" I said.
"Don't be," Mallory said, smiling nervously. "It's, uh, not something I've ever done before. Not that I'm not curious, but, ummm, maybe not today?"
"No problem. I wasn't trying to push or anything, I was-"
"I know, Ryan, I know, and you're sweet. Just... when I'm ready to give up my ass... I'll let you know," she said, smiling mischievously.
That Mallory was more or less promising me her ass one day was an immense weight that only swelled me with pride. I really liked her, and if she wanted to give me that responsibility, I promised myself that I wouldn't let her down.
"Until then, though, I want you to fuck me like an animal," Mallory said, her voice husky with lust.
"As you wish," I said, pressing my cockhead against her pussy lips, spreading them, pushing my way inside. I'd almost forgotten how intensely tight Mallory was, not having gotten around quite as much as many of the girls I'd been with, but it was an exquisite form of pleasure and pain as she let loose with a deep moan, a sound that only extended as I slowly pressed my entire length into her.
There was no gentleness, no beauty to what we did in that closet. We had very little time and very much want and knew it, and once I was inside of her, all bets were off. I fucked her hard on the concrete floor of that closet, her knee-high boots and my coveralls the only things keeping us from getting badly scraped up as we savagely fucked. There were no words, only sounds and pieces of words that might've been formed but fell apart between our brains and mouths. We were two fucking beasts as I pounded into her from behind, wanting nothing but pleasure and each other.
I grabbed her hips, slamming into hard, so hard I feared I'd knock her down, but Mallory wasn't to be underestimated. She matched me stroke for stroke, looking back at me, growling and grunting, urging me on as her own second orgasm approached. Mallory came hard a second time against me, squeezing me tight and setting me off. When I asked her where she wanted me to cum, she only pressed harder against me. That set me off, cumming hard and filling her pussy with shot after shot of cum.
Drained, I fell against her. She arched her neck just enough to kiss me on the lips. It was a soft kiss, tender even, the antithesis of what we'd just done but seemingly the perfect ending.
Gently, I pulled out of her, falling back away. I was greeted with the beautifully lewd sight of her still on all fours, her tiny tits bare and visible even in the dim light, her stretched out pussy lips leaking with my cum.
I had to ask, "You are so, amazingly fucking hot right now. Can I...?"
Smiling, Mallory posed herself even more provocatively, knowing exactly what I wanted. I pulled my phone from my coveralls' pocket, and after closing half a dozen new messages from Nadia, I opened my camera app and took a perfectly sexy picture of Mallory. This one would undoubtedly be a crown jewel in the Senior Year Memories album.
"So, that remains pretty awesome," Mallory said.
"Glad to hear it," I said, trying to figure out just how I was gonna clean up and realizing that I didn't really care.
"Join me for lunch?" Mallory suggested, cleaning between her thighs with a roll of paper towels from one of the shelves.
I probably shouldn't have. After reviewing the picture on my phone, I scrolled through Nadia's increasingly intense texts. I probably should've just responded to her, maybe even met up with her to put her mind at peace, but I really wasn't feeling up to dealing with her shit right now, not when the rest of the day was going this well.
"Sure," I replied, leaning in for one last kiss.
***
Don't ask me how, but somehow I managed to avoid Nadia for the rest of the school day. She was coming close to ruining my Halloween with her incessant texts and the texts from people complaining to me about how she was texting all of them, but I knew I'd see her at the end of the day, and that I'd be in a good spot to deal with whatever crises she wanted to deal with (even the ones that weren't really crises) then.
In anticipation of the carnival and the work the students were putting into it, classes let out half an hour early. Realistically speaking, what I should've done with my time was ride my bike home, ditch this costume and clean up in anticipation of more work to be done before tonight, but I couldn't help but take another last pass through the haunted house we'd put together.
First thing after class, I made a beeline for the soccer field, finding Bungalow 237 easily. It had been almost a second home this past month, and looking at it now, it was impressive how far we'd come. From the outside it wasn't much to look at, mostly the snaking rope of a queue line I hoped would be full this evening, and a sign above the door advertising "Dr. Happy's Asylum." Since Rose had made it, it was quite good, giving every hint of fun and foreboding you'd want in a haunted house about clowns who've taken over a nuthouse. Kaitlyn and Brooke and a handful of their cheerleader friends would be made up as sexy, creepy clowns to entice people to come over, while a couple floaters from the Puma Press dressed as less sexy and far more creepy clowns would wander around the queue, scaring anyone dumb enough not to pay attention to where they were.
The inside, though... that was where the real magic would happen.
My phone buzzed. By this point in the day I'd developed a twitch every time that happened fearing yet another situation with Nadia, but I was surprised and relieved to find this one was only from Kaitlyn.
Kaitlyn: hey, where r u now?
Me: By the bungalow. Why?
Kaitlyn: wanna talk about something
I chuckled.
Me: You mean talk or "talk"?
Kaitlyn: first one, then the other
I thought about this. I'd been pretty well fucked already twice today by Tori and Mallory, was I really up for more, especially with how energetic Kaitlyn was?
Wait, who was I kidding?
Me: In that case, I'll be inside the bungalow. I got the keys. Knock when you're here?
Kaitlyn: see you soon ;)
Kaitlyn: oh, and ryan?
Me: Yeah?
Kaitlyn: when I get there, just play along, ok?
Well, that wasn't suspicious in the slightest, was it?
Me: Play along with what?
Kaitlyn: you'll see ;)
I wanted more than that, but I also knew Kaitlyn well enough that that was all I was going to get. It would've frustrated me if I didn't have such affection for Kaitlyn, not just for how long we went back, but for the fact that she was the one who kicked off the wonderful insanity that was my senior year. Sure, she was being a bitch at the time and trying to bribe her way out of a tutoring session, but since we'd started spending more time together (both tutoring and fucking like maniacs), we'd gotten close. Surprisingly close, really. There was no chance in hell that Kaitlyn Pruitt and me would be boyfriend and girlfriend, but the two of us shared a connection different from any other girl I'd been with, too, that couldn't be denied.
Taking the steps up into the bungalow, I unlocked its door. Again I had that silent, animal sense that I was being watched. Cautiously, I eyed the reflections on the bungalow's windows. Though they'd been blocked off on the inside by curtains, the outsides were untouched glass, and depending on how I looked I could see much of the field behind me. There was some movement as students hung out or headed home, but I couldn't see that shape I knew to be there: the ragdoll.
She was there somewhere, watching, waiting, and though she frightened me, even more I wanted to know just who she was and why she was following me.
I wouldn't get that then, but looking out for her without looking like I was looking out for her made me fumble with my keys. Since this wasn't a horror movie, this wasn't a fatal mistake, but it still made me feel stupid as my heart raced and I dodged inside the bungalow.
It was stupid. I knew it was stupid, that it was just a classmate of mine who was following me for, what, a sick joke? A Halloween prank? Something else? If I at least knew who they were this wouldn't feel so strange and messed up, but at least I was inside somewhere I felt comfortable.
Okay, maybe comfortable wasn't entirely the right descriptor for the bungalow, since we'd done everything possible to make its interior look as unsettling as possible, but for all the blood, sweat and tears we'd put into it, I was proud enough of it to call it a place that made me happy, even if I didn't look forward to tearing it down after tonight. What'd once been an overstuffed, nearly abandoned bungalow was now a claustrophobic maze of tight, winding corridors, with hidden alcoves for scareactors to jump out of. The majority of the set decoration was saved for our four small show rooms, each of which had a different horrible tableau of the clown infested asylum, but thanks to Rose's efforts the entire experience looked amazing. It didn't look like much with the lights on, especially the entry chamber made to look like a small trashed reception area I was currently in, but when the lights went out and the music went up, it'd be pretty fucking creepy. I couldn't see how Nadia could have any problems with it, not with the budget we had, but if she kept texting me she'd push me to my limit.
There was a knock at the door. I pulled off my mask and tossed it onto the reception room's desk.
"Who's there?" I called out, more fear in my voice than I wanted.
"It's me. Who the fuck else would it be?" Kaitlyn asked through the door.
Relief flooding my system, I opened the door for her.
Kaitlyn Pruitt stood at the bottom of the bungalow's steps in all her Halloween glory, dressed as the sluttiest pirate our school's dress code would allow. Her white top had flowing sleeves and was low-cut enough that the corset below it made her already impressive DD-cup tits look even bigger. Her skirt was frilly and showed plenty of leg, her hat was wide, and she'd even curled her dark hair for the sake of the costume. There was no denying it was Kaitlyn, though, not with that pretty, tanned, resting bitch face with the perpetual half-sneer.
Kaitlyn being here wasn't a surprise. That she had Little Red Riding Hood with her, though, was. Or, to be more specific, Haley Campbell dressed in what'd be a rather modest Little Red Riding Hood costume on most girls, but was a step away from obscene on her. The red hooded cloak she wore barely concealed her pale, redheaded beauty with her green eyes and full red lips. The white dress that came with it, though, was stretched to its limits over Haley's amazing body. Her H-cup tits threatened to split the top wide open, while there was no hiding her wide, womanly hips made it hard to miss her amazing ass.
Before this year, being confronted by Regan Hills High School's two bitchiest cheerleaders would've been the scariest part of my Halloween, but since I'd fucked both of them earlier this year (and Kaitlyn frequently afterward), seeing them here only brought a smile to my face.
"Trick or treat," Haley said, chewing gum. She held up her Little Red Riding Hood basket mischievously.
"Smell my feet," Kaitlyn said, putting a hand on her hip.
"I'm afraid I don't have anything good to eat," I responded.
Kaitlyn laughed. "I think we all know that's a fucking lie."
Haley rolled her eyes.
"Fair enough," I said, welcoming them in. I spared a quick glance outside and found myself grateful that I couldn't see even a hint of the ragdoll hiding, but that didn't stop me from swiftly locking the door behind them.
"Awfully presumptuous, aren't you?" Kaitlyn said, amused.
"Just being careful. There's a lot of weirdos out there today," I said.
"And in here, too," Haley said, snapping her gum.
I scowled at Haley's harshness, but then remembered how much Haley was like a wild animal. I couldn't just wave my dick in her face and expect her to roll with it; I had to be bigger, stronger, louder if I wanted to make any progress or get a straight answer from her.
"And just what the fuck are you doing here? Kaitlyn at least had the decency of telling me she was coming," I said.
Whatever words she had thought of next seemed to catch in her throat, while Kaitlyn suppressed a giggle.
"Uh, right..." Haley said.
"Told you he'd be in a mood," Kaitlyn replied. "Ryan here's been working so hard on this big, bad haunted house he's at the end of his rope. If you want him to play nice, you'll have to play even nicer."
"Fine," Haley said, sighing as if being nice were the most difficult thing in the world. "Fine."
"I'm missing something, aren't I?" I said.
"Look. All of my friends are gonna be dressed like slutty clowns working your stupid fucking haunted house tonight, and I want in because I don't wanna spend my Halloween night alone and bored, but Kaitlyn says I gotta do what all the others did if I want in, so I'm here to do what it takes to get in, 'kay?" Haley said.
I looked to Kaitlyn, standing slightly behind Haley, smiling a mischievous smile. When she texted me, she told me I had to play along, and I was pretty sure this was what she meant.
"And what exactly is that?" I asked.
"What, now I gotta fucking spell it out for you?" Haley asked.
"I think you should," I replied.
"Fucking unbelievable," Haley said, shaking her head.
"Oh, come on, just say it and get it over with and we'll all have more fun," Kaitlyn teased.
Haley grumbled, loudly snapping her gum. "Fine. Kaitlyn says if I wanna be a clown, I gotta fucking eat your ass and let you jack off on my face. Now I've done worse for less, but this isn't exactly my idea of a fucking picnic, so if it's fine with you I'd just like to get this over with."
I was waiting for the punch line, but she was completely serious. Kaitlyn was pulling one over on her, and I was supposed to go along with it. Given Haley's bitchy arrogance, I probably even considered going through with it too, but the frustrations and joys of the day, from my time with Tori and Mallory to being stalked by a creepy ragdoll and Nadia's incessant texts and Kaitlyn using me to fuck with one of her friends, were battling it out for which would push me over the edge first.
The buzzing of the phone in my coveralls pocket only pushed me over the edge.
"You come here thinking you're supposed to eat my ass, and you're chewing gum before you dive in?" I asked.
Haley stopped. "You know, when you put it like that, I could've thought this through better."
"Yeah, you could've, especially since Kaitlyn's clearly fucking with you," I said. Kaitlyn's face dropped. Haley whirled on her.
"Is she?" Haley asked, suddenly angry. Well, angrier.
"No I'm not!" Kaitlyn protested.
"Yes, you are. None of the girls had to do anything to get in; if they wanted in, they're in. You want in? You're in. I'd never blackmail anyone for sex because that's fucking wrong. Kaitlyn wanted both of us to take part in this sick joke because she wanted a little more trick than treat in her Halloween, I think," I said, enjoying the feeling of power of having figured this out and how it made Kaitlyn squirm.
Haley squinted at Kaitlyn. "Yeah, sounds about right for this bitch."
"Oh, come on, it was just a joke! Have a little fun, why don't ya?" Kaitlyn said, her bitchiness not hiding her defensiveness.
Haley smirked at me. "So, what should we do with her?"
I hadn't fully thought that far ahead, and the incessant buzzing in my pocket wasn't helping, but I could come up with a few ideas. Kaitlyn had never talked a lot about Haley, so I didn't know if she was as... open-minded as I knew many of the other cheerleaders to be, but I read that smirk and took a chance.
"I think she's earned some punishment. You good to punish?" I suggested.
Haley's smile broadened. "Fuck yeah I'm good to punish."
Kaitlyn's eyes went wide. This clearly wasn't how she meant this prank to go. "Now, guys, wait a second-"
We didn't wait a second, though. I walked up to Kaitlyn, grabbed her by the shoulders, spun her around and bent her down over one corner of the reception desk so her head hung over one side while her ass hung over the other. In one swift movement I hiked up her skirt, revealing her luscious ass bisected by the tiniest of black thongs. Then with one long, hard stroke, I spanked her ass.
"FUCK!" Kaitlyn cried out. Not letting up, I spanked her twice more, hard enough that her left ass cheek was already glowing light pink.



"You want in on this?" I offered Haley.
"Gladly," Haley said, joining me in mercilessly spanking Kaitlyn's ass. Kaitlyn's cries with each slap were more of indignation and surprise than pain, because I knew she really did like having her ass abused, but I wasn't going to let up when we all seemed to be having so much fun. Already I could smell the familiar, musky scent of Kaitlyn's pussy dampening, and I was hard as a rock. The sparkle in Haley's eyes told me she was having fun with this too, and I was curious to see how far it'd go.
"I'm sorry, fuck, I'm sorry, alright?" Kaitlyn said.
"Sorry for what?" Haley taunted, swatting Kaitlyn's ass hard.
"FUCK!" Kaitlyn cried out. "Fuck, I'm sorry I tried to trick you."
SMACK!
"I'm sorry I'm such a bitch!"
SMACK!
"I'm sorry I tried to make you eat Ryan's ass!"
SMACK!
"I'm sorry for all the other times I tried to trick you!"
SMACK!
"I'm not sorry I'm fucking enjoying this!" Kaitlyn growled, smiling back at us.
"I'll bet you are," Haley said, forcibly pulling Kaitlyn's thong down and shoving a few fingers into her sopping cunt. "Man, you are fucking wet. I've said it before and I'll say it again: you're a dirty fucking cumslut."
"I think we all know this," I said.
"You know I am, and it'll take a fuckload more than this to punish me you cunt," Kaitlyn hissed, playfully.
Haley rolled her eyes. "We need to shut her up."
"Way ahead of you," I said, unzipping my coveralls and fishing out my rock hard cock. Kaitlyn looked at it, still bent over the corner of the desk and licking her lips, before I shoved it between those soft, thick lips as far down her throat as possible. Kaitlyn's eyes went wide as she nearly choked on my cock, but she was far too accomplished a cocksucker to let that get to her as I fucked her throat. Knocking her hat away, I grabbed the back of her head and fucked into her throat savagely, enjoying the moans I cut off with each stroke.
"Yeah, fuck her throat, fuck that fucking whore throat, make her choke on it," Haley whispered harshly as she continued forcibly fingering Kaitlyn.
On one outstroke, Kaitlyn grabbed my cock and held me away, enough to take a rasping breath and say, "If you think I think this is punishment, think ag- FUCK!"
Haley cut her off by shoving three pussy juice coated fingers into Kaitlyn's asshole, and I took the chance to thrust forward, shoving my cock back down Kaitlyn's throat. We weren't really trying to punish or hurt her, but pretending like this was fun, especially once Kaitlyn started to really get into it. Kaitlyn was such a bitch so much of a time that dominating her like this was fun if just as a change of pace. I could tell that Haley wasn't used to seeing Kaitlyn in this position and was absolutely loving it, rubbing her own thighs together beneath her flimsy Red Riding Hood dress as she fucked Kaitlyn's ass with her fingers. Haley and I locked eyes, exchanging smug smiles as the pair of us dominated Kaitlyn like this. Running her free hand up her chest, Haley freed her massive tits from the dress, exposing them in all of their lewd glory to me. Her nipples looked even harder than my cock, if that were possible, which practically made my mouth water.
"Nice," I said.
"Thank you," Haley replied. "Though I don't think she's really getting the lesson, do you?"
"No. Got something else in mind?" I asked.
"Oh yeah," Haley responded, pulling her fingers from Kaitlyn's ass. I followed her lead, pulling my cock from Kaitlyn's mouth. Forcibly, Haley guided Kaitlyn onto the floor, pushing her down onto her back.
"So, you wanted me to eat Ryan's ass, did you? Thought that'd be funny, didn't you, slut?" Haley taunted, pulling up her dress so Kaitlyn and I could watch her pull down her own bright red panties. Her pussy with its plump pink lips and thatch of curly red hair looked every bit as tasty as I remembered.
"So?" Kaitlyn said.
"Well, it's time you got a taste of your own medicine!" Haley said, straddling Kaitlyn's head and dropping down onto her, pinning Kaitlyn's arms above her head with her thighs so she couldn't fight. I heard Kaitlyn's muffled complaints beneath her skirts, even if I couldn't see Kaitlyn.
"Now, I'm good to sit here all day if you are, so unless you want your breath to smell like my ass, which I've been told is quite tasty, for days, you best get started," Haley said. I could hear Kaitlyn's muffled curses, grunts and groans, but ultimately she gave in, because it's hard not to give in to someone as hot as Haley.
"You think she's been good enough?" I asked.
"Fuck no. Why?" Haley asked. I pointed down to my cock. Haley said, "Ah. Well, fuck her if you want, but save some for me. Don't let her cum. Taunt her, tease her, fuck her slow, but don't let her cum."
Kaitlyn bucked and groaned, but when I crawled between her thighs, pressing the head of my cock between her pussy lips, she spread her legs eagerly and accepted me into her welcoming, lustful cunt. With Kaitlyn on her back, me on top fucking her, and Haley sitting on her face, I was just slightly too tall to eat Haley's pussy, but not too tall to bend upward and suck on her magnificent tits.
Serviced by Kaitlyn and me while she furiously fingered her own pussy, Haley was doing pretty well I'd say.
Haley intoned, "Oh, fuck yeah, this is fucking nice you fucking sluts, give it to me, give it all to me, but remember to save it for me, Ryan, fuck, I want that cock, I need it and deserve it more than that slut down there. Kaitlyn thinks she's the big fucking boss of all the cheerleaders, make us suck on her tits, eat her pussy whenever she wants, get all the guys before we do, even big badass cheer captain Dakota Lewis can't stop her, but when you turn the tables she's nothing more than a little fuckslut desperate for cock, cunt and ass. I'm gonna have to keep you around even more, Ryan, fuck that's nice. She was never like this before, never had a cock as fucking epic as yours to tame her, fuck yeah, yeah, you and me and all of us, we're gonna have some real fun times with Kaitlyn, aren't we? Like that, yeah, Kaitlyn you fucking slut, yeah, keep going, keep going you slut, fuck yeah, FUCK YEAH, FUCK, FUCK, FUCKING EAT MY ASS YOU FUCKING CUMSLUT BITCH FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!"
Haley came messily, her juices spraying out onto Kaitlyn's neck and top.
"Oh fuck, fuck, fuck that's nice, fuck that's nice, oh yeah, fuck, that was fun, fuck, fuck..." Haley whispered as she came down. Our eyes met as I still slowly fucked Kaitlyn, but when she nodded at me, I pulled out. God help me, I didn't want to pull out, not with Kaitlyn's pussy as exquisite as it was, but the taunting felt appropriate given how Kaitlyn had tried to fuck with both of us. I pulled out of her pussy as Haley crawled from her face.
Gasping for breath, Kaitlyn sat up, looking down at the mess of her costume.
"You assholes," Kaitlyn said. "You fuck me, don't let me cum, sit on my face, and then... this costume-"
"Didn't cost you shit. You got it for cheap at the Spirit store at the strip mall," I said.
"Yeah, well... you didn't have to squirt on it," Kaitlyn said.
"I didn't, but it was fun," Haley admitted, crawling over to me.
"Yeah, well, the least you can do is make me cum," Kaitlyn said, bunching up her skirt around her waist and practically begging one of us to take care of her.
"Fuck no," Haley said.
"Fuck no?" I asked Haley.
"Fuck no," Haley confirmed, pushing me onto my back and climbing on top of me. Reaching down, she grabbed my cock and slid it into her pussy, settling all her weight down rather comfortably. "You've fucked with people just one too many times, Kaitlyn, and now you gotta pay. Now you watch us fuck, and if you so much as touch your pussy even once, neither of us is gonna touch you again for a very long time."
It was hard to argue with a woman with massive tits who was riding me as expertly as Haley was, but I had to say, "I don't... goddamn that's nice, I don't fully agree with that."
"Suck on my tits and you don't have to agree," Haley said, practically smothering me with her massive boobs. It was hard to argue with that logic, so I didn't, sucking on her nipples while watching Kaitlyn out of the corner of my eye, disgruntled and writhing around in frustration. Grumbling loudly, she pulled her own beautiful and large tits from her top, pinching her nipples and not technically breaking any of Haley's rules.
Haley didn't seem to mind, riding my cock savagely, the weight of her tits nearly knocking my head back with each bounce.
"Fuck, goddamn I missed this big fucking cock, Ryan, I can't believe... fuck, I can't believe I haven't had it in me again sooner. Need it in me all the fucking time, every, fuck, every fucking hole, need your cum all over my big fucking tits, paint me with it like you painted me before, like you painted all those other fucking whores," Haley moaned, bouncing up and down furiously while I did everything I could to keep up with her wildly bouncing tits. I liked the sound of what she had to say, though if she kept at me with this ferocity, I didn't know how I'd survive another round with her. After experiencing both her and Kaitlyn in short succession, my balls were feeling nice and full and ready to launch at any second.
"So close, so close, goddamn fuck, keep fucking me, keep fucking me, fuck me hard, fuck me with that big fucking cock, fuck me so good and maybe we can take pity on that cheap slut watching us, take pity on Kaitlyn and let her join in, let her and me tittyfuck you until you cum all over us, then we make her cum, how does that sound, how does that fucking sound?" Haley continued.
"FUCK!" was my answer. Overwhelmed by pleasure, I grabbed Haley by the hips and fucked into her harder and harder, letting out all my lust and fear and frustration from the day into pure sexual fire that would make our orgasms ones for the books.
Because I'd had two already today, I was able to hold out a bit longer this time, even longer than Haley as she geared up for her second.
"FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK YEEEEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSs, FUCK ME RYAN, FUCK ME, I'M FUCKING CUMMING AGAIN YOU FUCKING BIG COCK NERD, FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!" Haley screamed as she came and spasmed above me. She was putty above me, soft and malleable even in her bucking orgasm, and I was past the point of caring how the rest of this went down. I rolled over on top of her, pounding her hard, not sure I'd make it to tittyfucking her and Kaitlyn until I painted them but holding onto that image and knowing that if it wasn't going to happen today that I'd find the time to make it happen soon. I was an animal, and nothing in the world could've stopped me from having the biggest fucking orgasm of my life.
Nothing, I thought, until there was a knock at the door.
"Hey, Ryan Collins? I know you're in there," Rose Ferris called through the door.
I slowed my fucking of Haley, though I still slid in and out of her softly. I called out, "Uh, I'm a little busy right now!"
"I know, I heard. Nicely done, by the way. Hey Haley," Rose said through the door.
Flushed and sweaty, Haley replied, "Hey."
"Do you mind? We're kind of in the middle of something, Rose," Kaitlyn said spitefully.
"Oh, hey, Kaitlyn. Sure, I'll make this quick. Nadia's on the warpath, Ryan Collins, I think I'm the only one who's willing to deal with her right now. She's freaking the fuck out and looking for you and I came looking because I didn't want to be around that shit and she's kind of freaking everybody out. Freaking me out, and it takes a lot to freak me out," Rose said.
"It really does," Haley admitted.
"Just get rid of her and finish this and make me fucking cum already, you have no idea how horny you two have made me and you fucking owe me!" Kaitlyn whispered urgently.
I wanted nothing more than to do just that, but it wasn't that easy. No, nothing today was that easy, no matter how much I wanted it to be that way. All that stress, all that intensity and annoyance and fear, everything I thought I'd worked out in Haley's pussy, it wasn't gone. Far from it. It was still there. It was every little vibrating text, tearing away another small piece of my patience. It was every sighting of that damn ragdoll, haunting me, hunting me, driving me mad. It was looking forward to this day for so long, being so close to the end that I wanted nothing to fuck it up every bit as much as I wanted to enjoy it.
I was wound tight, tighter than I thought, and the problem with things wound tight is that they have a tendency to snap. I hadn't really snapped that many times in life, but it was entirely possible I'd never snapped as hard as I did while on top of Haley Campbell, listening to Kaitlyn Pruitt bitch while Rose Ferris tried to summon me away from them.
I may have been a little mad then, but we all go a little mad sometimes.
Agonizingly, I pulled my cock from Haley and stood up, straightening myself out, shoving it back inside my underwear and zipping up my coveralls.
"Ryan?" Haley said.
"I'll see both of you tonight," I said.
"What are you doing?" Kaitlyn asked.
Pulling on my mask, I said, "I need to talk to Nadia."
***
Nadia Barclay was alone in the Puma Press offices when I found her, and sorely lacking in Halloween spirit. She wore her usual professional sweater and jeans, the only indication that this was a holiday was the jack-o-lanterns printed on the hair tie that held back her long black hair. Even in her intensity while she pored over Halloween Scream notes, she was beautiful, her skin dark and soft and her wire-rimmed glasses only complimenting her sharp features. Usually there were a few other students and Mr. Hopkins in the room, but she must've scared them off.
Good. This'd make the next part a lot easier.
She looked up at me as I entered. "I see you got my message. Where's Rose?"
"Dark Room. Now," I demanded.
"Why?" Nadia replied.
"Because we need to talk and I don't want to be interrupted. Dark Room. Now!" I repeated.
Nadia's eyes went wide, surprised. Still, she followed me into the red lit confines of the Dark Room as I explained what brought me here. I could've told her that Rose decided to stay behind at the bungalow to look over the sets and make sure everything was okay, but I figured her staying behind might have just as easily been because of wanting to avoid Nadia. That, or to fool around with Haley and Kaitlyn.
Whatever the reason, I wasn't in a place to tell Nadia that.
"So, we're in the Dark Room," Nadia said, annoyed. "You've been avoiding my texts."
"I'm not the only one," I replied. "You've been driving everyone up the fucking wall today, and it's gotta stop."
"I'm only ensuring that everything will go to plan," Nadia said.
"You're not the only one. You put together a team of some of the best people this school has to offer and got us all behind a unified banner. Mission accomplished. We're good at our jobs and we know what we're doing, but if you fucking micromanage every goddamn thing we do, we're not going to be able to work to our best, and if we don't work to our best, we fucking fail," I said.
Nadia considered this, and how geared up I was. I doubted she'd ever seen me like this before, and it was throwing her off. "You know I only have the best interests of the Puma Press in mind, right?"
"Trust that we do too and let us do our fucking jobs," I said.
Nadia sighed, wringing her hands together. "It's just that... we're so close, we fought so hard and dealt with so much shit, I just don't want anything to go wrong."
"I know that. I don't either. Josie and me and Rose and Mallory and all the others, we're here for the Puma Press. Here for you. Trust us. Please," I said.
"I just-"
I interrupted, "What you need to 'just' do is just relax. We got this. Have a happy Halloween, kick back, have some fun for a few hours, and then once the Halloween Scream kicks off, trust that we're all gonna do our best to kick some serious ass."
Nadia laughed. "Relax? What's that?"
Okay, maybe that wasn't the best advice to give workaholic Nadia.
Thankfully, I was ready for a different kind of solution.
"I don't know how you choose to relax," I said, pulling off my mask and tossing it onto the mini-fridge. "But I've got some ideas."
I closed the distance between us, wrapping an arm behind her and pulling her in close in a fierce, energetic kiss. She was caught off guard by my surprise move, but she responded quickly, passionately kissing me back as our hands quickly roamed over one another. We tore at each others' clothes, my coveralls hitting the floor and her sweater, shirt and bra following not long after. I sucked at her delectable C-cup tits, running over them with my tongue, lightly grazing them with my teeth in a way that made her hiss with pleasure.
"This isn't very relaxing. Nice, but not very relaxing," Nadia admitted.
"We haven't gotten to the orgasm part yet. That tends to be pretty fucking relaxing," I said.
"Aren't you confident?" Nadia teased.
"You and I both know I've got every reason to be," I said, unbuttoning the front of her jeans and sliding my hand inside. My fingers crept beneath her panties, finding her hot slit, already slightly moist from our making out.
I wanted her more than moist, though. I found her clit with my thumb, circling it gently, then vigorously, as I slipped two fingers into her pussy.
Nadia moaned into my ear, wrapping her arms around me for support as I fingerfucked her.
"See, isn't this so much better than losing your shit over something you don't have to lose your shit over?" I said, increasing my pace.
Nadia bit her lip, her words coming out ragged. "It's not, oh fuck, it isn't that I don't trust you. I trust you, I'm just... goddamn... I'm always a worrier, I want everything just right, right there, keep going right there..."
"Can you try not to worry for tonight? Focus on the business while we focus on the haunt and have our fun?" I suggested, squeezing her clit just so enough to make her moan deeply.
"Fuck, you drive a hard bargain," Nadia said, kissing and biting my neck.
"I'm trying," I said.
"You gonna stop doing that if I say no?" she asked.
"No," I answered.
"Good, because that's real fucking nice. And I'll try, okay? I can't not worry, but I'll try not to take it out on the rest of you. Is that a start?" she asked.
"That's a start," I confirmed, curling two fingers up inside of her as I fingerfucked her even more furiously. She was soaked by this point, and it wasn't long before she came against my hand, covering my fingers and hand.
Nadia's knees gave out beneath her and she collapsed in front of me, though that might've been part of her plan. She fished my cock from my underwear and eagerly licked the underside, sucking on my swollen balls briefly before going back to the head and downing almost all of my ten inches in one stroke. Pulling back, she said.
"This tastes of fresh pussy," Nadia said. I was more impressed that she didn't say it tasted like four fresh pussies and one asshole with all the sex I'd had today, because if anyone could've figured it out, it was Nadia.
"Yeah, and?" I said. Nadia shrugged, then continued sucking on my cock. Her oral skills were every bit as impressive as I'd remembered, her lips so soft and her tongue so eager, but I was so sensitive at this point from my interrupted threesome with Haley and Kaitlyn, my balls so full, that I wasn't going to let it end here.
I pulled out of her mouth. "Couch."
"Yeah," Nadia agreed.
We both stripped out of the last of our clothes with lightning speed. Her body was as lithe and perfect as I remembered, every square inch of her making me even harder. I sat down on the couch, and she was all too glad to climb on top of me, sliding every inch of my twitching, thick cock into her tight pussy. She cried out when her ass touched my balls, as much from pain as pleasure, but once she started to ride me, it was all pleasure.



"Oh, fuck, that is good, that is nice, why has it been so long? Why haven't we done this sooner? Fuck that's nice, keep fucking me, keep fucking me," Nadia said.
"I'm around, you find me, you need to fuck, god yeah, you want some of this cock, or my mouth, or anything, you find me and I'll fuck you so hard you can't walk straight. When you're in class or the Pres, fuck, I'll treat you as uptight and proper as you want, let everyone think you're the good fucking girl, but when we're alone, I'll fuck you so hard in all your fucking holes that like all the other sluts who come begging for my cock because that's just how you like it, isn't it?" I said, fucking her harder as I went on. She moaned and cried out at my dirty talk, urging me on by rocking her hips while I grabbed at her ass and periodically took nibbles on her nipples.
"Fuck, you sure know how to butter a girl up," Nadia laughed when I was done, pressing her soft, full lips against mine and kissing me deeply while we continued to fuck.
"Thanks," I replied, spanking her ass, hard.
She yelped, then said, "Been working on that speech for a while?"
"No, just came up with that, fuck, now," I said.
"Well, it's good, fuck, and it's right, yeah, right there, but if you talk the talk, you better walk the fucking walk, Ryan," Nadia said.
I knew what she was getting at, and I was going to deliver. I pulled out and rolled to the side on the couch so that I was on top of her, then stretched her legs up over my shoulders. Nadia was flexible, smiling at me up between her legs as I lined up my cock with her tiny, tight little asshole, then pressed inside.
"Oh shit, oh shit, oh FUCK! You think you know, fuck, how big a cock is, but then you get it up your ass, MOTHERFUCKER!" Nadia cried out as I pressed inch after inch of cock up her tight little asshole, forcing the last few inches in with one last thrust that made her squeal.
"That how you like it?" I taunted.
"No, I'd prefer it moving," Nadia challenged. "I want you to pound my goddamn asshole like you pound all those other fucking sluts, but even better because you know I'm fucking better than any of them."
"Be careful what you wish for," I said, starting a rhythm as I meant to destroy her ass. The cum in my balls was boiling, but my anger and frustration with Nadia had passed. At this point I knew we understood each other, and that things tonight would be easy. Now it was just a down and dirty fuck, each of us goading the other into being darker and nastier as I fucked her hot, tight little asshole into oblivion.
I was so used to being behind a girl when I fucked her ass that being able to look Nadia in the eyes like this was something of a novelty. I liked it, though, because it gave me the opportunity to bend down and furiously make out with her. It required flexibility, but it was so hot, which combined with my own backed up cum and how hot Nadia was made me ready to go off.
Thankfully, she'd built up to a second orgasm pretty well after a few minutes, cumming hard while screaming into my mouth.
At that point, I was done. The first shot of my cum flew into her ass, but I pulled out for the rest, blasting her pussy, her stomach, her tits, all the way up to her neck and chin with the biggest load of cum I think I'd ever had. Nadia was practically painted with my cum as shot after shot just never seemed to end, so much, so hard, so good that once I was done, I fell back away from her, twitching and laughing and hoping I wasn't going to black out.
There'd been more than a few occasions in my life where I'd felt weird after sex, more appropriately weird about the person I became during sex because it drives us all a little crazy, but realizing what and who I'd become during my encounter with Nadia left me feeling a little confused and guilty. I looked to her hesitantly, a little scared of the rough treatment I'd given her, but equally confused by the look of utter satisfaction and pleasure on her face.
"I'm sorry," I said, quickly. "I don't know what came over me."
Nadia laughed. "Don't be. Just make sure it comes over you again sometime, alright?"
I laughed with her, though it still felt strange. Taking control over sex situations was new to me, I was so used to and happy to let the girls take charge, but today felt like a new day, like anything I wanted to do, anything I wanted to try, was possible. Halloween had been a day of frustration and fear, but it felt like a new beginning, the kind that really made me look forward to the night.
"Sure. I'll think about that," I said.
"You do that," she said, scooping up a couple fingers full of cum and licking it down. "Damn you got tasty cum."
"I'll have to put that on all my business cards," I joked, coming back toward feeling a lot like myself.
"Do that," Nadia said. "But first, we're gonna have the best damn Halloween Scream this school's ever had."
I grinned. "I'm good for that."
"I'll man the register, you bring the scares, and we'll show the drama club who the best extracurricular in school really is," Nadia declared.
Thinking it over and realizing I liked how that sounded, I said, "Happy fucking Halloween."
***
Author's Note 2: The Sequel: And so we've made it past Halloween day, but don't worry, Halloween night is still around the corner with some more naughty fun to be had. Thank you everyone for voting in my experimental poll to choose a girl to have a scene with Ryan in this chapter. As I noted earlier, in the end it became a close four-way race between four contenders, those being Kaitlyn, Haley, Rose and Sophie. At the last minute, Kaitlyn pulled ahead of the pack, but because the votes were so close, I decided to throw Haley into the scene as well because it's been a long time, and who doesn't love some dirty-talking hot girls with huge tits? Anyway, stay tuned for Halloween night, and thank you all again for being awesome!
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: It's finally Halloween, and nerdy 18-year-old Ryan Collins has a lot on his plate. Helping run a haunted house for his school paper for the school's annual Halloween Scream carnival, Ryan was frustrated by the constant, demanding texts from paper editor Nadia Barclay and moderately frightened by the fact that he appeared to have been followed around school by a girl in a creepy ragdoll costume. To top it off, it was a sexually exhausting day, after morning shower anal sex with best friend Tori McNeil, lunchtime sex in a school closet with cosplayer Mallory Dourif, and a threesome with cheerleaders Kaitlyn Pruitt and Haley Campbell. However, when the threesome was interrupted by Nadia, Ryan was able to help her relax through the powers of hardcore sex in every hole, just in time for Halloween night...
***
When I was a kid, I used to believe in monsters. It's not exactly my greatest point of pride that I once thought Dracula, the Wolfman and Frankenstein's monster walked the earth, but really, how is that any different from believing in Santa Claus and the Easter Bunny?
Like all those other fictional characters of my youth, I grew out of believing in them when time and experience taught me that they were nightmares made up in the minds of talented authors and artists, and that they weren't all that scary anyway. Not when there are real world monsters to truly fear. I learned this quick when I became introduced to Kyle Bowman. Growing up, I was completely convinced there couldn't be a greater monster than him, and if only that were true the world would be a damn sight better place. Studying history had taught me that real monsters didn't howl at the moon or suck the blood of virgins, no, they held power as despots and moguls, running countries and corporations and killing infinitely more people than a reanimated corpse with bolts in its neck could ever dream of. Fictional monsters came and went, but real monsters, they were constant, and they were legion.
And yet...
And yet. There's always an "and yet."
And yet, despite all of this understanding, there was a part of my mind that knew this was a lie. It knew better than the rest of my rational mind that not only were monsters real, but they were everywhere, hiding in every dark corner, waiting to pounce at a moment's notice. They gained power from lack of belief, and the more I tried to banish them and push them away, the more they'd be after me.
It was a silly notion, the voice in the back of my mind of me as a small child, back before I loved horror movies and was entranced by them only because I felt physically incapable of looking away from the terror. That me was a deer in headlights when it comes to the stuff of nightmares, at first stunned by the darkness before taking flight.
It was only that I was on my bicycle at the time that allowed me to skip the "stunned" step and go right for "flight" when the monster came for me on Halloween night.
I pedaled with all my might, my lungs burning from exertion and fear. I didn't scream because it wouldn't have done any good, just one more voice in the night where screams were common and considered jokes. I couldn't scream anyway for how much of my breath I needed to keep ahead of the monster's implacable pursuit.
I was close to home. Once I got inside, I could lock the door and I'd be safe. I was on familiar streets, and I knew they weren't. If they were, they'd have found me sooner. I could do this... but what would be the point? They could've taken me at any time if they wanted. Were they playing with me? Why were they playing with me? What had I done to them?
The answer was easy: it didn't matter because it was Halloween. It was the night when the monsters came out to play, and tonight I was the monster's toy.
And to think this day had started off so well.
I saw my house up ahead. Dad would be asleep in his room, dead to the world. That child's voice in the back of my mind told me to call out for him, that he'd send the monster away, but I knew that was foolish. This was my monster, and only I could deal with it.
I hopped my bike up onto the curb, ditching it as I stumbled for the front door. I tripped over the walkway, falling flat on my face on the grass, cursing myself for making the kinds of mistakes that a slasher movie victim would make, the kind that Tori or Josie or I would've made fun of. It was so easy to make fun of them when you weren't being chased, and the part of me that wasn't convinced that I was about to be eaten, that small part that knew I was going to make it out of this alive, wanted to remember this and not make fun of those buxom horror movie victims ever again.
It probably wouldn't happen, but it was worth remembering.
I got back up onto my feet, slowly, not looking back, focused on the front door. The porch light above it was lit, and with the light there was safety. I stumbled for it, reached it, fumbling for my keys in my pocket. They slipped through my fingers, clattering on the doormat.
"Fuck!" I exclaimed, bending over to pick them up. My fingers wouldn't cooperate, grazing the keys, almost picking them up but then dropping them again. Finally my fingers looped through the key ring, picking them up and making for the door.
It was too late, though. They were right behind me, standing too close for me to run.
The high, giddy voice giggled. "Trick or treat!"
***
I lunged, screaming from the darkness.
My victims, a couple of freshmen by the looks of them, screamed even louder, darting around the corner of the snaking maze we'd built in Bungalow 237. It must've been the fiftieth time we'd pulled this exact scare, but they fell for it every time.
Chuckling, I slid back between the black curtains into the dark little alcove I'd helped build, smiling possibly even wider than the painted on smile that Mallory had added to my face. I didn't know then that within a few hours I'd be running for my life, testing the imagined safety that my childhood home offered when I ran from a monster. I was blissfully unaware of many things then, because all I had to focus on was that Regan Hills High School's Halloween Scream was open for business, and as one of the people running the "Dr. Happy's Asylum" haunted house, that was good news indeed.
From the limited reports I'd heard, the crowds were going to break records for Regan Hills High's Halloween Scream fundraiser, which was good news for us. Whether or not we at the Puma Press would have a better and more successful haunted house than the drama club like Nadia wanted wasn't for me to say, but from the gossip I heard, it sounded like we had a longer line (no doubt helped by Kaitlyn and Haley and Brooke and a bunch of their friends dressed as sexy clowns out front helping us drum up business), and that we'd more than recoup our investment.
I heard another group coming. I knew this because Tori and I were a team around this corner of the maze. Dressed and made up as a cute clown, she was a distraction, a fakeout scare a few feet away meant to get the attention of parties as they passed through the maze. Once they were distracted by her, I slid out of my concealed hiding space and scared them however I saw fit. Sometimes I screamed, sometimes I slapped my glove, covered in washers, against one of the hard walls near my hiding spot getting a nice loud jump scare sound. I probably should've used the glove more and screamed less at first, since I'd probably have a sore as fuck throat the next day, but it was just so much fun getting them to scream their heads off with my even louder scream, I couldn't resist.
I leapt from my hiding space and gave this group another good scream. This group, a mother and father and a girl who couldn't have been more than twelve, all screamed bloody murder, running away.
"Nice one!" Tori called out. It was hard to hear anything over the heavy metal music playing over the loudspeakers and the screams of paying customers, but we were close enough that we could hear each other, barely.
"Thanks!" I replied, tapping my hand to my forehead. She responded in kind, then waved me back into my hiding spot.
I was riding high, and certain things couldn't have gotten any better than this. Considering the day I'd had, that wasn't unimpressive.
(And yes, here's where I go into a flashback within a flashback, I'm sure Deadpool would be proud of me or at least talk some serious shit right about now. Probably both, now that I think of it, that does seem his style, doesn't it? Don't worry, I'll try to keep it brief.)
I was pretty sure my day had peaked when I fucked Tori in the ass this morning, but then I had sex with Mallory, which was pretty amazing too, and a rough threesome with Kaitlyn and Haley that I was sure would've worn my dick out, if I hadn't had some even rougher sex with Nadia right after. I'd cum three times in the day before Halloween night had kicked off, and I was feeling close to drained, but with the Halloween Scream ahead (and soon to be over), I pulled myself together. I went home and showered, downed a couple energy drinks and got back with time to spare to rally the troops and join the line of people from the Puma Press and cheerleaders getting made up as evil clowns for the evening.
Seeing so many people I knew and had come to know because of this project in the same place at once, some of them getting made up like clowns to scare with me (Kaitlyn, Tori, Haley, Brooke and Josie), others who wouldn't be because of their instrumental jobs elsewhere in the haunt (Nadia, Rose and Mallory), it was at once strange and awesome. Strange because I never thought I'd know this many people I might call friends, awesome because, well, I liked that I could call most of them friends.
The energy drinks had me nervous and unable to focus on Nadia's overly wordy pep talk, but once she was done and we all got into position, there was no going back. It was Halloween, and we were here to scare. I was nervous at first, almost afraid that I wouldn't be able to scare people if I had to.
Once the Halloween Scream started and Rose kicked in the music over "Dr. Happy's Asylum's" speakers, I was close to ready. Once I heard the first victims start to blunder their way through, I was pumped. Once I heard Tori distracting them, I knew what I had to do, and I delivered, giving them the most bloodcurdling scream I'd ever screamed. I'll never forget the fear in their faces, that genuine look that flickered behind their eyes where they forgot that I was just a high school kid and they thought I was seriously a monster out to kill them. They screamed, they ran, they gave me a high I didn't know was possible, one that I'd become very familiar with as the night went on.
I was good at scaring people, I liked scaring people, so it seems only fitting that we end this flashback within a flashback and get mostly caught up with time on that one occasion where I might've gone too far.
I was in my hiding spot, waiting for my next cue, when I heard the telltale scream of a girl losing it at Tori jumping out. There was something in this scream, though, something different from all the others. Something told me that this girl's scream wasn't just show or some startle response, but actual, genuine fear. On a primal level I understood that sound, and I knew, I just knew I shouldn't have jumped out. I should've stayed put, should've just let this girl collect herself. There's a lot of things I should've done, really, but it was Halloween and I was high on fright and I just decided to go with it.
I leapt out from my hiding spot and screamed at the top of my lungs.
A girl I recognized from my AP History class but never spoke to whirled around from Tori to me. Short and mousy with wavy blonde hair that fell to her shoulders, her face was already a mask of terror with tears streaking down her cheeks when I jumped out. When she saw me, it was like a switch was flipped behind her eyes, a light being forcefully turned off. Her face went slack and she fell down on her ass, blubbering incoherently to herself through wet lips while on the verge of hyperventilating.
"Oh, fuck," I said.
"Shit," Tori said, jumping out of her assigned spot. Kindly, she grabbed the girl by her shoulders.
"Hey, are you alright?" Tori asked.
"I don't... I don't... I need to go, need to get out of here, I didn't want to, they made me, they-"
She wasn't able to put together a full sentence, but the picture was clear and awful enough to sink my stomach. Clearly some friends had dared her to go in when she didn't want to, and by the time she'd reached us, she was at her last limit. Tori was the straw that broke the camel's back, but I was the one who kicked her while she was down. I felt like shit, but I didn't know what the fuck I was supposed to do about it.
Thank god Tori was better on her toes in a crisis than I was.
"It's okay, it's okay, it's okay," Tori said soothingly to the girl, then to me. "You watch our corner, I'll get her out of here, make sure she's safe."
"No problem," I said. To the girl, I added, "I'm sorry."
The girl was staring without seeing, but mobile enough that Tori was able to get her on her feet and help her along the path. It might've been strange to others walking through, seeing Tori take the girl away while still dressed as an insane clown nightmare herself, but who knew, it might've just added to the atmosphere to see a civilian getting kidnapped.
Retreating back into my hiding place, I kicked myself. First for scaring the girl that bad when I knew I shouldn't have, then for hating myself when this was something I'd looked forward to for so long, then for making such a big damn deal out of this on Halloween when it was her fault for coming in here in the first place, then...
Fuck it. It was nobody's fault. I was doing what I'd vowed to do, and she was pressured to come in here. She'd get better, and I'd just have to get over myself if we were gonna salvage a fun night from this. This had been too good a day to end like this.
That wasn't to say that I didn't let a few parties pass by. I told myself it was because I was waiting for Tori to return, but it was really just an excuse to get my mojo back. Once it became clear that Tori wasn't returning any time soon, I geared myself up for my next attack. I heard someone approach, and once they were within striking range, I leapt from my hiding spot, screaming.
The girl's lack of reaction wasn't exactly confidence building.
Neither were her words, "You're not very scary."
Noa Kanzaki. I could've known that she'd be one of the few who didn't scare easy. 18 years old and 5'6" of tight, lean muscle, her dark, intense eyes could've stared down a rampaging bull and made it beg for mercy. As usual she wore her short, choppy black hair slightly spiked and tight, comfortable clothes that allowed for maximum mobility. I didn't know her well, but I'd had classes with her, and always thought she was something of a jock even if she didn't play any school sports.
She wasn't moving, only staring at me with the intensity of an animal ready to attack. I wanted to tell her to move before the next group got here, but how would you do that?
"Ryan Collins, right?" she finally said, looking through my makeup with ease.
"Uh, yeah?" I replied.
For the life of me, I couldn't tell you why she pulled up her shirt, revealing first some impressively tight six-pack abs, then a pair of B-cup tits in the frilliest, girliest black bra I'd ever seen. For all of her clothes that looked like they were ready to work out at a moment's notice, this bra looked almost top shelf out of a lingerie shop.
I was confused. Then, when she pulled out her phone and snapped a picture of me, I was blind.
I blinked my eyes, willing the spots away in the darkness, feeling as Noa darted past me further into the house. It wasn't the strangest encounter I'd had with a girl this year, but it had to be up there.
My vision returned slowly, but I didn't need it to fumble back into my alcove. I missed a few more people passing by as my vision normalized, and I was fine with that. There were plenty of other people I trusted to scare in here, let them have their fun.
I wanted Tori back. Together, we really kicked ass. On my own, well, I had girls setting off phone flashes in my face. While I didn't mind Noa's other flash, I only just realized that Tori was protecting me every bit as much as she was leading up to my scare, and that I needed her.
Where was she?
After a few agonizing minutes of debating when I'd jump out, a face slid through the curtains of my alcove.
"Hiya, Ryan!" Brooke exclaimed. As one of the sexy clowns, her face was less nightmare inducing and more low budget Harley Quinn, but she had the energy to spare that she fit the part well.
"Hey," I replied. "Aren't you supposed to be outside?"
Brooke waggled her head back and forth, making her pigtails bounce. "I am, but Tori's taking care of an emergency and needed help filling in her spot. She asked for volunteers, and 'cause she's so fuckin' good at eating pussy, I, like, totally said yes. That my spot over there?"
She cocked her head in the direction where Tori had been stationed. I said, "Yeah."
"Bitchin'. You just tell me what I gotta do, and I'm there," Brooke said, smiling widely.
I was annoyed with Tori for abandoning me, but I couldn't stay too annoyed since she was probably still dealing with the girl we'd freaked out. I may have lost my partner in crime, but if the cost of decency was giving Brooke a crash course in being an evil clown, then it was a price I was good to pay.
"Alright," I said. "Here's what you gotta do..."
***
The Halloween Scream was supposed to close at 11, but we didn't get the last of the stragglers out until after midnight. When the night began, I'd first thought I could do it forever, but by the end of the night with a hoarse voice and a sore lower back, I was glad when the last customers had left and we finally closed the doors to "Dr. Happy's Asylum." Over the next few school days it'd be our responsibility to tear it down, and that would be a bittersweet moment to top all bittersweet moments, but we'd done it.
We'd survived Halloween.
Whether I'd survive Nadia was another matter entirely, the way she threw her arms around my neck and kissed me on my painted white cheek.
"I think I love you! You too!" she exclaimed, letting me go and planting a matching kiss on Josie's cheek.



"So, the receipts were good?" Josie asked.
"The receipts were fucking good. We still have to pay the school back the seed money, and I still need to compare numbers with the drama club to see just how royally we kicked their asses, but even after that I think we'll be able to get three new laptops for the Press offices, maybe even four or five if we get some refurbished," Nadia beamed proudly.
"Let that be Mr. Hopkins' problem," I said.
"It will be, but I'll still give him my input..." Nadia trailed off.
"I think there was a 'thank you' in there somewhere. It was quiet, but it was there, didn't you hear it?" Josie joked.
"Somewhere in there, yeah," I replied.
"Well, I thought the thank you was implied, but if you want it explicit, you'll get it explicit. Josie Wong and Ryan Collins, on behalf of the Puma Press, I, editor-in-chief Nadia Barclay, do hereby officially thank you for making this our best Halloween Scream ever. Until they are broken or spilled upon, these new computers you helped us get will usher in an era of quality to the Puma Press' works that a few people may even remember," Nadia said, her voice full of uncharacteristic sarcasm and bombast.
"What's got you in such a good mood?" Josie asked, with an eyebrow raised.
"Probably me fucking her in the ass earlier," I mused. Josie laughed.
Nadia snorted. "Though your cock may be impressive and skilled, my good mood can be entirely accounted for by the success of the event tonight."
"Ass-fucking, got it," Josie giggled.
I expected Nadia to give us a hard time, but she only smiled. "I'll settle things up here. Why don't you two take the rest of the night and get some sleep?"
Sleep. That didn't sound bad at all, but I was hoping we'd have a little Halloween left in us. Maybe not trick or treating or anything that kiddie, given the hour, but Josie and me and a movie sounded really nice.
"Sleep? What is this foreign word you speak of?" Josie asked.
"Hell if I know, but I hear it's a nice idea. Happy Halloween," Nadia said, waving us off.
Slowly, Josie and I started walking back toward the parking lot. After hours of screaming and sweating, both of our makeup was beginning to run and flake off. Mallory had done an admirable job on both of us, but even she couldn't prevent four or five hours of wear and tear on our faces. The abandoned soccer field was poorly lit and eerie with everything shut down, only a few stragglers closing up other booths and haunted houses still milling around. It was spooky, but since I was riding high I let my guard down.
I checked my phone. Still no update from Tori since she said she'd driven the girl we'd scared, April Martel, home. She wouldn't have abandoned us easily, so I could only imagine that she really must've been busy trying to calm the April down. Although I missed her help in the haunt, Brooke was a more than capable replacement, though her favored method of distraction tended to go more toward talking people's ears off than actually trying to scare them.
"So... good night?" I asked Josie.
"Very good night," she replied. I let my left hand drift toward her, and she easily took it.
"I can't believe we did it," I said.
"I can," Josie said.
"I can too, but, you know, it's generally considered good form to say you can't believe it when something goes so well," I replied.
"Oh, then I can't believe it either," Josie said, smiling.
"So, what's next?" I asked.
"What, tonight, or now that Halloween's over?" Josie asked.
"Hey, it's not over yet," I protested.
"Fine, fine, Halloween's not over yet," Josie said.
"And I meant tonight. I know something'll find a way of coming up after Halloween. Something always comes up," I said.
"Ain't that the goddamn truth," Josie replied. She looked away from me, almost off into space, but then seemingly more focused on something I couldn't see. "Tonight... I dunno, I think I was thinking about listening to Nadia for once and getting caught up on sleep."
"But... it's Halloween!" I exclaimed.
"Yeah, and I don't know about you, but I'm fucking tired. You should be too after all the sex you've had," Josie replied.
"I really shouldn't have told you about all that."
"Oh, but I disagree, it gets me all wet and tingly hearing what you do to other girls, makes me wanna jump you."
She squeezed my hand playfully, but seeing that it didn't improve my mood, she added, "Why, you have plans for tonight?"
"I don't know, I was thinking maybe we could watch a movie, preferably Halloween, but I wouldn't say no to Hellraiser if you asked me nicely," I replied, softening my tone just enough at the end to imply sex was still on the table.
Josie bit her lip in serious consideration, then pulled me in for a quick kiss before breaking the bad news. "Tempting, but tonight I think I'll have to pass and get caught up on that sleep. Rain check?"
"Sure," I said, though it was hard to say with any enthusiasm.
Comfortingly, she squeezed my hand. "I am sorry, but I really am tired. Watch a movie, imagine I'm there and jack it afterward? Or, you never know, maybe Halloween's still got some horror left in it for you."
I laughed. She shrugged.
We were almost at the parking lot. I almost didn't want our walk to end, because I'd been avoiding a real question that'd been on my mind for some days now. It'd been one that was never far from my thoughts, really, but because it scared me, I'd avoided it. Since this was supposed to be a night for confronting our fears, I took a deep breath and asked it.
"So... what about after tonight?" I asked.
Josie shrugged. "My schedule's pretty open."
"No, I meant... what about us after tonight?" I asked.
"What about us?" Josie replied.
"Well, it's been amazing working with you on the Halloween Scream, and, well, everything else we've done, but I was wondering if we could, you know, keep spending time with each other?"
I never imagined Josie possessed a shy smile, but she chose that moment to bust it out. "Ryan Collins, I do declare... are you asking me to go steady?"
I rolled my eyes at her. "Not exactly."
"Good, 'cause I thought you knew me better than that," Josie replied.
I knew she wasn't the 'going steady' (god I hated that phrase) type, and it wasn't quite what I was looking for. It was, however, hard to say.
"I know that's not how you roll, but I was wondering if we could spend some time together when we weren't working on a project for the Press, or having sex. I think- no, I know, I want to spend some time with you-"
"I'd really like to stay friends, too. I'd like to hang out, I'd even be fine going on dates sometimes, because going out's fun and all," Josie interrupted.
I breathed a sigh of relief. "Me too."
"And..." Josie trailed off, looking down at her feet. The next words didn't seem easy for her to say, which for someone with as little filter as her was shocking to me. "I won't say we could never be more, but I'm not there now. It's... it's not easy for me to not say yes or no to this because I think I really like you too, but... I've had my heart broken before, and it's not easy for me to give out. I want to be able to do that again, and I'd like it to be to you, more than you know, but..."
Now I was squeezing her hand. "It's Halloween. We don't need to open up old wounds tonight. We don't need to open them up ever again if you don't want."
"I do. Someday. Just not tonight."
"Whenever you're ready. If you're ever ready," I replied. I wanted to keep Josie in my life, and I think I wanted to explore the possibility of a relationship with her, but if she wasn't ready for anything past what we were doing, I wasn't going to push her.
Josie stopped in her tracks and threw her arms around my chest, pulling me in for a quick, fierce kiss.
"I could grow to love you, you know," Josie said, amused.
"Oh, don't get soft on me now," I said, even though I wanted more than anything to be able to say the same to her. After Tori's denial, though... well, let's just say that Josie wasn't the only one who was guarding their heart tonight.
"Stay safe tonight, you hear? Don't do anything stupid?" Josie said.
I laughed. "When have I ever done anything stupid?"
"Probably more often than I know. Look, just be safe, okay? There's a lot of crazies out tonight, and I still want to make good on our hanging out and sometimes dating plan, okay?"
"I promise I'll be safe," I said, raising my hand in mock oath. "Besides, it's Halloween! What's the worst that could happen?"
***
After watching Josie drive away, I walked over to the bike rack, shaking my head and laughing as I went over everything that had happened today. Halloween always had been and always would be one of my favorite days of the year, but I knew it'd take a lot to beat this one.
I looked at my phone as I walked, flipping through pictures from the Senior Year Memories album, ending on today's latest contribution of the aftermath of fucking Mallory in her Supergirl costume. It was dark in the parking lot, the only other light coming from a couple aged, humming streetlights nearby. If my eyes had been up, I'd have found it distinctly spooky, especially on this of all nights, but they weren't. I was looking at that picture of Mallory on all fours, the perfect definition of lewdness. My cock stirred in my costume pants, and not for the first time I thought about finding the right time to get Kaitlyn some flowers. Haley and I may have fucked her over (and fucked her) pretty hard today, but if it weren't for her, my senior year would've been a lot more boring, and I'd have still been a nearly friendless virgin. So, you could say things had improved greatly.
If my eyes had been up, I'd have seen it sooner. I'd have seen it and maybe I could've come up with a better plan, maybe retreating back to school, seeing if I could find someone or maybe even locking myself in "Dr. Happy's Asylum" for the night and hoping for the best.
My eyes weren't up, though, and that's why I got to the bike rack, put my phone in my pocket, and was halfway through unlocking my bike when I heard the high, cutesy giggle from across the parking lot.
My blood ran cold. I knew who it was, what it was, without having to see. I knew I could just keep unlocking, not see it, and if I didn't see it it wasn't real and if it wasn't real it was nothing to be afraid of, but the mind didn't work that way, no, it had to know, had to see.
I looked over my shoulder and saw the ragdoll sitting on the hood of a lonely, old car in the darkness of the lot. The car was on, its lights dimmed, and for the first time I knew I could hear the slightest tune coming from its radio even at this distance.
"Monster Mash"
Of course it was the Monster Mash. It was, after all, a graveyard smash, and this was the one day a year it was socially acceptable to play it.
This was the madness that went through my head as I tried to figure out if I was really seeing what I was seeing, but it was definitely her. Same patchy body suit, same burlap face with button eyes and ratty blonde hair, same tattered skirt, same mouth of ragged stitches. She was ugly and horrible and undeniably following me. She wasn't one of the monsters I believed in when I was a kid, but she was close, and in my tired state and the darkness of Halloween, I was a little fragile to suggestion and willing to accept that she just might actually be part monster, if not full monster.
If she just let me be, I knew I'd be fine. If she did so much as wave, I'd lose-
She waved.
Fuck.
Hands fumbling, I finished unlocking my bike, stuffing the lock into my saddlebag and getting a running start with it out of the lot. I pedaled like the devil was chasing after me, which, for all I knew, might've been the case, and when I looked behind me and saw that I was alone, I nearly laughed out loud. I'd beaten her! I'd gotten away! Fuck yeah!
Except, that wasn't the case, because it was Halloween and nothing worked like it usually did.
I saw her headlights pull out of the parking lot behind me as she slowly yet surely caught up.
Fuck.
I couldn't outrun a car, especially not with half the streets pitch black as they were. For her part, she didn't seem interested with running me down, keeping a safe distance yet always matching my speed.
I couldn't outrun her, I couldn't lose her on these dark streets, but if I just got home behind a locked door with Dad sleeping upstairs, surely I'd be done with her then, right?
Right?
***
Alright, enough with the flashbacks.
"Trick or treat."
Her giggle was cute. Sweet even. Sickly sweet and utterly frightening.
I faced her. I hadn't seen her this close, under a light as bright as our front porch's. She was short, barely 5'2", and out of her costume couldn't have weighed more than a hundred pounds soaking wet. I was struck with an urge to laugh, but an even more powerful wave of anger. This was what had tormented me, followed me, frightened me all day.
This tiny... girl?
"Who are you? What are you? Why are you following me? What do you want?" I asked, wanting my voice to sound strong and more worried that I was coming across desperate.
The ragdoll cocked her head to the side. "Trick..."
She reached to the neck of her costume and pulled a diagonal flap of fabric down, exposing a bare, pretty and pale B-cup tit with a firm, thick pink nipple standing proudly up. It was an unfamiliar tit, but it was one I wouldn't have minded having in my mouth one bit. "...or treat?"
"Oh," I said, as if that made all the sense in the world, even though it didn't.
Then again, it had been a pretty fucking unlikely day, why shouldn't it have an insane cherry like this on top? I normally liked to get to know a girl a little bit first, but I was willing to roll with the unusual circumstances.
"Who are you?" I repeated. The ragdoll shook her head.
Of course she shook her head. No way this would be easy.
"Are you at least eighteen?" I asked.
She nodded. My eyes drifted back to that exposed tit, her hand cupping the breast gently, caressing, pinching the nipple to rock hardness.
"Then treat. Definitely treat," I said.
She bounced over to me, wrapping her arms around my chest. "Goodie!"
I was being hugged by a bouncy girl with a sickly-sweet voice who flashed me, implied that we might soon be having sex, and whom not but a minute ago I'd been terrified of. Though I realized there was every possibility this might still be the beginning of a horror movie and that I might end this night shy a kidney, it was a really nice tit and I was willing to take that chance.
Senior year strikes again.
Quietly, I led her through my darkened house and into my room, closing the door behind us. I almost flipped my lights on, but thinking better of it, I fumbled through the dark and plugged in the strand of little jack-o-lantern lights. It bathed the room in a dim orange light, enough to see and so we could see each other, but dim enough that whatever happened next would have the right mood lighting.
"Festive," the ragdoll mused, looking over my Funko figures, comics and games, her eyes stopping on my original poster for The Evil Dead. She added, "Nice."
"Thanks," I said, closing the distance between us, meaning to wrap my arms around her. Before I could, she pushed me so I was sitting on the edge of my bed.
Fine, I could play that game. I asked, "I'm not gonna get a name, am I?"
She shook her head, her exposed breast bouncing slightly as she did.
"And the mask's staying on?" I asked, licking my lips at the sight of her nipple, erect and dark in the dim light. She nodded in response.
"So I'm gonna go out on a limb and assume you're fucking with your voice too?" I asked.
She nodded again, giggling softly. I asked, "Why?"
"'cause Halloween's the one night of the year it's okay be someone else. Nobody judges you if you want to be scarier, or stronger, or smarter, or... or sexier," she explained.
"And this costume's supposed to be sexy?" I asked.
She shook her head. "The costume's supposed to be scary."
"Mission accomplished," I admitted.
"But it lets me be sexy if I want to be," she admitted, rubbing her hands up and down her body, tweaking her nipple.
"And you want to be sexy now?" I asked.
She giggled, nodding.
I thought that what little of her I could see looked sexy as fuck, and that the confidence she moved with felt promising. I also thought that this felt too good to be true. Even if this wasn't a horror movie, I had to know.
"Why me?" I asked.
"Why not you?" she shot back.
"That's not an answer," I replied.
She sighed, but didn't stop her slow writhing, her hands exploring her covered body in a way that promised much and kept me hard. "Word's traveled that you and Josie saved the Halloween Scream, and whether or not anyone wants to admit it, you saved all of us in clubs a ton of trouble. So in a way, this is kind of a thank you. More than that, though, it's what I've been saying: it's Halloween, and I want to be sexy, and with all the girls have been saying about you, I think there's worse guys I can be sexy with. You... you do want to be sexy with me?"
I didn't feel particularly sexy in my streaked clown makeup and costume, but the way she moved, her voice, that one tit...
"Yes," I said.
"Goodie," she said, sauntering over to the docking port I had by my speakers. She plugged her phone in, her back turned to me as she scrolled through her phone.
"You want to keep this mysterious, keep this mysterious, but can I call you something other than 'hey you' in case, you know, there's a fire?" I asked.
"Sam," she said without hesitation. "Call me Sam. Like Samhain."
"The pagan harvest festival?" I suggested.
"You know your Halloween," she replied.
"Josie educated me," I admitted.
"She always was smart," Sam responded, turning back to face me. The opening notes of Marilyn Manson's cover of "Sweet Dreams" started filtering in over my speakers, and slowly she began to move to it.
"I hear you like taking pictures," Sam said. It was equal parts statement and suggestion, and who was I to say no to that?
Now, I'd never been to a strip club before and wasn't sure if I ever would go to one (if life continued as it had these last couple months, I didn't see the need to ever go), but I imagined the show I got from Sam was pretty close to the experience, if just creepier. Slowly she swayed to the music, running her hands over her body. Phone in hand, I snapped pictures as she danced. She teased me in a practice way, promising with her hands to expose her other breast, only to lightly spin out of the way before revealing herself. She looked over her shoulder at me teasingly, her real eyes only barely visible beneath the button eyes of her mask. The mask's mouth, a ragged slit with only a few thick stitches holding the bottom up, revealed enough of her mouth that I could see a small, sultry smile.
Sam twirled around lightly, finally exposing her other breast to me, every bit as creamy and perfect as the first. I snapped another picture. Then another as she turned around, letting the costume drop around her shoulders, inching slowly down her back as she swayed provocatively to the music. Inch by inch her creamy pale back became exposed to me, revealing a pair of tattoos on her shoulder blades. On her left was a feathered angel's wing, while on the right was a dark, bat-like demon's wing. They were large and elaborate, stretching from her shoulder blades to her mid-back. I wanted to touch them, to touch her. She slid close to me, close enough to grind her ass against my cock. I raised my hands to run them up her sides, wanting to touch her, to cup her breasts and tweak those delectable looking nipples, but when I did she calmly and easily pressed my hands back to the bed.



So Sam wanted to keep this hands off. Fine, I'd play her game, but it was maddening, especially as she pulled her costume down lower and lower.
Her hands and arms were now free, and as she inched it lower, continuing to grind against my cock, she inched it past her ass, revealing that not only had she gone without a bra, but panties too under her costume. Shimmying without once breaking contact from me, she managed to drop her costume entirely to the floor, now completely naked against me save for her creepy as fuck ragdoll mask.
Sam stood up, turning around so I could take in her complete nudity. She was a tiny, fit girl with a lean, soft frame, her smallish tits perfect while her ass had a slight flare to it that so many dancers tended to have. Her pussy, though, was shaved completely bare. It was a cute, tight-looking pussy even in the dim lights, but the lips were engorged and I could smell her lust from here.
Seeing my focus on her pussy, she began to finger herself, moaning softly as she showed off, clearly getting off on the position she had me in. Teasingly, she pulled her fingers from her cunt, glistening with her juices. She held them inches away from my face, letting me take in her scent. It was intoxicatingly sweet, and I wanted it. I leaned in to suck her fingers, but with her free hand she pushed me back to where I was, wagging her pussy juice soaked finger at me like a kid being chastised. I couldn't move, and it was driving me wild, so I did the next best thing and took more pictures.
I took pictures of her naked.
I took pictures of her when she turned around and showed me how tight her little ass was.
I even took pictures when the song changed to another from her Halloween inspired playlist and she dropped to her knees, crawling toward me, then between my legs.
I stopped taking pictures when she fished out all ten inches of my thick cock, though, because this was something I wanted to enjoy.
She eyed it hungrily, cocking her head first to one side, then the other. Her tongue flicked out from the slit in her mask to lick the precum from its tip.
"Sweeter than any candy," she cooed.
"Thanks," I replied.
"You know the problem with that?"
"What?" I asked.
"You always want more," she said, dropping her mouth onto my cock and sucking down the entire length in one gulp.
Sam's throat was tight, beautifully, achingly tight, and her mouth really knew how to suck cock. She sucked on me hungrily, lovingly, bobbing in time to the music as I moaned. Without thinking, I put my hand on the back of her masked head, helping her, urging her on, and for once she didn't stop me. The scraggly yarn hair of it was rough, but it wasn't as dirty as it looked, and I grabbed a handful of it and used it to urge her on.
Sam didn't need any urging, though. She needed to breathe sometimes, coming up for air and gasping raggedly periodically, but even as she did this she kept my cock close, jacking it and licking the head with an almost desperate hunger. Then she would drop down, suckling with even greater intensity, seemingly trying to inhale my entire cock. It was impressive watching such a tiny girl suck such a big cock with such ease, but if this year had taught me one thing, it was never to underestimate the girls of Regan Hills High.
Or how much cum I could produce when called upon, for that matter. Having already cum with impressive intensity three times today, I was surprised by how quickly Sam had brought me to the brink. I could feel another orgasm building in my balls, ready to burst forth.
"While that's, fuck, while you're really fucking good at that, I have to warn you, if you keep doing that, I'm gonna cum soon," I warned.
Sam came up for another breath of air, considering my cock and lightly licking the skin under the head.
"Good," she said, inhaling my cock again.
If she wanted my cum, then I wasn't going to deny her, but you can't say that I didn't warn her.
"That's it, fuck, that's it, so good, so fucking good, right there, right there, fuck, fuck, I'm cumming, I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" I exclaimed, grabbing her by the back of her head as she only intensified her sucking. My hips bucked as I came hard in Sam's mouth, and despite the three orgasms I'd had today, it felt like I was flooding her throat. With clear practice, she swallowed every drop, waiting for my cock to start to soften before letting up and letting it drop from her mouth with a plop.
"Fuck, you're good at sucking cock," I said as she stood back up.
Her body language told me that she was bashful at the compliment, and if she wasn't wearing that mask, I'm pretty sure I'd have caught her blushing.
Sam said, "I know. Thank you, too, but... I know. I hear you're good at eating pussy."
"I am," I replied.
"Goodie," Sam replied, bouncing on over to my bed. She lay down with her head on my pillow, spreading her legs just enough so I could get a good view while she fingerfucked herself. "Why don't you get naked and show me?"
"Gladly," I responded, on my feet in a flash. I tore at my costume, unmindful of how upset it might make Mallory when she came to claim the parts (not that I couldn't make it up to her if I wanted), getting naked and crawling between her legs. The scent of her pussy, how sweet I knew it would be, drove me wild even with my softening cock, but watching her masturbate was almost hypnotic.
My face a few inches from her pussy, I stopped. I had an idea. Sam cooed questioningly.
"Cum for me," I whispered. "Make yourself cum. Fingerfuck yourself. Make yourself scream. I want to watch."
Sam groaned deeply, her fingers running in tight, intense circles over her clit. The way she danced and kept me at arm's length, I got a feeling that she liked to be watched. Maybe not most of the time, but when she was naked she liked to show off, and the way her body arched and flexed at her ministrations, I knew I'd hit the jackpot.
Watching it at this close a range was hot enough to get my cock on the path to hardening again. It would take a bit of time, but if she kept going like this it wouldn't take that long. Her fingers danced faster and faster over her pussy, applying more pressure. Her moans took on a higher lilt, and though she tried to keep her words sparse, I couldn't help but hear her whispering, "yes, yes, yes!"
I could've jumped in. I could've finished her off with my mouth, making her explode in orgasm, but I wasn't going to do that. I wanted to watch her every bit as much as she wanted to be watched, and that set her off. Bucking against my bed, she cried out in pleasure, her legs kicking out spasmodically and almost hitting me. Instinctively I grabbed her legs, holding her down as she rode out her orgasm.
Her fingers slowed, then soon dropped away from her pussy.
That's when I dove in, kissing, licking and fingering her soaked cunt. Sam squealed in surprise, but that only spurred me on to go at her pussy even more vigorously. She held my head in place, pushing me harder into her pussy, a position I was all too happy to be in. She tasted every bit as great as she smelled, which made it all the easier to go in with gusto. I let my tongue explore her folds, seeking out her sensitive spots and going after them with greater pressure. Being that she'd just cum, she was pretty much all sensitive spots, but through the haze of my eating her out she came down from the previous orgasm and I was able to find the sensitive points that were hers and hers alone.
There was a distinct thrill to not knowing who she was, a sense of taboo and wonder. I felt like I got to know a lot of girls better when I went down on them, and Sam was no different, and while I was happy to play this game we were playing tonight, I couldn't help but wonder who she was. Maybe I'd find out by the end of the night, or maybe she'd remain a mystery. I hoped to find out.
Until then, though, I focused on eating her out, lapping up her sweet, sweet nectar as I probed and dug, thrusting my fingers in more forcefully, curling them, reaching that elusive G-spot. Curling my fingers upward, I was greeted by a deep, eager moan. Finding and confirming that spot, I pressed my fingers against it, rolling them in tight, forceful circles as I sucked down on her clit as hard as I could.
That did it. That got her going again. With another gasping cry, she came even harder against my face, her juices splashing my chin and lips as I sucked and fingered her her harder and harder, stretching out her orgasm and keeping her rolling in wave after wave of pleasure. Eventually she fell slack, her body completely drained from a second heavy orgasm.
Sam lay so close to motionless save for her shallow, mewling breath, that I wondered if she might have passed out.
"Sam?" I asked. She didn't move. Still breathing, but unmoving.
I bit my lip, nervous. This had never happened to me before. I mean, I knew I should've taken it as a compliment, but I liked to have the girls I was with awake.
Still, this did provide an opportunity...
Carefully, I crawled up her body, stealthy enough not to wake her, resting my weight on my hands gently. My erection bounced like a traitor beneath me, landing on her belly.
Still, she didn't stir.
I reached for the edge of her mask, even slipped my fingers underneath it. I started edging it upwards above her neck.
Her legs swung around me, locking behind my back. I yelped in surprise.
"Boo!" Sam whispered, a smile visible through the slit in her mask.
"Not funny!" I shot back, even though I knew it really actually was. She arched her back, planting a playful kiss on my shoulder, before reaching down and guiding my cock toward her pussy.
Well, if that's how she wanted to play it, she could've scared me all she wanted.
With her guidance, I pressed the head of my cock against her pussy. It was a tight squeeze with her petite size, but she was so wet I could've probably put two cocks my size in her right then. After some initial resistance, I pushed inside of her, burying the entire length of my cock inside of her.
"Holy fuck!" she exclaimed.
"You okay?" I asked.
"More than okay!" Sam said, rocking her hips against me. "Start fucking!"
Well, since she asked so politely, I did. Savoring her hot, wet, tightness, I began a slow rhythm in and out of her perfectly tight, muscular cunt that gripped me with every stroke. I wanted to ease her into it, but locking her legs behind my back again, she pushed me on harder, goading me, demanding that I go harder.
So, harder I went. I fucked into her like a grunting beast, fucking and pounding that tight pussy while she mewled and squealed beneath me, never quite forming words but clear enough that she wanted "more" and "faster" and "harder." I was already running on fumes from the length of the day, but I pulled out reserves I didn't know I had as I fucked her harder and harder. My hips were a blur as I fucked into her as hard as I could, but still that wasn't enough, not for Sam, not for the ragdoll. I'd thought her once a monster that was out to get me, but I only now realized that she'd made me into a monster, one driven by an all-consuming need for pussy, to get her off as hard as possible and cum so hard I couldn't see straight.
Sam made me this monster, and even then I wasn't enough for her. With impressive strength for a girl her size, she rolled me over and got on top, riding me like a crazed cowgirl. Her pussy squeezed me, pushed me onward like I never knew was possible, and seeing it split her cunt wide open as she took almost its entire length with each insane thrust of her hips made my eyes go wide.
"Holy shit, holy shit, holy fucking shit!" I exclaimed as she fucked me harder and harder. Forcefully, she grabbed my hands and put them onto her tits, and I was all too glad to hold onto them if just to have something to do. If I held her tits, then I wouldn't go crazy from the insane fucking she was giving me. If I was squeezing her nipples, she wouldn't know that I was getting close, ready for another hard cum. I could distract myself this way for a little while, but it wouldn't last, not if she kept going, not if she-
"Oh fuck, again! Again!" she bellowed, slamming down onto me as her body was wracked by another powerful orgasm. She collapsed against me, shaking and shuddering from the pleasure, wordless sounds escaping her throat as this orgasm kept going. I liked to think I might've had a part in that, but the way she kept her hips going as she came, she was doing the better part of the work.
"Keep fucking, keep fucking, keep fucking!" she groaned once words had found her again.
"I want to, but, I'm cumming, soon, soon, fucking soon!" I warned. Rather than stop her, this declaration galvanized her. Pushing herself back up with her hands on my chest, she started fucking me in earnest again, her eyes, her real, human eyes, boring down into mine full of want, no, need for my cum. It wasn't asking nicely, but I was sure we were far past such pleasantries at this point.
I wrapped my arms around her, grunting as I came, filling her pussy with shot after shot of cum. It felt like it would go on forever, and in the position I was I could see the night fading away from me. Exhaustion from the day and the night, the emotional highs and lows and everything in between, it was all catching up with me. Consciousness left me even as I wanted to hold onto it. Even with fading, half-lidded eyes, I could see Sam's eyes staring down into me. I didn't want to lose this, didn't want to pass out, didn't want this Halloween to end, but as everything became black, I realized I was fighting a losing battle.
For a few seconds, at least.
"No. You're not falling asleep. Not yet," I heard her say. I felt her shift around on the bed, climbing off of my cock, crawling somewhere I couldn't see before I felt the familiar and very, very welcome sensation of her mouth on my cock. I was softening after our last go, but somehow her talented lips, tongue and throat got me hard again. She sucked me as if she were trying to bring the dead back to life, and maybe in a way she was, because it didn't take long for the pleasure to be too much. The pleasure in my once again hard cock overwhelmed me, forcing my eyes open as I watched her sucking me as hard as I've ever been sucked.
Seeing me rouse, she pulled off of my cock and said, "Goodie."
Then, she got up on her hands and knees, displaying her cum-dripping pussy and surprisingly cute, tight little asshole. I wouldn't press my luck on that tonight, but her pussy looked positively inviting. Inviting enough that I found strength I didn't know I had, enough to get on my knees behind her, to let her guide my cock into her cunt one last time, and to start fucking her once more.
This wasn't the mad, desperate fucking of our first union, partly because I was incapable of doing that anymore, and partly because I think she was going easy on me. I enjoyed the long, slow doggie-style fuck, holding onto her hips and sliding into her, enjoying the full depth of her pussy as she grunted and urged me on, looking over her shoulder encouragingly. It was a relaxing fuck, one where we just felt good to be together.
We weren't rutting monsters here, but two people who both loved Halloween trying to stretch out the joy of the day for as long as it could go. As we forged that connection, I felt a faint sadness growing in my heart because I'd really have liked to know who I was sharing this moment with. It was only faint, though, because I was still driven by that urge to fuck, that urge to make her cum and in turn cum myself, but I knew there was something special here.
I had to get to know this girl.
I can't say how long this fuck lasted, it could've been minutes, it could've been hours, but I knew that when it was over we were both taken by a good, simultaneous orgasm. It wasn't an earth shattering cum that would rattle windows and make my posters fall from the walls, but it was a good, strong finale, one that made us both collapse as I filled her pussy with cum that last time.
We both lay on the bed for some time, side by side, curled up against one another. She draped her arm across my chest, and I hazarded to put one around her shoulders. I think we were both waiting for the other to say something, and in that waiting we just held each other, catching our breaths and holding each other as much for comfort and warmth as to hold onto Halloween while it lasted.
Finally, I said, "So... best fucking Halloween ever?"
"Definitely," she said, getting up and searching for the pieces of her costume. Since, aside from the boots, it was all one piece, she was able to get dressed quickly and easily.
"Who are you?" I asked. "Who are you really?"
This question froze her in her tracks, and once again her posture wasn't one of confidence but of bashfulness, maybe even embarrassment. I wondered if I crossed a line, then distinctly feared it. I wanted to know who she was just so I could know her, but if she wanted that anonymity, I wouldn't take it from her. If she needed that as a buffer between us, well, that didn't make me feel good, but I didn't want to do anything that might detract from this night.
Sam saved that moment by cocking a hip out and placing a hand on it. "I'm the best fucking Halloween ever. Thanks for a great night, Ryan. I'll see you around school."
Fully in character again, she ran out of my room, leaving me lying back on my bed, staring at the ceiling, full questions and having few cares. It had been an amazing, crazy fucking day, and it was one I knew I'd hold onto forever.
"I fucking love Halloween!"
***
(Author's Note 2: In a recent review from a reader I was given some suggestions for character archetypes I hadn't considered, and so interested was I in one idea that I reached out to the reviewer and gave him the opportunity to create a Senior Year Memories character. So, special thanks this chapter go to MisterWildCard for the creation of Noa Kanzaki; though she only cameoed in this chapter, expect some dedicated attention for her in the near future!)
(Author's Note 3: To whomever sent me the anonymous feedback entitled "Learning From You", please feel free to shoot me a message with contact info, I'd be happy to discuss the writing matters of your message more.)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: After a long, hard month and an even longer, harder, day, nerdy 18-year-old Ryan Collins and his friends finally ran their haunted house at Regan Hills High School's annual Halloween Scream carnival. Though it mostly went off without a hitch, Ryan felt guilty about scaring a girl, April Martel, into a panic attack, though thankfully his best friend, Tori McNeil, was able to escort the girl home safely. After the event was wildly successful, Ryan discussed a possible future with friend and co-haunted house mastermind, Josie Wong, and though she was interested, due to bad experiences in the past she wasn't ready to pursue a relationship with him. Riding his bike home late on Halloween night, Ryan was pursued by a mysterious girl dressed in a creepy ragdoll costume who'd been following him throughout the day. As it turned out, she was looking for sex, and after a striptease delivered some of the most intense sex Ryan had ever had. Though he still had no idea who she was aside from the alias she went by, Sam, it turned out to be one happy Halloween after all!
***
Mistakes happen.
I've made them, you've made them, everyone's made them.
Some mistakes are little, and some are big. The little ones are easy to forget and easier to move on from, even if you might kick yourself from time to time to make them, but the big ones... they stick around.
Sometimes you can avoid making mistakes, and sometimes you can't. Sometimes you even find yourself in a position where a mistake seems like the greatest idea in the world, and only looking back do you realize everything you fucked up.
I won't say that's entirely how my November went, because it wasn't all mistakes. I had good times and great times that were in line with the rest of the year I'd been having so far, and you'll get to see all of those in their graphic details, but it did start and end with two of the biggest mistakes I'd ever made in my life and had fallout that'd follow me for the rest of my senior year. For those of you hoping for an unaffected status quo, one where I only make friends and lovers instead of doing shit so stupid I wind up losing them, then I'm sorry to disappoint you, I really am.
I never claimed that all of my Senior Year Memories would be good ones.
Time and again I'd think about everything that happened, if there was anything I could've done differently to prevent this all from going to shit, and while there was plenty, in the periods where I'd shift the blame more and more onto outside factors I tended to blame one thing: distraction.
If I wasn't so distracted, I could've made better choices. If I weren't so focused on what had happened on Halloween and other events that came up in its wake, I would've been more alert and I wouldn't have been so impulsive. This was bullshit of course, a poor excuse for an excuse, but it's the one that's the closest to any truth.
If I hadn't spent so much time obsessing, there's a chance I'd have had a very different November. Not a big chance, but a possibility, and when you're stuck in the woulda, coulda, shoulda cycle, those chances are things you hold on to.
If only...
***
"I have to know who she is. That's all there is to it," I said.
In response to this, Josie Wong just barked out a loud, single laugh, one that if you didn't know her would've seemed out of place on this small, busty Goth girl, but one I'd become accustomed to. For all of her dark trappings, I'd found it pretty easy to make her laugh and smile even when I wasn't using my mouth, fingers or cock.
This laugh wasn't as welcome as many of the others I'd elicited from her, though; not when we were in the school lunch line and it was loud enough to grab the attention of half the room.
"You could keep it down, you know," I told her.
"I could, but I won't," she said.
I poked her. She poked me back. This wasn't getting us anywhere, but that was about right lately. Halloween was three days past, and we'd finally finished removing the last pieces of "Dr. Happy's Asylum" from Bungalow 237. It was as bittersweet tearing down the haunted house as I expected it to be, but that bittersweetness was tempered by distraction.
Distraction all because of Sam, the masked girl who'd seduced me on Halloween, the girl whose name I didn't even know, the girl who'd given me some of the hottest sex I'd ever had. I had to know who she was, at the very least to thank her for a great night (though I wouldn't say no to a repeat) and when I told Josie about it, all I got from her was laughter and changing the subject.
I wouldn't let her laugh it off today, though. Not anymore.
"Seriously, I can't stop thinking about her, and it's driving me crazy. I need to figure out who she is," I said.
"Why?" Josie asked.
"Well, if you fucked someone and had no idea who they were, wouldn't you want to find out eventually?" I asked, keeping my voice low so we weren't overheard.
"It depends on how good the sex was," Josie said. I glowered at her, but she had a point.
"It was good. Fucking great, really. You think I'd be like this if-"
"Okay, okay, you've convinced me, you need to find out," Josie said. There was a smirk on her black painted lips, but it was hard to read. "What do you know about her?"
It says how much I'd been thinking about Sam how easily the answer came. "Pale skin. Shaved pussy, so I don't know her hair color. B-cups. Fit but not too muscular. Short. Good dancer. Good at handmaking costumes, and she's definitely not Mallory. She's in a club, and she knows you."
"I know a lot of people," Josie admitted.
"Yeah, but any who fit that basic profile?" I asked.
"None that immediately come to mind, but let me think it over, I might be able to get you a list of suspects," Josie said.
"Thanks," I replied. On inspiration, I leaned over and planted a quick, soft kiss on her lips.
"That might get a list of suspects sooner," she replied.
"Really?"
"No," she responded, sticking out her tongue at me. I returned the gesture.
She smiled at me. It was a nice smile, if one that hid an edge of nerves.
"You sure you want to do this?" I asked.
"No. Yeah. I mean..." Josie trailed off.
I didn't blame her for being nervous, considering I was fucking nervous myself.
Today, I was going to meet Josie's friends.
The past month the two of us spent together at school, we mostly spent our lunches either in the Puma Press offices or Bungalow 237 or on one of the many countless tasks we had to do to pull of our haunted house. I knew Josie had friends, but had never gotten a real chance to meet them. At the time it didn't seem like that big a deal, since we were busy and why would I want to meet her friends? Now, though, that Josie and I were dancing around the possibility of maybe kinda sorta dating, I was regretting that I didn't get the chance to know her friends earlier. It might've made an easier in.
"It'll be fine," I said. Then, quickly, "It will be, right?"
"Sure. It should be, anyway," Josie said.
"Should be?" I asked.
Josie leaned into me, planting another kiss on my lips. "You'll do fine.
***
We got our food and headed outside toward one of Josie and her friends' preferred lunch spots. Call it a gut feeling or maybe being nervous about the way Josie put it, but I was feeling like I could use a little backup. I knew Josie and Tori got along pretty well, and though I hadn't seen much of her since Halloween, I thought I could call her for help.
Me: Hey, Tori, got a sec?
After a short pause that wasn't nearly as short as I'd have liked, Tori replied.
Tori: What's up?
Me: You doing anything right now? I could use backup.
Tori: What kind of backup?
Me: Meeting Josie's friends. Kinda freaking out. Don't want them thinking I'm shit date material.
Tori: You kind of are.
Me: Not helping.
Tori: Sorry. I've hung with them before. They're good people. Should do fine.
Me: But if you're with me, you can help talk me up. Please?
Me: Pretty please? I'll make it up to you. Do anything. Swear!
This time the pause was longer.
Tori: Can't today.
That hit me, hard. I liked to think that if Tori ever asked for anything from me like that, I'd come to her rescue without question. I mean, okay, I did lie to her some when I was fucking Kaitlyn and Brooke and didn't let her know, but, still...
Me: Why?
Tori: Sorry.
Me: Seriously?
Tori: Good luck. Sorry. See you for game night, though.
Tori: I'm gonna kick your ass.
I scowled. What the hell could she be doing that was more important? No, no, that wasn't fair, I shouldn't take it out on her just because I was freaking out. Tori had a life too, one that I wasn't the center of.
"You okay?" Josie asked.
"I'm fine," I lied.
"Good. Because we're here," Josie said. I'd been so focused on my phone that I hadn't paid enough attention to the fact that we'd made it to the collection of bungalows that dotted the north end of our school's soccer field. Not far off were the ruins of our haunted house, but in the shade of this one bungalow sat four girls eating lunch and hanging out.
"Hey girls, I, uh, well, I brought Ryan. Thought we should make all formal introductions and all that," Josie said, about as nervous as I'd ever seen her.
Her nervousness couldn't have come close to mine, though, not with four pairs of eyes from four girls I sort-of-but-didn't-really know suddenly locked onto me, and I realized that today held major importance in Josie's and my relationship. We weren't quite dating but weren't exactly not dating either, and the way I was being appraised, I knew that Josie was using them to size me up before pulling the trigger on whether or not dating me was something she was interested in. The weight of that was scary, but it was a challenge I hoped I was up for.
I ran through what I knew about them and found I didn't have nearly as much as I'd have liked.
The tall, willowy blonde with wide glasses and her hair done up in a bun who sat cross-legged and munching a sandwich, Hope Harris, was the one I knew best. A proud band geek, she was a writer with the Puma Press and had helped Josie and I build the haunted house, though her loyalty to marching band and their booth kept her from actually working the house on Halloween. She was generally pretty quiet, but put her in the Puma Press office and she had a set of pipes and some serious opinions. She smiled up at me briefly, but then went back to the tarot reading she was getting.
Doing the tarot reading was a short emo girl with bright pink hair and a number of piercings in her nose and ears. Her dark, tight t-shirt revealed an impressive set of tits and a number of tattoos on her arms. Mia Roth. I knew she was in a band and wasn't generally that friendly, and the scowl she gave me when she looked up at me said that she was going to be trouble.
The third girl, small and pale, sat with her knees to her chest. She peeked out from underneath the hood of her hoodie with bright green eyes hidden behind horn-rimmed glasses and a few stray locks of blonde hair. I didn't know her very well, but I was familiar with Sarah Kent.
The final girl was tall and fit and unbelievably gorgeous, with a strong, striking face, flawless light brown skin and silky black hair tied back in a ponytail. As a star member of both our school's track and archery teams, I'd have thought Fatima Hassan to hang out with a more popular crowd than this, but if this year had taught me anything so far, it was not to be surprised by the company people kept.
"Hi," I said, my voice a little too soft. I cleared my throat, said an even louder, firmer, "Hi," but by then the damage was already done.
"Hey, Ryan," Hope said, friendly but more focused on her cards.
"Hi," Fatima said, eying me carefully.
Neither Mia nor Sarah said anything, though Sarah was nice enough to smile and nod at me slightly.
"Don't mind them, they can all be assholes sometimes," Josie said, motioning me to sit in the shade with her and dig into our lunches.
"We can be assholes? What about your taste in guys?" Mia said.
Fatima pinched the bridge of her nose in frustration. "Are we really going to get into this now, Mia?"
"Come on, we're just here to have lunch. I wanted you to meet Ryan because we've been hanging out a lot lately and I thought it was time you all met," Josie said.
"We've already met, but, I don't mind him much, so he's cool with me," Hope said, flashing me one of her wide, awkward smiles. At least she was a vote of confidence.
"I don't have any reason to be cool with him," Mia said. "And it's gonna take a lot more than a couple of you telling me he's nice before I'm gonna be cool with you going out with a guy again."
Angrily, I interjected, "Hey, wait a second-"
"No, you wait a second," Mia shot back. "I don't know you, and if you're as nice as Hope and Josie seem to think you are, then I'm sorry, I really fucking am, but simple fact is this: I've seen Josie drop into some pretty fucking dark depths of depression because some asshole took her heart and stepped on it for kicks. We all saw her through it, and it was fucking horrible, none of us sure we'd see her alive the next day, and none of us want to see her go through that shit again. They say you're a nice guy, and I'm not prone to disbelieving my friends, but I've also heard believable rumors about how you've been whoring yourself around school, so begging your fucking pardon, it's gonna take a lot for me to believe you're better than the piece of shit who put her there before."
I... fuck. I didn't know that about Josie. We hadn't really had all the deep conversations about our pasts yet, and though I was kinda annoyed that she'd held that part of her history back, I wasn't exactly any better. I hadn't talked to her about my mom's death at any length, so why should I expect her to go into as much detail about a horrible part of her life?
Fatima cut off my train of thought. "I've seen you around and you seem decent enough, and I am intrigued by the stories I've heard about your... capabilities, but... I have to echo Mia here. We all understand that Josie is a big girl who can make her own decisions and mistakes, but none of us want to see her in that position again. It was bad. Real bad."
Josie looked worriedly at me, then to the rest of her friends. "Hope? Sarah? Back me up here, please."
"You don't need my or any of our permission to do anything," Hope said. "I don't want to see you like that again any more than the others, but you've gotten a lot better since Jackson, and I've seen the way you and Ryan look at each other. It feels like there's something good there. Don't let us tell you what to do."
"You're not helping, Hope," Mia said, her eyes burning through me.
"Hey, Mia, calm down," Fatima said, putting her hand on Mia's shoulder. Mia shook out of her grasp.
"No! I will not calm down until I've said my part! You didn't see her! You didn't have your finger on the phone ready to call 911!" Mia proclaimed.
This was going about as bad it possibly could've gone. Mia and Fatima weren't happy with me being here, and if what they were saying about Josie and her last bad breakup was true, I didn't think I could blame them. I really liked Josie, and I wouldn't have wanted to see her in as bad a spot as her ex left her, especially if... god, did she really get that close? I could tell them I wouldn't do that to Josie all I wanted, but I doubted it would do any good.
I stood up. "I should go."
"No, you shouldn't," Josie said.
"Yeah, I should," I said.
"He's got some sense. Good," Mia said.
Angrily, Josie whirled on her friends, "You guys fucking suck, you know that?"
Calmly, Fatima replied, "We only want to look after you."
"Then fucking let me make my own decisions!" Josie replied.
"For the record, I was all for letting her make her own decisions," Hope said, raising her hand.
"Can't we give him a chance?" Sarah said softly, easily ignored by the others.
I started to walk away. Josie followed, but I said, "Hey, stay with your friends, I'll be fine."
"I'm not staying with them if they're gonna be assholes to you like this," Josie said.
"Look... as someone who's nearly fucked up a lifelong friendship recently, I don't want the same to happen to you. Stick with them. Talk out what you need to talk out. I'll be fine," I lied. My heart ached almost as much as it did when Tori rejected me, but I wasn't going to let that show to Josie. She and I had a lot to talk about, but I think she needed to talk with her friends more. They'd known her longer and they'd seen her through some hard times, while I'd built a haunted house with her, talked horror movies and had a lot of sex.
Josie bit her lip indecisively, then said, "Okay."
Okay.
It wasn't okay. I wanted it to be okay, and I wanted her to be okay and I wanted her to be okay with them, but in a stupid, hopeful, maybe even irrationally stupid and possessive part of my mind, I'd hoped she'd want to turn her back on them and come with me. It wasn't fair, but it was also hard not to feel.
She didn't leave them, but I did. There was arguing and raised voices, Josie's and Mia's the loudest among them. I knew Josie to be a fierce fighter (I mean, she did manage to hold her own against a zealot like Sophie), and to see her stumble like this was unexpected.
Then again, friends always do have a way of driving us crazy, don't they?
***
Even if lunch with Josie and her friends hadn't gone exactly to plan and left me in a sour mood for the rest of the school day, I still had game night with Tori to look forward to. I'd gotten so geared up that I told myself I could turn this to my advantage. Whenever we played a battle royale match online, Tori was always more aggressive than me, but the way I was feeling I knew I'd be able to kick some serious ass tonight. Maybe even hers.
Maybe.
So, I was starting to feel a little better by the time I got home and picked up my laptop, and by the time I reached Tori's place I was even starting to feel a little better about myself. Josie had spent the afternoon sending me texts apologizing for her friends and how she meant to make it up to me, and when I texted her back about how she didn't need to make a damn thing up to me and she said she would anyway, I couldn't help but get a little hard in anticipation.
It didn't make it any easier to ride my bike, but it was worth looking forward to.
When I was greeted at the door to Tori's house, my mood only improved.
"Hey Ryan!" Tori's mom, Mrs. McNeil (or Lauren as she'd correct me), said.
She was jaw-dropping most of the time with her youthful, pretty face, porcelain skin, mid-back length straight red hair, and tall, fit physique, but today I might've needed to put a hand under my chin to keep my mouth closed for the workout clothes she was wearing. Her hot pink sports bra and pale blue yoga pants were tight, straining to hold back her amazing body. Her DDD-cup tits swayed with the slightest movement, while her yoga pants showed off her toned legs and bubble butt amazingly. I must've caught her working out or something because her normally pale skin was flushed pink, her hair up in a messy bun and a faint sheen of sweat all over her chest and toned abs. Lauren moved unconsciously to whatever energetic music was on in her earbuds, dancing slightly in a way that made her body jiggle all the more uncomfortably for me. I was used to seeing her in business suits or casual attire, but this was a new view entirely.



Lauren may have been in her early 40s, but she had a body that most younger women would kill for.
"Uh, Ryan?" she said, smiling that secret smile she loved so much. I'd drifted off, mesmerized by the flesh I'd seen before me and realizing my cock (a cock she'd seen but was nice enough to pretend not to have fully seen not but a few days earlier) was acting traitor and threatening to split the front of my pants open.
"Oh, uh, hi, Mrs. McN- Lauren!" I corrected myself.
"Good, we said our hellos, I gotta go grab the cookies before they burn!" she said, sprinting off into the house, giving me an amazing view of her ass as she ran to the kitchen.
While Lauren was a welcome sight, she was definitely a surprise. She wasn't supposed to be here, and Tori was. It was possible that Tori was in her basement bedroom, but normally she'd still be the one to let me in if she knew I was coming. I shot her a text.
Me: Hey, where are you?
Her response came quickly.
Tori: Forgot I had to finish an article at the PP office, gonna have to cancel game night. Reschedule soon?
"Fuck," I muttered.
Me: Sure. Have fun writing.
Tori: Oh, you know I will.
Well, this was turning into one great day, and not just for me by the sounds of things.
"Shit! Damn it!" Lauren shouted from the kitchen.
Quickly, I set down my laptop bag by the door and ran for her. Reaching the kitchen, I saw her standing by the center island, one hand wearing an oven mitt, laughing at a half-full tray of semi-burnt cookies she'd hastily put on the counter, as well as the other half of them spread out across the floor.
"Are you alright?" I asked.
Lauren couldn't stop laughing, pulling her earbuds out with her free hand. "I'm fine, I'm fine. Feeling like an idiot, but fine."
I grabbed some paper towels from the roll on the center island and knelt down, cleaning up some of the dropped cookies. Ditching her oven mitt, she soon squatted down and did the same, giving me enough of a view down her cleavage that I had to quickly look away.
"You can see why I usually make Don do all the baking," Lauren said, amused.
"Well, he is a chef," I replied.
"Huh, I should've remembered that, shouldn't I?" she responded.
"I wasn't going to say anything, but..." I replied. After holding it in, we both started laughing.
Lauren and I had had a strange relationship over the years. I spent most of my life without a mom after mine passed when I was in kindergarten, but Lauren McNeil was about as close as they'd come over time. Since Tori and me went way back, she was the one who was always there for me when I needed an adult woman in my life, someone to look up to, someone to ask questions, someone to take my side when Dad wasn't available. The benefit to not being related to her, though, was that as soon as I understood what crushes were, she was one of my first. She'd somehow managed to only get hotter as I got older, which was all the more confusing with how much more casual she'd gotten over the years. She wasn't just an adult anymore, she was someone I didn't mind talking with for the fun of it.
I said, "If you don't mind my asking-"
"Oh, this is always the beginning of something good," Lauren interjected.
"-why aren't you at the office, and why are you baking cookies?" I finished.
Lauren blinked at me. "Why? Were you planning an afternoon of passion with my fair virgin daughter?"
This was one of those moments where I was glad not to have a drink in my mouth, because it certainly would've been all over the floor by now.
Lauren laughed. "Relax, Ryan. I took the day off so I could get the house ready for Rachel when she gets here tonight, and I know Tori's far from a virgin, and if she weren't on her date right now, she'd be laughing with us, so it's okay for me to make that joke."
I was so focused on hearing word of Tori's dreaded older sister Rachel returning to the house today that the last few words she said caught up with me slowly. Once they did, if this were a film trailer, this would've been right around the moment you'd have heard a record scratch.
"Tori's on a date?" I asked.
"Oh yes, with some girl, April I think her name was, she met on Halloween. They've gone out together almost every night since then, actually. To hear Tori tell it, she's quite smitten with her, and... and suddenly I'm thinking that Tori didn't tell you this already," Lauren said, looking at my pale face with concern.
"You could say that," I replied.
I understood that Tori and I weren't in a relationship, just as well as I understood that Tori was one who slept around, and that she generally preferred girls to guys.
I was fine with all of these things.
The part that I had a hard time understanding was how Tori said she didn't want to be in a relationship with me because she didn't want to complicate things before college, and that only a few minutes before she'd completely lied to me about where she was. I could handle a lot of things, but lying... fuck that really hurt.
I opened my hands and balled my fists, trying to let the stress out. I'd spent close to a month lying to her about what I was doing with Kaitlyn and Brooke and all the others, I shouldn't have held her to a different standard. I knew this rationally, but why the fuck did it still feel like I wasn't good enough to deserve anything in this world?
"Would you like to talk about it? I could use a hand changing the sheets in the guestroom, and I've often found menial housework has a calming effect," Lauren said.
Numbly, I nodded. I followed her into the guestroom. I followed her directions and helped her change out the linens and pillowcases, and once I was able to find my words, I told her everything.
Well, not "everything" everything, but close to everything that had happened today. How I'd failed to impress Josie's friends and how that felt like a huge fucking obstacle to deal with if I ever wanted to consider seriously dating her. How Tori and I were supposed to meet up to game today, but she'd lied to me. This particular detail upset Lauren greatly, enough that she put her hands on her hips shook her head in disappointment.
"I don't know why she did that. I tried to raise her better than that. I may have failed Rachel on that front, Tori's always been a good one. She's also been the truly savvy one, though, so I must assume that if she lied to you, she had a good reason for it, just as I'm sure you've told her a whopper once or twice before," Lauren said.
"Yeah, but..." I trailed off. There was no "but" there. She was absolutely right. It didn't make me feel any better, though.
"Is she still your best friend?" Lauren asked.
"Yeah. Always," I said.
"Then let her tell the truth in her own time. I wish I could offer you more comfort than that, especially when it's the cherry on top of an already shitty day, but it's the best I've got," Lauren said, going back to switching out another pillowcase.
"Thanks," I said. What she said made sense, and I thought it made me feel a little better. That was something.
"Would it make you feel any better if I told you you weren't the only one having a bad day?" Lauren asked.
"Not really," I replied.
"Oh," she said, shaking her head. "Forget I said anything."
"No, don't. I'm sorry. You wanna talk, talk; you were good enough to listen to me, listening to how your day's been shitty is the least I can do," I said, smiling faintly.
Lauren smiled, setting her pillow down. "Thanks."
She sighed, looking nervous. I don't think I'd ever seen her nervous before, but maybe that's because I'd never been looking for it. She'd always been an adult to me, one of those all-powerful older people who I thought were infallible and incapable of having the kinds of problems us kids had. Of course, that was bullshit, we were all people plain and simple. I knew this, but it still unsettled me to see her nervous.
"I found out today that Don's been cheating on me again. So, there's that," Lauren said.
I didn't know what part I wanted to double take on more, but I settled on "Don's been cheating" and "again." Don McNeil, Tori's dad, was an odd guy, and a quiet guy, not particularly handsome but highly intelligent in those moments he chose to spoke. He was head chef of a pretty fancy restaurant the next town over, and though it kept him away long, odd hours, I always thought he was a model husband and father.
"He does this every so often, especially whenever they've picked up another sweet young thing out of culinary school. They get hot and heavy for three or six months or so, but when the gloss wears off, he's back to me. If I didn't love him and know how much he loves me, I'd feel a little insulted," Lauren said.
"You should feel insulted anyway. Someone would have to be insane to cheat on you," I said.
Faintly, she smiled. "Thank you, but you should know as well as any man that what you've got between your legs there has a way of leading to temporary insanity."
"Well..."
Okay, she really had a point there. It wasn't an excuse, but it was a good point.
"Fine, fine, okay, you've got me there, but if he thinks he's found a better model, then she better be fucking Aphrodite herself because I don't see how he could find someone more beautiful than you," I said, going for the cheap compliment because I was used to wanting to make her feel better. Then, realizing what I said, I added, "Pardon my French."
Lauren laughed. "It's pardoned, but thank you."
She drew me in for a hug, a warm, lingering hug that pressed her breasts against my chest. I wasn't as hard as I was when I walked through the door, but for the first time since I found out Tori lied to me, I realized that I never fully went down. I pulled away, but I wasn't fully sure that Lauren didn't notice.
Letting go of me, she said, "I need a drink. You want a drink? I say let's drink, eat some of my terrible cookies, and talk shit about the people we love who always find new ways of driving us crazy."
In all honesty, right then that sounded close to heaven. I said, "Sounds great."
***
When it came to drinks, I'd have liked some of the red wine (or something harder even) that Lauren was drinking, but I accepted the Coke she offered. The chocolate chip cookies she made weren't bad, at least in the portions that weren't partially charred, and the more we ate and drank, the more we relaxed, sitting on stools at the kitchen's center island and having a nice time together. She'd let her hair down and was looking utterly gorgeous, which made me a very welcome kind of uncomfortable. I'd had a lot of free, personal conversations with Lauren before, but there was something different this time. We both had less restraint, maybe both got a little meaner, and were having fun not holding a damn thing back.
"Kelly van Houten," Lauren said, refilling her wine glass. "How's that for a cutesy fucking name?"
"Pretty cutesy," I admitted.
"He marries a stacked redhead, knocks me up twice, and winds up cheating on me with a cutesy little blonde fresh out of culinary school named Kelly van Houten," Lauren said, stretching each syllable of the girl's name until it was practically a curse.
"It's baffling," I said.
"I know, right!" Lauren said.
"I mean, she should at least be stacked too," I joked.
"She's not! God no," Lauren said, shuddering over-dramatically.
"You've seen her?" I asked.
"Not a proud moment, but I had to know. I followed them, watched them making out in the alley behind the restaurant, then went in for some lunch to see what he'd do, and he had the fucking gall to introduce me to her like she was just any other old new hire!" Lauren laughed, though there was little humor to it.
"That sucks," I said.
"Tell me about it. You wanna see some pictures of Kelly van Houten? I found her on social media," Lauren said.
Something told me that was a little more than I wanted to do, but since she was hurting and enjoying the shit-talking train, I said, "Sure."
"You're gonna love this, you see her and you'll wonder what he saw in her, and... shit," Lauren said, patting herself down. "Must've left my phone in the guestroom."
"Here," I said, sliding my phone across the island. Lauren picked it up and started scrolling through the tabs.
"Trust me, she's cute, but she doesn't have anything on me. When you see it you'll understand, and..."
Lauren went silent, her eyes wide, her mouth open slightly. Her finger slid across the screen easily, curiously. I was wondering what she'd found about Kelly van Houten that had gotten this reaction, before a sick feeling formed in my gut.
I had closed all my tabs, hadn't I?
"Seems like you've had a pretty good senior year," she finally said, an amused smirk crossing her full lips. "Lots of good memories."
It felt like my face was on fire, and if a hole could've swallowed me up for the embarrassment I felt, I would've let it.
"Lauren, I-"
She laughed, putting a calming hand on my wrist. "Relax, sweetie, I'm not telling anyone. This is your last year of high school, you should be having all sorts of crazy fun. Admittedly I never quite imagined you'd be having this much fun, but... wow. Who's the girl in the mask?"
"I have no idea," I said, honestly.
"A mystery girl with a cute little body? Hot," Lauren said, her words more free for the wine she'd drunk. She shifted uncomfortably on her stool, then started tapping on the screen.
"There she is. Kelly fucking van Houten," Lauren said, finally free of distraction.
She beckoned me in closer, so I slid in next to her. We were close enough that I could hear her shallow breathing, practically feel the heat radiating from her body. It was an uncomfortable but not unpleasant heat, and it was one I thought I shared. There were lines among friends that you weren't supposed to cross, but all of a sudden it felt like it might be very easy to cross them. After all, Tori and Don were having their fun, why couldn't Lauren and I? It was a stupid fantasy, but this close to her, so close that her breasts grazed the side of my arm, fantasizing felt fucking great.
The picture on my phone was of a young blonde girl in a chef's uniform, clearly at a graduation ceremony. She was definitely cute, with a glint in her eyes and smile that told you she was probably much more mischievous than her wholesome appearance would let on. I could definitely see the appeal in Kelly van Houten, but she was nothing compared to Lauren.
"So, what do you think?" Lauren asked.
"She's cute, but she can't hold a candle to the goddess next to me," I said.
"You flatter," Lauren responded, not moving away from me.
"Sometimes flattery can be the truth," I said.
She sighed. "You're sweet, you know?"
"I manage, sometimes," I replied.
Unable to take her eyes away from the picture of Kelly van Houten, Lauren grumbled. "What I need to do is just get myself a nice, hot young guy and fuck him like crazy, even the odds a bit with Don. All the times he's done this to me, I've never done it back, but this time..."
The gap between us wasn't very far, so I made my mistake.
I leaned in and kissed her.
I'd kissed her on the cheek plenty of times before as a sign of affection, but this time it was on her warm, full lips. It was a kiss that surprised both of us, I think, first for me having the balls to do it, then for how long it lasted. We kissed each other for a good long moment, savoring the warmth and the connection, forgetting all about the people we loved who'd rather be with someone else and all the rest of the shit this day had brought with it for us. It was a kiss that might've lasted forever and no time at all for all we knew, but it was a damn good one.
When we parted, her face was a mask of mixed emotions. Confusion, pleasure, fear, desire. I knew I'd taken a chance kissing her like this, a stupid, crazy, insane chance, and though she'd been talking about doing just this a moment ago, I realized the reality of it might've been far different from her fantasy.
"That's... not quite what I meant," Lauren finally said.
My heart sank. Well, I'd fucked that up, hadn't I? I went into swift damage control, "I'm sorry, I-"
"No, Ryan, it's not that, I just never considered-"
"I should go-"
"Ryan-"
"No, I'm sorry, that was stupid," I got up, ready to leave.
Before I could, she grabbed me by the wrist, not gently, and pulled me in close. Again our lips mashed against one another, this kiss even hotter, needier than the first. Her tongue danced gently along the surface of mine, wanting, exploring. It was the kind of kiss that took my breath away and left me wanting more.
"It was stupid. We... we could get in a lot of trouble if anyone found out, but... I think I really need some stupid in my life right now," Lauren said.
"This is a bad idea, isn't it?" I asked.
"Terrible," she confirmed, smiling deliciously.
It wasn't the most eloquent invitation I'd ever had, but it was a welcome one. Gently, I took her face in my hands and kissed her back, wanting to stretch out this makeout session for all it was worth. She pressed up against me, rubbing her body against mine, her hands finding my cock and rubbing it through my pants.
"Fuck, that's big. I saw it in Tori's room, in the pictures, but it's something else to touch..." she said.
With hands shaking, I dropped them to the breasts I'd fantasized about for years, squeezing the exquisite, perfect flesh of her massive tits, rolling my palms over the hard nipples I felt poking through her sports bra. Experimentally, I hooked my thumbs under it, lifting the bra over her massive jugs and setting them free. For their size and her age they were perfection, almost no sag, with wide pink areolas that would almost fill the palms of my hand and nipples that stood thick and proud. I ran my thumbs over them, first flicking, then pinching them softly, making Lauren moan.
I'd never heard her make a sound so exquisite before, but I was looking forward to hearing it more.
A lot more.
I got on my feet and pulled her to hers, turning her around and bending her over the kitchen island. I pressed in behind her, grinding my cock against her, pressing it right between her ass cheeks. There was a disconnect of being separated by the fabric of my pants and the thin, tight cloth of her yoga pants, but the sheer proximity was enough to make both of us moan.
Still pressing her against the island, I explored her body with my hands, cupping her voluminous tits, one hand drifting down her toned abs to the front of her pants. Delicately, I reached around and slid my hand beneath the front of her yoga pants, pressing my fingers against the surprisingly moist fabric of her panties. That felt wonderful and awe inspiring on its own, but sliding my fingers beneath her panties, feeling the moist folds of her pussy and the soft nub of her engorged clit.
"Oh fuck," she gasped. "Oh fuck, this is such a bad idea, god, such a bad, bad fucking idea."
"Should we stop?" I asked, simultaneously fingering her, squeezing her tit and grinding into her ass.
Smiling, she arched into me, planting a needy kiss on my lips. "Not on your fucking life."
"Good," I said, lightly squeezing her clit between my thumb and forefinger. She moaned appreciatively, rocking her ass and hips into me, squeezing my cock with her ass cheeks. Her pussy was getting wetter and hotter by the second, her legs turning to jelly. Lauren braced her hands on the center island, but it didn't seem to be enough to keep her up. I pressed into her harder, bending her over more forcefully and fingering her even harder.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, it's been so long, fuck, fuck, fuck, keep going, like that, right there, right fucking there, gonna make me cum, cum, cum," she repeated, her eyes lidding back. I had to let go of her tit as she fell against the island, her tits pillowing underneath her beautifully. Seizing this opportunity, I reached that hand into her panties as well, allowing all of my fingers to explore and stimulate her now dripping cunt.



The way her vocalizations changed to a deeper, breathier voice, I knew she appreciated the attention.
"Like that, god, you've done this before haven't you? Fingerfucked all those girls, fingerfucked all of them and made them cum, but have you ever made a real woman cum? You ever make a real woman scream in ecstasy? You haven't, have you?" Lauren taunted.
Smugly, I replied, "Actually, I have."
"Oh?" Lauren asked with a raised eyebrow. In response, I dug my fingers into her folds harder, causing her to grip the island even harder. "Ooooooooooohhhh!!"
"Gonna have to try harder than that to make me talk," I taunted, forcing her closer to an orgasm.
"I like... fuck me, god, I like the sound of that..." Lauren cried, her voice pitching higher, almost a yelp. "Keep going, keep going, fuck, Ryan, such a bad idea, such a wonderful bad idea, keep fucking me with your fingers, fuck, fuck, fuck, GODDAMN IT FUCK! FUCK! FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCCCCCCCCKKKKK!!"
Lauren cried out in orgasm, a long, violent wailing, her body bucking against mine almost with enough strength to knock me off my feet. I held strong against her, keeping her up as she rode through the orgasm that never seemed to end, wondering if I was strong enough to hold her for much longer. Brooke had had me working out pretty intensely this year, and though I was in a lot better shape than I'd started out, my muscle mass was still a work in progress. Lauren clearly had a lot of backed up need for cum, and while that promised an encounter for the books, it did make me wonder if I could keep up with her.
Finally, Lauren regained her feet, gently pushing me away, then not so gently turning around, forcing me onto a stool and dropping to her knees.
Alright then.
Hungrily, she pulled at my belt, my zipper, my pants, pulling them down and fishing out my cock. Like she'd said, she'd seen it and felt it through my clothes before, but up close in all its thick, 10 inch glory, her eyes went wide and her mouth dropped. Precum leaked freely from the tip, and when she closed her hand (or should I say tried to close her hand) around the root, it twitched in her hand.
"Fuck. I haven't seen a cock like this since college," Lauren mused, giggling to herself. Slowly, lightly, she traced the fingers of both of her hands to the head of my cock, gently running her thumbs over it. She played with the slickness of my precum, rubbing it over the head, coaxing more of it out. Smiling, teasingly, she leaned in, her mouth with those glorious, thick pink lips inches away from the head. Lightly, she let out a warm breath that made my cock tingle and twitch again, wanting, needing her to do more.
"You've fucked a cock this big before?" I challenged, trying to keep my head about me and failing abysmally.
With only the lightest touch, she slowly jacked my cock. "You'll have to try harder than that to make me talk."
She'd used my own words against me. Not back. I moaned with want. "Keep doing that, fuck, and... god, I'll do whatever you want."
"Oh, I know you will," Lauren said, applying slightly more pressure as she jacked my cock more in earnest. "Tell me about the other older women you've been with."
Even though it felt like the worst question to ask, I asked, "Why?"
"Because I've looked after you a lot in life, and I just want to make sure you're making quality decisions," Lauren said, quickening her pace slightly.
"I don't know," I said. "I promised I wouldn't tell..."
Lauren shook her head, amused. "First, you know I can keep a secret, and we're doing enough here that secrets are necessary. Second, if you tell me, I'll let you take a picture you won't fucking forget."
"Mrs. Lynn," I said with almost no hesitation. "My teacher, Mrs. Lynn. A few times now."
Lauren paused, an eyebrow raised. "Brenda? Good for you; she's hot."
"You know Mrs. Lynn?" I asked as she began to jack me more in earnest. My balls swelled, and though I knew the image was impossible, it was hard not picturing Mrs. Lynn and Lauren savagely fingerfucking each other, making each other squirt before making out, rubbing their giant tits against each other.
"From PTA. She's one of the few people relaxed enough there I can hold a conversation with," Lauren said. It ruined the fantasy, but it made a lot more sense.
"Yeah, she's cool," I said, sucking air through my teeth as Lauren jacked me even harder. Her hands were slick with my precum, her lips still only a few short inches away. I wanted her mouth in the worst way, and if I thrust my hips forward some, I knew I could have her blowing me, but this handjob was amazing.
"Cooler than me?" Lauren said, slowing her pace, batting her eyelashes at me indulgently.
"I don't think anyone could be cooler than you now, or hotter, or, fuck, anything, I'm so close, please, keep going, just let me cum!" I exclaimed.
Lauren pursed her lips and cast her eyes upward as if in a cartoon's approximation of deep thought, rocking her shoulders from side to side jauntily in a way that was utterly maddening. Finally, in her cutest, sweetest voice possible, she said, "Okay!"
Though she may have been a bit rusty when it came to cocks this big, you couldn't have told for the expert skill she handled my cock with. Though often moving in opposite directions, her hands moved in perfect sync, applying exquisite pleasure to the head, sometimes gently stroking my swollen balls. Teasingly, she would bring her mouth close, parting her lips only to curve them into a taunting smile, her tongue drifting oh so close to me yet never touching.
It was too much.
"Oh god, oh fuck, I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" I warned. Lauren made no effort to get out of the way, only to aim my cock with split second decision. I was lost to the pleasure as the first, massive shot splattered against her chin and left cheek, streaking down so some of it landed on her tits. Though she aimed it, the next few shots were no less large or powerful and hit with the same crazed abandon, splattering her face, her neck, her tits, but she tried to get as much of it as possible in her mouth. Finally when my cock felt like it had no more, I looked down at my handiwork.
Lauren McNeil, one of my earliest masturbatory fantasies, the mother of my best friend and sometimes lover, Tori, was completely drenched in my cum. Almost proudly, she held her mouth open, showing me the lake of cum that had gathered inside. Urgently, she pointed for my phone, and though it took a second in the haze I got her meaning quickly enough.
Smiling up at me sweetly even with her mouth held open to show all the cum it held, she was a vision in depravity. I took a couple quick pictures, saving them to the Senior Year Memories album and setting my phone back on the counter. Then, with some difficulty, I helped her to her feet. With a dramatic flourish, Lauren smiled, swallowed my massive load, then licked her lips.
"Has anyone ever told you your cum tastes really nice?" Lauren asked, reaching for a roll of paper towels on the island. Tearing a couple off, she began cleaning the insane amount of cum from her face and chest.
"Probably," I said, still catching my breath and attempting to wrap my head around the fact that what had happened had indeed actually happened. It felt like I was stuck in a dream. A very good, but confusing dream, one that pushed to the back of my mind such concerns as Tori's lies, Josie's friends and Sam's identity. I had just made Lauren McNeil cum, and then she'd made me cum all over her with an amazing handjob.
Finally more or less clean, her tits still hanging out beautifully, Lauren finished the last of her glass of wine. "It doesn't taste as good as a good merlot, but it's still quite good."
"Well, thanks..." I said, unable to make eye contact. The guilt snuck in slowly, but it was there.
By the glint in her eyes, I was sure that Lauren was dealing with the same conflicting feelings. Smiling warmly, she took my hand in hers and said, "We should go."
"I should leave?" I asked, uncertain of if I wanted her to say yes or no.
"No, no, no," Lauren said quickly. "I didn't mean that. I'm not done with you or that cock today, but, even though Don, Tori and Rachel aren't supposed to be here for a while, you never know when one of them might surprise. For the sake of at least some hope at discretion, perhaps we should take this to my bedroom, where we've got locks on the doors?"
"That... sounds wise," I agreed. If she'd kicked me out then, I wouldn't have said no, but part of me, a dark, jealous, greedy part, was glad that she hadn't. I rationalized that I wanted to do this for her, but part of me knew I wanted it every bit as much for myself.
I wanted to know every square inch of Lauren McNeil.
Never letting go of my hand, she led me to the master bedroom, even though I knew the way. The guilt flared up again when I passed through the hallway full of pictures of Lauren, Tori, Don and Rachel during happier times, or at least every family's put-on image of happier times. They were smiling, but somehow I still felt the need to avert my gaze.
It was easier to avert my gaze when Lauren was closing and locking the bedroom door behind us, stripping off her sports bra, yoga pants and panties in one easy move, standing completely nude before me.
Though I'd already seen her mostly naked, it was something else to see the full package of her toned body with her long, lean legs, the unkempt patch of fiery red pubic hair, the flush of anticipation that filled her body. As if it were any other day, she wandered around the bed, pulling back the covers and the perfectly maintained outer sheets while she talked to me with complete casualness.
"You should probably undress now, too," she said.
"Oh, right," I said, taking off my clothes.
"So, there was something I wanted to ask you," Lauren said.
"Shoot," I said.
"How did this get started?" she said with a slight laugh. "Don't get me wrong, I always knew you'd be a somewhat handsome young man one day, but I wasn't expecting what I saw on your phone."
Since I hadn't exactly held anything back from her so far, I said, "I was supposed to tutor the first girl in the album, Kaitlyn Pruitt, but she didn't want to be tutored. She tried to bribe her way out by offering me a handjob and, well..."
"One thing led to another?" Lauren said.
"Pretty much," I replied.
Lauren laughed, sitting down on the edge of the bed. "I don't miss much about high school, but that shit that crazy could happen, that I miss."
Now that I was completely naked, she patted the bed next to her. My heart pounded with a nervous energy I hadn't felt in a very long time; why did it feel like I was suddenly a virgin getting ready for my first time again?
Sensing my nervousness, Lauren took my hands in hers.
"Is everything alright, sweetie?" Lauren asked, her face a mask of motherly concern that didn't help the strange place my head was.
"I think we're a little past alright, aren't we?" I asked.
"True. I think we left 'alright' somewhere back in the kitchen, didn't we?" Lauren suggested.
"Sounds right," I said.
"Do you want to stop?" she said.
"No," I admitted. "But this is still..."
"...a bad idea?" she finished.
I replied, "Yeah. If anybody found out-"
Lauren interrupted, "I won't tell anyone if you won't. Don't get me wrong, I maybe wouldn't mind Don finding out since he's got it coming, but-"
"-Tori," I finished.
"Tori," she confirmed.
"But..." I said. What was I going to say? What could I say that we hadn't already said or meant to say?
"But..." Lauren replied.
Trying to pull the words together that best summed up my confused, messed up feelings, I realized that even if I backed out now, what was done was done. There was no making this any better at this point, no taking back what we'd done in the kitchen, so we might as well take what we could out of it.
In for a penny, right?
Not looking at her directly, but at a framed picture of Lauren on the wall, I smiled. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw her smile back.
"What?" she asked.
"Would you believe it that I've kind of fantasized about this moment for about as long as I can remember? Don't get me wrong, when I was little it was always just holding hands, but as long as I've been able to fantasize, you've been up there," I said, squeezing her hands back.
Lauren touched my face soothingly. "Thank you. It's nice for an old lady to feel wanted sometimes."
I kissed her, hard. "You're not old."
Looking down at her body, even she wouldn't fight my point, "Well, older."
"Some would say experienced," I replied, kissing her more fiercely. She kissed me back, her tongue gently forcing its way into my mouth as we made out. One of my hands found her breasts, first gently squeezing one nipple, then the other. I felt my cock harden, slowly.
"There is something to be said for experience," Lauren said, dipping down and taking my half-inflated clock into her mouth, sucking me almost to full hardness.
"Oh fuck," I said, marveling at her blowjob skills and realizing that I shouldn't be impressed. Lauren McNeil was a sex goddess and I shouldn't have been surprised one bit by anything she was capable of.
She sucked down as much as she could, but her angle wasn't good enough to get it all, not all at once at least. When she came up for air, she instead settled on luxuriantly licking my cock up and down, suckling on my balls before going back up to the head and suckling on it like a lollipop. Her mouth stretched obscenely around the head, her tongue rolling all over it, somehow I think she still managed a sweet smile that drove me wild.
I pushed her off of my cock, then further up the bed so she was lying down and I was between her legs.
"I may not have your experience, but I've got youthful energy. And a really nice tongue!" I said, diving into her pussy, licking and suckling, eating her out with everything I had. Though she was very hairy, she was also tasty, a pussy I could've spent a long time playing around in. That she was also incredibly vocal while I ate her out only spurred me on further.
"Oh yeah, fuck, right there, eat that goddamn cunt. That's no high school cunt, that's a woman's pussy, right there, a pussy that knows more, fuck, can do more, goddamn, than any of those little high school slut pussies, and, oh god, you got it, there, there, there, yes, goddamn you know how to eat it well," Lauren praised, running her hands through my hair.
I came up for air. "Those high school sluts taught me how to eat it, you know."
She pushed my face back down into her pussy. "Yeah, yeah, semantics, just, god, keep doing that thing with your tongue, your fingers, oh god yes, fuck, fuck, keep going, I love it, right there, it's so good," she said. Thrusting two of my fingers deep into her pussy while I worked my tongue and lips over her clit, I chanced a glance up through the cavernous valley of her cleavage, looking into her deep, blue green eyes. I was bringing her pleasure and loving every second of it, loving the sounds she made, the way she sometimes let up from my head to tweak one of her nipples.
"No, fuck, no, this is nice, but this isn't fair," she said.
Without warning, she grabbed me, pulled me up on the bed next to her, and with practiced precision spun around on her knees. Throwing one leg over my head, she slowly sat down on my face, grinding her pussy onto my mouth. I was curious for what she meant to do next, but when I felt her tits crush against my stomach and my cock enveloped in the warm depths of first her mouth, then her throat, her nose grazing my balls as she finally got my entire length down.
If I'm going to be honest, I loved 69ing. Though it was sometimes awkward, it was one of my favorite positions because it was each of us actively trying to please the other. There was something in the honesty, the intimacy of that exchange that I loved, and doing it with someone as practiced as Lauren was damn near heaven. It was an adjustment with the pussy upside down, but I loved it because it let me get my tongue in deeper, discovering tastier, more sensitive spots while she went to town on my cock.
Her glorious, perfectly round ass cheeks spread out above me, revealing a tight, pink little asshole that was so deeply tempting from here. Experimentally, I wet one of my fingers with her pussy juices, then ran it around her asshole. When this only made her moan, I pressed at it gently, the tip of my finger entering her tight, tight hole with some effort.
Lauren took her mouth from my cock, "More!"
I was definitely good for more. I pushed more of my finger inside her tight asshole, which only made her moan and suck my cock even harder. When my finger bottomed out, she parted again and demanded more. Not looking to disappoint, I slid another finger in, twisting both fingers around in a way that pulled delirious sounds of pleasure from her.
Who knows how long we stayed that way; I wasn't really much in a position to care. All of my worries, everything that had gone bad today, all of it disappeared from my mind easily as I lapped at my best friend's mom's pussy and fingerfucked her asshole. I'd have liked to stay like this until I made her cum again, but Lauren had different ideas.
She pulled off of me and unstraddled my face, moaning as my fingers plopped out of her exquisite asshole. She crawled over me, straddling my hips, rubbing her soaked pussy up and down the length of my cock. Her eyes never left mine, and staring into her I felt suddenly intimidated. I may have been in for a penny, but there was something still intense, even awe-inspiring, about a long-held fantasy suddenly coming true.
"You ready for this?" she asked.
Gently, I nodded. She asked, "You've fantasized about this for a long time, haven't you?"
I nodded again. She smiled, asking, "Is it everything you dreamed of?"
"I think so," I said, almost unable to hear my own words for the heaviness my heart beat with.
"How about now?" Lauren asked, pressing the head of my cock against her pussy lips. Then, biting her lip, she forced it inside.
"Holy fuck!" I exclaimed, savoring her tightness, her warmth, and the sheer fact that I was fucking Lauren fucking McNeil.
"I'll take that, fuck, as a compliment, GOD!" she roared, slowly forcing more and more of my cock into her pussy. For a married mother in her 40s, I wasn't expecting her pussy to be this tight. Maybe it was a matter of how much she'd worked out or how little Don wanted to fuck her, but it was a damn shame. A damn shame that felt damn good on my cock, though, and one I meant to take complete advantage of to bring us both the pleasure we needed.
"Wow," I said, watching as she settled her weight down, taking the last couple inches of my cock until I was balls deep inside of her. Her pussy lips were stretched almost to a limit around my cock, and both of us looked down in a sense of awe at what we'd done.
Lauren cooed, looking down, then at me, smiling a wicked smile as she cupped her tits, squeezing her nipples and moaning.
"To answer your question from earlier, since you've been such a good boy... I've never had a cock this big inside of me. I've always wanted one, though, and I am loving that it's yours, so, fair warning: I might go a little crazy on you," she said.
"I can handle crazy," I said.
She placed her hands on my shoulders, leaning over and bracing herself against me. Her tits hung down like the most delicious fruit I'd ever seen, so round and firm, her nipples utterly delicious-looking.
"I haven't had a truly hard fuck in a very long time, so, let's see if you can handle my kind of crazy," she said, picking up her pace, rocking her hips to allow long, hard strokes of my cock.
True to her word, she soon began fucking me furiously, moaning loudly as my cock slid in and out of her tight cunt. I was overwhelmed by sensation, the pleasure of my cock, the sight of her face screwed up in pure ecstasy, her tits bouncing wildly, her ass jiggling with every violent slam against the bed. With such an erotic, frenetic tableau, it was impossible to make such simple decisions as where I wanted my hands and mouth, or whether to just sit back and enjoy the ride.



Nah. No way that was gonna happen. Not with tits I'd fantasized about forever hanging in front of my mouth. I arched my back, latching my lips around one of her bouncing tits while my hands grabbed her ass, squeezing and helping guide her onto my cock, holding her onto me so she wouldn't accidentally bounce off in her wild bouncing.
"Yeah, fuck, suck my big fucking tits, keep going out there, god, this cock is amazing! I've never, fuck, never had anything so big, never knew it would feel, FUCK! Right there, keep pounding me, keep fucking me, keep fucking your best friend's fucking mom you dirty fucking boy!" Lauren cried out. Her voice took on a high, needy tone, and though her words would've thrown me off my game even a few moments ago for bringing Tori into this, I was so lost in a haze of lust that I doubted anything could have stopped me.
I did swat her ass, though, the spank cracking throughout the room. She looked down at me, scandalized, but I only smiled up at her, growling as I fucked into her. I spanked her ass again and again, spurring her on, driving her to fuck me harder. Between this and our 69, she was getting me close, but I wanted to take control before we'd finished.
Grabbing her hips, I pulled her in close and rolled us over so I was on top of her, fucking her about as hard as anyone had ever been fucked, I wagered. I grunted and groaned, giving her nearly every inch of my cock with each stroke, sending her massive tits bucking wildly with every thrust, and she only spread her legs further, moaning and crying out loudly and keeping me going. We made out furiously, completely lost in the moment as I railed her. In those rare moments that she could string any coherent words together at all, she was uttering some of the vilest, most depraved shit I'd ever heard in stark defiance of her warm, motherly appearance.
It boiled up inside of me.
I warned her, "Gonna, fuck, gonna cum soon."
"Don't you dare!" Lauren demanded. "You're gonna cum in me, fill my fucking pussy with that sweet tasty cum of yours, but not yet, not yet, hold off, let me, let me, fuck, you know, fuck, it's gonna, fuck, fuck, fuck, yes, yes, YEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSS FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!"
Her cunt spasmed around my cock and she shook violently beneath me, wrapping her arms and legs around me tight as she rode out her orgasm. I'd held on long enough and unleashed the long held-off orgasm inside of her pussy, firing shot after shot deep inside of her.
It went on like this, first cumming, then coming down. Both of us panting, both of us breathing heavily. I looked down into her eyes, and her face was pure serenity, genuine, welcome smiles and beautiful eyes.
"Thank you," she said, kissing me.
"Thank you," I returned, kissing her back. We kissed like this for a few moments, me still inside of her as my cock slowly softened, enjoying the closeness and, dare I say it, the tenderness of our current position.
We did this for a few minutes, and sensing what I thought was my window, I started to climb off of her. Swiftly, she wrapped her strong legs behind my back.
"Wait," Lauren said.
"What?" I asked.
She cast her eyes down, licking her lips in an almost embarrassed smile. "Stay? Please?"
"Sure," I said, returning the smile. I didn't move off of her, left my half-hard cock inside of her.
We just lay here like this for a long time, me on top of her, both of us looking into each others' eyes, each of us acknowledging the hurt and frustration that led us both here without saying it out loud. We kissed silently, no longer the desperate kisses of two people frantically fucking, but soft, tender kisses of true affection. The relationship we'd had in the past was long gone and could never be returned to, but there was still plenty of the care and love that had always been there. This was just something different, something new. It was still a bad idea, and one that could blow up in our faces if we screwed anything up, but it felt good now, and inside of her, on top of her, now was all that mattered.
Somehow this closeness, these kisses shared between us made my cock harden again. I'd had impressive recharge time before, but this must have been a new record. At full hardness again, I slowly started to move inside of her.
This round was different. There was no hurry, no frantic energy. If anything, we savored the slowness of it, letting the simplicity of the pleasure take us as we sought our slow, pleasurable end, staring into each others' eyes as we exchanged long, lingering kisses.
This time it was her who rolled me over onto my back, slowly riding me, still leaning over to kiss me. I traced my hands up and down her body, wanting to experience every square inch of her beautiful flesh. Lauren only quickened her pace briefly when she came for the third time today, and though it took me a few minutes longer with the slowness of my recharge time, once she made me cum in her again, I was in a blissful state that washed away nearly all of the shit that had happened today. The shit would still be there when we were done, that was unavoidable, but the connection and memories of what we'd done would be as well.
Finally sated, Lauren crawled off of me, lying on her back next to me, staring at the ceiling.
"So, that happened," I said.
"It sure did," she said, craning her neck to kiss my shoulder.
"Can I ask you a question?" I asked.
"If it's for advice on women, I'm afraid I can't offer you much since I barely understand most women, but the short version is, if you love someone, and you know she loved you back, you'd be a fool not to do everything to make that possible," she replied.
That wasn't exactly what I was going to ask, but it was pretty close. I said, "Thanks."
"Of course," Lauren replied.
Curious, I screwed up my courage to ask, "Is this always how you thought your life was gonna go?"
"Having amazing sex with my daughter's best friend?" Lauren asked, giggling.
"No, that's not-"
"I know what you meant," Lauren said, screwing her face up in thought. She blew some hair out of her face, looking at the ceiling as she thought her next words through. "Yes and no. I always knew that I wanted it all, family, career... I didn't expect it to happen as early as it did. I was a party girl in college. I was with a lot of guys, a few girls even, and I knew more than anything that before I settled down, I wanted to see the world. I meant to conquer it one day, so why not see it first, right?"
She laughed without humor. "I never expected love. I had a couple classes with Don, and he was just so... captivating. Intense. Smart. The smartest man I ever knew. He wasn't impressive in the sack, even though I did everything I could to bring it out of him with mixed success, but we could talk. Not a lot of guys wanted to talk to me. They just wanted..."
Lauren waved her hands at her body. I nodded. "Sorry."
"You've got nothing to be sorry about. We all make mistakes, surround ourselves with people who bring out our worst instincts. Don wasn't that, not like any of the other people I surrounded myself with at the time, so he was an improvement, but... I should've been more careful. I didn't mean to get pregnant when I did. Rachel was... is, a blessing. A hellraiser, but a blessing. I didn't mean to get pregnant, but when she came along, I thought it was a sign. I already knew I loved Don, why not make it official? I had to drop out of school when I first had Rachel, but Don supported us, and was good to us, and he was still so smart, and fuck I loved him. I still do. This doesn't change that, but..."
"I understand," I said.
"Thanks," Lauren replied. "It's not the easiest ancient history to bring up, but I need to remember it sometimes. Remind myself how I fought to go back to school and get my degree, even when I was pregnant with Tori, and got the job I got now that lets us live the life we want to live. Because of what I did, I can pay for both of my girls to go to college. I can't be any prouder, even if I still wish sometimes I'd had a couple more years to be wild. But, if I had done that..."
"Then none of this," I said.
"Exactly," Lauren said, nodding. "So, what about you? Is this how you saw your life going?"
I laughed. "Not for one second, no. I thought I'd be a virgin until well past college, not-"
"Drowning in pussy?" Lauren suggested.
"Not the words I was gonna use, but, yeah, same principle," I said, laughing, squeezing one of her tits playfully.
"Mmmmm, that's nice," she said, to which I squeezed a little harder.
"There's one thing I never was able to pull off, though," Lauren said.
"Oh?" I said.
"I always dreamed of being a singer. In college, there was a brief period I was convinced I was going to be one of the next Spice Girls," she said.
"What happened to that dream?" I asked.
"I was a terrible singer," she admitted.
"Well, yeah, that would derail that career fast," I said. She laughed, running her fingers over my cock playfully. Somehow, that got a slight twitch from me.
"God, I miss younger guys sometimes," she said, looking down at the slight activity in my cock.
"Thanks?" I said, looking down at my mostly deflated cock, still slick with both of our juices. "I won't make any promises about it coming back any time soon?"
Lauren arched an eyebrow at me. "That a challenge?"
"If you want to take it as one," I said. I was game to try something more if she was.
"I will," she said, climbing off the bed and reaching into the nightstand. My cum was leaking down her legs in a river, a sight that managed to bring some more life to my cock.
"Got it!" she said, proudly showing off the bottle of lube she had in her nightstand. She squeezed a generous dollop onto her tits, rubbing it in.
"I like where this is going," I said.
"You better," she said. "I don't keep this lube around for nothing."
"What do you keep it around for?" I asked. She crawled over to the bed between my legs, running her slicked up tits on either side of my cock.
"Sometimes we older folks need a little help getting going," Lauren said, pressing her tits together and running them exquisitely up and down my cock, coaxing a little more hardness into it with each stroke. "But other times I use it for myself. Tori's let me use the employee discount she has at that sex shop she works at, and the lube comes in handy with some of the toys I've picked up."
"Oh, that makes sense," I said, staring down as my nearly hard cock disappeared and reappeared in the valley of her cleavage. Lauren smiled with pride as she played, clearly glad to see that she had that effect on me.
"You up for trying something a little different?" she said, keeping a simple, deliberate pace as she tittyfucked me.
"How different?" I asked, willing to try pretty much anything with her at this point if it meant more tittyfucking.
"Well..." she trailed off. I felt one of her lubed up hands slip beneath my ass, then one of her fingers press against my asshole.
My eyes went wide. I'd never done anything like this before, never seriously considered it even. The insistent pressure of her slick finger up against my asshole was intense, a kind of strange, uncomfortable pleasure I never knew.
Lauren bit her lip, looking at me questioningly as she continued to tittyfuck me. I could have said no at this point. I could've just told her to stop and keep tittyfucking me, but I didn't. I was putty in her impressively lubed up hands and tits.
Gently, I nodded.
The pressure against my asshole intensified, and then, for one blinding moment, hurt, but once her finger was inside of me, it was like a whole new world. My body felt infinitely more sensitive, my cock harder than it had ever been. She twisted and slowly fucked it in and out, exploring me, playing with me, enjoying the strange moans I made as I was penetrated for the first time. She fucked her finger in and out, keeping a rhythm with her tits as she brought my cock back to full hardness. It wasn't just her lubed up tits that kept my dick slick anymore, no, she'd brought a river of precum from my cock and an animalistic drive from my very core.
I had to fuck her. Now.
Growling, I pushed her off of me, moaning as her lubed up finger popped out of my ass. Climbing to my knees, I turned her over, forcing her up onto all fours. Lauren cooed with delight, especially as I ran my heavily lubed cock up and down between her ass cheeks, rubbing it up against her puckered hole.
"Do it," she commanded, her voice husky with need. "Fuck my ass. Fuck my ass like Don never will. Fuck me hard!"
Pressing my lubed up cockhead against her asshole, I sighed with pleasure as it invaded her body. Though she was welcoming and relaxed, it was still a tight squeeze, but I inched it in a bit at a time, savoring every inch as if it were a victory over newly conquered territory, and once I'd bottomed out it was as if I'd won the war.
Slapping first one ass cheek, then the other, savoring the ringing sound and her moans of approval, I started fucking her.
"Oh god, I haven't had a cock in my ass in decades, fuck, I forgot how good that was! I need a cock in there all the time, fuck, god, yes, fuck my ass, fuck my ass, FUCK MY ASS RYAN YOU MOTHERFUCKER!"
Well, I guessed that was literally what I was, so it wasn't all that hard for me to agree.
While our last fuck was tender and soft, this one lacked all gentleness as I pounded her ass like an animal, fucking her so hard with strength I never knew I had. That finger up my ass must have done something to me, because I felt like a machine now, one that could keep going and never stop, never stop until it filled her ass with my cum. Looking down at her ass as it rippled, at her tits crushed up against the bed, her hands as they furiously went at her clit, her face being pressed down into the pillows as I fucked down into her, at her eyes looking up at me and that playful smirk of hers, it was pure perfection.
"God, fuck, do it, do it, do it," she whispered, her voice rising with every word. "Fuck my ass. Fuck my ass. FUCK! MY! ASS! GOD FUCKING DAMN IT!"
She made herself cum, spraying my thighs with her juices. The ring of her asshole tightened around me so hard, bringing me a mixture of blinding pain and pleasure so intense I didn't know if I could handle it.
I couldn't. I let loose, cumming inside of her, filling her ass with the last of my cum.
Panting, sweating and completely exhausted, I fell off of her. She collapsed next to me on the bed, completely spent.
"Fuck, that was amazing," she said, her face still pressed heavily into the pillows, barely moving. Though it was slowly falling, her ass was still in the air, her asshole still stretched obscenely, leaking my cum almost as much as her pussy was.
"Uh huh," I said.
"And, though I'd like it to last forever, you should probably get going soon. I need to wash up and do some laundry before anyone else shows up," she said, her bleary eyes finally turning to me.
"That... that sounds like a good idea," I replied. The real world was coming back slowly, a little bit of a time, and my survival instincts were telling me that a fair bit of time had passed between us and that I really should be getting the hell out of here. Whatever happened between us after this was best left figured out another time, right now we just couldn't be caught.
I got up, looking around for my clothes. Lauren rolled over, displaying her obscenely defiled body to me.
"You're a mess," she said.
"Thanks," I said, sarcastic and a little scared, looking for my clothes.
"Join me for a shower?" Lauren suggested, raising an eyebrow.
I paused. "Sure."
***
Clean and dressed, I exited Lauren's bedroom and made my way back to the kitchen. We hadn't been able to pull off shower sex because shower sex was awkward and my reload time wasn't that impressive, but after we'd cleaned off some I got down on my knees and ate her out to another orgasm, which was a beautiful music to my ears. I got out as quickly as I could, finally clean and completely sated, if confused, and got dressed and left her room as if the devil were after me.
What had happened was a bad idea, but damn was it good. I didn't know how I'd be able to look Tori in the eye after this, or anyone really, but that was a step I needed to figure out later. Right now, I just had to leave. I patted myself down, making sure I had everything, save for my laptop which I'd left by the front door, and my bike which was just outside, and my phone...
Shit, where had I left my phone?
"Kitchen," I said out loud, making a beeline for the kitchen. I'd clear out, nobody would find out about this, and at some later point Lauren and I would talk out what had happened and figure out-
I wasn't alone.
Sitting on one of the stools in the kitchen was a thin, pale girl in high boots, cutoff jeans that showed plenty of creamy leg, and a dark tank top that showed off her C-cup tits and the sleeve of tattoos on her left arm. Like her mother and sister, she had red hair, though hers was chopped short and glossy with products so it spiked outward slightly. Her face was contorted in a perpetually bitchy sneer, made up with dark red lipstick and plenty of eyeliner, a bright gold ring in her nose. She sat munching on one of the cookies at the center island I'd fingerfucked Lauren up against.
No, fingerfucked her mother up against, I corrected myself.
"Hi, Rachel," I said, hoping not to let too much fear into my voice. I failed.
"Hey, Ryan," Rachel McNeil said, looking me up and down. "You've grown up."
I was taller than her now for the first time since I'd known her. I hadn't seen her in the three years since she'd left for college, and seeing Tori's sister here now, the girl who'd made our lives a nightmare growing up, brought back a lot of the old fears. She hadn't been as bad as Kyle, but she picked on us like crazy, and had beaten me up more than once when we were kids in the way kids beat each other up.
"Thanks," I said. My phone was right by her hand. "I was just heading out. Tori and I were supposed to game, but she didn't show, so..."
I went for the island and grabbed my phone. For a mad second I thought she'd snatch it away from me, but she only stayed there, silently eating her cookies.
"Anyway, I should be on my way," I said.
"You should do that. I'm sure your social calendar's busy," Rachel said, smirking.
I stopped. "Huh?"
"Nothing. Just... you should be better about locking your phone, you know? Especially when you've got such juicy pictures," she said, tauntingly. "Especially like the ones of my mom. I didn't know she could be such... fun."
My heart raced, my vision blurred. I felt on the verge of passing out. I was busted, no, we were busted, by one of the last people I would have ever wanted to be busted by.
"You saw?" I said.
Rachel nodded, her smile curling malevolently. "We should talk."
***
Mistakes have a way of growing, sometimes when you do something about them, sometimes when you don't do anything. The trouble is knowing when to do something about them and when to leave them unattended.
Unfortunately, this was a mistake I decided to do something about.
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***
A lot can change in a day. It's so easy to start one out on top of the world and end it neck deep in a pile of shit of your own making that it's amazing we don't keep an eye out for those shit piles all the time. Take, for example, this day.
At the beginning of the day I was preoccupied by two things and two things only: whether or not I'd impress Josie Wong's friends enough that us dating could seem like a good idea, and the identity of "Sam," the mysterious, masked girl I'd fucked on Halloween night. I wasn't really worried about impressing Josie's friends because I'd gotten cocky and was sure I could impress anyone these days, though maybe I was a bit nervous because I really liked Josie.
No, I wasn't truly worried about that, so I was able to spend more of my time focused on just who the hell Sam was. I knew little of her aside from the most cosmetic of details, but what little I did know had me looking at every girl in the senior class, sizing her up and figuring out if she was looking at me because she'd known we'd done something or just looking at me because I was staring at her and sizing her up like a fucking Terminator. There were a lot of girls who fit her build, and the sum total of my limited investigative skills couldn't narrow a one of them down. Still, after the night of hot sex we'd had on Halloween, I felt, no, I knew I had to find her. I didn't know what I wanted or needed from her after finding her, but I'd have been fine with a name and some answers about what had happened on Halloween.
Okay, maybe I'd have been up for some more of that intense fucking sex. That would've been awesome too. Not mandatory, but awesome.
At the beginning of the day, these were the things that worried me.
Less than twelve hours later, I was having the shit day of all shit days. Josie's friends had rejected me and I'd run out on her. My best friend, Tori McNeil, had lied to me about being in a relationship for reasons that were all her own. In a fit of feeling lousy, I made a move on Tori's mom, Lauren, and we had sex. It was amazing sex, some of the best I'd ever had I think, and for all the guilt I felt for it, I was too lost in my own anger and frustration to let that guilt get me down too much.
And that's where I got distracted. I wasn't careful. I left my phone out, my phone with all of my Senior Year Memories pictures including one of Lauren covered in my cum, and it got discovered by Rachel McNeil.
Rachel fucking McNeil.
Tori's sister. Lauren's daughter. 5'2" and 21 years old, bearing more tattoos than I could count on her pale skin, with glossy red hair chopped short and ragged, glasses, a punk fashion sense and an attitude to match, I never expected her to be my worst fucking nightmare, but I wasn't surprised that she was either.
Rachel fucking McNeil.
I was a dead man, and the worst part was, I'd dug my own grave. Rachel was just here to shovel the dirt onto me. The only problem was she was taking her time, but that was her style. Ever since we were kids, she loved to play games.
We sat at a table outside the In-N-Out in Blair Valley, the next town over and our high school's dreaded football rivals, if the banners on the street were to be believed. Rachel had driven me here without a word beyond basic commands and the occasional smug, vague remark. I wasn't sure I wanted to talk to her, but I also knew I didn't have a choice; it was just a matter of figuring out when we were supposed to do that and what we were supposed to say.
Rachel ordered for both of us, but I wasn't hungry. The knowledge that your life was about to end kind of has a way of doing that to you.
For how voraciously she devoured her Double Double and Animal Style fries, you'd have thought this was just another day for Rachel. Casual cruelty had always been one of her strongest suits. When we were little, that meant her scaring or punching or pinching or just otherwise hurting us for the fun of it. When Tori and I got older, it became less physical and more psychological, constantly giving Tori shit for her appearance and dating habits and that I'd probably be a virgin for the rest of my life (proved her wrong there). Tori and I had seen her brought home by the cops on more than one occasion, which always gave me a thrill, but it was never enough.
I've seen Tori in some pretty dark fucking places because of Rachel, which got all the more confusing for the random moments when Rachel showed kindness. I'd seen her defend Tori against older students back when we were freshmen and she was a senior, and even now that she was away at college she still occasionally sent Tori care packages and snuck her booze. I'd seen a lot of strange relationships lately, but theirs is one I never understood.
"I ever tell you I love mysteries?" Rachel mused. "No? Of course I haven't, because we've never really talked, have we? No, I've always loved mysteries, even fancied myself something of a detective when I was little. It led me to do a lot of snooping around in places and finding things I ought not to have found, getting me into a lot of trouble. Mom and Dad always used to tell me not to snoop, that it was a bad habit, but it's a compulsion. It's led me to a lot of trippy fucking places in my short and wonderful life, but I never in all my time thought it would lead me to hearing you giving it to my mom like a porn star."
This would've been a fantastic time for the universe to drop a miniature black hole on me and take me out of the picture, I didn't care where.
"What do you want? Why are you here? Aren't you supposed to be in school?" I snapped.
Teasing a single fry into her mouth, Rachel didn't even flinch at my outburst. "I didn't want to miss Thanksgiving."
With Thanksgiving weeks away, that was clearly a lie. No doubt she was kicked out of school or something, but there was no way she'd tell me, not when I was prey she was toying with.
"As for what I want..." Rachel mused. "Well that is the question, isn't it? I've got many wants and not a lot of ways of getting most them, but now possess the rare and frankly delightful opportunity to have one of my wants explored."
"And you're just loving having me twist in the wind, aren't you?" I said.
Rachel put a hand to her chest in mock horror. "Little old me, making you twist in the wind? Why, Ryan, if I didn't know any better, I'd say you didn't trust me!"
"I don't trust you," I said.
"Hmmm..." she replied. "Good point."
I shook my head, anger and fear battling it out until only anger remained. "In fact, I don't even know what I'm doing here."
I stood up, ready to bolt. Rachel mused, "You know it's a long walk back to Regan Hills?"
"I like walking," I said.
"Nobody likes walking," Rachel replied.
"I like it better than sitting here and watching you eat," I amended, walking away.
"What're you so fucking afraid of?" Rachel asked.
I rounded on her, snapping. "What am I afraid of? What am I AFRAID OF? I'm afraid of you. I'm afraid of what you know and what you're going to do with it, of what happens with my life if you go out and start telling people what you saw, sharing these personal pictures, ruining my whole life when I'm just figuring out what my life is! Worrying that instead of just sharing my personal stuff you'll just hold it over me, blackmail me into playing whatever twisted game you've got in mind!"
My blood was boiling, my hands balled into fists I didn't mean to use.
Rachel didn't even flinch.
"You've got some imagination," Rachel said.
"What?" I responded.
"I know I'm an asshole, but blackmail? Come on, Ryan. Sexual blackmail is one of the worst fucking things in this terrible world, and you honestly think I'm capable of it?" Rachel asked.
"I don't know what you're capable of," I said.
"True. But not that. Why? Well, first off, I don't actually have your pictures, so even if I wanted to share them or tell other people about them, people would just say, 'Why should we believe you? He's a young white male, and you've been arrested how many times?' It'd be my word against yours, and mine doesn't have a lot of value 'round these parts. Further, if I were to try spreading them around, that would not only be criminal of me, but it would ruin more lives than just yours, say, the women in all the photos, including my mother and sister. I don't want to ruin their lives, or yours. If I'm gonna be ruining any life, it'll be mine," Rachel said evenly.
This wasn't the Rachel I knew, or at least the Rachel I'd envisioned. I honestly never had a look inside of her head, and there was every possibility this was another one of her games meant to keep me twisting in the wind before she dropped the hammer.
"Sit. I want to talk," she said, motioning to the seat opposite her.
I could've walked away. If she meant everything she was saying, I could've walked away and she wouldn't have done anything. It's having a choice, instead of being viciously blackmailed, that made me sit down.
Through gritted teeth, I asked, "What do you want with me?"
"Some answers, for starters," Rachel said, her voice now completely devoid of her twisted playfulness. "I want to know how the tiny, nerdy, meek little shit I used to push around got to screwing so many girls including the better portion of my family. I want you to start from the beginning, and I want details, and giving me a short answer like 'it's all because I got a big dick' (congrats on that by the way, very nice) won't cut it. I want all the details. Call it my detective side, but I just need to know how that happens."
I mulled over my options and none of them were good. The more I told Rachel, the more power she had over me. I could, maybe should have, cut and run, but...
But.
I was going through a weird fucking day and needed someone to talk to about it, and being that I'd alienated or run away from most of the people I considered myself really close to, maybe talking to a stranger would make me feel better. Rachel wasn't a stranger per se, but she also wasn't quite the bitch I remembered her to be. Talking to her would be taking an extreme chance, but since she sounded earnest, it felt like a chance worth taking.
Rachel wanted everything, and so I told her everything. How it all started with Kaitlyn, and how one after the other it led to Brooke, Haley, Mrs. Lynn, Nadia, Addison, Tori, Josie, Mallory, Rose, Sophie, "Sam" and finally Lauren. Throughout this, Rachel was impassive, considering seriously everything I had without saying anything. Telling her the entire story felt strangely cathartic, like it was no longer just my own horrible (if wonderful) secret to bear. Even though history had me wanting to hate Rachel McNeil, I was grateful for her too.
When I finished my tale, she just stared at me in disbelief.
"So let me get this straight," Rachel said. "You had a bad day. One bad day. Not two days, not three days, not a lifetime of pain and regret, but one single, stinking bad day. Some of the girl you like's friends don't like you. Not all of them, only some. Some of them don't like you, and instead of engaging them in conversation and backing up Josie, the girl you like and want to impress, or just walking away with her like she was totally cool with, you leave her behind and run away like a little bitch?"
Anger built within me again. "That's not-"
Rachel waved a dismissive hand. "Then you come on over to play games with Tori, only to find out that she was lying to you about being on a date when she specifically told you she didn't want to be dating right now-"
"Yes, exa-"
"I'm not finished!" Rachel chided. "So instead of calling her on her lie and then giving her a chance to explain herself, let the two of you talk out all of your issues like responsible adults and see what makes this April girl so special that Tori had to do something so unlike herself and lie to her best friend, you wound up railing our mom instead?"
I wanted to tell her that it wasn't like that, but that's a lie. It kind of was like that, and she knew all the details anyway. Lying at this point wouldn't do me any good.
"Yeah."
"And that didn't feel like it might've been the slightest of overreactions?" Rachel said.
"It didn't feel like an overreaction at the time," I said.
"Bad decisions rarely do. Believe me, I'd know," Rachel laughed.
I sighed. This didn't feel good, and it seemed almost certain that this was going to end badly. "So, what're you gonna do?"
Rachel looked upward in deep thought. "I think... what I'd like to do... is help you."
"I- what?"
This... okay, this wasn't the last thing I expected Rachel to say, but it was pretty close.
"Help me?" I repeated.
"Yeah," she said, sipping from her Coke.
A million thoughts of a million different things to say swirled through my head, but since one word was in nearly all of them, it was the one I chose to say. "Why?"
For the first time since we began this conversation, Rachel looked away at me, focusing on the cars in the drive-thru so she wouldn't have to focus on me.
"Is it really so hard to believe I'd want to help someone?" Rachel asked.
"Yes," I responded, noting what might've been a flash of hurt across her face. For her years of torment, I wanted to like that look of hurt, but it brought me no pleasure.
"Okay, fine. I deserved that. But you know who doesn't deserve any of that shit? Mom. She hasn't had an easy life. Losing her wild years to have me, only to have me be pretty epic fuck up. Working hard to live the best life possible and look like a fucking goddess, only to have Dad cheat on her left, right and center for no real reason but to say he could," Rachel said.
"You know about that?" I asked. For Lauren's sake, I'd left that out of the story.
"He's good at hiding it, which is why Tori never found out, but like I said, I'm a good detective. I've known since I was a kid. He'd keep souvenirs, panties, pictures, cheesy letters and the like, total cliché but there you have it. You wanna know the crazy part of it? He may be a shit husband, but I've got a hard time hating him because he was always a good dad. It sucks so much when you want to hate someone but can't, ya know?" Rachel said.
"Yeah. Yeah, I do," I admitted.
"So, in a way, I want to help you as a thank you. It sounds like Mom had a lot of fun with you, and she deserves some fun in her life. You brought her probably one of the best times she'd had in a really long time, and that's worth thanking you for, I'd say," Rachel said.
Of all the gifts I could've gotten in the world, Rachel McNeil's blessing on me having sex with her mom is far from one I would've expected or even thought of wanting, but it felt damn welcome.
"And that's why you want to help me?" I asked. It sounded too good to be true, too neat, too... un-Rachel-like.
Rachel sighed, the sound of someone letting a lot off their chest. For this image of this big bad monster I thought was going to ruin my life, it made her sound oddly... human. "One of the reasons. I know I gave you and Tori a lot of shit growing up, and while some of it's shit you had coming, not all of it is. If I can make up even a little of it to you by keeping you two from fucking your friendship up, that'd be some good karma, and I'm really big on collecting some good karma these days. So, that's another reason. The other one, though... is your mystery."
This mystery made the corners of her mouth curl up in a Cheshire Cat's grin.
"Mystery? What mystery? I told you how all of this happened," I said.
"That's not a mystery, that's just a fascinating combination of unexpected and unlikely. You got a big cock, you fell into a comedy of errors that led you to fucking a lot of girls and will likely have you fucking a whole lot more, and in the process of all this took the time to get good at sex and making sure your partners are right and properly pleasured, mazel tov to you. No, the mystery that's got my interest is your masked girl, 'Sam,'" Rachel said.
If she wanted to get my attention with a mystery, Rachel succeeded.
"What about her?" I asked.
"Well, you wanna know who you dipped your wick in, right?" Rachel proposed.
"More than you know," I answered, honestly.
"And you've had no luck finding her so far, I'd guess?" Rachel said.
"Yeah," I admitted.
"Then since I don't got much going on while I'm in town and could really use a project to kill the time, I propose we forge an unlikely alliance to get your life back on track," Rachel said. She said this so much like a character out of a video game that I nearly expected her to crack a smile and tell me she was joking and that she'd already distributed the pictures from my album, but she didn't.
I was pretty sure she meant what she was saying.
"How?" I asked.
"You get your head out of your ass and make things right by Josie, let me work on Tori. I was hoping for the chance of some sister time anyway-"
"She'll love that," I interrupted.
"I'm working on it," Rachel shot back. "I want some time with Tori anyway, but I'll try to find out what's going on with her and that new girl she's got, see how long it'll take for me to get her to talk to you. While we're doing our homework on these tasks, we also put our heads together to find out the identity of your mysterious Sam. How's that sound?"



It sounded fucked up, but it also sounded the kind of fucked up I was familiar with with Rachel. I couldn't argue that a few years at college had seemed to mellow her a lot, but she was still playing her games.
"It sounds like we're an unlikely alliance, then," I said.
Rachel smiled, not her usual twisted, smug smile, but one that had a hint of actual warmth to it. It might have been my imagination, or one hell of an imitation, but I was almost certain it was there.
Finally starting to pick at my food, I said, "So, where do we start?"
"How about we start with next time you have sex with my mom without knowing who's in the house you two try to keep it down?" Rachel suggested, shrugging.
I laughed. "Anyone ever tell you you're a real bitch?"
"It's a slow day if someone hasn't. Also, language!" Rachel chided. "Do you kiss my mother with that mouth? Wait, don't answer that..."
I threw a fry at her.
***
Due to her having a family thing and it being one of the rare two day stretches in a long time I got to spend with Dad, I didn't get to see Josie again until after the weekend, but we texted enough that we covered a lot of what needed to be covered. I've no idea which one of us apologized more, me for running away from her or her for Mia being an asshole. I told her that she didn't need to apologize for her friends because they were only looking out for her and had some good points, but that didn't mean she was letting Mia off the hook.
It was good to talk to her, working out what we needed to work out, but texting only did so much. I'd come to appreciate face to face when shit really needed to be worked out. I told her I wanted a quiet place to talk with her, so she suggested the school library at lunch.
Even on the best of days the library was usually a ghost town save for the computers, but the moment I saw the sign out front that read "WI-FI DOWN, SORRY!" I knew it'd be emptier than usual.
If everybody knew about the view I had when I opened the door, though, I was sure there'd have been a crowd of boys looking to check out books, if just to cover their erections.
Stepping into the library I was greeted by a woman bent over at the waist sorting through a box of Thanksgiving decorations. Her ass was a thing of beauty, perfectly round and sticking out invitingly. Her skirt was an alternating design of black and white triangles and so short I could just see the hint of the suspenders of her garter belt holding up her creamy stockings. When she stood, she revealed herself to be a pretty woman in her early forties, with chestnut hair that fell around her shoulders and a dark sweater that only barely hid that she had a massive pair of tits.
"Hello Ryan," Mrs. Claire Sullivan said with a warm smile. "I hope you didn't miss the sign on the door."
I smiled back. Mrs. Sullivan was as nice as she was hot, and was about the only reason I think most boys came to the library that didn't involve trying to get around the parental filters on the school computers. There's no way in hell the school would've approved of her wearing a skirt this short, but she probably got away with it because of the library's low foot traffic.
"I didn't," I explained. "I'm just meeting someone here."
"If it's Josie Wong you're looking for, I believe she's skulking around in one of the dark corners around back; she's the only one I've had in here since putting that sign up," she explained.
"Oh. I'm sorry," I said.
"I'm not; those signs are the only way I can get some work done around here," Mrs. Sullivan said with an amused smile, pointing at the box of decorations.
I returned the smile. "Good to know. So the internet's...?"
"Up if you need it," she clarified.
"Thanks, but I just need to find Josie," I said.
"Well... keep it down, then," Mrs. Sullivan said, a faint sense of suspicion on her face. She looked me up and down, lingering on the down part in a way that felt familiar, mostly because I was probably looking at her chest much the same way. Had she heard something about me? I guess I should really have asked, who hadn't at this point?
"Uh, thanks," I said, uncomfortably looking away, then back to her, then darting further into the library. Silently as I could, I wandered the library stacks, looking for Josie, taking in the atmosphere and remembering just much I loved this place. The smell of the books, the slightly disused and out of date furniture that gave it a spooky vibe, the adventures that I could have just by pulling a title from a shelf...
There were eyes on me, though, that feeling of being watched. It wasn't quite the creepy feeling of being watched by Sam, but in the same ballpark. It might have been Mrs. Sullivan, trying to make sure that I wasn't up to no good, or maybe it was her blonde library aide Marie Halpern, the sternest looking 18-year-old I'd ever seen, or maybe...
Maybe it was Josie Wong, grabbing me and pulling me into a dark corner of the stacks, pressing her lips against mine as we made out. She was beautiful as ever, her skin pale and her makeup dark, her hair as wild and black as her tattered skirt, fishnets and low-plunging tank top beneath her great black coat. Her massive tits crushed against me as her hands roamed over me, I returned the gesture by grinding my erection into her.
"I'm sorry," I whispered.
"You got nothing to be sorry over," she whispered back, forcing another kiss onto my lips.
"No, I was a fucking idiot," I replied.
"Yeah, well, so was Mia," Josie responded. "Mia doesn't run my life. I run my fucking life, and I want you in it. Don't know how yet, but I want you in it."
"Glad to hear it," I said, kissing her back furiously.
"Just, mmm, don't be a fucking idiot again, okay?" Josie replied.
"I'll try," I said.
She raised an eyebrow at me. "What do I have to do for a guarantee?"
I smiled. "I'm sure you can think of something."
Josie Wong had many great traits, and that she was full of ideas was one of them. With quick, practiced hands, she undid my belt and fished out my cock. Already it was at its full, hard, ten inch length, thick and glistening with a small bead of precum already at the tip. I was surprised, thinking that we hadn't made out for that long, but when I realized how much of that was probably from looking at Mrs. Sullivan up front, it made sense.
Whether my erection was started by her or someone else, Josie didn't seem to care because she knew she'd be the one to end it. She sucked my entire length down with gusto, her black lipstick streaking along it as she gave me a furious, silent blowjob. Her dark eyes looked up into mine, staring into my very soul as her pretty, distended lips did their best to smile around the cock that stretched them out obscenely. She bobbed with expert precision, and there's every possibility it might've been one of the greatest blowjobs ever.
If my phone hadn't started talking to me, at least.
"Hey, this is a text from Rachel! You forgot to mute your phone!" it blatted at me in Rachel's voice, loud enough that I was afraid we'd be overheard.
I fumbled for my phone, trying to shut it up. Josie pulled off of my cock, smiling good-humoredly while slowly jacking me. "Who's Rachel?"
"Tori's older sister," I explained, her jacking not helping my hands as I unlocked it and shut it up. "And someone I never should've let touch my phone."
"You fucked Tori's sister? Kinky," Josie joked, too loud for my taste.
"Ew, no! I've got better taste than that," I responded instinctively. I pushed her head back down onto my cock, and she got the message in a hurry. She went back to quietly sucking my cock while I went to clear my messages and set it to mute.
That the first text Rachel sent featured a good shot of Sam in full costume standing behind a booth at the carnival was the only reason I didn't shut the phone off right away.
Rachel: Searched a few hundred photos of Halloween Scream.
Rachel: Found your ragdoll.
Rachel: Only picture I found. Girl's a ghost.
Rachel: Not literally.
Rachel: Alright, possibly.
Rachel: I'm a cybersecurity student not a ghost hunter, hard to be sure.
Getting a very enthusiastic and quality blowjob from Josie made it hard to analyze the picture, I was sure that even if I did have all my faculties together I wouldn't be able to see very much. Sam was standing behind a booth, meaning she was probably part of the club that ran it, but not enough of the booth or the other people running it were visible for any context.
"I need to, oh fuck, respond real quick," I said.
Josie popped her mouth off my cock, running her tongue over the head. "Respond all you want, I'm still gonna suck your cock."
Emphasizing her point, she went right back to deepthroating me. With great difficulty, I shot a text back.
Me: It's not much.
Rachel: More than you think.
Rachel: Picture's purposeful. Whoever took it wanted a picture of Sam.
Rachel: They might have details.
Rachel: Find the photographer, find Sam.
It was good, sound logic
"Oh god," I muttered, a sound that only made Josie suck me harder. "You keep doing that, I'm gonna cum."
I expected her to slow down, but Josie only redoubled her efforts. Fuck she had nice, soft lips. A strong mouth, but soft lips.
Me: Who took the picture?
I pocketed my phone quickly, wanting to enjoy the last of the blowjob in silence so neither Mrs. Sullivan or Marie caught us. My legs nearly buckling as I did, I came hard in Josie's mouth. She swallowed almost all of the thick, massive load, but a little dribbled out onto her cheek. Slowly letting my deflating cock drop from her mouth, she kissed the slick head, more strands of drool and cum landing on her chin. She wiped them up with the back of her hand and licked them down, smiling up at me sweetly.
"Fuck. Thank you. That was... wow," I muttered, carefully looking around the corners of the bookshelf. For a moment, I swore I saw movement, but as my heart steadied I knew it must've been my imagination.
"Yeah, well, you better be ready to share the wow," Josie said, getting up and pushing me to my knees. She hiked her short leather skirt up around her waist, revealing first her thong, and then her exquisitely sweet, slightly hairy pussy when she hooked her thumbs into the thong.
My phone vibrated. Even in its insistence, I didn't mean to answer it.
"Aren't you gonna get that?" Josie asked.
"Later," I said.
She rolled her eyes. "Just get it, since I know you're gonna be distracted 'til you do, and I want you focused on my cunt sometime around yesterday, okay?"
"Fine, fine," I said, checking my texts.
Rachel: Instagram account belongs to a girl named Noa Kanzaki.
Rachel: Know her?
I laughed.
Me: In a way. Talk more later.
Shoving my phone in my back pocket, I leaned in and kissed Josie right on her perfect little pussy lips. Though I normally loved making her scream, today I'd just have to be satisfied with making her cum.
***
In the small stretch of land between Regan Hills High School's football stadium/track and gym was a small weight room. The equipment was out of date and the room itself was too small to fit an average gym class, but it made up for its shoddy condition by being left open by the administration until about 8 pm so any student who wanted to could get a free workout in. I'd already been a couple times with Brooke (and found out that for a tiny girl, she could bench press more than I could), but never on my own.
As I was learning these days, there was a first time for everything. With a towel draped around my neck and dressed in my usual gym clothes of sweatpants, old t-shirt and sneakers, I approached the weight room in search of 18-year-old Noa Kanzaki. I didn't know her very well, save for having had a few classes with her in the past. She never seemed the smartest student, nor one of the worst, just somewhere in the middle. I knew she was a jock, even if she didn't play any school sports, and that she acted intense, looked intense, and was generally someone I avoided to stay on the safe side.
Then came Halloween. While I was hiding out, waiting to scare people inside of our "Dr. Happy's Asylum" haunted house, she came through and stared me down. More than staring me down, she confirmed my identity, flashed her frilly black bra-clad B-cup tits, blinded me with the flash of her phone, then disappeared. It wasn't the strangest thing to happen to me that night, but it sure left an impression.
After Rachel's discovery I shot Noa a couple messages on Instagram asking for details about the pictures, Sam, the booth where the picture was taken, and a couple days later Noa told me to meet her here tonight. Though it was an out of the way trip, I was ready to get some details on Sam.
Maybe, if I was lucky, I'd even find out why Noa flashed me.
If only she were in here.
There were maybe a dozen of my classmates using the various machines and other pieces of equipment, but Noa was nowhere to be found. Most of them I knew to one degree or another, but her absence was mystifying.
Less mystifying and more than a little intimidating was the boy who was staring at me, though by the looks of him I doubt you could've called him a boy for a long time. 18-year-old Peter Nixon was half a head taller and easily 60 pounds of muscle heavier than me, well-formed muscle that showed across his entire body like a carved statue named "Perfection." Black and with a handsome, normally friendly face, he was the closest thing our school had to a star football player and easily one of the most well-known ladies men around. He wasn't staring at me with anything like anger, but it was impossible to ignore and not overthink the fact that he and Kyle Bowman were supposed to have been pretty tight, and after what I did to Kyle-
"Ryan!"
I was almost bowled over by a tiny, pigtailed blonde in a hot pink sports bra and matching spandex shorts. Though with one of the sweetest, most wholesome and all-American faces you'd ever seen, her round butt and A-cup tits filled out a body that was anything but wholesome.
"Hey, Brooke," I said, hugging her back warmly. Brooke King was the second girl I'd ever had sex with and the first I'd ever fucked up the ass, and her infectious energy and boundless optimism was something I always having around.
"What're you doing here? Working out? Not working out? Whatever's, like, totally cool. Wait! I gotta introduce you to the girls! You haven't fucked them yet, they're gonna love you!" she exclaimed, not letting me get a word in edgewise as she took me by the wrist and took me over to a mat where a couple girls were stretching. One was a stacked Latina with her silky black hair pulled back in a ponytail, the other was a petite platinum blonde who was even tinier than Brooke (if that was possible). I recognized them as 18-year-old Jade Alvarez and 18-year-old Riley Richardson, cheerleaders, but like most cheerleaders before this year I hadn't actually exchanged words with either of them.
"Jade! Riley! This is Ryan, the sweet nerdy guy with the giant cock Kaitlyn and me and Haley and the others have been fucking, ya know?" Brooke exclaimed.
Gotta love Brooke and her complete lack of filters.
"Cool," the blonde, Riley, said, looking me up and down skeptically.
"Hello, Ryan," Jade said, her eyes landing on my shorts. I didn't have an erection yet, but if she kept staring like that, I was sure to get one soon. "We really need to make some time to get better acquainted."
While I'd have liked nothing more than to get better acquainted with both of these girls right now, I was on a bit of a mission.
"I'd love to, but I'm supposed to be meeting someone, only they're not here," I said.
"Who?" Brooke asked.
"Noa Kanzaki?" I explained.
Brooke's face brightened so much you'd have expected a light bulb to appear above her head with a "ding."
"Oh, I saw her sneak into the gym a while ago. I'll show you!" Brooke exclaimed, grabbing me by the wrist and dragging me out of the weight room.
"It was a pleasure meeting you!" I called back to Jade and Riley. My eyes flitted back, looking for Peter, but he was long gone. I hoped he wouldn't be trouble down the line.
"Don't mind Jade and Riley; they play coy, but once they know what you're packin', they'll, like, be all over your cock. Totally. Jade's all goody two shoes with all her charity stuff, but is almost as big a slut as Kaitlyn and me; don't be surprised if you find her naked in your bed just waitin' for you someday, and Riley? She's so tiny, but she'll do anything for a devastatingly huge cock. Once you wave that in her face, she'll be begging you to rip her in half. So, like, what're you looking for Noa for?" Brooke exposited, dragging me to the gym and talking so fast it took all I had to keep my mind caught up.
"I just got a couple questions for her," I said.
"Ah, good, 'cause she had some questions about you," Brooke said.
"Huh?" I asked. Brooke ignored me.
"So you're gonna ask her, like, real questions for the paper or questions for your cock?" Brooke asked, batting her eyes up at me dreamily and playfully squeezing my cock through my shorts with her free hand.
"Real questions. I think," I said. Then, in a moment of honesty because it was Brooke, I added, "Maybe some of the other, if it goes well."
"Ha!" Brooke exclaimed. "You're wonderful. I think Kaitlyn and me made you into some kind of Frankenstein's monster! I mean, not like you'll go kill crazy and frame people for murders, wantin' us to make you a perfect mate while we chase you off to the Arctic (god Mary Shelley's awesome, kinda cute too dependin' on the painting), but, like a Frankenstein's monster of sex!"
I was still trying to wrap my head around her particularly colorful metaphor when Brooke dragged me toward a Coke machine next to a bench, and right above it a partially open window with a metal mesh cover.
"Gym's locked, but some kids busted that window open ages ago. Anyone who wants in to use the gym like real private can just climb in. Probably goin' inside in a few to grab a shower myself," Brooke explained.
"Thanks," I said to Brooke. I meant to climb in, but she grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me in close. We kissed, a fiery, energetic kiss like we always shared, but one tinged with a little sweetness.
"What's that for?" I asked.
"Just 'cause I like ya. Not, like, 'like ya' like ya, but, you're a good guy, even more than just a good screw, ya know?" Brooke said.
With the mistakes I'd made the past few days stacking up, I didn't feel entirely like a good guy, but being a good guy in Brooke's eyes meant more to me than I thought it would've.
"Thanks," I said, kissing her back.
She giggled, kissing me once quickly on the neck and then skipping back toward the weight room. "And thanks for getting me hooked on nerds, you guys are, like, so much cuter than I thought!"
"What?" I called after her.
"I've got stories to share later! Totally!" Brooke called over her shoulder.
Though I was thankful for her help, what she said raised more questions than answers, and they were questions I just didn't have the time for right now. Carefully, I climbed on top of the bench and readied myself to break into the gym.
There was no way I'd get in trouble for this, right?
***
The gym was dark and expansive, the only light coming in from the setting sun through the windows high up. Passing by the retracted bleachers along the south wall, I made sure to pay my respects to the closest thing our school had to a monument, the small piece of wall where people had carved in names and the vile sex acts they'd commit. There were carvings going back to the 70s, and the administration had stopped trying to clean it up since long before I'd come here.



There were a couple new carvings, but the one in huge letters and surrounded by little hearts that was impossible to ignore simply said, 'SWEAR TO GOD, RYAN COLLINS HAS, LIKE, A HUGE COCK!!'
Swelling with pride at now being a part of Regan Hills High School history, I whispered, "Thank you, Brooke."
For the sounds of intense exertion at the room's north end, I knew I wasn't alone.
Though only about seven feet high, the climbing wall the school installed three years ago ran the entire length of the north wall. On it, Noa Kanzaki traversed the horizontal distance with the ease and speed of someone walking swiftly. 5'6" and made of lean, but not bulky, muscle, Noa attacked the wall with the intensity she attacked everything in life with. Her black sports bra and matching, loose, basketball shorts were as purposeful and comfortable as her short, choppy black hair, currently tied back with a hair band. She wasn't beautiful in a traditional sense, but did have a slight, unexpected prettiness that was brought out by her intensity.
"You can come closer if you want, Ryan, I'm not going to bite you," Noa said without looking at me.
"How'd you know it was me?" I asked, slowly approaching her.
"Because I invited you here, and you're one of the few people who approach the gym smart enough to find me," Noa said.
"Oh, uh, thanks," I said.
"You're welcome," she said, reaching the end of the wall. She cursed under her breath, then began traversing back in the opposite direction.
I wanted to ask her right away about the picture and then get out of here, but figuring that wouldn't work, and somewhat transfixed by how tight her ass was even in those loose shorts, I said, "You're really good at that."
"Though I thank you for your compliment, I'm not training to be good. I'm training to be the best, and it is impossible to be the best with this school's shitty equipment!" Noa growled, almost falling when one of the handholds, poorly screwed in, twisted in her hand. She recovered, but her mood didn't.
"I need a real gym, one with serious climbing equipment," she muttered.
"Oh. I'm sorry," I said, for lack of anything better. "Training for what?"
"Ninja Warrior, of course," Noa said.
"Of course," I replied. I meant it as a joke of ignorance, but seeing her skill I knew she'd be a natural for Ninja Warrior's intense obstacle courses and pushing human endurance to its very limits.
"My body is a finely honed machine of many disciplines, of speed and balance and upper body strength. My height may act against me, but my spirit won't," Noa said, stretching across a particularly wide gap and finding her footing.
"I don't doubt that," I said. It was almost hypnotic, watching the ease with which she climbed across the room, a task that would've had me on the floor about five or six times already.
"You shouldn't," she replied.
"If you're ever in a spot where you're not climbing, I should really interview you for the paper sometime. I don't think we've ever interviewed an aspiring Ninja Warrior before," I said. If there was part of me that wanted to butter up, the rest of me meant what I said. It sounded like it would make an interesting interview, and I was sure Nadia and the rest of the school would find it fascinating.
"Despite my best efforts, there is much of my life where I am not climbing, so that should prove a simple task for you. But let's stop dancing around the main issue and get to the real meat of why you're here tonight?" Noa suggested.
With all the games I'd been through lately, I liked her direct approach.
"Fine," I said. "I wanted to ask you about-"
"I know what you wanted to ask me about, I just want the pleasantries to be finished," she said, reaching the end of the wall. Again, she cursed, and though it looked like she was considering doubling back, she jumped off the wall. Bending down, she pulled a bottle of water and a towel from the gym's dark corner, putting the towel around her sweaty neck and taking a long set of gulps off the bottle. She bent the bottle to me in offering afterward, but I declined.
"Sit and talk with me," Noa said, sitting on one of the gym mats beneath the rock wall, stretching. I did as she said, sitting opposite her and wanting to make nice, reminding myself that I was here to get information on Sam so I could satisfy Rachel's and my curiosity, not so I could watch a hot, toned Japanese girl flex. Her muscles were impressive, maybe even a little intimidating given her small stature, and glistening with sweat. Despite my intentions for the night, it was difficult not getting a little hard while watching her.
"I don't talk with many people, so I'm sorry if I'm not very good at this," Noa said without any hint of nervousness.
"Oh, that's okay. I just wanted to ask you about-"
"The pictures, I know, and I'm not going to answer that."
"What?"
"I won't answer that yet," she said, emphasizing the last word.
I grumbled, frustrated, "But you said-"
"I said I'd meet you here, but I didn't say I'd answer your questions. For your peace of mind, though, I will tell you that I intend to answer that question when the time is right," Noa said.
"When will the time be right?" I asked, fighting back the growing feeling of desperation for an answer.
"When you answer the other question you came here to ask me tonight," Noa said. A small smile formed at the corners of her stern lips, but it didn't break out into a full grin. I got the impression she didn't smile in front of others easily.
Fine. I'd play her game if I had to.
"Why did you flash me on Halloween?" I asked.
Noa's smile widened, slightly. "I think you know why I flashed you on Halloween. I want to hear you say it out loud."
"I don't know," I said.
"You don't know?" she repeated.
"No, I don't!"
"Oh, come on, you can do better than that!" Noa shot back, like a drill sergeant.
"I don't know you! I don't know if you go around flashing everyone or-"
"You saw the carvings on the wall. You looked at them long and hard and don't tell me you didn't see your name there," Noa challenged. "Now tell me, with complete seriousness, that you have no idea why I flashed you."
"Oh," I said. "I mean, I suspected-"
"You suspected right," Noa said. "I'm busy almost all the time. If I'm not at school, or doing homework, or in training, or helping Dad out in his restaurant... well, I'm not doing anything else, because those are all what occupy my time. There have been guys who've been interested in me, but I'm not here to fulfill their sick anime fantasies."
"Shit... I'm sorry," I said. I wouldn't have looked to her first for a fantasy like that, but I knew plenty of guys out there who wouldn't be past pulling shit like that.
"You've got nothing to be sorry about. That's their problem, not yours. But... they've got their fantasies, and I've mine. I'd really like to not be a virgin anymore, and I'd like it to be done with a guy who knows what he's doing because I can't deal with the bullshit of two virgins incompetently fumbling around. I've asked around, and somehow your name kept coming up. I flashed you to see if you were interested. While I'm a little disappointed you're here for other reasons, I'm glad that I left enough of an impression that what I did was the second thing you wanted to ask me about."
These were clearly deep, personal confessions, but she said them so plainly and without the slightest hint of hesitation that it took me aback. My mind was reeling, trying to comprehend everything she was saying. Even when I could comprehend them, they came so far out of left field that my mind had a hard time catching up.
Did I find Noa attractive? Of course.
Did I maybe entertain the idea of having sex with her earlier? Obviously.
Why was it so hard to deal with when plainly confronted by the fact that she wanted the same?
"You want to have sex with me?" I asked, aware that my cock was growing hard in my shorts.
"Yes."
"Now."
"Yes."
"Here?"
"Yes."
It wouldn't be the first time I'd had sex at school, or even this week, but still.
"And you're a virgin?"
"Is all of this so really hard to understand?" Noa said, standing up. She dropped her towel and kicked off her shoes.
"No, but..."
This was the point I could've backed out, where I could've said I was flattered but was just looking for information about the picture she took, but...
I finished, "...but you have heard I'm big, right?"
"Yeah. That was definitely part of the appeal," Noa said simply.
"And I don't want to hurt you," I said.
"First, if you're as skilled as everyone says, you'll make sure not to hurt me," Noa said, pulling off her socks. "And secondly, I've been training."
"Of course you have."
"I've saved up for a number of toys to prepare myself for sex, and though I haven't played with anything as impressive as you're said to be, I know I can take you," Noa said.
That was a lot to take in, but not nearly as much as when Noa took off her sports bra and dropped her shorts, revealing herself completely naked to me. Her B-cup tits were every bit as firm as the rest of her body, sitting high and proud with dark, pointed nipples, while her pussy was shaved, the lips already slightly swollen and moist. Her body was toned and muscular without looking too rock hard, though her abs were damned impressive.
"So, sex first, or no sex?" Noa proposed.
It was a blunt, unromantic seduction, but it worked.
"I'm good with sex," I said.
Noa's smile broadened slightly, for a fraction of a second, her tongue passing almost imperceptibly over her lips. If I wasn't mistaken, she was even shaking slightly. Since this was her first time, I didn't blame her.
"Good. So, you should probably get naked," she said as I stood up.
"I'm working on it," I said, carefully taking off my shoes and socks, then removing my shirt.
Noa eyed my body. "You should really work out more."
"I'm working on that too; you should've seen me at the beginning of the year," I said, hooking my thumbs into my shorts. "But, to paraphrase the greatest smuggler in the Outer Rim, I may not look like much, but I got it where it counts."
To back myself up, I dropped my shorts and underwear to the ground. My ten inch cock practically bounced out, rock hard. Experimentally I grabbed it, slowly jacking my cock and drawing out a bead of precum. Noa, so fearless, tried to hold her composure, but I saw her intense eyes widen, that tongue passing over her lips furtively again.
"That... is about accurate to what I've been told," Noa said. Her own hands had drifted down her body, lightly running over her abs, almost making contact with her pussy.
"I'm glad I live up to expectations," I said, closing the gap between us. I could smell her sweat and arousal, see the eager hunger and the slight fear of losing her virginity in her eyes.
"Should I... can I touch it?" she said.
"How about we start with basics. Have you ever been kissed?" I asked.
Noa shook her head. I responded, "Well, that's a good place to start."
Our bodies pressed against each other, my cock resting up against her stomach, we wrapped our arms around each other. I leaned down and kissed her on the lips, a tender, simple gesture, but one that she almost didn't know how to respond to. You could train your body for a lot of things, but kissing is just one of things you have to learn by doing. Like any challenge, once she got over the surprise she attacked it with gusto, kissing me back passionately, wanting to explore my entire mouth with her tongue. I held her back, slightly, trying to develop a good, comfortable pace, and once she understood what was happening Noa adjusted to match me. It didn't take a lot of fumbling for us to be making out pretty nicely.
That first step accomplished, I started to explore her body with my hands, running them down her muscular back to her tight ass, grazing them up her sides and tracing them over her breasts. She shivered when I flicked her nipples with my thumbs, rolling them between my fingers. Not only did it make her moan into my mouth, but it seemed to make her nipples even harder.
Noa explored my body similarly, but she had mostly one goal in mind. Her hands settled on my cock, trying to wrap around it but failing. She grasped it, ran them up and down, spreading precum all over the head before running back down, cupping my balls. For her strength and inexperience, she was surprisingly gentle, enough that she wasn't the only one shivering.
If she wanted to touch my cock, well, two could play that game. I dropped a hand down between her legs, my fingers experimentally dancing around the folds of her sex. If she was moist before, all it took was a little work on her clit between my fore and middle fingers for her to get completely wet, even straight up soaked. Her moans took on a higher pitch as I explored her folds deeper and deeper, but once I stuck my middle finger deep inside, she jolted against me, a single deep moan taking her. Noa may have been training for sex, but she was still incredibly tight. This would be interesting.
As if seized by an idea, Noa let go of my cock and grabbed me by the shoulders, pushing me forcefully to my knees.
"I've heard you have a certain specialty besides what you pack," she said.
"Oh?" I responded, wanting her to say it.
"Yes. I want you to eat my pussy. Now," Noa demanded.
I eyed her pussy, licking my own lips. She smelled delicious, and there was nothing I would've liked more than to eat her out.
"You should probably lie down, then," I said, motioning for the mats we were on.
"I can take it standing up. I've given myself many orgasms before," she said.
"I understand that, but if you haven't had one with someone else before, the first time can take you off guard. It might be more powerful than you're used to," I warned.
"If that's a challenge, then I'll definitely take this standing," Noa said, no doubt enjoying the sight of me on my knees in front of her.
"Well, don't say I didn't warn you," I said, crawling between her legs. She parted them for me slightly, further spreading her already engorged pussy lips. Damn, she smelled good. I leaned in slowly, savoring what I could see of her in the limited light, loving the smell and wanting the taste on my tongue.
I stretched out my tongue a little at a time, lightly running it over the surfaces of her inner thighs, of the soft flesh around her labia.
"That's nice, fuck, that's nice," Noa said, running her hands through my hair. "But stop fucking teasing me, Ryan, and eat my goddamn pussy."
If that was how she wanted it, fine. I dove in, grabbing her ass and pulling my face into her pussy. I kissed and suckled, licking and running my tongue experimentally through her folds. I knew she knew what she wanted, but if she'd never really fooled around with anyone else before, I wanted to make her first time memorable and good. I paid close attention to the spots that got the best reactions and worked harder at them. She really liked it when I thrust my tongue deeply into her pussy and explored, so I added a couple fingers to the mix, thrusting them in and out of her slowly, curling them toward where her G-spot should be.
All of this got a good reaction, but what I found about Noa was that she had one of the most sensitive clits I'd ever encountered. A faint breath across it sent her groaning, a light graze shuddering, but when I applied my lips to it, suckling lightly while running my tongue over it in circles, she might as well have taken off like a rocket.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck, that's, that's something else, god, that's good, keep going like that, right there, fuck, fuck, fuck, god that's good, keep eating my pussy like that, right there," she moaned. Noa's voice, usually so forceful, was getting higher and higher with every word, her body tensing and tightening as I brought her closer and closer.
I wasn't trying to take her off of her feet, but if she was going to make this into a challenge, I accepted it as one, sucking and licking her clit hard and fingerfucking her harder. She may have thought she could handle an orgasm, but when I had every intention of giving her the strongest orgasm she'd ever had, I realized she may not have been the most competitive person in this room.
Well, okay, she still probably was, but I was catching up.
"Yes, yes, yes, you got it, right there, god, soon, soon, there, fuckfuckfuckfuckfuck I'M CUMMING, GODDAMN MOTHERFUCKER I'M CUMMING, GOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOODDDDDDDDDDD!!" Noa roared. Her body was seized as if by great impact, her juices almost gushing out over my chin. I kept going, wanting to draw it out as long and hard as possible, but when she began to weaken I tapered off.
She kept her footing, barely, almost to show me up I think. She got a couple steps away from me, breathing heavily and trying to look smug, but soon she fell to her knees, then her back.
Noa Kanzaki laughed, running her hands over her own sweaty, toned body as she marveled at what had just happened.
"Okay, you might've had a point about lying down first," she laughed. Her hands found her own nipples, tweaking them, pulling another low, moaning giggle from her. Not knowing that she could laugh, it was one hell of a confusing sight.
I crawled toward her, settling between her legs. "I told you."
"You did tell me," Noa said, continuing to lightly run her fingers over her body. She looked me up and down, and I couldn't help but watch her back, loving the look of pure serenity she'd found after her orgasm.
"You seemed to have fun, though," I said.
"I did," Noa admitted. "But you want to know what I think'll be more fun?"
"What?"
She pointed at my cock. "Putting that..."
She spread her pussy lips with one hand and pointed at them with the other. "...in here, and burying it to the hilt. I'm sick and tired of being a virgin. Help me do something about that."
It was a fine invitation, and one that had me crawling closer, but since she was still a virgin I couldn't help but have that nervous sense of worry and anticipation. My cock bobbed in anticipation, hitting her muscular thigh and leaving a light trail of clear, slick precum in its wake. I was only an inch away from her pussy now, so close I could feel the heat and moisture on the tip of my cock.
"Are you ready for this?" I said, grabbing hold of my cock and lining it up with her pussy.
"More sure than I've been of anything," she replied.
"Let's see," I said, pressing forward. Noa may have trained her pussy, but there was still resistance as I pressed into her. Thankfully I'd gotten her wet, really wet beforehand, and the natural lubrication offered a path forward, but it required some work.
Still, it didn't take too much pressure to part those lips and slide the head of my cock into her.
"Fuck," I hissed.
"Wow," she said, looking down as I disappeared into her. "So that's what that's like."
"Wait for it," I grunted, pushing forward, sliding a couple inches more inside of her. Noa gasped, moaning deeply.
"Wow, keep going, keep going, I want it all, I want to feel it all, fuck," she said as I pushed inch after inch deeper into her pussy.
I didn't know if she was tight because she was a virgin or because she was an athlete, but damn did it take work to feed my cock into her cunt. The tightness was a glorious discomfort, and one I was happy to take. Biting her lip and arching her neck so she could watch it disappear inside of her, Noa kept urging me on, sometimes with soft words, other times with simple, animalistic sounds of encouragement. I'd fed half, three quarters inside of her, pressing harder at her urging, finally bottoming out inside of her, my balls resting against her ass.
"Damn that feels full," she said, throwing her head back. "Fuck!"



"Good full?" I grunted, wanting to make sure she was okay.
"You bet your ass it's good," she said, arching up to kiss me. I was on top of her now, balanced over her with my cock resting deep inside of her pussy.
"Well, congratulations on no longer being a virgin," I laughed, kissing her sweetly. Noa was smiling again, but it was a determined, forceful smile.
"This is fine, but save the congratulations for when you've fucked me raw and filled my pussy with cum, okay?" she challenged.
"Sure," I replied, slowly pulling back, inching my cock out before thrusting back forward.
I wanted to give her time to accommodate my cock, but at the same time I knew that a slow pace wasn't going to be what she wanted for long. While I took my time establishing a pace, taking my cock about halfway out before thrusting back inside and enjoying the sounds she made when I did, her eyes told me she wanted more. Hell, she was practically growling at me, not saying anything but definitely urging me onward, wanting, no, demanding more.
I quickened my pace, sliding out a little more cock at a time before ramming it home.
"Goddamn that's right, that's right, fuck me, fuck me hard, I'm not one of those porcelain virgins who's gonna break when you touch her, I'm fucking Noa Kanzaki!" she declared as I fucked her.
"Actually, I think I'm fucking Noa Kanzaki," I grunted, smiling as I'd almost reached a point of pulling out three quarters of my cock on each stroke. On my next stroke in, she grabbed me with her pussy muscles. I may have yelped in surprise, but I can't confirm that.
"Don't be fooled; you're on top of me and you're doing the work, but I'm not fucking you any less than you're fucking me," she said, arching her back, trying to pull more of my cock inside. "We're in this together."
For emphasis, she squeezed me again. I yelped, "Okay!"
"Good!" Noa said back sweetly. "Now that we understand each other, keep it up; you were doing a pretty good job there!"
Pretty good? I'd show her "pretty good."
I turned what may have been a slow fuck into something savage, pounding into her with almost the entire length of my cock on each stroke. I was trying to show her up, but she just seemed to enjoy my determination. For all of my giant cock inside of her that I gave, she was just laughing and moaning and spurring me on harder, even as I was giving her everything I had. Credit to Brooke for working me out so hard over the last couple months, I was able to call on reserves, reserves upon reserves as I fucked Noa for all I was worth.
She was loving it, at least. "FUCK YEAH, FUCK YEAH, KEEP GOING, GOD, FUCK, KEEP GOING, GOD THAT MONSTER COCK IS AMAZING, RIGHT THERE, FUCK, YOU'RE GONNA RUIN ME FOR OTHER GUYS WITH THAT THING, FUCK, I LOVE IT, KEEP FUCKING ME, GONNA MAKE ME CUM AGAIN SOON, FUCK YEAH, FUCK YEAH!"
I kept going, but I wasn't sure how much longer I had in me, not just before I shot off but before I passed out from the exertion. I'd seriously underestimated Noa Kanzaki sexually, and it was only a matter of time before I saw if this miscalculation was something I'd survive.
When my balls started to contract, I was thankful because I thought it meant an end was in sight.
"Fuck, gonna cum soon," I warned.
"Me too, keep going, just a little longer, a little longer," she moaned.
"I don't know, how much, I can, keep up!" I exclaimed, ready to go. I wanted her to cum with me, but I was gasping for breath.
"You can do it, keep going, push harder, push harder."
"Trying, fuck, I'm trying."
"Keep going."
"Fuck."
"So good. Soon! Soon!"
"FUCK, I'M CUMMING!"
"ME TOO, ME TOO, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK!!"
My orgasm was earthshattering, shooting what felt like a quart of cum into Noa's pussy, but my orgasm had nothing on hers. She was a writhing, moaning, screaming banshee, wrapping her arms and legs around me as she came violently. It did a lot for my pride to see her like that, but being honest I was almost glad that it was over.
The moment we both had come down, I pulled out of her, unleashing a river of cum from her pussy. She continued to lay there, and I fell on my back opposite her, catching my breath and staring at the ceiling. It was almost completely dark in here now, and if I wasn't careful I could easily fall asleep after a fuck like that. Maybe I was even coming close, the world around the edges did seem a little fuzzy, maybe I could pass out for a few minutes, come to and figure out something, something...
Something wet? Something tickling my balls?
My vision sharpened quickly, and I looked down to see that Noa had recovered from her orgasm a lot faster than I had. I don't know how long I'd been out, but long enough for Noa to have started sucking on my cock and gotten it back to full strength again. Though it was clearly the first blowjob she'd ever given, her lack of skill was easily compensated for by her enthusiasm, and she had enough of the principles down that it felt great. She used one hand to jack me in sync with her mouth while fondling my balls with the others, she was good enough not to graze me with her teeth, and was fully capable of using her tongue in time with her lips to make it feel really good. I don't know what kinds of toys she practiced on for this, but I'll say she must've gotten rid of her gag reflex in a hurry. While she couldn't get me all the way down, she was damn close to deepthroating me, which for her first time was nothing to sneeze at.
Noa pulled her mouth off my cock, but neither stopped fondling my balls or jacking me with her hand. "Welcome back. I wanted to fuck you some more, but it seemed like you needed to recharge. You good for another round?"
"If you're good to do all the work, sure," I said.
"Ha! Wimp," she said, straddling my hips and rubbing her pussy against my cock.
"Right now, yeah, that's probably right," I said.
"It's okay. I don't blame you," Noa said, rocking her hips and pushing my cock back into her pussy. She let out a satisfied coo as she did, before she started to ride me. "You're not in the greatest shape, and I'm a physical specimen; there's bound to be a difference between the two of us. I've got the endurance, you've got the skill, and the equipment, and together, fuck we're awesome."
I had a hard time disagreeing with her, especially when she bounced on my cock as enthusiastically as she did. There was no more hesitation, no more nerves as we'd already gotten that first desperate, violent fuck out of the way. Now she was just here to have fun, and I was the one along for the ride.
And what a ride it was. I hadn't been with any girl who matched her sheer athleticism, that intense, wonderful beauty as she bounced on top of me, so completely confident and self-assured. For someone who'd never had sex before tonight, you wouldn't have known it for the way she commanded my dick, riding it like a general going into battle. She looked down into my eyes, smiling with a certain strength and understanding that we shared, completely confident and fearless.
For as tired as I was, the sight was a definite turn-on, and I was pulling on stores of energy I didn't know I had. I began to fuck back into her, my hands first holding onto her hips, guiding her, helping her figure out a pace that would be good for both of us, but once she'd figured that out, I loved grabbing her breasts, squeezing them, playing with her rock hard nipples, tweaking them slightly enough to pull cries of pleasure from her.
Playfully, she reached over to my pants and pulled out my phone.
"Unlock it," she commanded.
"Why?" I asked, even though I knew the answer.
Smiling down at me, she said, "You'll want this in your album, right?"
"Yes. Fuck, that's nice, yes I will," I said, unlocking the phone and handing it to her.
With experienced grace, she held it above us, smiling up and giving it one hell of a view as she fucked me. I was blinded by the flash, but assuming it wasn't blurry I knew it'd be a great picture. When she lost the intensity and just cut loose, Noa wasn't just pretty, she was fucking gorgeous. The way it must've showed on my face, she certainly knew it too, as she bent down to kiss me, only to get back up and give me one great view as she continued furiously riding me.
It was so soon after my last orgasm that I knew it would take some time to build reserves back up, but I don't think Noa minded, no, not when she rode herself to her next orgasm, barely taking time to recover to keep riding me. I didn't know where this energy came from or where it went, she was such a fucking machine, but even though she was completely wearing me out, fuck did I enjoy getting completely worn out by her.
After a while of this, I felt another orgasm building, and though she was a little ways off yet, I decided to speed her along. I took her little clit, bouncing up and down on my cock, between my thumb and forefinger, squeezing it and rubbing it ever so slightly. She may have been tough and had the endurance of an entire army, but she still had that crazy sensitive clit, and once this made her cum it was enough to drive me to the edge, filling her pussy for the second time that night.
Panting and sweaty, she rolled off of me, lying down next to me.
"Fuck," she said.
"Fuck," I agreed.
"Marching band," she said.
"What?" I asked.
"The booth with your mystery girl. It was run by marching band. I remember seeing her very distinctly, because I thought she was one of the creepiest things I'd ever seen," Noa said.
"Any chance you saw her without the mask?" I asked, my thoughts returning slowly.
"Sorry," Noa said.
"Don't worry about it," I said.
Marching band. It wasn't much of a clue, but it was more than I had this morning. I'd have been happy to just get the answer from Noa, but getting it like this definitely had its advantages.
I leaned over and kissed her. "Thanks."
"You're welcome," she replied. "Why do you want to find her so bad?"
"It's difficult to explain," I said.
Noa sat up. "Well, is it something that could be explained over a shower? I'm a mess. You're a mess. We could both use a shower."
A shower sounded good. Moving sounded hard. "Gimme a second. I'll catch up with you."
"Girl's locker room. You better be there soon. Know the way?" Noa asked.
Remembering my Homecoming encounter with Kaitlyn Pruitt and Addison Gonzalez in that very locker room, I said, "I think I can find it."
***
When I finally got up the energy to gather up my clothes and towel and stand, I hobbled toward the girl's locker room. The lights were on inside, unlike the gym, and I could hear one of the showers going when I entered. The mental image of Noa standing beneath the head, the hot water cascading over her toned body, it was enough to make my cock stir slightly. I wasn't fully sure I could survive a third round of her definition of sex, but another go was sounding better by the second.
The image was so burned into my imagination that when I saw Noa standing behind the row of lockers leading to the showers, her eyes wide and worried, I was taken aback.
"Someone's already in here," she whispered to me.
"Shit," I said. "Who?"
"Brooke King," Noa whispered harshly.
I laughed, then raised my voice to call over the lockers and the shower. "Hey, Brooke!"
"Hey, Ryan!" she called back.
"Mind if we use the showers too?" I asked.
"Totally! Never hear me complainin' about company when I'm showering!" Brooke called.
I set my clothes and towel on a nearby bench and motioned for Noa to do the same. She followed me, a little nervous, around the lockers and to the row of shockingly clean showers where Brooke stood. Though a tiny little thing, I could never not marvel at her glorious, round ass and those perky, cute little A-cup tits that had all the right bounce to them. She stood under the hot spray of water, looking over her shoulder and waving playfully to us.
"Hey, Ryan! Hey, Noa!" Brooke called playfully.
"Hi," Noa said softly. So fearless, it seemed strange to see her twisting slightly, almost as if she was trying to hide herself from Brooke.
Brooke didn't help matters when she said, "I saw you guys screwin' around when I was passing into the showers but didn't wanna interrupt. I mean, part of me did wanna interrupt so I could join in because holy fuck Noa you got a body on ya and I can never say no to Ryan's yummy monster, but I knew it'd be impolite so I did my whole quiet as a mouse thing. Betcha didn't even see me, didja?"
"Thanks," I said, taking a shower next to Brooke and turning on the water. The heat and the pressure felt good on my worn body, draining away the soreness I'd just acquired from sex with Noa.
Hesitantly, Noa joined us, taking the shower on my other side.
"So," Brooke said. "You both find what you were lookin' for?"
"Yeah," I responded. Noa didn't say anything.
Brooke cocked her head back and forth. "Well, that's good. And, Noa, can I ask you something?"
"What?" Noa asked back tersely.
"Can I, like, get some tips on my routine from you sometime? I don't wanna, like, get quite so muscular like you, but I could always stand for some pointers, and with a body so totally hot as yours I think I could learn a lot from you," Brooke said.
If she wanted to get into Noa's good graces, I think Brooke found a way. "You look quite healthy, but there's always some room for improvement."
"Now that's what I wanna hear!" Brooke said. "That is a 'yes you'll help me', right?"
"Yes," Noa said, smiling.
"Awesome! Hey, I know you two were just fucking and everything, but mind if I borrow Ryan for a bit? Workin' out always gets me so horny. I mean, like, pretty much everything gets me horny, but workin' out gets me really real horny, and while I can, like, totally get myself goin' here, I'm kinda a real whore for Ryan's cock, ya know?" Brooke said.
She slid over to me, playfully grabbing my half-hard cock. "It's just so big and fun and always makes me scream so good! I just love it in all my holes so much!"
Amused, Noa said, "Sure."
This was news to me, but it was enough that I'm sure Brooke would've been jumping up and down for joy if we weren't all in a shower. "Thanks, thanks, thanks!"
Eagerly, Brooke pulled me in for a close, intense kiss. Water cascading down around us, heating us even more than our overcharged passions, we ground into each other. As always with Brooke, my cock was hard again in record time. She took it in her hands as I took her ass in mine, both of us squeezing and stroking each other, getting ready for what was to come.
Breaking our kiss, she whispered into my ear, "I want you in me, 'kay?"
"Sure," I said, pushing her up against the shower wall. Though our height difference worked against us, I was able to find a good angle where I could bury my cock inside of her welcomingly tight pussy. Though she normally liked to put me through the ringer almost as much as Noa did, Brooke must've sensed how worn out I was. Though she urged me on to fuck her, she didn't demand it with nearly the intensity or ferocity she usually did, something I was grateful for.
"So you got yourself another, like, totally hot one," Brooke whispered in my ear.
"I can probably blame you and Kaitlyn for that. I am your Frankenstein, after all," I said.
"Awww, thanks! But, come on, Frankenstein's the doctor, Frankenstein's monster is his, well, monster, that's totally what we made you," she said, kissing my neck.
"Obviously," I said, sighing pleasantly.
Brooke looked into my eyes, a look of slight concern on her face. "You alright? You look a little down today."
"I'm fine," I grunted, pushing up into her. "Just made some mistakes lately. Trying to fix them."
"Oh? Anything me and Kaitlyn and Tori can help you out with like last time?" Brooke asked.
"Not this time," I muttered.
"Oh, sorry. Mmm, right, keep going, like that," Brooke said, holding onto me tight as I fucked her. She looked to the side and smiled. "You know she's watching us, right?"
"Is she?" I asked, not wanting to look at Noa and throw her off.
"Yeah. Should we invite her in? She looks totally tasty," Brooke said.
"I'm not sure she's up for it," I grunted.
"She looks up for it. God she's hot," Brooke said. "Any tips to butter her up?"
I smiled. "Well, she's got one of the world's most sensitive clits, I think."
"Oh, goodie!" Brooke whispered to me, then turning her head completely to Noa. "You don't have to be a stranger if you don't wanna. Always room for one more."
Noa, her body dripping with water and looking perfectly gorgeous, watched us. Her eyes held confusion, but almost a sense of anticipation as well. She stepped toward us closely, a hand held out tentatively.
"I never had sex before tonight," Noa said.
"You lost your cherry tonight? Congrats!" Brooke declared, holding her hand out in a high five. "You got a good one here with Ryan. He's a bit on the big side, but boy is he fun!"
"Thanks," I said, continuing to enjoy my slow fuck of Brooke's tight cunt.
Noa didn't return Brooke's high five, but she continued to approach. She was close enough to touch us now, and appeared to have that same nervous energy she had right before we fucked. "I never had sex before tonight, but I always wanted to. I always knew it would be with a guy, though; I never imagined another girl in the picture."
"So you're gonna tell me this turns you off? That watching his cock defile my cute, tiny little cunt ain't the most awesome thing you've ever seen?" Brooke taunted, pushing me to fuck her harder. "Just look at it spread those lips, look at how they stretch so much you can't believe it all fits. Try telling me that doesn't rev your motor."
"I am looking, and I'm not telling you that," Noa said. She was only inches away from us now, the sexual energy passing between the three of us so thick you could almost cut it with a knife. Noa grabbed my head and turned it to her, placing a long, lingering kiss on my lips.
Finished, she then turned to Brooke. "I'm telling you that I know a great body when I see it, and though Ryan is still a work in progress, you've got an amazing body it's wonderful to see at work. I'm telling you that... since tonight seems a night of firsts, I'm thinking I might just go all out."
Noa leaned in, then placing another kiss, passionate and hungry on Brooke's lips. Brooke moaned enthusiastically, from the kissing or the fucking, I didn't know, but it was a delicious sound. As the two of them made out, Brooke placed her hands on my shoulders warningly, then pulled my cock from her pussy. I may have growled, but the show I got for it was worth it as the two of them took the opportunity to make out properly.
Noa and Brooke wrapped their arms around each other, their grip slippery from the water as they felt each other up and down. The view of them exploring each others' bodies was one of the hottest things I think I'd ever seen, and if Noa had any hesitation toward sexually experimenting with another girl, I wouldn't have known that from the way they went at each other. Brooke and Noa were two of the most enthusiastic girls I'd ever met when it came to sex, so seeing them in their athletic peak go at each other so savagely was a tremendous turn-on.
What wasn't a turn on was the heat. As much as I wanted to jack off while watching them, the hot water was a bit much, so I took the opportunity to shut off all the valves. It quieted the room down considerably, and there was still a cloud of steam in the air, but if there was gonna be any new steam I was glad that it'd come from them.
Brooke wasted no time fingering Noa, finding her clit and rubbing it so she let out a series of high moans. Not to be outdone, Noa began furiously fingering Brooke, never once breaking their kiss. Brooke squealed with glee at this progression, breaking the kiss only so she could boast.



"I dunno how she was with you her first time out, Ryan, but Noa's, like, a natural!" Brooke said.
"Give me a challenge, and I will conquer it," Noa declared.
Brooke cooed. "Ooh, I like the sound of that."
Gently, she grabbed Noa by the shoulders and coaxed her to her knees on the smooth tile. "Let's see you conquer eating a pussy."
If Noa might've shown any hesitation for this before, she didn't show it now as she dove into eating Brooke's pussy with gusto.
Brooke's eyes went wide, then searching as she looked up. "Alright, maybe not so much a natural at this, but, nice enthusiasm, ooh, that one was good, yeah, lick it, right there, lick my little cunt, yes, yes, yes!"
Now, I was happy to enjoy this whole show and just jack my cock, but when I could also join in, why wouldn't I? I slid in behind Brooke, resting my cock between her ass cheeks. I reached around her with my hands, cupping her breasts and enjoying the easy access to her nipples.
"Mmm, this is fun," Brooke said.
"Glad you approve," I said, nibbling on her neck.
Noa meant to say something, but Brooke held her head in place. "It's got its charms. Hey! Didja fuck her ass? Did he fuck your ass, Noa?"
Noa pulled her head away from Brooke's pussy long enough to laugh, "I still need to walk tomorrow, no way I'm letting that monster near my ass."
Brooke cocked her head from side to side. "Well, your loss, cutie, more of it for my cute and sweet little asshole then!"
"I like where this is going," I joked.
"Me too, now that I think of it," Brooke said, stepping away from Noa and quickly moving toward her workout duffel. Still on her knees, her lips coated with Brooke's pussy juice, Noa looked up at me confused.
"Does she do this a lot?" Noa asked.
"This specifically? No," I said, watching Brooke rooting through her bag. She squealed with glee at some discovery. "Stuff like this? All the time."
"You keep interesting company," Noa mused.
"Tell me about it," I said.
Carefully, Brooke approached us, a rolled up towel in one hand and a bottle of lube in the other. She tossed the towel to Noa. "Lie down, use that for a pillow."
"Why?" Noa asked.
"'cause, like, I'm gonna eat your pussy, show you how it's really done, really destroy that cunt with my mouth, while Ryan's got me bent over and fucking my ass, 'kay?"
"I see literally nothing wrong with any part of that last sentence," I said.
"Me neither," Noa said with a shrug, dropping the rolled up towel to the tile and lying back, her legs spread wide.
Brooke handed me the bottle of lube. Giggling, she asked, "I think ya know what to do with this by now, right?"
"I'd better, by now," I joked, squeezing some lube into the palm of my hand.
"Good. I'm gonna get her pussy nice and started, okay, but I want you on your knees and balls deep in my ass, soon, 'kay?" Brooke said sweetly.
"Yes ma'am," I replied. I coated my cock, jacking it and getting it nice and slick. Brooke had already gotten on all fours, kneeling between Noa's legs and going to town on eating her pussy. Noa watched her in disbelief, moaning and pinching her own nipples as the tiny blonde expertly ate her out.
Smiling and loving the inviting view of Brooke's ass sticking up in the air, I got on my knees behind her, resting my cock on her ass so Noa could see.
"Fuck, goddamn, there's no way, mmm, no way that's all gonna fit in there," Noa said.
"Watch me," I said, lining up my cock with Brooke's cute little asshole and pushing it inside. For the number of times I'd fucked her ass, it still felt a miracle that it was still as tight as it was, but I wasn't going to turn down a miracle like this when it felt so good. It was fun watching Noa's eyes widen so much from the sight of my cock disappearing into Brooke's ass while Brooke ate her pussy, I almost thought they were going to fall out of her head.
All eyes remained firmly in heads, though; we needed them right where they were to truly enjoy the symphony of carnal delights we were conducting.
It was hard to tell who was enjoying themselves more, Noa having her pussy eaten by a girl for the first time, me with my cock buried all the way in Brooke's tight ass, fucking her for all she was worth, or Brooke herself, who just seemed to have the most fun no matter what she was doing so long as sex was somehow involved. The air was full of the sounds of our moans and slapping wet flesh, smelling thickly of our arousal. We weren't bantering or joking now, we were just connected in one long chain of sex.
Noa came in a hurry, her screams echoing off of tiles and lockers, but if she'd thought that would be the end, she was dead wrong. Brooke gave her a moment to come down while I used the opportunity to really pound her ass, but once Noa had even slightly recovered Brooke was back on attacking her clit. In seemingly no time at all, Brooke had built Noa up to the verge of another orgasm, this one promising to be more devastating than the last. Noa and I locked eyes, her intensity fueling me, pushing me to fuck Brooke's ass harder and harder. The pleasure was almost blinding, and we were all stuck waiting to see who would break first.
Brooke was the next to cum, squealing into Noa's pussy as her own sprayed me with her juices, her asshole tightening around me enough to stall my own orgasm temporarily.
As if a domino tipped over by Brooke's orgasm, Noa came again, her orgasm slamming her whole body every bit as hard as I'd expected. While I'd hoped that I'd be the one to give her the strongest orgasm of the night, that I was shown up by Brooke wasn't something I'd lose sleep over. It really was hard to top Brooke when it came to sex.
"Fuck, fuck, I'm gonna cum too, I'm gonna cum!" I warned.
"Ooh, idea!" Brooke declared, pulling herself off of my cock. I moaned in disappointment, but when Brooke pulled Noa over and directed her so that they were both lying down under me, mouths wide open, I realized it wasn't so bad. Jacking my cock furiously, I was taken by a strong orgasm, blasting ropes of cum all over Brooke's and Noa's faces, into their mouths, some of it even splashing across her tits. I'd have thought by now that I'd drained everything into Noa's pussy earlier, but I should've learned by now never to be surprised by what my body is capable of (at least when it comes to cum production).
Drained, I sat down next to the two of them, panting and taking in the sight of these two beautiful, fit girls covered in my cum.
"So," Noa said. "Upon further consideration, I'd call tonight, overall, a success. An unconventional loss of virginity, to be sure, but certainly memorable."
"Oh, come on, that was fuckin' sweet and you know it, admit it," Brooke taunted.
A thoughtful look crossed Noa's face. "Okay, yeah, that was pretty fucking sweet."
Noa laughed, and Brooke was quick to join her, kissing her and licking cum from her face.
"We should probably shower for real and get out of here before anyone catches us," Noa said, returning one of Brooke's kisses and licking more of my cum.
"Yeah, that's a good idea," Brooke said, then looking up at me. "I know you're achin' for a picture of this, so, if you wanna grab one, I say grab it now before we lick up all your cum."
"It actually tastes pretty good. Thanks for taking care of your diet," Noa said, licking a large patch off of one of Brooke's nipples.
"My pleasure," I said, getting to my feet unsteadily and trying to remember where I'd left all my stuff. Though I doubted I could survive much more time with these two girls, a picture like this was too good to pass up.
***
"You do know how completely fucking improbable your life is, right?" Rachel said, gawking at the picture of Brooke and Noa smiling, their faces covered in my cum. It wasn't a picture I gave up easily, but since she'd seen all the others and hadn't held them over me, and had asked so nicely to see this one, I figured it wasn't all that much more to share with her.
"I remind myself of that every day so I don't get too big a head," I said.
"How's that working out for you?" Rachel asked.
"Depends on the day," I admitted, taking a bite of my pizza.
Though I was dead on my feet after my evening with Noa and Brooke (and watching Noa and Brooke some more after our actual shower, though that's another story entirely; those girls really were hard to stop once they got started), Rachel wanted to meet up afterward to discuss my findings in the hunt for Sam. I wanted to find a place where no one would see us and she suggested a favorite hole in the wall pizza joint. It was far from a clean place, but the pizza was good and the sounds coming off the old arcade cabinets were comforting.
"So, marching band?" Rachel asked.
"Marching band," I confirmed.
"If they've got a website, I can do a run through of their pictures, see who fits your profile and create a list of 'Sam' suspects," Rachel suggested.
"I might know someone in band. I think I wanna go to them first before we go that far," I said.
"Oh. Alright," Rachel responded, looking down at her pizza.
"But..." I said, trying to salvage what I'd said. "It wouldn't hurt to have a list like that ready, just in case."
"So you're giving me a pity task? You're a real charmer, you know?" Rachel teased.
"Who said I'm trying to charm you?" I returned. "I'm not even sure I like you."
"You like me," Rachel returned.
"Yeah?" I teased.
"Yeah."
"Why?" I asked.
"Because I'm helping you out of the goodness of my heart," she said.
"And boredom," I replied.
"That too. I've started talking with Tori, for what it's worth."
"Really?" I asked, hopeful but not optimistic about where this was going.
"Well, more like I was talking and she was screaming. For us, it's progress," Rachel said.
"You'll fix your problems with her," I said.
"And yours, time permitting," she said.
"Thanks," I teased again.
Rachel smiled again, and again I was taken aback by the complete lack of malevolence. I didn't know what college had done to her, but whatever it was, it was an improvement over the girl I used to know. I couldn't forgive her for all that had passed before between her and Tori and me, but I was starting to admit the possibility that some people might have been able to change.
Rather than let us sit in awkward silence, Rachel got up and went to the nearest arcade cabinet, an old six-player X-Men game from the early 90s.
"Got any quarters? I'm feeling retro," she asked.
I was tired, almost ready to pass out on my feet from the evening I'd had. I could've turned Rachel down easily and I doubt even she would've been offended, but...
I felt a five dollar bill in my pocket. "So long as I get dibs on Colossus, I can get some."
Rachel raised an eyebrow at me. "Since I was gonna call Dazzler anyway, you're on."
"Dazzler?" I taunted.
"Jokes the guy who's taking a metal man against 'Magneto: The Master of Magnet'?" Rachel shot back, perfectly mimicking the terrible translated dialogue in the game.
"Point," I replied.
***
I didn't know what would happen. Maybe I should've, given my improbable fucking life as Rachel would put it, but I didn't see anything coming of this. I just thought I was having fun and gaming with Rachel just like I would've with Tori. There wasn't anything special, nothing out of the ordinary, just two people playing a an old arcade game with terrible dialogue and having fun. I'm not saying that playing that game was the tipping point, since that probably happened a long time before, but it was a definite stepping stone on the way to trouble.
Of course, as I'd soon discover, trouble came in many forms.
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***
"It's so big," Rachel exclaimed.
"I know," I said, a little intimidated myself.
"Why does Regan Hills High School need such a big fucking marching band?" Rachel asked as she scanned the picture on her computer. "If the football team's anything like it was when I attended, they really don't have anything worth marching about."
"It still is," I confirmed.
"Then my question stands," Rachel said, taking a bite of pizza.
"If I had an answer, I'd share it," I said, sipping my Coke.
We were crowded in next to each other in a booth in Cue Ball Pizza, a tiny hole in the wall joint in a strip mall toward the edge of Regan Hills. Since Rachel and I were still meeting in secret, it was an ideal place since nobody either of us knew would hang around here. It was dingy, but the pizza was good, and the retro arcade cabinets were well taken care of, letting us play X-Men, Mortal Kombat 2 and Polybius to our heart's content when we weren't looking into uncovering the identity of "Sam", my Halloween mystery girl.
If you'd have told me even a couple weeks ago that I'd be spending some of my increasingly rare free time hanging out with Rachel McNeil, I'd have told you you were insane. Her sister, Tori, and I had been friends since we were little, and pretty much since we were friends, Rachel was always our nemesis. She was a cruel kid who loved to play twisted games with us. I'd been beaten up a lot in my life, but Rachel probably was the first to ever hit me and mean it. As we all grew up, her games got more twisted and her cruelty transformed into tormenting Tori and me emotionally. Knowing her was a living hell and seeing what she did to Tori, especially with her rare moments of great kindness to Tori further messing with her, I was glad when she went away to college.
Looking at her now, I'd have assumed little had changed. Back when she was in high school, her mother had been able to force her to look somewhat respectable, but a few years away at college had transformed her. She had her mother and sister's pale skin and red hair, but her hair was chopped short, her skin covered in tattoos including a sleeve that overtook her entire left arm. She wore trashy, punk clothes that showed off her tight, lean body, C-cup tits and her art and had a number of piercings. Her lips were painted dark and her eyes were heavily made up, even behind her glasses, and though the dark look was one I'd come to appreciate with my time with Josie, with Rachel it only made this image I had of her more frightening.
When I had a bad day last week and wound up fucking Lauren, the bad day only seemingly got worse when Rachel found my phone and the Senior Year Memories pictures. I thought my life was over, but then, bizarrely, it wasn't. Rachel didn't want to rake me through the coals; she wanted to help me get my life back on track.
She said it was out of boredom, that she was doing it for good karma.
Personally, I didn't care why she was doing it, I just cared that she did. Already she'd talked me through patching things up with Josie after one of my patented freakouts, and she said she'd been talking with Tori, trying to get her to talk to me about the new girl she was dating.
Between these and our search for Sam, I'd found "New Rachel" to be far superior to "Rachel Classic," and someone I oddly looked forward to spending time with.
Both of us hunched over the laptop, we pored over the picture of this year's marching band from their webpage. Rachel had it blown up in Photoshop, and between the two of us we were making some good progress.
"Alright," Rachel said, X-ing out almost a third of the faces. "So you're sure Sam was a girl, that makes this first part easy."
"Definitely a girl," I said. "I didn't ace anatomy class for nothing."
"Just checking," Rachel retorted. Briefly, she reached to the screen, lightly tracing her fingers across faces and shaking her head. As ever, her tattoos caught my attention, an odd blending of dark and whimsical imagery that felt in serious conflict with her former less than sunny demeanor.
"Just how many tattoos do you have?" I asked.
"Why do you ask?" Rachel replied.
"Curious."
Rachel shrugged. "I lost count. Gimme another three or four years and I'll probably be covered, though; I like my body as a canvas."
Without thinking, I said, "It's a nice canvas."
Rachel snorted, "You checkin' me out, Ryan?"
Whoa, this needed some quick damage control. "What? No, no, no, I wasn't-"
"I wouldn't be surprised if you were. I mean, you clearly got a thing for the women in my family, and you definitely got a thing for tattooed chicks the way you talk about Josie and Sam," Rachel clarified.
"I wasn't saying-"
"I mean, I'm not doing anything vital right now, I wouldn't mind sneaking into the back alley for a quickie and seeing what the hubbub's all about," Rachel said.
"No! No! You're not listening," I clarified. "What I meant to say-"
"What? You don't think I'm pretty?" Rachel replied, lowering her voice. "I know I don't got tits like Mom and Tori, but I've still got a body built for sin and a mind to match. You're really so sure you don't wanna drain those big, swollen balls of yours in my mouth, pussy and ass? It doesn't make you squirm in your seat just hearing about how much I love a nice, fat cock up my ass?"
If all the blood hadn't been rushing to my cock at that exact moment, I'd have been blushing bright red right then and there from embarrassment. My cock didn't usually turn traitor on me like this, but it had its moments and this was one of them.
Seeing my discomfort, Rachel finally burst out laughing. "God, you're easy to fuck with."
"Shut up," I said, poking her in the side, glad to be laughing instead of dealing with whatever kind of discomfort she was expert at dealing.
"I'll stop doing it when you stop laughing," she replied.
"Shaun of the Dead?" I asked, intrigued by her quote.
"I may be a bitch, but credit me for some taste," Rachel said.
"You're just full of surprises," I said.
"Yeah, well how about you surprise me with a couple more slices of Hawaiian while I continue paring this down?" Rachel suggested.
"On it," I said, getting up and heading to the counter. I waved down a worker and ordered two more slices of pizza, sparing a glance back at Rachel as I did. She was talking to someone on her phone and didn't look anything close to happy about it, which I was grateful for because it made her look like the Rachel I remembered and gave her the image I wanted to have about her, but... well, it was still hard to ignore that she was also pretty hot. Not the hottest of the hot, but she definitely looked good in a trashy sort of way, and she did have a way with words when she wanted to...
"Stop it," I said, shaking my head. I'd already put myself in a lot of danger by having sex with Lauren; hooking up with Rachel too would've been suicidal. Tori hated Rachel, and for all that Rachel was trying to do to fix her relationship with her sister, I had my doubts that Tori would ever forgive her. I knew we were dealing with a "kinder, gentler" Rachel than either of us had dealt with before, but Tori had a definite way about holding grudges. Forgiving Rachel for years of torment would've been a minor miracle, and her getting Tori to talk to me about the girl she was dating would've been even more impressive.
I had to give her the chance, though. Rachel had some good ideas and was helping me out with both Josie and finding Sam, and if she needed some time to work on Tori, I'd give her the time before I jumped in. Tori had been politely dodging me for a little over a week now, constantly coming up with excuses and telling me she'd explain things later. I gave her her space and let her do what she needed to do, but I was looking forward to having my best friend back. I knew she was in a new relationship and those have ways of monopolizing your time, and the hurt I'd felt over her lie had mostly passed (stone cold fear has a way of doing that to you), but I'd still have enjoyed the opportunity to talk with her.
Instead, I was spending more of my rare free time these days meeting Rachel in secret and trying to figure out the identity of the mystery girl I'd had sex with on Halloween.
That was normal, right?
I grabbed our pizza and headed back to the table, catching the tail end of Rachel's conversation.
"...look, I told you what happened and that's not enough? I don't care what that asshole fucking said, he's lying. All I want is my stuff back; just throw it in a box, tape it up and use the fucking UPS label I sent you, okay?" Rachel exclaimed. She was shaking, more agitated than I'd ever seen her before, and if I wasn't mistaken that might've been a tear in her eye?
"Thank you," she finally said. "I appreciate it. Look, I gotta go, okay?"
She ended her call and set her phone down, forcing a smile on me. "Thanks."
"Everything okay?" I asked, taking my seat and shaking some red pepper flakes on my own Hawaiian slice.
"No, but it will be," Rachel said.
"You wanna talk about it?" I asked.
She laughed. "You wanna talk about it?"
"Well, you're helping me with my problems, I don't know if I can do the same for you, but, I could try," I said.
"No, these problems are just for me, though get me high or drunk enough sometime and maybe we'll talk," Rachel said. "Just promise me you're never gonna get a roommate in college, okay?"
"Since I don't have any idea what I'm doing with college yet, I'll keep that in mind," I said, desperately hoping to avoid this conversation. I wanted to enjoy this year, but the specter of college looming on the horizon scared the ever-living hell out of me. Everybody had plans and ideas and I had none, and whenever you told people you didn't have any ideas they felt like it was their opportunity to share their ideas about how you should live your life.
I hoped Rachel would skip that step, though she took a different approach with it than I'd have expected. "You don't have an idea? Good. Stay without an idea. Explore the world, explore yourself, figure your shit out before committing to anything. If you're gonna go college, go to community college, get your general ed out of the way, use it as an opportunity to find a major you truly love, experiment, have fun and figure out who you are at your own pace. If you try to be the person everyone wants you to be, you'll just wind up hating yourself and going insane."
That... fuck, that was a lot to take in. Rachel rattled off her speech as if speaking from some hard personal experience, and if she were someone I were closer to I'd have probed her, seen if she wanted to talk. We weren't that close, were we?
Fuck it, I was willing to try.
"Are you sure you don't wanna talk?" I asked.
"Yes. I've talked about this enough and I'm tired of nobody listening. I just want something I can focus on that's not me, okay?" Rachel said.
"Okay," I replied. She lifted her glasses and wiped the corner of her eye with the back of her hand, before forcing another smile and going on like none of this had ever happened.
"So, we've still got a fair list of suspects. We can rule out some by height, since you said this girl was short, but there's a lot of short girls in band. It might be time for you to rely on your marching band contacts," Rachel said, her voice full of false eagerness.
I should've stopped her and dealt with these issues. She was clearly in a lot of pain and needed someone to talk to, and while I didn't necessarily want to be the person to talk to on this, I didn't not want to be either, a revelation that surprised me. Still, I didn't want to do any damage if this wasn't something she was ready to explore, and I really did want to see what we could find out about Sam...
"I wouldn't call her a contact, so much, but she's a chance," I said.
"Well, a chance is better than nothing," Rachel replied.
"I can live with that," I replied.
***
I've always been a nerd, but back when I used to care about that image and dreamed of something more, I always used to think that I was a nerd, but one with standards that made me more "normal" than other nerds. I liked video games and board games, but I never got into D&D. I liked horror and sci-fi, but I wasn't into anime. I was smart, but I wasn't the top of all of my classes. I dreamed that I was the nerd who could've been normal if only I'd just worked at it, which was bullshit, firstly because I never could've been my definition of normal back then, and secondly because I wouldn't have wanted to be my definition of normal back then. I liked being a nerd, and putting myself ahead of the other nerds was stupid, classist bullshit I never should've done in the first place. It took getting laid to get past that line of thinking, and I was glad that only a few remnants of those old prejudices remained.
Unfortunately, one of those remnants meant that I was still nervous hanging around that most nerdy of nerdy bastions: the band room.
It was after school and I was nervously waiting outside of the band room, watching people file in and trying to look inconspicuous as I waited for my potential source. Josie told me the person I was looking for would be here today, just not when, meaning I was left highly visible outside a place I never meant to be highly visible near.
Maybe this would be good for me, shake me from all of this, just another part of this year where I'm learning all sorts of-
"Hey, Hope!" I exclaimed a little too loudly, glad to be moving away from the band room.
A tall, lanky girl with wide glasses and her wavy, dirty blonde hair held back in a messy braid today, Hope Harris eyed me first with surprise, then with a wave. She was walking with a couple friends, one a small blonde girl with most of her head covered by a hoodie that only barely hid green eyes looking out from under horn-rimmed glasses I knew to be another of Josie's friends, Sarah Kent, the other a black boy carrying a trumpet I knew from some classes but whose name escaped me.
"Hey, Ryan!" Hope exclaimed, turning to the black boy. "We'll catch up with you, Terry; don't let them start without us."
"Sure," Terry said, eying me with a look halfway between suspicion and amusement before wandering off into the band room.
"Everything okay?" I asked.
"Oh yeah, sure. Your exploits have raised the bar for nerds around here and, well, there's a lot of guys out there who are either jealous or looking up to you, so, you know, be aware of that," Hope said. Her face was more plain than pretty and her smile was wide and animated enough that it took up half her face when she got going, but she had an enthusiasm that made up for me wishing I had a hoodie of my own so I could disappear like Sarah clearly wanted to.
"Well, thanks for that," I said.
"No prob!" Hope said, either missing or ignoring my comfort. "So, what brings you down to the band dungeon?"
"Well, I was-"
"Wait," Sarah whispered from under her hood.
"What?" Hope asked.
In a voice as meek as a mouse, Sarah said, "Didn't we want to...?"
"Oh, right!" Hope said, putting a hand to her forehead in an almost cartoonish gesture. "Silly me! What'd I do without you, Sarah, you'd think I'd forget to screw my head on in the morning. Ryan, Sarah and me, even Fatima if she were here, we wanna put out an olive branch. We know things didn't go so hot the other day because things have a way of not going so hot around Mia, but we also want you to know we're not all Mia."
"You make Josie happy. We all need happiness, but her especially," Sarah said.
"Couldn't have said it better myself!" Hope exclaimed, clapping Sarah on the back. Sarah looked less than amused by the gregarious gesture, but she gave a shy smile from beneath her hood anyway.
This wasn't what I was looking for when I came to the band room, but it might've been even more important.
"Thanks," I said.
"Don't mention it," Hope said. "So, what were you looking for?"
"There was something I wanted to ask you about Halloween. I was just looking for you, Hope, but maybe you can answer it too," I said to Sarah, though she shifted slightly behind Hope at the mention of her name.
Hope started, "Is it about why I wasn't helping with the house? Look, I told Nadia and Josie already-"
I replied, "No, it's not that, it's-"
"Hey, Hope, Sarah! What's the holdup, we're starting soon!" a girl called out from the doorway to the band room. I couldn't help but look at her, and when I did, I was taken aback. She was mousy and short, with wavy blonde hair that fell about her shoulders.
April Martel. The girl Tori had been seeing lately. She got one good look at me, eyes widening, then darted back into the room.
"Gotta go," Sarah said, running after April.
"Sorry, can we finish this later?" Hope asked.
"It's a quick question," I said, wanting an answer.
"Yeah, but if you ask me later, it'll be more fun, trust me," Hope said, promise in her voice. I did a double-take just to make sure I'd heard her right, but the way she looked at me I knew she meant it.
For a moment I was afraid it was a test. "I don't know..."
Hope laughed. "If you're worried about Josie, don't. She's been encouraging me to hit you up and see what you're packing, and trust me, from Josie that's high fucking praise, she doesn't do referrals often. She seems to think you might be able to take me. Me, I don't fully believe her, but-"
"I can take whatever you've got to give ," I challenged.
"We'll see," Hope said, pulling out her phone and handing it to me. "Program in your number, I'll shoot you a message when I'm available."



I did as she said, adding myself to her contacts. She pulled in close to me, pressing close. For the first time I realized that I never knew how large her breasts were beneath the conservative, drab clothing she usually wore, but feeling them pressed against my arm was enough to warm my blood.
Hope whispered in my ear, "You know, if you were to accidentally swipe over to the next tab, you'd find some of my own dirty pictures. They probably aren't as varied as yours, but I guarantee they're more exotic. You can see me naked. You can see my tits, those nipples pressed into your arm before your eyes. You can see my pussy. My ass. What they're capable of."
I was tempted. Sorely tempted. Hope may not have been my usual type, but I'd learned that what people looked like wasn't the best way to judge what they could do sexually.
Hope continued, her voice deeper, huskier. "You think you know sex, but you don't know the depraved shit us band sluts get up to. Spend a night with me and I'll curl your toes and make it so you can't walk straight for days, and do you wanna know the best part? You'll come begging for more. You'll ask to see what more I can do for you, what the other band sluts can do, shit, even what me and Josie can do. Just try not thinking about fucking Josie's ass while she's got a fist buried wrist deep in my pussy, both of us screaming and begging for more. Try."
"Why would I want to try that?" I said, finishing adding myself to her contacts and handing her back the phone. I didn't look at her pictures, much as I wanted to, because I wanted to give this image that I was at least somewhat in control of the situation.
Hope nodded. "I like your confidence. We'll talk soon."
"Looking forward to it," I said, watching as she confidently sauntered into the band room, impressive for a girl who looked as naturally awkward as she did. A while back I never would've given a girl like Hope a second glance, mostly because I was shallow about what I'd found hot, and she was far from the peak of sexy. Cute, maybe, from the right angle, but far from hot, definitely awkward and a bit of an oddball. Now I couldn't help but watch her walk away, just wondering if she was every bit as freaky as she claimed to be.
For that matter, if the band girls were all as freaky as she claimed.
With everything going so well, it was about time for something to go wrong.
"Ryan Collins?" a soft, stern voice asked from behind.
"Yeah?" I said, facing this new presence, and was greeted by the sight of 18-year-old Marie Halpern. Slim and about 5'2" with long blonde hair held up in a bun, she couldn't have looked more like a stereotypical librarian if she tried. Her light blue, conservative knee-length floral dress, knee high socks and horn-rimmed glasses made her look almost out of a cartoon, but no, she was just another of my classmates. She normally looked like she had a stick up her butt, but today she stood particularly rigid, perhaps in an effort to intimidate me because I was taller. If she didn't look so stern all the time, her face could've been incredibly cute, but as it was it felt like she could stare down a charging bull.
"Mrs. Sullivan would like to see you. Now," she said. Mrs. Sullivan was our school librarian, and someone I'd only just run into a few days prior while she was putting up Thanksgiving decorations.
"Am I in trouble?" I joked.
"She wouldn't have sent me to look for you if you weren't," Marie said. I read her face for any hint of a joke, but it took me too long to realize that Marie didn't joke.
"Wait, you're serious?" I said.
"Yes," Marie said. "Come with me, please."
Marie took a few steps away, leading me toward the library. When I didn't follow, she turned to me and gave me an impatient wave.
Why would I be in trouble with Mrs. Sullivan? Overdue books? Even if I were, which I wasn't since I always returned things on time, that was just a fine. We were on normally good terms, friendly if not exactly friends, and I always respected the library, and...
Well, there was that time a few days back when Josie and I had gone down on each other in the stacks and... oh fuck.
"Okay," I said, nervously following Marie to the library.
***
I'd never really been in trouble at school, partly because I'd always tried to follow the rules, but mostly because I never really did anything worth getting in trouble over.
The old Ryan Collins, the one that existed before this year, did his homework, sucked up to teachers without being obnoxious about it, and never did anything more hardcore than occasionally flip out if someone owned him at Magic: The Gathering.
The new Ryan Collins... well, he wasn't exactly a criminal, but since having sex on school property was definitely against the rules, he wasn't doing so hot these days on the "not breaking rules" front.
So, while Marie silently guided me to the library, letting me in and closing and locking the door behind us, I was fantasizing about absolutely everything that could go wrong.
If I was lucky, maybe I'd just get a reprimand and that'd be the end of it. I could tearfully apologize and promise never to do anything that stupid again and maybe I'd even be smart enough to avoid doing it that way but that could be hard if things kept going as they had.
If I was unlucky, words like "detention," "suspension," and "expulsion" kept swimming through my head. I'd have Dad in my corner and might be able to get a couple other teachers to vouch for me, so the latter seemed unlikely, but I had no idea how "zero tolerance" our school's zero tolerance policies actually were, so any number of things could've happened. The vortex of shit my social life was currently slowly spiraling around seemed to pale in comparison to what might happen to my academic career.
That the librarian, Mrs. Claire Sullivan, was waiting for us among the tables and couches of the study area, didn't help my anxiety any. Normally a friendly, warm presence, today her pretty face was every bit as stern as Marie's. For a woman in her early forties, she usually looked rather luscious, and today was no different. Her shoulder-length, chestnut hair fell onto her dark blue sweater that held back a phenomenally large pair of breasts, and her equally dark skirt was short as ever, showing off her black stockinged legs and heels nicely.
This look was normally one that would've drawn some pretty inventive fantasies, but the way she leaned against a table, casually drumming her fingers on a polished wooden box sitting on the table, made me feel like I was being walked ever closer to my execution.
"Hello, Ryan," Mrs. Sullivan said. "Please, take a seat."
"Yes, Mrs. Sullivan," I said, wanting to get this over with. I set my backpack down on a nearby table, grabbed a chair and sat facing her.
I felt like I was sweating bullets, even though I was completely dry. My heart was pounding, I was shaking slightly, just waiting for the ax to fall and tell me just what kind of mess my life had become. Marie stood next to Mrs. Sullivan, looking down at me judgmentally through her horn-rimmed glasses, while Mrs. Sullivan just stood considering me, still drumming her nails on the wooden box. Was I supposed to talk first? Was she? Were they just going to stand there staring at me, waiting for me to crack like I was on some cop show?
When Mrs. Sullivan finally spoke, she didn't exactly take the angle I was expecting.
"Would it surprise you, Ryan, if I told you that this school library didn't get very much respect?" Mrs. Sullivan asked.
"Y-yes?" I said, hoping that was the right answer.
"Then you're an optimist. That's not a bad thing, but not very productive either. No, this library doesn't get much respect. The administration doesn't care about us outside of making sure we've got computers that run the barest minimum to say that they technically run. Outside of scattered donations, we haven't received any major influx of new books in nearly six years, and those we do have are in terrible condition, defaced, destroyed, lost and never to be seen again," Mrs. Sullivan said.
"I'm sorry to hear that, but..." I nervously said. I almost gulped down the last words, not sure I if I should say them, but then I added, "...what does that have to do with me?"
"Let her finish," Marie said sharply.
Mrs. Sullivan put her hand on the younger girl's wrist. "Now, now, Marie, that's not very polite, is it?"
Rocking uncomfortably back and forth on her feet, Marie said, "I'm sorry, Mrs. Sullivan."
There was something strange in the way they looked at each other, an almost silent, animalistic communication passing between them.
"We'll address your interruption later," Mrs. Sullivan said, tersely.
If she knew she was being punished, Marie didn't let it show with the slight smile that crossed her lips, "I understand."
Now, with the year I'd had so far, I would've had to be blind to have missed the tension that was in the air. I didn't quite know exactly what I was seeing, but I could sense something. I didn't know if it was something that might be able to get me out of the trouble I'd found myself in, but it was something that had me hopeful.
Mrs. Sullivan continued, "The greatest disrespect this library receives, though, is what the students do inside of it. They think that just because we've got computers that they can work around our parental filters and watch porn, load our already ancient system with viruses they can't handle. They think because the stacks are dark and private that they can smoke cigarettes, weed or worse, that they can use them for their private liaisons..."
She trailed off, staring me down, letting me stew in what I'd done.
"Ryan, I can't begin to say how deeply disappointed in you I am," Mrs. Sullivan said. "I thought you, of all people, would understand all the hard work I do to make this place into a temple of learning. I never imagined that you would be like the others, disrespecting the library, disrespecting me... like I said, I'm disappointed."
"Mrs. Sullivan, I didn't mean to disappoint you. It just sort of... happened," I said. It was a lame excuse, but it was the truth. Suddenly realizing the depth of the situation, I added, "I really, really don't want to be in trouble, but if I'm going to be, please don't get Josie in trouble too? We only met in here because I was trying to fix a mistake, and-"
Mrs. Sullivan cut me off with a wave. "It's very noble of you to fall on your sword, but that's not where I was going with this."
"It's not? But Marie said-"
"I told Marie to tell you you were in trouble because I knew it would get you in here. While I am upset and disappointed in you for disrespecting my library by messing around with Josie Wong without even being so kind as to ask for my permission, you aren't in trouble. You're quite free to go at any time without any fear of repercussion, but if you decide to stay... we can use this as a learning experience," Mrs. Sullivan purred.
Though by this point I'd relaxed and had a good idea where things were going, it didn't hurt to ask, "What kind of learning experience?"
"The kind of learning experience that begins with you standing up and taking off all of your clothes and letting us get a good look at you, to see if you're all the rumors make you out to be. After that, it might get a little messy, but you're intimately familiar with this particular brand of mess, aren't you?" Mrs. Sullivan said plainly.
I thought it might've been that kind of learning experience, but it was nice having a confirmation. Mrs. Sullivan looked at me with what might've been hunger, while Marie's face was harder to read. I could sense equal parts fascination, skepticism and discomfort on her face, her posture still rigid even as she rocked back and forth on her feet with more urgency. That this might be an opportunity to be with the both of them was a surprising one; I'd been with plenty of girls, a couple older women, and in more threesomes than I could count, but never with an older woman and a girl my age. The prospect was equal parts intimidating and interesting, especially with Mrs. Sullivan effectively a teacher.
I was happy for the opportunity to leave and even happier that I wasn't in any trouble, but did I want to stay? Did I want to see if this was going to get as weird as it felt possible?
If I'd put some serious thought into this I might've found some drawbacks, but the way my cock felt, rock hard and straining to break free from my jeans, I let it do the thinking in this one case.
I took off my shoes and socks and did as I was told, standing before Mrs. Sullivan and Marie. Heart beating faster for a very different reason than it was when I first stepped into the library, I pulled off my shirt.
Mrs. Sullivan raised a hand as if telling me to stop, preventing me from taking off my pants.
Marie was unimpressed. "He's not very muscular."
Mrs. Sullivan approached me, running her fingers lightly over my stomach and up my chest, one of her nails grazing my nipple and making me twitch. She said, "Never let a man's muscles fool you. Many men spend all their time in the gym and for their struggles only cultivate ornamental muscles. They look tasty, and yes, it makes them technically strong, but none of that means they actually have the kind of equipment you'd want, or the understanding of how to use it even if they did."
"I understand," Marie said, even though I wasn't completely sure she did understand the way she looked. She stepped forward, running her own hand briefly down my chest, before stepping away as if having touched a hot stove.
"Don't mind Marie," Mrs. Sullivan, stepping over to her aide. Gently, Mrs. Sullivan ran a hand down Marie's arm before ending cupping Marie's ass. Marie shivered, a soft moan escaping her lips.
Mrs. Sullivan continued, "When she came to me at the beginning of this year, Marie had limited sexual experience but was eager to learn. She came to me for advice about boys, and after a nice, long conversation I was convinced she had great potential. I offered to train her, to teach her to be the kind of slut the other girls wouldn't be able to match. She has proven an eager and proficient student, even if she could use some reminders on when to talk and when to listen."
Marie looked like she wanted to say something, but stopped herself when Mrs. Sullivan pressed on her ass.
"I have enjoyed teaching her, but I lack certain anatomy that would be helpful to complete her training. That, Ryan, is where you come in," Mrs. Sullivan said, looking down at my pants and licking her lips. I never got tired of that look of anticipation; it never ceased making me even harder than I expected possible.
"I've heard rumors of your endowment, but I never believed any of them to be possible until I saw you with Josie Wong. I was impressed. It took a lot of restraint not to push her away and show her how to truly suck a cock, but I had to satisfy myself with retreating to my office and coaxing Marie under my desk, not that she needed much coaxing," Mrs. Sullivan said, squeezing Marie's ass. Marie shivered again, clenching her hands tightly together as if trying to keep herself from touching herself.
"Did you see it, Marie?" Mrs. Sullivan asked.
"No, Mrs. Sullivan," Marie replied.
"And why is that?" Mrs. Sullivan asked.
"Because I wasn't doing my job. I should've been watching. Should've made sure that nobody was doing anything disrespectful in the library," Marie said.
"And you understand that's why I've been punishing you today?" Mrs. Sullivan asked.
"Yes, Mrs. Sullivan," Marie said, again shifting uncomfortably on her feet, though the look of satisfaction on her face told me that she probably liked however she was being punished.
"Now, tell me what you would've done if you'd seen that cock," Mrs. Sullivan said.
A little nervous, Marie cast her eyes down. "I would have touched myself."
"Is that all?"
"I would have touched myself a lot. And then I would've found Mrs. Sullivan so she could touch me, and then so I could touch her. I would have cum a lot," Marie said.
"And?" Mrs. Sullivan said, prompting.
"And..." Marie trailed off. "May I please see your cock, Ryan?"
"Why do you want to see his cock?" Mrs. Sullivan asked.
"I want to see it so I can touch it. I want... I want it in my mouth. I want it in my pussy. I want you to fuck me raw, and I want to fuck you even harder than that. I want your hot cum all over me, in me, everywhere. I want to watch you do all of that to Mrs. Sullivan too. I want the three of us to fill the library with screams while I'm learning to unleash my slutty side," Marie said. Her words came out nervously at first, but the longer she talked the more confident she sounded. It wasn't exactly the best dirty talk I'd received lately (and I'd received a surprising amount) since Marie wasn't quite a skilled seductress, not yet, but it seemed under Mrs. Sullivan's tutelage she was getting there.
"How did she do?" Mrs. Sullivan asked. "And I want an honest assessment, Ryan. Marie is learning and honesty is the best way for her to learn."
Looking to be diplomatic, I said, "It was good. Not perfect, but good. I'd be interested if she would've said that to me out of the library."
Mrs. Sullivan ran a finger along the side of Marie's neck and up under her chin. "Good, but not perfect. It seems we need to practice some more."
"I'm sorry, Mrs. Sullivan, it's just, with..." Marie trailed off.
Mrs. Sullivan sighed. "Very well. We're probably overdue to end your punishment for not catching Ryan and Josie sooner."
Marie smiled brightly, bending over a nearby table. Mrs. Sullivan walked up behind her, caressing Marie's ass, slowly pulling her skirt up and over her pert, tight little ass.
Two things at once surprised me about this view:
First, that Marie wasn't wearing any panties.
Second, that Marie had the end of a butt plug sticking out of her ass.
That would explain why she looked so uncomfortable.
"How long has that been there?" I asked without thinking.
"Since before I had her go looking for you," Mrs. Sullivan said, grabbing the end of the plug and slowly pulling it out of Marie's ass. "And that was quite a while ago."
"He was harder to find than I expected. Why would he have been at the band- OH, FUCK ME!" Marie exclaimed as Mrs. Sullivan pulled a very large butt plug from her ass. Mrs. Sullivan marveled at the sex toy before setting it down on the table next to her polished wooden box.
"Well, you did find him, that is worth some commendation," Mrs. Sullivan said, running a finger down to Marie's pussy and stroking her slightly. Marie whimpered with pleasure, looking back over her shoulder at Mrs. Sullivan and me. Mrs. Sullivan continued, "Of course, you did interrupt me, and I said we would address that."
Mrs. Sullivan took her finger from Marie's pussy and opened up the polished wooden box on the table. I craned my neck and got a good look at a surprisingly comprehensive collection of high end sex toys. Mrs. Sullivan rooted around through them before settling on pulling out a bottle of lube another butt plug and setting it down next to the first, showing it to be significantly larger.
Marie's eyes went wide at the presentation of this new toy, but not from fear. No, that was definitely a face of anticipation.
"Would you like to help with Marie's punishment, Ryan?" Mrs. Sullivan asked, generously pouring some lube on the new plug.
"Sure," I said, walking up behind Marie. For a girl without much of an ass, what she had looked very nice. Tight, fit, the kind of ass that could go for a while. I wanted to touch her, but not wanting to draw Mrs. Sullivan's ire, I didn't. Instead I stared into Marie's eyes as she looked up at me with anticipation. Any sternness she'd once had was now gone, replaced with nothing but primal want. It was a good look on her, one that I knew I'd become accustomed to.



Having fully lubed the butt plug, Mrs. Sullivan gave it to me. "Until today, the one I pulled from her was the largest she's ever taken. Let's set a new record for her together."
Tentatively, I lined the cone-shaped toy up with Marie's ass, teasing it around her tight little hole. Even though she'd already had a sizable toy in there, you wouldn't know it for the modest resistance I felt. Still, I pushed the plug forward, relishing Marie's sharp intake of breath, the way she gripped the edge of the table slightly, that soft little moan as I pushed it in further.
"More, please," she whispered.
I didn't want to push it in more. What I wanted to do was pull off my pants, whip out my cock and fuck Marie's pussy and ass silly, spraying her down with my cum. The anticipation was killing me, but this new game was too hot not to enjoy. I pressed the plug in further, watching as her asshole stretched obscenely around it, enjoying the way she shuddered more intensely with each fraction of an inch her ass was stretched.
It almost didn't seem like she could take the last flared out portion of the base, it just seemed too wide, but with a yelp and a pop it slid into her ass, only the end of the plug sticking out.
"Very good," Mrs. Sullivan said. "Now, Marie, do you think you've learned your lesson about interrupting?"
"Oh, god yes, Mrs. Sullivan," Marie purred.
"And will you be interrupting me again?" Mrs. Sullivan said.
"Many times," Marie promised.
Mrs. Sullivan shook her head, an amused smile on her face. "Clearly, I've got a lot more to teach."
Clearly I'd underestimated how depraved even the quietest corners of Regan Hills High School were.
Mrs. Sullivan gently grabbed Marie by the hips and coaxed her to stand up. With a plug this large inside of her, Marie was unsteady on her feet, but she followed the librarian's instructions eagerly, first turning around and then dropping to her knees. Looking down at her as she looked up at me hopefully, Marie looked so inviting. If she only moved forward another half a foot, she'd have been able to suck my cock if it were out, but I was sure Mrs. Sullivan staged it this way for a reason.
Mrs. Sullivan walked behind me, pressing her large, sweater-clad breasts against my back. Even through the sweater, I could feel her nipples, hard and thick like bullets pressed against me. Reaching around, Mrs. Sullivan rubbed my cock through my jeans.
"That got you excited, didn't it? Seeing her moaning and shaking like a whore as you pushed that toy into her?" Mrs. Sullivan whispered into my ear.
"I was excited already, but... yes, that was definitely hot," I said.
"Good. Why don't we show Marie how hot you think it is?" Mrs. Sullivan proposed, reaching around to undo my belt, dropping my pants to the floor, then pulling down my underpants to join them. My cock in all of it's ten-inch-long, thick glory, stood out proudly, getting first a sound of approval from Mrs. Sullivan, and Marie's jaw actually dropping open. The precum at the tip was already flowing freely, a small drop of it even dripping slowly off the head in a strand.
"That can't... that can't be real," Marie said, gaping at it.
"Oh, I assure you, it is. Never underestimate a man based on his looks. Some of the most traditionally handsome men you'll find may boast a three inch dick or might not be able to get you off with a map and the best vibrator you'll find, while those you underestimate may have the skills of a sex god or a cock like this," Mrs. Sullivan said, reaching around, slowly, expertly jacking my cock.
I groaned. "I like to think I bring the skills and the cock. I'm... oh man that feels nice... I'm really proud of my abilities to make girls cum."
"And we intend to make use of both," Mrs. Sullivan said. Somehow, she leaned in closer, close enough to completely crush her breasts against her back, letting me know that she was still completely clothed and completely in charge while whispering huskily into my ear. "The thing I love about young guys like you is that you've got stamina to spare and can cum like fountains, and rest assured, I want your stamina and your cum. I want to train Marie, but I want what you've got, and I'm going to get that first, but I want you to last, and if you're going to last, we'll need to drain these balls of yours a little first. There's a lot of ways we could do this, but wouldn't me jacking you off until you drain them all over Marie's pretty little face be the most fun?"
"Yes," I agreed.
Mrs. Sullivan kissed the side of my neck. "Good boy."
To Marie, louder, she said, "Let down your hair and take off your dress, Marie."
Without question, Marie let down her bun, spilling golden locks that fell to her mid-back, then pulled her pretty little floral dress over her head. Her slender body with her B-cup tits, their pretty pink nipples pointed up at me, were a sight to behold. Her pussy had a faint rectangle of blonde hair above it, while her pussy lips, bright pink and engorged as thick as I've ever seen, were completely soaked. Her juices coated her thighs, some even dripping onto the floor.
"Doesn't she look luscious?" Mrs. Sullivan asked, jacking me more forcefully.
"Yes," I admitted. Wearing only her horn-rimmed glasses, knee-high socks and black shoes, Marie was the very definition of luscious.
"You have no idea what this girl is capable of, what I've made her into. I don't think she's aware either, but trust me, today we'll both find out," Mrs. Sullivan whispered to me, punctuating her sentences with kisses to my neck that drove me wild.
"Mrs. Sullivan?" Marie asked.
"Yes?"
"Can I... can I suck him? Please? Pretty please?" Marie asked, her voice full of need.
"No. Right now, you're just going to kneel there and watch," Mrs. Sullivan said. "But if you're good and you share with Ryan the story of why you came to me, you may touch yourself. I think he'll find it quite enjoyable."
"Okay," Marie said begrudgingly, running her hands down her tits, tweaking her nipples before they traveled down to her pussy. Urgently she began to masturbate, the scent of her pussy filling the air. Mrs. Sullivan must have known how long she was liable to last, because she began jacking me more insistently, reaching around with her other hand to fondle my balls.
"I met a guy over the summer," Marie said breathily as she fingerfucked herself. "I thought he was a nice guy, that he liked me, but he wasn't nice, he didn't like me."
"What did he want?" Mrs. Sullivan asked.
"He wanted to fuck me. He wanted me to suck his cock and put his cock in my little cunt. He wasn't a nice guy, but he was nice to me until we got our clothes off. Then he just asked me to suck his cock, which I tried, then lie back in the back seat of his car, which I did. Then he fucked me for less than a minute and came on my thigh, and he took me home. Didn't even make me cum, and didn't ever call me back after that," Marie said, her voice taking on a higher tone as she got closer.
"Sounds like an asshole," I said.
"That was my thought," Mrs. Sullivan agreed.
"When school started, I needed to talk to someone, but I didn't know anyone really. I thought... I thought I'd done something wrong, and that I needed to know what to do so I could be better. I... oh god... I knew I could talk to Mrs. Sullivan, and that she'd give me good advice, but I didn't know what she could show me, what she could teach me, how I wasn't wrong and I could take control of my own sexuality and use it to take charge of my life," Marie said, shaking softly, almost ready to cum. I wasn't far behind joining her with Mrs. Sullivan's skilled hands.
"And you've been such a wonderful student," Mrs. Sullivan said.
"Thank... thank you..." Marie whimpered.
"Are you ready for your reward?" Mrs. Sullivan asked, jacking me even harder, pulling me ever closer and closer to bursting.
"Yes, please, yes, Mrs. Sullivan!" Marie moaned.
"Then cum for me my little slut in training. Cum for me right now and receive your reward," Mrs. Sullivan said, her breath hot against my neck, my cock close to bursting.
"I am, I am, I'M CUMMING! I'M CUUUUUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMIIIINNNGGGGG!!" Marie wailed.
Her body was wracked by a powerful orgasm as she fingerfucked herself into oblivion, a flood of juices splashing on the floor around her fingers.
"Fuck!" I grunted at the sight as Mrs. Sullivan coaxed my own orgasm free. I hadn't anticipated its power with her talented fingers, but it was hard, the first shot splashing against Marie's face, into her wide open, moaning mouth. Mrs. Sullivan was an expert at aiming, though, making sure the next two massive shots similarly hit her mouth and chin, one glancing off her cheek and hitting her glasses, while several more landed on her tits, cum rolling down her toned stomach, some of it even making it all the way down to her pussy while she still fingerfucked herself.
It felt as if my entire life was being drained through this one orgasm, spread out across Marie's beautiful flesh, but Mrs. Sullivan still kept coaxing, still kept jacking me until the flow began to sputter, the last few drops squeezing out onto her hand.
Once I was completely drained, Mrs. Sullivan stepped out from behind me, licking my cum off of her hand.
"I don't know what lesson you were teaching, but I like it," I admitted.
"A simple, but often hard discovered lesson, that the first time a boy cums will often be the shortest. That sometimes, in order to maximize your enjoyment, you'll need to get him off first, then get him going again for the main event," Mrs. Sullivan said.
"I can do that," Marie said, looking at the cum all over her in awe, running her fingers through it, licking some of them off rapturously.
"That has yet to be seen, but I have faith in you," Mrs. Sullivan said, then turning to me. "You'll want a picture of her, no doubt?"
"If that's okay?" I said.
"Only if you promise you'll touch yourself while looking at it," Marie said.
"That... won't be a problem," I replied.
"Good," Marie said, striking a suitably profane pose, spreading her pussy lips while looking up at me, smiling sweetly and completely covered in cum. I stepped out of my pants, grabbed my camera and a quick picture that promised to be a favorite later.
The moment I put my phone back, Mrs. Sullivan grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me over toward one of the study area's couches.
"Marie, take one of the towels from the box and clean yourself up. I'm going to spend some time getting better acquainted with Ryan. Once you're clean, I expect you to come right over here so we can continue your lessons," Mrs. Sullivan said, getting an approving coo from Marie.
Mrs. Sullivan tossed me onto one of the soft, clean couches and sat down next to me. She was still fully clothed and I was still naked, and right now I wasn't sure she could've been any hotter.
"I'm not your first older woman, am I?" she asked, running a finger under my cock.
"What makes you think that?" I asked, shivering from the contact.
"Most boys your age lose their mind around a woman of my experience the first time, becoming overeager puppies who shoot their wad at the lightest touch. You held out admirably, even under the exquisite ministrations of my hands," she said, inching her short skirt higher, revealing more of her stockinged legs, then her creamy inner thighs, then uncontested proof that Marie wasn't the only one around here who didn't wear panties. A dark patch of hair framed thick, juicy lips and an intoxicating aroma I knew I wanted to become more familiar with.
"Care to show me what your hands are capable of?" Mrs. Sullivan asked.
"With pleasure," I said, reaching between her thighs and running my fingers up and down her wet slit. Mrs. Sullivan groaned approvingly as I explored her folds, applying pressure to her clit with my thumb and running light circles around it.
"Not a bad beginning," she said, undoing the buttons of her sweater one at a time, revealing her body and her massive bra-clad tits to me when she was done. Good lord, they had to be at least an E-cup.
"Wow," I said as she tossed the sweater aside.
"Wow is right," she replied. I kept fingering her, enjoying the sounds she made, the way it made her body writhe with pleasure. Leaning back onto the couch, she rubbed her hands over her body, her hips rocking in time with my fingers.
"Would you like to see my tits?" she asked, rubbing the pronounced bumps through the black fabric of her bra. I nodded. She said, "Then come here."
She pulled me in close, leaning in so we were kissing. Her lips were soft and tender even if her intentions weren't, and we made out on the couch as if we were the only people in the world. To say I'd never fantasized about doing this with Mrs. Sullivan would be a lie, but like many a fantasy I'd had before this year it was something I never thought was actually possible. At this point I should've realized that anything was possible if I put myself in the right position for it, I just had to be on the lookout for those opportunities.
Take Mrs. Sullivan removing her bra for example.
Seeing her giant tits laid bare, the wide pink areola of her nipples, the points almost as long and thick as the first joint of my thumb, was a definite opportunity. So, while I could've continued kissing her delectable lips, I instead leaned down, taking one of those wonderful nipples in my mouth, licking, sucking, nibbling and enjoying her responses. She had very sensitive nipples, which when combined with my fingering her pussy led to some pretty great enjoyable results. Though she hadn't even cum yet, her juices soaked my hand.
I'd gotten lost in sucking on her nipple, so lost I hadn't even noticed that Marie had snuck up on Mrs. Sullivan's other side, sucking on her other available tit. Her eyes locked on mine as we did so, and for how deliciously obscene she looked (even freshly cleaned of my cum), she was so cute. I think she might've even smiled at me as we both continued sucking on Mrs. Sullivan's tits.
I couldn't help myself. I leaned in, kissing Marie around Mrs. Sullivan's nipple. We then broke away, kissing each other. While Mrs. Sullivan's kisses were slow and sensual, Marie's were energetic and passionate, her tongue darting into my mouth, dueling with mine. That I never stopped fingering Mrs. Sullivan through all of this is something of a minor miracle, I think.
"Alright, that's enough of that, for now," Mrs. Sullivan said, breaking us apart. She got up from the couch, guided Marie away and leaned me down flat on my back.
"Are you ready for two lessons at once?" Mrs. Sullivan asked.
"Definitely," Marie replied.
"Good," Mrs. Sullivan said, not giving me much time to wonder what two lessons might entail before she pulled up her skirt, straddled my head and sat on my face. Far from the first time a woman sat on my face, I knew to get to work, discovering with my mouth that her pussy was every bit as juicy as my fingers discovered. I devoured her voraciously, loving her flavor and to lick up every drop I could. Considering the way she was flowing, that task meant I'd likely be licking her for a while.
"First lesson, oh, yeah, right there Ryan, good boy... god, your first lesson, Marie, is to ensure your pleasure. While Ryan here is no doubt, mmmm, fuck that's nice, while Ryan's no doubt a very considerate lover, and is very, very good at eating pussy, you won't always guarantee every man you're with is that way on his own. Only go with a man who promises pleasure, but make sure he holds to that promise, make sure he makes you cum at least once before you allow him inside you. Penetrative sex alone is never a guarantee for an orgasm, and you don't want him saying he's 'too worn out' to attend to your pleasure after he's filled you with cum," Mrs. Sullivan said.
"I understand, Mrs. Sullivan, thank you," Marie said. From the sounds I heard, I was pretty sure that Marie was attending to her own needs quite efficiently with a vibrator right now. "And what is my second lesson?"
"I could bend over right now and take Ryan in a 69," Mrs. Sullivan boasted. "But... ooh, that's a nice spot, Ryan, put that tongue in deeper. Deeper, I said! Yeah, like that. He liked it when I talked about sucking his cock, but that would rob you of a valuable learning experience. I've seen you take strapons nearly this big, but are you prepared to deepthroat this giant fucking cock?"
"I thought you'd never ask," Marie said confidently, and though I couldn't see it, I felt wet warmth envelop my cock as Marie took me in her mouth. For a girl with as limited experience as she had, she did an amazing job, taking almost half my length in one bob before opening her throat up and forcing the rest of me down. The tightness was insane, and if I weren't at full hardness before, I'm sure I got that way in Marie's throat. She bobbed up and down, coached on rhythm and technique by Mrs. Sullivan the entire way.
"Mmm, you're both doing such a good job, such a good job, that's a nice fucking blowjob, keep going on him like that, but not too hard, no, can't have him cumming, can't make him cum, not until we've fucked properly, not until, oh god, so close, keep going Ryan, right there, keep eating, keep licking, keep doing whatever you're doing, right there, right there, RIGHT FUCKING THERE, FUCK, I'M CUMMING, I'M CUMMING!!"
A flood of juices filled my mouth and covered my face as Mrs. Sullivan came, her body writhing above me as she was jolted and rocked by the heavy orgasm. I'd have loved to have joined her and filled Marie's sweet, talented mouth with my cum, but I wasn't that close yet, and something told me Mrs. Sullivan wouldn't have been all that happy with me anyway.
She said she wanted me first, and I didn't want to disappoint.
"That's enough for now, Marie, you've done well," Mrs. Sullivan said, climbing off of me. I don't know which sight was more beautiful, seeing Marie's mouth stretched around my cock or looking up at Mrs. Sullivan through the valley of her massive tits, flush from her orgasm, her face a mask of pure satisfaction.
Marie let my cock plop free from her mouth. "Thank you, Mrs. Sullivan."
Mrs. Sullivan guided me off the couch, and with my cock as hard as it was she could've asked me to do pretty much anything at this point and I'd have said yes. That she pulled up her skirt and laid down on her back the couch was a good start. That she looked up at me with the most unexpectedly perfect "come fuck me" eyes was another. Looking so perfect with her tits spread out and her long, stocking-clad legs spread for me invitingly, I honestly couldn't tell you what I was waiting for.
I realized what that was when she said, "I'm not going to mince my words. I want you to fuck me, Ryan, and I want you to watch us while you fuck yourself silly with that vibrator, alright Marie?"
"Yes, Mrs. Sullivan," Marie said.
"And Marie?"
"Yes?"
"Take the plug out," Mrs. Sullivan commanded.
"Why? Have I been suitably punished?"
"Not yet, but we can address that later. I want you to take it out now, the reasons why will become apparent when it's your turn with Ryan," Mrs. Sullivan said.
I'm not entirely sure if there were words hidden in Marie's squeal of glee (though it sounded like there might've been), but there were definitely words in her moan as she removed the butt plug.
"Oh, FUCK!"
Marie could've been screaming about a coming stampede for all I cared at the moment, all I knew was that I was standing over Mrs. Sullivan and she wanted me to fuck her. Though it was awkward climbing on top of her on the couch, she was able to wrap her legs around me as I lined my cock up with her pussy lips.
"Do it. Push inside. Fuck me like you've always wanted to," she moaned.



"You want it, you got it," I replied, pressing inside. Her pussy welcomed me, tight and warm and wet and with little resistance. One thrust buried six inches in her, while the other one took me all the way to the root.
"Mmmmm, I haven't had a cock this big in years," Mrs. Sullivan moaned.
I didn't have anything to say in comparison, so instead I just started fucking into her. She told me she wanted to make this last, and that was a strategy that was fine with me (especially if I was going to have a go at Marie later, who looked ready to attack me like a wild animal the way she fucked that vibrator). We developed a long, slow pace, feeding my cock at almost its entire length into her pussy with each stroke. For all the insanity of what had just happened with the three of us, the slow intimacy of the act, looking down into her eyes as I fucked her, the way she looked up at me, the soft kisses we exchanged as we fucked, it was something else entirely.
I'd probably have to find more reasons to come to the library.
Marie cried out, her body wracked with another orgasm as she continued thrusting her vibrator in and out of her cunt.
"God, fuck, this is so hot... when will it be my turn?" she whined.
"Patience, Marie, god, keep going," Mrs. Sullivan said, too lost in her own pleasure to even chastise Marie.
I smiled as I fucked down into the librarian. "Do this often?"
"What? Fuck my senior students?" Mrs. Sullivan asked.
"Yeah," I grunted.
"Not as much as I'd, oh god, like, but... keep going."
"I am."
"When a girl's calling is disrespected and she's not getting any at home, she, yes, right there, she has to make her own fun. I never met anyone quite like Marie before this, fuck, year, though. She's something special," Mrs. Sullivan said.
"Thank you, Mrs. Sullivan," Marie said, looking at us with awe in her eyes. Whether or not it was because of the show we were putting on or because praise was something she didn't get from Mrs. Sullivan very often, I couldn't say, but it was a good look on her.
"Keep going, keep going, keep going," Mrs. Sullivan repeated, her voice a low repeating mantra, her body shuddering. I was getting close to a second shot too, but I was hopeful that I could make her cum one more-
"FUCK!" she cried, pulling me close as she bucked up against me, her body pulling mine close, forcing me deeper as I was driven over the edge. I came inside of her, filling her tight, quivering pussy with cum. It was a violent, sudden pleasure, one that swept over me and threatened to tear consciousness away, but a delicious, wonderful one I didn't want to lose either. Even as my cock became oversensitive, I still thrust in, making sure she got every last drop.
We kissed again, tenderly, a simple, soft gesture that capped off a nice, slow fuck. I then climbed off of her, unsteadily rolling until I sat further down the couch. I looked down at my cum leaking from her stretched pussy lips, Mrs. Sullivan playing idly with it with her fingers, scooping some up and taking a long, languorous taste.
It was a nice show, one that almost distracted me from Marie crawling between my legs and taking my semi-softened cock between her lips. Her relative inexperience was more than compensated for by Mrs. Sullivan's training and her own enthusiasm, but so soon after another powerful orgasm and it wasn't doing very much.
"He's going to require more than that if you want to get him hard for another go," Mrs. Sullivan said, still lounging on the couch, playing with herself and my cum.
"I understand, Mrs. Sullivan, I was only really hoping for the opportunity to fuck him after you were finished," Marie said, almost pouting.
"I'll get it up again, I just need a minute or two," I said.
"See?" Mrs. Sullivan said. "The great thing about young guys; they may lack experience, but they've got gas in the tank to spare. Would it make you feel better, Marie, if I got him hard again for you a little faster?"
"That would be lovely," Marie said.
"Then get me the bottle of lube," Mrs. Sullivan said, finally climbing off of the couch. She took Marie's place kneeling between my legs, slowly sucking my cock, lovingly treating the head with her tongue. Once Marie retrieved the bottle of lube, Mrs. Sullivan spread a generous amount on her tits, playfully grazing my cock with one of her erect nipples.
"I like where this is going," I said.
"Most men do," Mrs. Sullivan replied, surrounding my cock with her massive tits. She pressed them together around my cock, rubbing them up and down so that it almost disappeared with every stroke, sometimes only its head peeking through as she tipped her head and sucked and licked the tip.
"Now, with endowments as limited as yours, Marie, this won't exactly be a viable option. You'll have to come up with a strategy that works best for you for getting him hard again, but with a tight little body like yours, I don't imagine that should prove too taxing," Mrs. Sullivan said as she tittyfucked me. As many times as I'd had it, I didn't think I'd ever get tired of tittyfucking a woman with huge tits, especially when there was an audience as receptive as Marie.
"Thank you, Mrs. Sullivan," she said, looking on in awe as Mrs. Sullivan slowly got me back to full hardness. Taken by the scene, she leaned in and gave Mrs. Sullivan a passionate kiss on the lips, a kiss that Mrs. Sullivan was all too eager to return without breaking stride in her tittyfuck. If they meant to put on a show that would make me fully hard again, they were off to a good start, but the way Mrs. Sullivan whispered into Marie's ear after their intense kissing, I knew they had more in mind.
Eagerly, Marie climbed up onto the couch above me straddling me and then lowering herself onto my face. If she wanted what Mrs. Sullivan got earlier, I was only too happy to oblige it as I ate out her tight little cunt. I would've thought it impossible that anyone could ever be wetter than Mrs. Sullivan was, but Marie gave her a run for her money. Her tight little lips and thighs were utterly soaked from the countless orgasms she'd had at the end of her hands and vibrator while Mrs. Sullivan and I played with each other, and I was fine lapping as much of it up while bringing her close to another orgasm.
With Mrs. Sullivan tittyfucking me and Marie sitting on my face, I probably could've died a happy man, but Mrs. Sullivan had other designs. I think she waited until the exact moment when I was hard and Marie was close to an orgasm before she said, "Marie, his cock is ready. Climb on and give him the ride of your life."
Marie moaned in disappointment that she wouldn't finish on my face, but by this point she was so desperate for my cock that I didn't think that disappointment would last for long. Mrs. Sullivan let my cock go, sitting beside me on the couch as Marie lowered herself down onto me. At first she rubbed her pussy lips up and down my cock, getting a sense of my girth, moaning softly as she ran her clit over every inch of me, before teasing the tip inside.
Having been with a number of petite girls, I couldn't tell you what I loved more about this part: watching the lips part as my thick, long cock invaded their pussy for the first time, or the look on their face while it happened. I wish I could've watched both at once, but after that initial entry I found it much more enjoyable to watch Marie's wide eyes and even wider mouth as she sunk lower and lower onto my cock.
"HOLY FUCK! GODDAMN! FUCK THAT'S GOOD!" she cried out, slowly taking more and more of what I had.
"It's pretty wonderful, isn't it?" Mrs. Sullivan said.
"There are, FUCK! There are no words for this, I'm, oh god, it's so good, fuck, I can't see how you couldn't be fucking something like this all the time!" Marie exclaimed, bottoming out as our hips met. I chose this moment to look down and see that glorious sight as her pussy lips stretched to the max around the root of my cock. As ever, it was an awesome sight to behold.
"Thanks," I replied.
"Thanks? Thank you! If I'd have known, I'd have, fuck, I'd have just grabbed you when I first saw you walk in the library and I'd have pulled up my skirt and had you fuck me against the stacks until you filled my pussy with cum!" Marie said.
"Quietly," Mrs. Sullivan suggested.
"Yes, quietly," Marie agreed, squirming in my lap, beginning to fuck up and down. She didn't take much at first, and every time she dropped down she let out a little squeak, of surprise, of pleasure, I couldn't say, but it made her bite her lip and smile devilishly each time she did so. Staring into her eyes behind those horn-rimmed glasses, her once formerly immaculate bun of blonde hair now a ragged mess that fell around her chest and back, she was a perfect image of innocence defiled and that turned me on more than I could've imagined.
While she rode me, I grabbed her hips, fucking into her in the same pace that she fucked me. Between the two of us, we established a pace where she took more than half of my cock with each bounce, her squeaks becoming moans of pleasure. At first she tried to maintain a balance, grabbing her tits and pinching her nipples while I held onto her hips, but the more furious our fuck became, the harder this became. Eventually she fell against me, holding onto me tight and fucking me with more abandon while we kissed and made out with each other. I suckled on her nipples whenever the opportunity presented itself, but those chances were few and far between the more confident she got in her bouncing.
Worked up as she was, it wasn't long before Marie came on my cock, her pussy spasming almost as harshly as her body. She fell against me with a cry of pure ecstasy, falling still for a moment before her hips began to rock slowly again. Marie may have looked like a cute and conservative little library aide most of the time, but get her started and she was a fucking sex machine. She barely needed any recharge time as soon she was giving me the savage fuck she'd been building to ever since I stepped inside the door.
Now, I'll freely admit during all of this that I'd lost track of Mrs. Sullivan. While it was difficult to ignore a woman of her skill and body, the way Marie was dominating me it was hard to be aware of all of my surroundings. I was vaguely aware that Mrs. Sullivan had gotten up from the couch, and that she was hanging around her box of toys, but I couldn't have told you what she was actually doing.
When she came over as Marie was preparing for another orgasm, I got a pretty good idea of how busy she'd been. Mrs. Sullivan had ditched her skirt, now wearing only her heels, stockings and garter belt, but was also wearing a brand new addition: a large black strapon.
She placed her hands on Marie's shoulders. "Marie, stand."
"But... I'm so close..." Marie whined.
"After all we've done today, do you really want to disobey me?" Mrs. Sullivan threatened.
"No," Marie pouted, begrudgingly standing up. My cock pulled out of her, and it took all I had not to complain like Marie for how close I was, but when Mrs. Sullivan turned her around, I started to get an idea of what she had in mind. Marie was a bit slower, but she eyed Mrs. Sullivan's strap-on with some awe, running her fingers up and down it.
"Now be a good girl and sit on Ryan's cock. We've been training your ass for some time now, but I think you're overdue for a real cock in there," Mrs. Sullivan said, her voice full of pride for Marie.
Marie looked first from her, then to me with what might've been the most excited face I'd ever seen. For that matter, it's entirely possible I was making a face a lot like it as she lowered her tight, cute ass toward my cock.
I'd say thank god for all of the juices on my cock and Marie's training, because there was a fair chance she'd have had the tightest ass in the world without it. My cock split her wide open, Marie's screams of pleasure filling the library with more volume than it had likely ever had. Her ass was insanely tight, but for all of her struggle, she kept sitting down on me, taking inch after inch, grunting and cursing and moaning until she got the whole thing down.
"Nicely done, Marie," Mrs. Sullivan said.
"Thank you, Mrs. Sullivan," Marie said.
"I'd just like to take a moment to hank both of you, because, fuck this is nice," I said, running my hands up and down Marie's body. I grabbed her tits, massaging them lightly as I squeezed her nipples, pulling her down onto me so we could kiss.
"Very nice," Marie agreed.
Mrs. Sullivan laughed. "If you think that's nice, wait until you see what I've got planned."
She leaned over Marie and me, lining up the strapon with Marie's pussy. I felt distinct pressure and weight against me as Mrs. Sullivan settled on top of both of us, her strapon invading Marie. The tiny girl took it like a champ; a groaning, moaning, screaming champ, but a champ all the same as Mrs. Sullivan buried the dildo deep in her pussy. The whole time this was happening, Mrs. Sullivan looked deep into my eyes, the look of lust on her face imparting one simple message to me: that she was in charge here.
Since this was her library and all, I was good with that arrangement.
I'd like to say there was a beauty to what happened next, but I don't think the phrases "beauty" and "double-penetration" have ever been in the same sentence before. What came next was nothing more than an intense, crazed sexual melee as Mrs. Sullivan and I pounded Marie's pussy and ass for all they were worth, with Marie more or less only along for the ride at this point. For a while her screams of pleasure filled the air, but after god only knows how many orgasms, she was content more with falling back in me, breathing heavily and occasionally kissing me or Mrs. Sullivan or just sucking on one of Mrs. Sullivan's massive tits. Marie did this through half-lidded eyes, so completely lost to the pleasure that she was barely there anymore.
I wasn't all that far off from her either. The emotional whiplash of this afternoon mixed with the intense sex and the sheer sensual power that both Mrs. Sullivan and Marie had that this third round was certainly my final round.
"Fuck, gonna cum, gonna cum," I muttered.
Mrs. Sullivan stared into my eyes, only fucking Marie harder at my pronouncement. "Do it. Fill her ass. Fill her ass with cum."
"Do it, god, do it, please," Marie moaned.
That was all I needed. With a single, final grunt, I came in Marie's ass, filling her with shot after shot of cum.
Almost as one, the three of us disengaged from each other, collapsing onto the couch. With Marie on my left and Mrs. Sullivan on my right, an arm wrapped around each of them, I felt like the fucking king of the world. Or, in this case, the library, I guess.
Still, there was no denying who the library truly belonged to. Mrs. Sullivan pulled my head to hers, kissing me deeply.
"I trust there will be no more disrespect to my library?" Mrs. Sullivan asked.
"No, Mrs. Sullivan," I replied, then thinking quickly I added, "Not unless you're part of it."
She smiled at me wolfishly. "You're catching on. Marie's lessons, after all, far from finished, and I think we could use a partner for some of the more advanced lessons. Any objections, Marie?"
"None whatsoever," she said, running a hand up my chest.
I had a lot going on these days, more than I ever thought I'd have on my plate at once, actually, but the prospect of another encounter like we just had was too much for me to turn down. "I think I can arrange for that."
"You'd better," Mrs. Sullivan said, trailing her fingers down to my deflated cock, squeezing it slightly. "You wouldn't like us when we're upset, after all."
Something told me that she wasn't exaggerating.
***
I left the library, dressed and sore and tired, my mouth tasting of pussy juice and my phone now bearing a few new pictures. Mrs. Sullivan was happy to add a couple of her and Marie curled up together (with her face blocked out) to my Senior Year Memories album as encouragement for me to come back, and I was happy to have them handy.
It was only in looking at them that I found that I'd missed a couple texts.
I opened the one from Rachel first.
Rachel: Any luck with your marching band source?
I considered leaving it be for now, just making my way home gingerly, but I also didn't want to leave her out of the loop.
Me: I've found someone who will talk, now just need to find the time to talk.
Surprisingly, Rachel was quick to reply.
Rachel: Good to hear. Your mystery's got me on pins and needles. Just know if you don't get an answer soon, I'm liable to do my own investigating.
Me: Well, we wouldn't want that.
Thinking on it, I sent her one final text.
Me: Got another story for the album you won't believe. Talk about it later.
Leaving her on a cliffhanger like that would definitely have her wondering and bugging me, which was something I could get behind right now. I was too tired for long conversations, but I could have my fun teasing her.
Closing that conversation, I checked out my lone other new message, from Kaitlyn.
Kaitlyn: Can we talk?
I sighed. Usually when she said she wanted to talk, she wanted sex, and that was just not on the table today.
Me: Not today, really tired. Tomorrow after school work?
Kaitlyn: Sure.
Kaitlyn: Thanks.
Thanks? A thanks from Kaitlyn was a rare occasion indeed, and one that had me wondering what the hell was going on. With a long bike ride home, though, I didn't find myself wondering for long, even though I probably should've.
With all the crazy shit going on these days, I really had to stay on my toes.



        Senior Year Memories Ch. 16

        Finding and fucking the Halloween mystery girl.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/senior-year-memories-ch-16

Title: Senior Year Memories Ch. 16

Author: aimingtomisbehave33

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Finding and fucking the Halloween mystery girl.

Tags: big breasts, slut, creampie, voyeur, big cock, high school, cheerleader, 18-year-old, anal, oral

Series: Senior Year Memories


(Usual Disclaimer Time: Even though this story almost entirely takes place in a high school setting, all the characters in this story are 18 years old or older, and since we're living in the wide wonderful world of porno-land here, where clichés roam free and things might get a little unrealistic from time to time, please remember it's all in good fun, I swear.)
(Author's Note: After considering the reviews of the previous chapter, I was offered some solid criticisms about the pacing and characterization of the last few chapters, and while I may not agree with every detail of every criticism, they made good points on topics I was already becoming aware of. In an effort to address them, I am speeding up a couple storylines and putting three chapters of intended story material into these next two chapters. I want to thank everyone for this feedback, as it keeps me honest as an author and helps me address potential problems that I've been vaguely aware of without addressing. Because of these changes, I will apologize in advance for the slower start to this chapter, but as ever, I will try to end with a bang. As well, I would like to again thank MisterWildCard for acting as a second set of eyes on this chapter and for his honest editing and fantastic suggestions. As always, if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews or shoot me some feedback. Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It keeps me going and motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the criticisms!)
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***
Someone once told me that the more things change, the more they stay the same. While my studies of history have taught me there's a certain truth to that on a long enough timeline, in the small scale I've found that the more things change, the more they tend to keep changing. This year had been nothing but change for me, and it wasn't showing any sign of letting up. For all the change that was good, I was grateful. I could've done without the bad changes, but aside from the ones that were my own damn fault, the bad came with the territory.
And then there were the changes that were neither bad nor good, but were changes I had to account for anyway, like the moving trucks next door when I got home.
It'd been another long day at school made longer by spending an hour at the Puma Press offices after class so I could get some serious work in on an article. Neither of the two people I wanted to talk to, Tori McNeil or Hope Harris, were in the office like I'd hoped, and though that was frustrating, I was weirdly grateful for it in its own way too. While I wanted to talk to Tori to see if she was ready to talk about the new girl she'd been secretly-but-not-exactly-secretly dating and Hope to make good on her promise of kinky sex and the possibility that she might have information on the identity of my Halloween mystery girl, Sam, having a day where I could just focus on my schoolwork and get ahead in areas that I'd been neglecting lately was welcome.
I even thought this might happen without a hitch when my phone vibrated.
Hope: You never got around to asking your question.
Focusing on my article, I pinched the bridge of my nose, uncertain that this was something I wanted to engage in now. Hope was flirty and loved to talk dirty, and if this kept going it could probably lead to some crazy places. While I would've loved to explore some crazy places with Hope, today was not that day.
Me: Sorry. Something came up at the library.
Hope: Don't worry about it; band practice has been riding my ass lately.
Hope: Rather have something else riding my ass if you catch my drift, but I can't help that I'm music's bitch sometimes.
Hope: Anyway, while I'd love to have you tie me down and have you pleasurably torture the answers you need out of me, I don't know what my schedule's gonna be like for a while, so if you got something to ask, ask it.
Me: Thanks.
Me: Met a girl on Halloween, didn't get a name or face since she was in costume, pretty sure she was in marching band, wonder if you could help me out.
Hope: And by "met" you mean "fucked her silly," right?
Me:...
Me: Yes.
Hope: Got a picture of her?
I looked for one of the more dressed pictures of Sam and forwarded it to Hope. It was a long time before she responded, and when she did, the answer was short.
Hope: I'll get back to you.
I could've pressed her, maybe even should've, but a moment of peace to finish my article was too tempting, so I jumped on it. I got my article in, a damn fine one at that if I'm going to boast, but when I was done I was ready to be done for the day. I was good to get in pajamas, lock myself in and play some games, maybe even watch a movie, or even spend some time with Dad if he was actually in.
Having to emotionally process the moving trucks in the Martinez's driveway wasn't exactly something I'd anticipated.
Though I considered just riding up to my house, I took a detour down their driveway. I saw the 60-something Daniel Martinez guiding some of his older, twenty-something sons and a few moving men they'd hired on what furniture went where in one of their trucks. A fat, jovial man with a white beard that would've rivaled Santa Claus, Mr. Martinez didn't do much work himself (likely blaming it on his diabetes, or bad knees, or bad back, or one of the many ailments he'd blame for such things that weren't nearly that bad), instead balancing on his cane and acting like a very cheery general.
"Hey, Mr. Martinez," I said.
"Hey, Ryan! Cómo estás?" he asked. Back when I was little and Mr. and Mrs. Martinez used to babysit me all the time, they and some of their younger kids tried teaching me Spanish. It didn't really take then, though I'd been making up for it since in high school. I wasn't one of Sra. Lopez's best students by a long shot (though with the view down her shirt she sometimes gave, I was fond of trying to impress her sometimes), but I did okay. Whenever he saw me, Mr. Martinez liked to throw softball Spanish my way teasingly.
"I'm fine, but... how are you guys?" I said, looking at the moving.
"Getting old's the short answer," Mr. Martinez admitted. "Judy needs a new hip and I need to realize I ain't young like I used to be. So, Judy and me are selling the old place and moving in with my son Diego down in Santa Barbara. Nice weather, and I get to be close to most of my grandkids."
"Wow," I said, the thought of the Martinezes moving bittersweet. We were never really close, but they were family in a weird way. More than that, they were one of the few constants I'd had in Regan Hills for the better portion of my life since Mom died.
"What, I thought you'd have been glad to be rid of a bunch of old farts," Mr. Martinez said, then waving with his cane and barking, "I told you, Juan, those boxes go in the other truck with the rest of the shit! This truck's for the nice stuff!"
"What nice stuff?" Juan shot back.
Mr. Martinez laughed. "Smartass kids. Gotta love 'em."
"I'm happy if you guys are gonna be closer to family, it's just..." I trailed off.
Mr. Martinez put one of his strong, callused hands on my shoulder and squeezed. "I know what it's just, kiddo. Gonna miss this town too. Especially you and your old man. He even around these days? It's almost like he don't exist."
"He exists, he just has a way of avoiding the plot," I explained.
Mr. Martinez nodded, knowingly. "Well, if he finds a way of popping in and staying in, we're not moved out fully yet. Gonna have a barbeque first week of December to kick off the move south, and you guys got an invite. For all the noise we're gonna make, there's no way we're not inviting you."
He made a fair point. He was also a damn good cook. "I'll tell Dad, but if he can't make it, I definitely am."
Mr. Martinez laughed and clapped me on the back. "That's what I like to hear!"
Curious, I asked, "You guys sell the place yet?"
"Yeah. Escrow people are still workin' out all the paperwork and inspections and the like, but it's basically a done deal. Got a great offer from a single mom with a teen daughter, maybe something for both you and your old man to keep an eye out for, right? Finally get you to bust that cherry of yours?" Mr. Martinez teased.
My love life, or lack thereof until recently, had always been one of Mr. Martinez's favorite ways of ribbing me. No doubt he'd try to set me up with one of his granddaughters or grandnieces at the barbeque as a way of messing with me. He'd done it before, and I usually stuttered and stumbled and didn't do shit about it, but I was in a better place these days, so who knew?
"I'll get right on that," I said, looking at the furniture being moved. "You need any help?"
I was tired enough that I honestly hoped he would say no, and thank god he was something of a mind reader. "Naw, me and my boys and the boys from the Home Depot got it, just so long as- FOR FUCK'S SAKE, JUAN, I WROTE SHIT ON THE BOXES THAT'RE SHIT, IT'S NOT THAT HARD!"
Slowly, I wheeled my bike away. "I'll go get to my homework then."
"Do that, kiddo. And don't forget the barbeque!" he called out.
"Wouldn't dream of it," I replied, walking back home.
The Martinezes were leaving. The Martinezes were leaving, Kyle Bowman was banished, and I suddenly had a lot of friends and all the sex I could've dreamed of and then some.
I wondered what else the year had in store.
***
When I was wondering what else the year had in store, finding Kaitlyn Pruitt lying down on my bed and reading my battered copy of Watchmen wasn't exactly what I had in mind. On her stomach and facing away from me, I was given a perfect view of her luscious body, her beautiful round ass, her long, lithe legs, even the slightest swell of her DD-cup tits pillowing out underneath her. She was dressed in her Regan Hills High Pumas cheerleading outfit, a tight, white, long-sleeved top, a short, blue skirt, and knee-high white socks, her long, silky black hair tied back in a ponytail. From the angle I approached, her skirt was hiked high enough that I could see her matching blue panties. She must have come here directly after practice, but you couldn't tell that for how pristine she looked.
Tired as I was, it was a look that inspired activity in my pants.
"Lotta blue dick in this book," she said.
"That's not exactly the point," I said, dropping my backpack by the doorway and walking slowly to the bed. "Also, how the hell did you get in here?"
"Your hide-a-key isn't as well hidden as you think," she said. Kaitlyn closed Watchmen and put it on the shelf above my bed, sitting up and facing me. Her resting bitch face and sneer had softened considerably since we'd started having sex, though there were still traces on her beautiful, slightly tanned face. Rather than the turnoff they might've once been, now I thought they made her even hotter.
"I should really fix that," I said.
"Why? You don't like surprises?" Kaitlyn asked.
Thinking of the surprises that had held the better portion of November so far, I said, "Some of them. Not that this is really a surprise, is it?"
"No," Kaitlyn said.
I'd received a message from Kaitlyn the day before saying she wanted to talk. At the time I took that as her wanting sex, which after my afternoon in the library fucking the librarian, Mrs. Sullivan, and her aide Marie into oblivion just sounded exhausting. I'd texted her back saying we could talk today, and in my infinite wisdom I chose this day as my catch-up day, meaning I'd forgotten entirely until I saw her there on my bed.
"So..." I said, sitting beside her on the bed. "...you wanted to talk?"
"Yes," Kaitlyn said.
"Like actually talk, or 'talk,'" I said, not sure which I preferred at the moment.
"Is it really so crazy that I'd actually want to talk with my clothes on?" Kaitlyn asked.
"No, but with us it's just, you know, a little unexpected," I said.
Kaitlyn sighed. "So..."
"So?" I asked.
She sighed again. "Look, this isn't easy saying what I gotta say-"
"Never thought I'd catch you at a loss for words," I interrupted.
"Oh, fuck off," she said, standing up, frustrated and running a hand through her hair. "This is all your fucking fault anyway."
"What is?" I asked.
"These... standards, I'm developing. They suck," Kaitlyn admitted with the severity of someone who was admitting to a long hidden crime.
"Standards?" I asked, amused at how she said it like a dirty word.
"Don't remind me," Kaitlyn said, sitting back down next to me. "I'm a slut. A proud slut. You know it, I know it, everybody knows it, this isn't news. All it used to take in a guy was a nice smile and a tight ass (or at least a six pack) and I'd fuck him. I'd tally them up just like they'd tally me up, but I always knew I'd held the high ground because I had more marks and fucked more cheerleaders than any guy in school could ever dream. But then I met you. Again. Because we'd met before."
"Obviously."
"We started fucking, and at first I was just loving it because I loved your cock and how good you were with your mouth and because Brooke really likes you, and... and I thought it was just that. I didn't think I was actually getting to like you," Kaitlyn admitted.
"Like me?" I said, flattered and confused and scared in equal measures. "Like, 'like me' like me, or-"
"No, no, not like that," Kaitlyn interrupted, shaking her head softly. "Not that you wouldn't probably make good boyfriend material with some work, but you know me, I know you, we're not really relationship people right now."
I wanted to tell her that she was wrong about this, that if a relationship opportunity came along that I'd drop everything for that, but I couldn't do that. Even though I'd risked some serious trouble lately, I was having too much fun. While I'd have loved the possibility of exploring a serious future with Tori or Josie, I wasn't there yet, not when Regan Hills High offered so many possibilities that I had yet to explore.
"But... it hasn't been as easy to be a slut like I like since you and me have been spending so much time together," Kaitlyn said.
"Really?" I asked.
"Really," Kaitlyn grumbled, frustrated. "I've been seeing the problems for a while now, but a few nights back I was with Aaron Cooper from the basketball team. Him and I had fooled around some before, I'd blown him a few times, let him fingerbang me once. I'd been feeling him out, and he was looking like a good possibility for fucking around with since he had a nice cock, but when I finally decided to go through with it, I couldn't."
Kaitlyn not being able to have sex with a guy sounded like a fish trying to live without water. "What happened?"
"He was boring, he was dumb, and he couldn't talk about much other than basketball or how basketball was taking him to college before he went pro, even though he couldn't go pro if his life depended on it. A while ago shit like that wouldn't have bothered me, but since you and me have been spending so much time together, since we've been talking and really getting to know each other, it's just... ugh, I need to be with a guy I can talk with, and that's seriously cutting down on the pool of fuckable guys in school."
"Should I be saying sorry?" I asked.
"Probably," Kaitlyn said. "Probably not. I dunno. I still love fucking, but now that you've kind of tricked me into having standards-"
"Hey, I never tricked you into anything!" I interjected.
Kaitlyn shrugged. "You say to-ma-to, I say you tricked me into having standards."
"That's-"
"Look, I just needed someone to talk to about it, okay? I'm going through a fucking identity crisis here, and I really want to sort it out," Kaitlyn said.
My heart went out to her, but if she was looking to me for answers, she was searching in the wrong place.
"So, you came to me because we have sex and talk, and because you're used to just having sex with guys without much talk, you're suddenly bored by them?" I asked.
"Yeah," Kaitlyn said.
"And you think I've got some magical answer to all this?" I asked.
"No, but I was hoping... fuck, I don't know," Kaitlyn said.
"I'm sorry that you're stressed, but I'm not sorry that I've raised your standards. I find it kinda cool, actually. I didn't know I counted as higher standards," I said.
Kaitlyn rolled her eyes, crossing her arms under her breasts petulantly. "You're not helping."
"I'm sorry," I said. "But look at it this way. If you're with a better class of guy, maybe you'll get a better class of sex out of it. All those guys you were with before who bore the crap out of you now, they can't all have been that great, right?"
"Some of them were, but..." Kaitlyn trailed off.
"Explore this new side of yourself. Enjoy the fruits of higher standards. Be picky. Have fun!" I said. I shook my head softly when realizing how much like Rachel doling out advice I sounded; that was far from intentional.
Kaitlyn looked up at the ceiling thoughtfully, blowing a stray lock of hair out of her face. "I fucking hate it when you make sense."
She looked so good, I couldn't help but lean in and kiss her. "Do you really?"
"Yes," she said, a little breathy, a little taken off guard. I kissed her again, her soft lips melting against mine as we drew this one out, slower and softer.
"Still?" I proposed as our lips parted, our foreheads resting against one another.
Kaitlyn laughed, smiled even. "You'd be amazed how long I can hold onto a petty grudge."
"I'd believe that," I said, my hand sliding between her thighs. Moaning softly in anticipation, she parted them for me, letting my exploring fingers find her secret warmth. I rubbed my fingers around her panty-clad pussy, enjoying the soft sounds of pleasure she made as she held me close.
"Let's be honest about a couple things," Kaitlyn moaned. "First, I like what you're doing. Second, you and I both know that while I like what you're doing, I'd love something entirely different."
Knowing exactly what she meant, I kissed her one more time before dropping to my knees on the floor, sliding between her legs. Full of need, Kaitlyn slipped her panties off, spreading her legs and pulling up her cheerleading skirt so I could get a good view of her pussy.
I smiled. "I'd have thought you'd be a little more turned on."
Kaitlyn blushed. "I really did come here to talk, I wasn't expecting- FUCK!"
I didn't set out to cut her off by planting my mouth on her pussy and sucking, but once the idea came to me it was too tempting. When it came to all things sex, Kaitlyn was vocal and loud, aspects of her I absolutely loved.



"Oh goddamn if this is what having standards is like, I can do worse, fuck, fuck, fuck," she groaned, grinding her cunt into my face. With one hand she grabbed the back of my head, pulling me in further while I ate her out, while she cupped one of her breasts through her uniform with the other. It was a great sight to look up at, motivating me to lick harder, exploring her pussy with my fingers and tongue and finding those spots I knew she loved.
I pulled one of my fingers slick with her pussy juice and slid it beneath, pressing it between her ass cheeks, finding that tight puckered hole that I knew drove her wild. Kaitlyn moaned as I pressed my finger against her asshole, slowly forcing its way inside, but once it yielded I sunk my finger inside easily.
"You start playing around you better fucking back it up," Kaitlyn taunted.
"You know I will," I shot back, diving back into eating her pussy out with gusto. I lapped up her sweet juices, suckling and nibbling gently on her little pink clit while I fingerfucked her asshole. We might've only gone on like this for a couple minutes or a couple hours, but trapped between her thighs and bringing her pleasure, I was barely in a hurry.
"Goddamn, fuck, fuck you know how to eat pussy, god, I'm so glad, fuck, so glad we did this, so glad I started tutoring, god, you changed my fucking year, you made the other guys boring, but maybe that's good, that's what I need now, I need some interesting guys, guys who really know how to fuck, yes, god, you got it, got it, cumming, I'm cumming, cummingcummingcummingcumcumcumFUCKFUCKFUCKING SHIT I'M CUMMING, GOD, FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCKKK!!" Kaitlyn cried out as her whole body was hit by her orgasm. A flood of juices escaped her pussy and I did what I could to lap them all up, but it was impossible to keep some of them from running down my chin and neck.
Kaitlyn almost collapsed onto my bed, but gotta love her stamina she kept sitting. Sure, she had to hold herself up with her hands and was damn shaky, but looking down at me like she was, so pretty and so peaceful... god she was gorgeous.
She slid down to the floor and onto her knees in front of me, enough that we could exchange some long, slow kisses. Kaitlyn was normally a very passionate fuck who knew how to put me through my paces, but she must've been a goddamn mind-reader today for how slow she was taking it with me. She was perfectly fine slowly making out with me, rubbing my cock through my jeans as I touched her breasts, feeling her nipples rock hard even through her cheerleading top.
"Come on," she said, breaking apart from me and turning around, bending over the bed and thrusting her ass out at me. Reaching back, she pulled her skirt up over her perfect bubble butt. "Come on and fuck me."
A fine invitation, wouldn't you say?
***
"OH GOD, KEEP FUCKING MY ASS, KEEP FUCKING MY ASS, DON'T YOU DARE FUCKING STOP, I'M GONNA CUM AGAIN, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK!!" Kaitlyn roared as I pounded down into her ass. Lying flat on her back on my bed with her legs on my shoulders, I was able to penetrate deep into her ass, all ten inches of my cock disappearing with blinding speed with each stroke. We'd been at this for close to an hour now, all dreams of having a relaxing afternoon pushed to the wayside as Kaitlyn Pruitt had a way of doing. Our clothes were strewn about the room, and though I was dripping sweat I fucked her like a machine, living for her grunts and groans and the way her tits swung with every impact of our bodies. Her pussy and tits were covered in my cum and I was sure my lips tasted permanently of her ass and pussy, but I didn't care.
All I lived for was making her cum and cumming myself, and that wasn't far off for either of us.
"FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCCCCKKKK YEEEEEEEEEEEEEEAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHH!!" Kaitlyn screamed as her body shook with yet another orgasm. Her asshole squeezed my cock tightly, milking out what was probably the last orgasm I'd be able to pull for a while. Still, since this meant I'd cum in all three of her holes today, that felt like a day well spent.
I rolled off of her, my cock pulling out of her ass with a small river of cum following it.
Panting, I said, "I'm really gonna have to clean these sheets."
"Yeah, not sorry," Kaitlyn said, running her hands over her body. "Fuck that's nice."
"Agreed," I panted. I looked over at her, hair all messed up, makeup streaked down her face, looking at that pretty face that'd been gagging on my cock not but twenty minutes before and asking for more. If it hadn't been for Kaitlyn, this year, my life would've been very different. Not all of what came after she brought me into this particular world of sex had been good, but what was good outweighed the bad by a fair margin.
I leaned in and kissed her. It wasn't a passionate kiss, nor was it a slow, tender kiss, more of a quick sign of affection. Kaitlyn's eyes went wide at the gesture, but in that brief moment our lips were locked, she more than returned the favor.
"What was that for?" she asked.
"A thank you," I said.
"For what?"
"For making sure my year wasn't boring."
"Oh," she said, amused, then planting a quick kiss on my lips.
"What was that for?" I asked.
"Thanking you for helping me pass history. And, you know, for making sure my year wasn't boring either," Kaitlyn said.
"I love how nice you get after a good assfucking," I said.
"What can I say? I love that cock," Kaitlyn said. "Speaking of history, though, think we got some time for actual tutoring after this?"
"Sure. We should probably get dressed and-"
"Hey, guys?" a familiar voice said from the hall. Fuck, I really should've closed that door. She wasn't standing in the door, though, just down the hall. I hadn't expected this would be how we'd start talking again, but I was ready for this. She continued, "I didn't want to interrupt, but now that it sounds like you're finished for this round, would it be okay if I borrowed Ryan to talk?"
"You should really hide that key better," Kaitlyn said, not moving, still musing over the cum she was covered in.
"I should," I said, quickly pulling on my underpants and pants.
"Hey, Tori!" Kaitlyn called into the hallway. "Don't keep him too long, okay? Him and I have some actual non-anatomy studying to do!"
"I make no promises, Kaitlyn," Tori shot back.
"Bitch!" Kaitlyn called playfully.
"Slut!" Tori returned.
"Slutty and proud!" Kaitlyn replied.
This was an argument for the ages I didn't need to be a part of, and so I didn't say anything until I stepped out into the hall.
Tori McNeil had never been such a sight for sore eyes. Her untamed curly red hair, her tie-dyed shirts and overalls hiding her massive tits, my oldest and best friend...
"Hey," she said. If I wasn't mistaken, she looked a little scared.
"Hey," I replied. Not liking that scared look on her face, I reached out and hugged her. She hugged me back fiercely, and if I wasn't mistaken it sounded like she might've been crying a little.
"You smell like Kaitlyn's pussy," she said, sniffling slightly.
"Sorry about that. We were just having sex," I said.
"I heard," Tori replied. Taking a deep breath, she said, "We should really talk."
"Yeah, we should," I said.
"This sounds like one of those things you guys might wanna say where I can't hear you! Also, I can hear you!" Kaitlyn called from my room. I closed the door behind us.
"Good suggestion," I said.
"Yeah," Tori replied. We didn't break the hug, and I didn't want to break it. If we could've just stayed there forever, friends just happy to see each other and wondering why we'd ever been so stupid around each other, I think I'd have died happy.
***
Eventually we did have to break that hug, and after settling down in the living room, Tori explained everything that had happened since Halloween between her and April Martel.
How at first she'd helped April out of the haunted house simply to help her deal with her panic attack.
How in a fit of spontaneity after calming down somewhat, April had nervously kissed Tori.
How a kiss led to the two of them spending the rest of Halloween in Tori's basement bedroom exploring each others' bodies.
How that had become... something else entirely.
"I didn't mean for this to happen. I didn't expect it to happen. I don't even think I thought it was possible. I told myself this year no falling in love, that it wouldn't be fair to any of us if I fell in love when college would have us all splitting up, that it just didn't make any sense and all I wanted was for this year to make sense. When I told you that after Homecoming, I meant it. I knew I meant it, and I believed it, but I didn't expect April," Tori said, trailing off.
"I've told myself before that I was done dating closeted girls, and believe me when I say she's deep in the closet, but there's something about her I can't explain. There's a spark between us that's something more than sex. Don't get me wrong, there's sex too and it's amazing (for a lesbian with next to no experience, she's a fucking natural), but it's not just that. We click in a way that's just... wow. Talking with her it's like we've known each other all our lives, we know what the other wants, what the other needs... we just fit together so well. It might be love. I think it's love. I... I hope it's love? I don't know. I really don't know," Tori said. She looked away from me again, her eyes still on the verge of tears in spite of her smile.
"I should've told you. I should've been honest with you right away, but I didn't want to hurt you. At first I told myself that if I didn't tell you, I was protecting you, and that if I was protecting you it was impossible for you to get hurt. It was stupid, it was a mistake, it was something I shouldn't have done, but the longer I did it, the harder it got to back out. I had to make more excuses to back up my other excuses, and the more excuses I made the denser the web of lies got. I... I'm sorry I lied to you for so long. I'm sorry I've been avoiding you. I'm sorry I've been so stupid. Please, Ryan, I need to know... do you hate me?" she asked.
"No. Never," I answered easily.
"Really?" she asked.
"Really," I replied. "I've done plenty of stupid this month too-"
"I doubt it's as stupid as I've been," Tori interrupted.
Remembering her cries as I made Tori's mom cum multiple times earlier this month, I said, "We'll agree to disagree on that point. Tori, I've loved you as a friend longer than I've had a crush on you, and that love won't ever change. I'm happy for you. Honestly, I am. I won't say it doesn't make me a little sad and that there isn't some part of me that still wishes to be with you, but... does April make you happy?"
"More than anything, yeah," Tori confirmed.
"Then I'm happy."
"Really?"
"Really."
This was all that I'd wanted these past few weeks, and I couldn't have felt better. Tori had come clean and let me know what was going on with her and April, and I couldn't have been happier. If only I could've come clean to her and tell her everything that had been on my mind lately, I probably would've been even happier, but since what I'd been up to lately included sex with her mom and going around behind her back with Rachel while I tried to figure out Sam's identity, I couldn't pull that trigger.
Tori sighed, almost laughing, her eyes finally meeting mine. "She was right."
"Who?" I asked.
"Rachel. She's been driving me up the wall trying to give me all this sisterly advice she never gave me before, telling me how to fix my problems and what I ought to do, but she was right about coming clean to you. She was right, and I'm never gonna hear the fucking end of it," Tori laughed.
"You don't say," I said, trying to play it off while also fumbling for the phone vibrating in my pocket.
"Urgent text?" Tori asked.
"It can wait," I said, even if it kept vibrating.
Tori cocked her head, a smirk I knew too well forming on her lips. "Really? With the kinds of girls you're dealing with these days, you're just gonna let that wait?"
"For you, yeah," I said.
"I'm touched. Now answer your fucking text," Tori said.
Gratefully, I pulled the phone from my pocket. "Just remember, you said this was okay."
"I'm not gonna get jealous, if that's what you're worried about. I'm a one girl girl these days," Tori said.
"Glad to hear it," I said, checking the text on my phone.
Hope: I've thought on it, and I'm willing to give you her info because I think it'll be good for her.
Hope: Just promise me you'll give her a good time.
Hope: She could really use one.
Smiling, I texted back a quick response.
Me: Of course I will.
Hope didn't respond right away, so I pocketed my phone again.
"There's something I've been wondering. Kind of an idea I've had, I'd like to run by you," Tori said.
"Shoot."
"You doing anything this Thanksgiving?" Tori asked.
"That an invite?" I asked. Dad and I never really did anything for Thanksgiving outside of the occasional turkey sandwich if we were really feeling festive (Mom had always been the cook), so whenever Tori gave me the offer to join them for Thanksgiving, I took it. Her dad may have been cheating on her mom, but that didn't change the fact that he was a pretty great chef.
"Partially. But... it's also kind of an invitation for you to meet April. She's coming to Thanksgiving too, and I'd really like to get the two of you in the same room at once. I think... I think it'd be good for all of us," Tori said.
My phone vibrated again, and a quick look at the lock screen told me it was another message from Hope. I said, "I'd love that."
"Me too," Tori said, relieved.
Quickly, I checked the text. My eyes went wide with what Hope had sent.
"What's up? It looks like your day just got a shitload more interesting," Tori said.
Fully wrapping my head around everything Hope sent, I said, "That's one way of putting it."
***
I was too tired from a long day, a longer afternoon with Kaitlyn, and talking with Tori to make good on Hope's information the moment I got it, but going on her intel I was able to do so two days later. Sitting in the passenger seat of Rachel's car, watching her singing along to an 80s rock station, I was torn between finding her cute and being excited for the end of the quest to find out Sam's identity.
Okay, Rachel was definitely cute in a trashy way now with her choppy red hair, punk fashion sense and myriad tattoos (a realization that was hard but undeniable given our history), but once she dropped me off I knew that I'd be focused on Sam. I had to be focused on Sam, that was why we'd come here, that was what we'd spent these past weeks focused on. I was here for Sam, not for Rachel.
Though it really was fun spending time with her, wasn't it?
It was definitely easier to guide my focus back to Sam the moment we pulled up outside her house.
"Driving you to meet up with a mysterious girl for a booty call. I feel just like your pimp," Rachel said as she pulled up to the curb.
"If you were my pimp, then I'd be a whore, and we'd both be getting paid," I said.
Rachel thought on this. "Not a good analogy then."
"Not really, no," I said.
Rachel shrugged. "Well, you sure you don't need fluffing first? Don't wanna ruin your date by not being able to get it up, and I give really great blowjobs."
She said this so matter of factly that I knew she was joking, but it was hard not having an image of that flash before my eyes. "Getting it up's never really been a problem, but thanks for the offer."
"Ah well, can't blame a girl for trying, especially since you still won't share with me your mystery girl's identity. I'll blow you if you give me her name," Rachel joked.
"Tempting, but, no," I teased.
"Oh, you're no fun," Rachel grumbled.
This was a late idea of mine, but one I was having a little bit of fun with. In all of our interactions, Rachel had maintained pretty much complete control. That I had information that she didn't, and that she was interested in finding it out almost as much as I was, gave me a little power, and I meant to take complete advantage of that power.
"Oh, like you won't find out who she is before I've gotten five steps away from her car," I said.
"Yeah, but, still, common courtesy would dictate you sharing," Rachel suggested.
I took off my seatbelt, opening the door and stepping out. "Well, what about us is common?"
"Point," she said when I closed the door. Through the open window, she asked, "Text me when you're ready for a pickup?"
"I will. I'll buy the pizza even, tell you the whole story," I said.
"You better, and make sure it's juicy, alright?" Rachel said, smiling.
"We'll see," I said, watching as she pulled away.
I shook my head. For so much of my life I'd thought of Rachel McNeil as a nemesis that it felt almost impossible that we were friends now, because we were friends now, weren't we? Not close friends, not like me and her sister were, but there was definitely something there. She was smart, and funny, and definitely kinda hot in a trashy sort of way, and more and more I found myself enjoying my time with her, even looking forward to it. There was a definite sadness to her that I felt for, and she still wouldn't explain to me why she was home instead of at school right now, but part of me hoped that I'd get to know her well enough in time that she'd trust me with information like that.
Until then, though, I was glad that she'd taken me on as a project while she was in town, because she really had helped me get my life back on track. I'd repaired the stupid mistakes I'd made with Josie, Rachel had gotten Tori to talk to me again, and if it weren't for her, I wouldn't be here right now about to meet the girl who'd helped make this last Halloween the best of my life.
Which led to the main reason I was standing outside this suburban house toward the edge of Regan Hills. When Hope had given me the information I needed to find this girl, I had to admit that she was thorough. She texted pictures, directions, even likely times to find her when we wouldn't be interrupted, and purposefully so I didn't look weird just standing by the curb, I walked over toward the gate that led around the house to the backyard. On the gate was a simple sign that read:
LOVELY LADIES DANCE STUDIO
DANCE LESSONS BY APPOINTMENT ONLY! - BALLROOM, BALLET, POLE & MORE!
I was definitely in the right place. I walked through the gate, following the path around the back of the house toward the old converted garage I took to be the dance studio. I heard music coming through the half open door, "Pour Some Sugar On Me," which seemed fitting for what was taught inside. I crept up to the doorway slowly, peering inside.
And there she was, in the flesh: Sam.
Or, more accurately, Josie's friend, 18-year-old Sarah Kent.
At 5'2" and just shy of a hundred pounds, she was a lean, pale girl with a dancer's build, her wavy, shoulder-length blonde hair held up with a tie. Her ass was round but tight in her blue spandex shorts, and her B-cup tits didn't look the most impressive under her loose gray tank top, but it was undeniably the girl who'd seduced me on Halloween. Her moves as she danced, lost in a world all her own, occasionally taking an expert spin around one of the floor to ceiling poles, they were all so familiar yet strange at once.
The Sarah Kent I knew was, well, a girl I barely knew. One of Josie's best friends, she was usually one of the quietest, meekest people you'd ever meet. Calling her "painfully shy" would be generous, since she usually only spoke in short, clipped sentences (though when she spoke, it was usually to say something pretty thoughtful) and hid as much as she could beneath her hoodie. Without the hoodie I was surprised by just how pretty she was, her face cute and determined as she danced what looked a very complicated and hot routine, her green eyes still sparkling behind her horn-rimmed glasses.



She was so lost in her routine that she didn't even notice me as I stepped inside and closed the door behind me, impressive considering the floor to ceiling mirror that covered the longest wall. It wasn't that big a studio, but with its clean paint job, nice lighting and wood-paneled floors, they made the best of the space.
The song finished, Sarah struck a triumphant pose that had her looking at the mirror, the brightest smile I'd ever seen on her face.
I clapped. "You got some moves, Sam."
Sarah's face dropped with fright, but she didn't move. Softly, she said, "Hope told me she had a surprise for me. I didn't expect it to be you."
I approached her, slowly, and she didn't move, which was something. "She told me that if you knew I was coming, you probably would've backed out."
"She's right," Sarah said.
"Why?" I asked.
For a long time, Sarah said nothing, standing in front of the mirror, not looking at me or her own reflection, staring into some far off place. Her breathing was heavy, her hands balling and unballing into fists nervously.
"'cause I'm not like a lot of other girls. I wanna be like them, but I can't be because I can't be like they are. I'm pretty like them, sure, but I don't know how they can go out there without being afraid of everybody looking at them, it's... the eyes," Sarah trailed off.
"So that's why you came after me in a mask? So you wouldn't have to feel like there were eyes on you?" I said, still moving closer behind her.
She nodded. "Josie was trying to send me after you for a while. She knows... she knows what I like, and that you could help me get some, but, it was just so hard, then I thought, hey, Halloween, and that maybe then I wouldn't have to be afraid. Maybe then I could be someone else, be like one of the other girls, be someone worth noticing without having to be afraid."
I laughed, softly, not wanting to scare her off when she looked halfway between hopeful and a deer in headlights. I was only a foot or so away from her, and I wanted to be closer, but I needed to play this right. "You're not like other girls. You never could be. I've been with a lot, but I don't think any other girl could've gotten in my head like you have since Halloween."
"Really?" she asked.
"Really," I replied. "I understand being shy, lacking confidence, better than you know. It can be a cage, and a damn hard one to escape from if you let it stay a cage. If I've discovered one thing this year, though, it's that a little confidence goes a long way. Maybe I don't apply it as much as I should, and going forward I think I'll give that a try, but here, now, I just want you to know that you've got my attention. You don't have to be afraid with me, or with anyone, because you're worth noticing at any time."
Taking my chance, I closed the distance between us, pressing my pants clad cock against her ass. Looking at me in the mirror, she bit her lip, holding back the slightest moan. I reached down and pulled her tank top up over her tits, revealing her thick, pink nipples to both of us. She moaned more noticeably, grinding her ass against my cock as I cupped her breasts and lightly pinched her nipples.
"You're a smart, passionate, incredibly sexy girl, and you're worth being noticed by as many people as you want to be noticed by," I said. I let one hand drift down her abs, sliding in the front of her shorts until I found her tight, shaved pussy. She was already a little damp, but as my fingers explored her pussy, I knew it wouldn't be long before she was soaking.
Her voice pitching higher, Sarah said, "Right now, I'm... oh yeah, I'm fine just being noticed by you."
"Good, because I mean to finish what we started on Halloween," I said, pulling her tank top over her head with one hand and her shorts and panties down with my other, leaving her completely naked. Honestly, I had no idea the move would work so smoothly, but it impressed her.
Impressed me too, for that matter.
"If you insist," she groaned, turning to face me. Finally looking at me directly, her face was shy again, almost nervous even though we'd had some pretty insane sex on Halloween. Almost instinctively she looked down, but I stopped her, a hand lightly on her chin, tilting her head up so I could kiss her. We hadn't had the chance to do this on Halloween with her mask, but now that I had the chance to kiss Sarah properly, I was glad I took it. Though slow and nervous when she started, she soon got into it, proving a surprisingly playful kisser. She didn't favor the long, deep kisses, but rather swift, quick ones that let her smile in between, darting her tongue into my mouth so it could duel with mine. This lined up with the girl I met on Halloween, the one who had energy to spare and really loved her sex.
She seemed to remember that side of herself as well, reaching down and feeling my cock through my pants. I helped her in this task, undoing my belt and zipper, dropping my pants and underwear to the floor and letting my ten inch cock stand free. I'd had enough anticipation for this moment that it was already dripping precum freely, and she took advantage, jacking it enthusiastically with both of her dainty hands that didn't feel so dainty once she took my cock in them.
While this was nice, I wanted more, putting my hands on her shoulders and pressing down slightly. She didn't need any more guidance, dropping to her knees and energetically worshipping my cock, licking the head while jacking it with both hands. Dipping down, she even licked and sucked on my balls briefly, an act that made me suck in a breath through my teeth.
"Fuck, you're good," I said.
"Thanks," she said, letting one ball go only to suck on the other, then licking her way back to the tip. She swirled her tongue over the head, savoring my precum. "Still sweeter than candy."
With that, she took most of the length of my cock into her mouth, sucking with a ferocity that felt a sharp contrast to her earlier hesitation. This was the girl I knew from Halloween, confident and energetic, excited for sex and wanting to give, and receive, pleasure. She deepthroated my cock with almost practiced ease, her mouth and throat exquisitely tight, hot and wet. If all I'd gotten out of today was another of Sarah's amazing blowjobs, I could've left happy, but I wanted so much more from her.
"Got a, fuck, got a place to lie down?" I grunted.
Sarah cocked her head at the corner. "There's some towels in the corner over there."
I pushed her head back onto my cock. "Good. I'm gonna fuck your face a little longer, but then, yes, then get some of those towels down, 'cause first I'm gonna eat that sweet pussy of yours, then I'm gonna fuck you, probably more than once. You can live with that?"
My cock never leaving her wildly stretched mouth, she nodded.
"Good," I said, thrusting into her a few times before pulling my cock out and letting her breathe. She crawled over to the pile of towels and set up a nice little nest for us on the floor while I got naked. When I was finally ready to turn my attention to her, I found that she had already gotten a head start, fingering her cute pink pussy lips furiously. Sarah was already soaked, and even from a fair distance away I could smell the sweet, savory aroma of her cunt.
Crawling between her legs, seeing this pussy up close and personal again, it felt like I was meeting up with an old friend again. True, it'd only been a few weeks since Halloween, but it was a welcome return. I once again ate her pussy with gusto, savoring the taste as I fingerfucked and ate her like it was my last meal. I relished the opportunity to truly enjoy her pussy today, not bogged down by the long day and multiple fucks I'd already had on Halloween. Here and now I was awake and ready for her, and I meant to make her cum hard.
"Yes, yes, yes, so good, so good, you got it, right there, right there, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuckkfuckfuckfuckFUCKFUCKFUCKFUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCCCCCKKKK!!" she squealed, her body shaking with a hard, swift orgasm.
Given that she'd been playing with herself already, I knew this one would be quick, so I stayed between her legs, waiting for her to calm down.
"Mmmmm, thank you for that," Sarah purred, running her hands through my hair. "That was amaz- hey, what are you- FUCK!"
I waited for her to calm down slightly, but not too much that she wouldn't be able to properly appreciate as I started eating her out again. I started off slower this time, my tongue tracing wide, heavy circles around her bright pink clit, my fingers in her pussy slowly pumping in and out of her as if I were starting to fuck her. She groaned deeply, her powerful legs wrapping around my neck, pulling me in closer, urging me forward, and forward I meant to go. I started eating her pussy more vigorously, taking the way she gripped my hair as a good sign (so long as she didn't strangle me with her legs, at least).
Experimentally, I pulled my pussy slick fingers from her lips, tracing my middle finger down, teasing, probing at her asshole. I didn't apply much pressure, just enough to let her know I was interested.
"Oh fuck!" she squeaked. "Not yet, not yet, not like that, but... fuck, if you keep going, we keep going... just keep playing for now, keep going, fuck, fuck, fuck."
If her words made little sense, the incoherent babbling sounds she made as I kept going made even less sense. I took enough that she didn't want me to fully finger her ass, so I didn't, merely playing with it while I continued eating her out.
It wasn't long before she was a writhing, moaning mess on the floor, and not long after that even that she was cumming again, louder, more explosively than the first time, a fresh spurt of her juices coating my lips and chin. She squeezed me by the neck so hard it felt like she might've been getting ready to pop my head clean off, but that wasn't in the cards, no. Soon she was soft again, cooing, breathing heavily, looking down at me with the prettiest "just been fucked" face I think I ever saw. I don't know when her hair fell down, but now it was a mess, splayed out on the floor and onto her chest.
"Thank you," she said, blushing.
"My pleasure," I said, crawling up between her legs, sliding my tongue up along her stomach, then up to her tits, suckling on each nipple and nibbling the tips before moving up, licking the side of her neck before kissing her deeply. Sarah returned the kiss in kind, wrapping her arms around me and pulling me in close. My cock bobbed down beneath me, hitting first her inner thigh, then running up against her soaked pussy.
"You want it?" I asked, rubbing the head on her pussy lips.
"Please," Sarah said breathily. I thrust forward once, burying the head of my cock in her pussy, loving how her eyes went wide with the invasion. Her face was even more beautiful when I buried the entire length of my cock in her tight, wet cunt, her mouth dropping open in a single, loud moan before falling into a highly satisfied smile.
"You have no idea how long I've wanted to see your face while I did that," I said.
"Since Halloween?" Sarah suggested, looking down to where our genitals met, her eyes almost fascinated by the way her pussy had been invaded.
"...okay, you do know," I said, slowly pumping in and out of her.
For all the stress and misadventures I'd had this past month, for all the trouble I'd nearly gotten into, for all the mistakes I'd made, this moment was the greatest relief I could've imagined. Not only had I found out who Sam really was, but we'd reconnected so easily. That I knew her story and understood why she did what she did only made me feel closer to Sarah. I knew we didn't have the same kind of connection that I had with Josie or Tori or Kaitlyn or even Brooke, but I knew I wanted to get to know her better.
I had to know her better. I wasn't sure how just yet, but I knew I could help her, that if I could break out of my shell, that I could help her become exactly the kind of person she wanted to become.
In that first fraction of a second after we started fucking, these were all facts I knew well and with great clarity, but the moment we started moving, the moment our bodies found that rhythm together, anything resembling coherent thought went out the window in a hurry. We were no longer two people who'd rekindled a recent bond, no, we were driven purely by instinct and raw animal lust, driven by the need to cum, both of our mouths tasting heavily of Sarah's pussy juices in those rare moments we found we could kiss.
The world could've ended around us and we wouldn't have noticed for the intensity of the sex we had on that dance studio floor. I pounded down into her with long, deep thrusts, grunting and groaning and panting and watching as she did the same, her voice taking on a higher and higher squeal the longer we went, pushing me further and harder, the pleasure in my cock surging as she tightened around me. Her tits, though not the largest, bounced with each thrust, rubbing up against my chest every so often when our bodies would collide.
I wouldn't last much longer, not with the leadup we had, but I wanted to last. I wanted to stretch this out, to make it last forever for all the wait we'd had. If I could've, I'd have kept going until both of our bodies gave out, until we were nothing but a pair of worn out beasts covered in our own sweat and juices.
I couldn't have done this, though, because my body had its limits. I was fucking her hard, even with my own orgasm building, but I'd gone so hard and so fast in my enthusiasm that I was already starting to slow.
Sarah clearly sensed this, though, urging me onto my back. I followed her lead and found the view to be every bit as enjoyable, if not moreso than fucking her while on top. I'm not sure there's a more heavenly sight on this earth than watching this tiny girl bouncing up and down on my cock, watching as she almost speared its entire length on each bounce while her tits jumped wildly.
"Goddamn, fuck, I love this cock, can't believe I, fuck, can't believe I ever let it alone, can't believe I hid from this, this is amazing, this is so much fun, fuck, fuck, fuck!" Sarah squealed with excitement.
"Glad you think so, 'cause I'm fucking having fun!" I said.
"Good. We're gonna keep fucking, and fucking some more, and, fuck, fuck, fuck!" she said, her body shaking as she closed in on another orgasm.
"I'm gonna cum soon!" I warned.
"Me too, me too! Just keep it going, just a little bit longer, then, fuck, gonna cum, then you fill me up, then-"
"FUCK!"
"YES!"
"CUMMING!"
"ME TOO!"
"FUCK!" I roared, my cock unloading shot after shot into her pussy as she bucked and moaned above me, collapsing to my chest shaking while I still drained the last of my swollen balls into her cunt. If she was capable of caring about anything in the world save for our union, you wouldn't have known it the way she was giggling, kissing my neck and chest while I drained the last few drops into her.
"That was really nice," she said, crawling off of me and lying down next to me.
"Nice? After all that, all I get is nice?" I joked.
"I said it was really nice," Sarah added, pouting.
I smiled, squeezing one of her breasts affectionately. "You know, for someone so shy, you sure know how to handle a cock."
Sarah actually laughed at that. "You can thank Josie, Hope, Mia and Fatima for that. They've, uh, taught me a lot, helped me get some experience. Marching band too, for that matter. You have no idea how crazy things get behind the scenes there."
"Hope's told me some of it," I said.
"But she could never tell you all of it, trust me," Sarah said, stroking my cock, clearly hoping to coax some life back into it.
"Where do you get all that stamina from?" I asked.
"My mom's had me dancing since I was little. She trained as a ballerina and ran this studio as a side business ever since she had me," Sarah explained.
"Even the...?" I hinted, motioning toward the poles.
Sarah giggled. "That's a more recent development. She thought it would help me build confidence. I don't think it's worked, but it's a ton of fun. There's times when I'm dancing, though, that I feel like I can just lose myself completely, that I actually could get out in front of people and dance and their eyes wouldn't mean anything. Not like a stripper, but, you know..."
"Like what?" I proposed.
Sarah blushed. "A cheerleader?"
I laughed, which only made her blush further. She said, "It's a stupid fantasy, stupid little dream, stupid-"
"No, it's not stupid. I think you'd make a great cheerleader," I said.
"Really?" Sarah asked, hopeful.
"Yeah. I mean, if you really wanted, I could ask around for you. I know a few cheerleaders, I could pull a few strings, get you a tryout," I said, though I was wondering whose strings I'd need to "pull" most; Kaitlyn's, Brooke's, Haley's or Addison's.
"I don't know," Sarah said, shaking her head softly. "It sounds like a dream, but, I don't know if I could handle that kind of pressure, that level of rejection. I couldn't... I wouldn't..."
I wrapped an arm around her, pulling her close. "Hey, you don't have to do what you don't want to do. It was just an idea."
"It was a nice idea," she said softly. She went back to stroking my cock again, getting it back to almost half strength again. Seeing this, a devilish smile crossed her lips as she came up and kissed me. "If you're still up for ideas, I've got a good one."
"Yeah?" I asked, watching her ass as she crawled over to her clothes, finding and pulling out her phone. I was too focused on taking in her naked body, her stretched out pussy dripping with cum down her thighs, to really pay much attention to what she was doing, but when I heard the telltale sound of a phone ringing on speaker, I looked at her quizzically.
When I heard the voice on speakerphone, it made a little more sense.
"Hey, Sarah, what's up?" Josie said.
"He found me," Sarah said.
"Who?" Josie asked.
Since this didn't feel like a trap, I played along with it. "Hey, Josie."
Josie laughed on the other line. "So you did find her! He found you! I told you he was determined! Didn't I tell you he'd find you?"
"You did," Sarah said, blushing. "He's almost as good at eating pussy as you are."
"Yeah, well I've had more practice. So, have you two fucked already or what?" Josie asked.
"Oh yeah," I confirmed. "We're all naked and sweaty and messy, just thought you should know."
"You bitch," Josie teased. "I told you I wanted to be there when he found you."
"It's not like I knew it was gonna happen," Sarah said simply.
"Yeah, well... still, you could've called me earlier," Josie said. "I'm bored and horny."
"I figured, but if you think I'm a bitch now, just wait 'til you hear what happens next," Sarah said, crawling back over to me with phone in hand. She handed it to me and started sweetly sucking my cock again, bringing it back to full strength and smiling at me whenever she came up for air.
"What are you... she's sucking your cock, isn't she?" Josie asked.
"She's really good at it," I admitted.
"That's not all I'm doing," Sarah said.
"What?" Josie asked. "No, don't tell me you're-"
"Now I know I promised you'd be here when he first fucked my ass..." Sarah began.
I liked where this was going.
"Don't you dare!" Josie grumbled.
"...but I can't wait for you to make it over here, I need it in my ass, right now," Sarah said, playfully licking the underside of my cockhead, enjoying how it bounced in response.
Her eyes darted around the room. She mouthed to me, 'Lube?'
It was times like this I was glad when I had the opportunity to get ready for sex in advance. I crawled over to my pants and pulled out the small tube of lube that I'd brought along. It wasn't that I was expecting this possibility or anything, but I liked to be prepared. I handed it to her, letting her spread it on my cock to her heart's content.



"I'm sorry, Josie, but this is gonna happen. You have no idea how hot her tight little ass looks right now," I said.
"Oh I know how hot her tight little ass is. Who do you think gave her her first rimjob? Who do you think first fed a monster dildo up there? Who do you think taught her how to take a cock up her ass? Me, that's who!" Josie complained.
"And I'm thankful for that, I truly am. All of that's really going to come in handy right now," Sarah said, getting down on all fours in front of me, her asscheeks spread and showing off her cute, tight little hole to me. She looked over her shoulder at me, smiling that sweet smile.
"You know I'm gonna jill it to this, right?" Josie threatened, though there was definite excitement in her voice.
"It wouldn't be the first time," I said, setting the phone down beside us.
"It wouldn't?" Sarah asked as I crawled up behind her, running my cock between her asscheeks.
"It's kinda how we met," I explained.
"Awww, how sweet!" Sarah said, groaning as I pressed my cockhead against her asshole. Even with the lube this would be a tight fit, but looking down at Sarah, so tiny and sweet, the wing tattoos on her upper back, an angel's on her left, a demon's on her right, she was so hot I could more than take a little tightness.
"I hear groaning, what's going on?" Josie asked, her voice breathy.
"God, his cock's up against my asshole, it's so big! I don't know if it's gonna fit!" Sarah said teasingly.
"Let's find out," I said, pressing forward. There was definite resistance at first, but her experience taking it in the ass showed when I finally popped inside.
"Oh fuck! He's in me, it's so fucking big!" Sarah moaned.
"I know, it's great, right?" Josie moaned.
"Seriously!" Sarah exclaimed as I pressed a few more inches into her tight hole.
"Fuck, she's so tight," I said.
"I know she's tight. She's about as tight as they come. Just remember who the real anal queen you dream about is," Josie challenged.
I pressed a few more inches into Sarah's ass. "Come on, can't I, fuck she's tight, can't I just enjoy this?"
"Fine, enjoy it, take her ass to town, just remember, soon, you and me, you're gonna destroy my ass, alright?" Josie moaned, the sound of her fingerfucking herself audible even over the phone.
"Gladly," I said, bottoming out in Sarah's ass. "God, I'm all the way in."
"That's a, wow, that's a lot of cock," Sarah admitted, wiggling around on me.
"I know what it is, I want to hear you two fuck," Josie said.
"Hey, we're the ones actually doing the fucking here, we'll take it at our own pace," I said.
"Yeah!" Sarah added, before whispering to me, "Though I could really go for some serious assfucking soon."
"Me too," I whispered back. "Just want her to know we're in charge."
"Awww, isn't it great that we're all friends?" Sarah whispered back, amused.
"I'm starting to like it," I returned.
Sarah nodded, giggling. Already we could hear Josie moaning as she fingerfucked herself, and it was probably that we had an audience that got us moving forward. Whether it was because she was familiar with Josie or that Josie just didn't have eyes on her, I couldn't say, but Sarah didn't seem to have a problem with an audience now.
Slowly I started fucking in and out of her ass, enjoying her tightness (and that I'd had the foresight to bring lube) as she got accustomed to my size. She must've had more experience with Josie and the others than I thought, though, because it didn't take long to build up a rhythm where I was fucking her ass hard.
"Yes, yes, yes, god, it's so big, keep fucking my ass, keep fucking my slutty little ass!" she yelled.
"God it's so hot, so tight, fuck, god I love this ass," I grunted.
"Keep fucking her ass, god, you keep doing that, keep fucking her, keep fucking him, keep going, god this is hot, fuck!" Josie exclaimed.
Sarah may not have been the anal queen that Josie was, but she was definitely a student of hers, fucking back against me unmercifully as I pounded her ass. For such a tiny, dainty girl it looked like I'd break just by looking at her, she had a surprising amount of muscle. She may not have had Brooke's attitude, but if Sarah and her were ever to hook up they probably would've shaken the very earth itself.
"God, keep fucking my ass, keep fucking my ass!" Sarah roared, dropping her head to the ground so she could reach up and finger her pussy with both hands.
"You better keep going, keep going, I'm so fucking close, god, you two, just keep it up, keep it up, fuck, so close!" Josie grunted.
"We've got this, we've got this," I said, enjoying the odd threesome and fucking Sarah's ass even harder for Josie's encouragement. I almost felt bad that we hadn't waited, hadn't invited Josie to come over so we could make this a proper anal fuckfest, but I was also glad that we hadn't. After all of my time, all of the thought I'd put into searching for Sam, finally finding her made me a little greedy. I wouldn't have felt bad sharing Sarah with Josie at another time, but for now I was happy that we got this moment to ourselves.
Not that I was complaining when I heard Josie cumming over the phone.
"Oh you motherfuckers! You motherfuckers! I'm cumming, fuck, I'm cumming, I'm CUMMING, FUCK YOU BOTH FUCK FUCK FUCK!!" Josie roared as she came on the other end of the line.
"Lightweight," I taunted, even as I was running out of breath.
"Yeah," Sarah agreed. "You just start touching yourself and you cum, while we've still got fuel in the tank!"
"Yeah, well I'm not freshly fucked like you two," Josie groaned, coming down slowly. "If you'd had the courtesy to just call me first-"
"Yeah, but we didn't," I said. "Now shut up so I can fuck Sarah's ass!"
I said it teasingly, and Josie replied in kind. "Oh you're gonna pay for that."
"I can't wait!" I shot back, grabbing Sarah's hips and pounding her as hard as I could. We were a blur of slapping flesh, grunting and groaning, sweating and moaning. Our hips were a blur as they collided with each other, my cock constantly reappearing and disappearing in her ass. I wanted to wait for her to cum first, but with my balls boiling as they were, it would be close.
Thank god Sarah came when she did, squealing, moaning, even screaming slightly as her fingers and my cock worked their magic. She collapsed under me, pulling me down with her as she shook and shuddered beneath me, still fingering herself even as the orgasm took her and her juices sprayed on my thighs. I fucked her against the ground, a few more swift, heavy pumps, but with one final groan I came hard, filling her ass with cum.
We lay like that for a while, me on top of her, my cock softening inside of her ass, the two of us trying desperately to catch our breath.
"I'll say it first since the two of you aren't exactly in a place for rational thought right now, but the three of us really need to get together and do something sometime," Josie said.
"Agreed," Sarah said.
"Agreed," I added, smiling and kissing Sarah.
***
It took a while, but we both eventually got dressed, Sarah seeing me to the door of the dance studio.
"I'm... I'm glad you came looking for me. I was hoping you wouldn't, at first, but... I'm really glad you did," she said.
"Me too," I said, leaning down to kiss her.
"Josie's gonna be so pissed at both of us," Sarah said.
"Yeah, but so what?" I said.
Sarah agreed, nodding. She may have gotten dressed, but her hair and face still had that ridiculously hot just-been-fucked look, and she was smiling with more confidence than she had when I'd just walked in. It was a good look for her, one I hoped to see again.
I leaned in for another kiss. "We gotta do this again sometime."
"Seriously," she replied. "Maybe invite Josie next time?"
"Maybe," I teased, kissing her one last time and walking up the path toward her gate. I knew she was watching me as I walked away, and it felt great. I'd found Sam, and I'd rocked her world almost as much as she'd rocked mine. I hoped I left a similar impression, and I was looking forward to seeing where we'd go next.
I'd found Sam.
I'd found Sam!
I'd found Sam and the sex was still amazing.
Truth be told, as I walked toward Rachel in her car, waiting to pick me up, I might as well have been walking on air. I was having a great day and it honestly felt like nothing could stop me, and that I could do, or be, anything I wanted.
"So, looks like you had a good time," Rachel said smugly as I sat in the passenger seat.
"Yes. Yes I did," I replied. She was clearly expecting me to give her all the details, and seeing her twist in the wind when she was usually in such control was surprisingly fun. I watched as her face went to expectant to frustrated and about half a dozen other emotions in between as she waited for me to elaborate. For all the teasing she'd given me, it was fun to watch her on the receiving end for a bit.
"That's it?" Rachel asked.
"Maybe," I said.
"So, we're really gonna play it like this?" she said, raising an eyebrow at me. Maybe it was all the flirtation or that I was riding high from finding Sam or the savage sex I'd just had, but Rachel looked good.
Really good.
That may have led me to being a little more impulsive than I might've otherwise been.
"No, we're gonna play it like this," I said, leaning in and kissing her deeply.
Rachel's eyes went wide with surprise, and for a fraction of a second I'd worried that I really fucked up, but when she started kissing me back all worry left me. It didn't matter who we were before this, no, now we were just two horny kids in a car, making out and having a good time. The kisses were passionate and fierce, my hands finding her tits while hers rubbed my cock through my pants. Her nipples responded through her thin t-shirt, hard and needy, unrestrained by a bra and desperate to burst free. Her tits weren't as big as her sister's or mom's, but they still felt fantastic in my hands. Her hands were firm but gentle as they caressed my cock through my pants, almost reaching for my zipper, begging to pull my hardening cock out.
It felt good.
Too good.
Thankfully, sense found Rachel first as she gently pushed me away.
"We... we should stop. This is a bad idea," she said.
Realizing much the same thing at the same time, I said, "Yeah. Yeah it is. Sorry."
"Don't be sorry. Just..." she trailed off.
"Yeah. We shouldn't do that again," I said.
"No, we shouldn't," she replied, starting up her car and pulling away from the curb. "You taste like pussy. I've got gum in the console."
"Thanks," I said, taking the offered stick of minty gum and chewing on it, because chewing on it gave me something to do that wasn't sitting awkwardly and quietly in the car with my best friend's sister who I'd just made out with for a few seconds.
As she drove, I sometimes looked at her and she sometimes looked at me, our faces sharing much the same awkward embarrassment. We both got caught up in the moment, I knew this, she knew this, and it was one of those fleeting moments that come and go in life. It was easy for both of us to realize the mistake we made, and that it was one that we shouldn't make again.
If only I'd remembered that long enough to make it to Thanksgiving, then a whole lot of things would've gone differently.
***
(Author's Note 2: To the reader who sent me anonymous feedback under the name "Natalie R.", I'll be more than happy to discuss the matters of your message further. Please send me another feedback with your e-mail address so I can respond to you and I'll be glad to discuss those story ideas and suggestions with you.)



        Senior Year Memories Ch. 17

        A forbidden Thanksgiving tryst leads to disaster.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/senior-year-memories-ch-17

Title: Senior Year Memories Ch. 17

Author: aimingtomisbehave33

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: A forbidden Thanksgiving tryst leads to disaster.

Tags: big breasts, 69, asian, slut, thanksgiving, creampie, big cock, high school, goth, 18-year-old

Series: Senior Year Memories


(Usual Disclaimer Time: Even though this story almost entirely takes place in a high school setting, all the characters in this story are 18 years old or older, and since we're living in the wide wonderful world of porno-land here, where clichés roam free and things might get a little unrealistic from time to time, please remember it's all in good fun, I swear. This story is highly serialized, and though it's not 100% necessary to have read the whole story up until this point to enjoy the content of the chapter, it's definitely advisable to understand some of the ongoing plots.)
(Author's Note: I'd like to again thank MisterWildCard for acting as a second set of eyes on this chapter and for his honest editing and fantastic suggestions. As well, I want to give special thanks to reader Natalie R. for the kind words and encouragement that helped me through a rough creative patch I was having. As always, if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews or shoot me some feedback. Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It keeps me going and motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the criticisms!)
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***
I'm going to tell you now about how I lost Tori, though it's not quite as simple as that.
Just because we were best friends doesn't mean I had any kind of claim over her, she was never actually "mine", so "lost" isn't quite the right word. Right words are hard to find for what exactly happened between us, but whatever it was, it was my fault. Spin it however you want, say whatever it is that makes you sleep best at night, but at the end of the day I was the one who screwed up so spectacularly that by the end of Thanksgiving, my oldest friend and I were no longer friends.
It's not a story I want to tell, nor is it one I offer to you as a warning because I understand that my problems are hardly normal or representative of the kinds of problems you'd want warnings about, but you'll hear it anyway. Why's that? Why wouldn't I just hide from the dark moments of my life like a kid under the covers hoping that a simple piece of cloth would keep the flesh rending claws of monsters at bay?
Continuity.
If I skipped past Thanksgiving to December, shy a best friend and in a depressed funk for all I'd fucked up and thrown out, you'd probably be confused. No, I'm going to tell you what happened on Thanksgiving so you'll know what happened and what effect it had on things moving forward. It's not a day I'm proud of, nor is it one I like to linger on, but if you're here for my story, this is a necessary chapter.
I wish I could promise you the happy kind of happy ending you'd see in a movie, but this isn't that kind of story. This year doesn't end with Tori and me walking off into the sunset hand in hand or with a tearful makeup session that leads to hot sex (Halloween, as it turned out, was the last time ever we'd have that kind of fun). It just... well, I won't spoil that much ahead.
So, are you sure you want to keep reading? Are you sure you're ready?
Here goes nothing.
***
On the long list of holidays, Thanksgiving was always one of my least favorite growing up. It didn't come with presents or costumes or getting candy, but did involve having to get dressed up in uncomfortable and sit quietly while surrounded by people you didn't like. When I was little and Mom did all the cooking, I was used to being surrounded by so many people from her side of the family that I didn't recognized, being pinched and poked and told how big I was getting and generally being miserable.
After Mom died... well, it was just Dad and me, and Dad wasn't a fan of either cooking or going all out for holidays or reminders of better times, so Thanksgiving was officially off the menu for us. Since I was missing Mom but didn't miss having to get dressed up to get poked and prodded by people I barely knew, this didn't seem that bad a compromise to me.
Then Tori had to start inviting me to her house.
I couldn't tell you how long Tori and I had known each other since my memory didn't go back that far, but ever since Mom died she'd invite me over to Thanksgiving. Some years I accepted, some years I didn't, and some years for one reason or another there was no invitation, but the thing about Tori and her family was that I knew I was welcome, and with Mom gone and Dad keeping his distance, I appreciated the knowledge that Tori's house was a place where I was always welcome.
While this year wasn't inherently different since I was still definitely welcome, the way my status quo had changed with not just Regan Hills High School, but the McNeil family in particular, made things tricky. The closer I got to Thanksgiving, the more I worried.
What if I did something wrong?
What if I said something wrong?
What if...?
What if.
Playing the "what if" game is a dangerous one even when you've got enough experience to know what to fear, and when you don't it's as direct a path to madness as any.
Thankfully, one of the best ways I've found to avoid playing that game for a while is to find someone even better at commanding your attention and spending as much time with them as humanly possible. Was this why I spent the night before Thanksgiving with Josie Wong? Well, not really, because I didn't need any excuses to want to spend time with Josie Wong, but damn it if she wasn't also an amazing distraction.
"GOD, FUCK ME, RYAN!" she roared as she rode my cock with a ferocity that even now managed to surprise me more often than not. If you were to catch her in passing, you'd think she was nothing more than your typical goth princess, with her pale skin, dark accentuating makeup, numerous tattoos and dour-looking attitude. God knows I never thought about Josie Wong much before this year other than her being one of my classmates, but with the year I had, I was opening up to all sorts of new experiences.
I grabbed Josie by the hips, pulling her in by her thick, jiggling ass and helping her slam her pussy down onto my ten-inch long, thick cock. I don't think there was a single thing about this image that I wouldn't have called perfection.
The way her D-cup tits with the dark brown, thick nipples bounced, the piercing in her left nipple reflecting the dim light of her bedroom.
The way my cock spread open her tight little pussy, and the way her pussy always managed to clamp down so tightly on me (though never as tight as her ass).
The way her face was screwed up in absolute ecstasy, unmindful of the smeared, runny makeup of her normally well-cultivated image and focused solely on her pleasure.
The way she shook and shuddered, her moans warbling ever higher as she prepared for another orgasm. It hadn't been long since I'd had one of my own, filling her ass with my cum, but Josie never ceased to find ways of coaxing even more out of me.
She was, in my eyes, perfection.
I wrapped my arms around her, meaning to roll her over so I could fuck her hard from on top, but she spread her legs just enough to give her stability and prevent me from taking control.
"Nuh uh, no way, I'm fucking you now and I'm not finished yet," she said, smiling down at me cutely before pressing a quick kiss on my lips.
"You can finish, fuck, with me on top," I grunted.
"Oh I know, mmm, keep squeezing my ass, it's just, I want this one, right here; you wanna do some of the work, you know there's a lot of me that could use a good squeeze," Josie said, staring down into me as she fucked me harder.
She was as right about that as she was good at transforming me into a beast who wanted to give her the fucking of her life. Those tits that have dominated my passing thoughts, that ass that's conquered my dreams, her face as pretty as it was naughty with those nice, plump lips that I honestly didn't know if I loved kissing them or having them wrapped around my cock more. Yes, there were a lot of options when it came to pleasing Josie Wong, but I wanted to make her cum right now (mostly because I meant to make her cum a lot tonight) so I went right to the source.
While I pulled her down to me so I could suck on her pierced nipple, I reached down and began rubbing her soaked, throbbing clit directly.
"Oh shit!" she moaned. "Not fair, not fucking fair!"
"You didn't say the clit was off limits!" I grunted back as I fucked her.
"I'd never say such a silly thing, but, fuck, fuck, FUCK, I hoped you'd forget!" she squealed.
"I'd never forget that clit," I said, smiling.
"Awww, thank you," Josie teased, pushing me down so she could make out with me. I was pretty sure she also did it in the hopes that I'd let up on her clit, dropping me into one of those "walking and chewing gum" situations where I'd have to choose one option over the other, but she clearly hadn't taken into account how good I'd gotten at multitasking. So, while she fucked me and I fucked her, I didn't lose pace with my fingers on her clit, running them in circles and squeezing lightly.
"So fucking not fair, fuck, fuck, so good, fuck, god, fuck, FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCCCCCCCCK!!!" Josie cried, her body hit hard with an orgasm that tightened her already exquisitely tight pussy around my cock. The flood of juices that hit me was just a delightful bonus at this point.
Her body now rubber in my hands, I grabbed Josie and rolled on top of her, not breaking my stride with how hard I fucked her.
"You... cheated..." she whimpered, still sensitive from her orgasm.
"It's not my fault we've done this long enough that I've learned your cheat codes," I grunted, feeling my own cum closing in.
"Fucking nerd," Josie said, grabbing my ass to pull me in deep and squeezing my cock with her pussy. It was enough to set me off for our second time of the night.
"FUCK!" I cried, filling her pussy with shot after shot of cum. It wasn't the most extreme or intense orgasm I'd ever had in my life, but since it was with Josie, that didn't matter. I loved every moment with her even when we weren't naked, and every moment spent in bed (or wherever the mood struck her) with her was only a step or two away from heaven. When it was always this good, those occasions where we didn't top our previous high score really didn't matter that much.
As my orgasm abated, I pulled out of her, lying down next to her as we both sought to catch our breath.
"I don't think I'll ever get tired of that," I said, reaching over and stroking her unpierced nipple.
Josie cooed, laughing slightly. "I don't think I ever want to get tired of that."
"Yeah," I agreed with her superior wording.
Josie ran her fingertips lightly over my chest. "So, I've been thinking..."
"This is always a good start to a conversation," I said. Josie poked me in the ribs.
"Okay, I deserved that," I said.
"Yeah, you did," she replied.
"Thinking about?" I proposed.
"A lot of things."
"Any in particular?"
Josie sighed. "First, trying to figure out which of us is gonna have the stranger Thanksgiving. You going to Tori's house to meet her new, formerly secret girlfriend, after having had sex with her mom and made out with her sister, or me dealing with the traditional Wong family Chinese Thanksgiving, where there's not a turkey to be seen, five out of my six aunts call me a fatass and ask when I'm going to wash off all this damn makeup so I can get married, and hearing my cousins argue over how normal it is or isn't for distant cousins to be kidnapped and held for ransom by other distant cousins."
I stared at the ceiling, pondering her dilemma and realized that I didn't have anything remotely near a good answer for her question. There's every possibility I shouldn't have told her everything about my time with the McNeil women, but I needed someone to confide in who I knew wouldn't spill it to the world, and since I couldn't tell Tori, and there was every possibility that Josie was my next best friend in the world, I told her. I told her every little detail and I hoped to hell she wouldn't think me a liar or insane and wouldn't judge me for what I'd done. Thank god she liked me as much as she did and was a kinky little nympho, because she didn't judge me, and she wouldn't rat me out, but just because I could talk to her about it didn't make it easier to consider.
I distracted myself by thinking on her conundrum. While her family no doubt sounded insane, there was no denying that I'd fucked Tori, and her mom, Lauren, and had made out in Rachel's car last week after she helped me find out that Sarah was the mystery girl who'd seduced me on Halloween. It would be awkward enough as is, going to Thanksgiving with the intent of meeting Tori's new girlfriend if I'd only ever fucked her, but that I'd fucked her mom, and...
"Tough call, but I'm still gonna have to say I've got this one won," I said, with no idea how right I'd actually be.
"Probably. Are Tori and Rachel getting along, at least?" Josie asked.
"A little better. Cordial, I think, but Tori still talks shit about her all the time. Rachel's really been making an effort, though, but I think with those two only so much can be done," I said.
"Hmmm..." Josie said, her fingers now tracing down to her sopping cunt, still leaking with our mutual cum.
"Hmmm...?" I returned.
"Does Tori know that you spent the last month hanging out with her sister?" Josie said.
"No. God no," I say. "She'd kill both of us."
"And you don't see that as a potential problem?" Josie asked.
"Yes. Yes it is a potential problem. So is me having fucked her mom, because you don't do that to your best friend, let alone a best friend you've been having sex with. So is me knowing that her dad's cheating on her mom. So is meeting her new girlfriend. These are all potential problems and part and parcel of the minefield that is Thanksgiving," I said.
Counting off her fingers dramatically, Josie said, "You forgot one."
"No I didn't," I said, even though I was increasingly sure I knew exactly what she meant.
"So, you don't consider that you wanna fuck Rachel a potential mine, too? I thought you were smarter than that," Josie said.
I started to say something, then I didn't. She was right, of course, even if I wasn't sure I wanted her to be.
If you'd told me in October that I'd have had the hots for Rachel McNeil, I'd have told you you were out of your fucking mind. Tori's older sister had been our cruel enemy for as long as I'd remembered as we grew up, torturing her sister and giving Tori some serious complexes that I don't think she's ever really entirely worked out. She was a wild child who was in trouble more often than she wasn't in her teen years and got arrested for about as many petty crimes as exist. The only reason she'd made it back to Regan Hills wasn't for Thanksgiving, but because of some scandal at her college she wouldn't give me all the details on.
I should've had every reason to hate her, especially after she caught me having sex with Lauren, and yet... she'd changed. I know it sounds crazy and clichéd, but she'd become a much better person during her time away at college. She was laid back, funny in her own dark way, and possibly one of the loneliest people I'd ever met. When we first started hanging out this month, she claimed it was because she wanted to help me get my life back on track after I'd nearly fucked things up with both Tori and Josie, and because she was curious and wanted me to find out who my Halloween mystery girl was. I think some of it might've been for me, but more was no doubt because she didn't want to be alone while she was waiting for whatever came up next in her life and I was as good an option as any.
That we'd come to enjoy our time together was a surprise. That I'd started looking at her as a friend was an even bigger surprise. That I'd find her attractive, that we'd make out on the front seat of her car in a moment of victory, that I'd know what her breast felt like, that she'd know what my cock felt like...
"Yeah. Yeah, that might be a problem too," I admitted.
"So are you gonna?" Josie asked, rolling over onto her stomach so she could look better into my eyes.
"No," I said, though I wasn't fully convinced.
"Why not?" Josie asked. "There's clearly an attraction. You seem to like her, she seems to like you, you both sound like you need this out of your systems; I don't see a problem there."
"Except Tori," I add.
"So?"
"So, Rachel's her sister."
Josie just looked at me blankly. "Is this one of those stupid 'guy rule' things?"
"No, it's an 'I don't want to fuck up my oldest friendship' thing," I say.
"I'm not saying it wouldn't be complicated, but, look, Tori's made it clear that she doesn't want to be with you, and she's got no claim on who you do and don't have sex with. If you want to fuck Rachel, then fuck Rachel. You're both consenting adults. If you're worried about Tori, then, well, just be quiet about it," Josie said.
"Keeping secrets hasn't exactly worked for me lately," I said.
Josie shrugged. "It's an idea."
"Probably not a very good one," I said, not that it wasn't enticing.
Josie considered me. "There's still always Chinese Thanksgiving... watch my family fight in a language you can't understand, eat food you can't recognize, watch them flip their shit when I introduce you as my boyfriend, as if I didn't baffle the shit out of them enough already."
My life had had a lot of moments lately that would warrant a record scratch if they were to suddenly appear in a movie trailer, and this was one of them.
"Boyfriend?" I asked.
"Yeah. If you wanted, I mean," Josie said, trying to sound noncommittal. "I mean, I wouldn't want anything exclusive or anything, there's far too many people worth having fun with at Regan Hills High and beyond, but, you know, we could try the whole boyfriend-girlfriend title on for size, see how it fits us, how much we can kick its ass."
"What would that change from what we're doing now?" I asked, not that I was complaining about more opportunities to spend time with Josie.
"Not much. But we could do stupid shit like hold hands, be seen in public together with our clothes on and call them dates, say things like-"
"I love you?" I proposed, half suggesting, half meaning every word of it.
Josie's voice hitched in her chest for a second when I said that. When words found her again, she said, "Yeah. We could say things like 'I love you'."




Looking at the goddess lying down next to me, there was nothing more I could've wanted than for it to be that easy. Unfortunately, it wasn't that easy; not when I still had to resolve my shit with Tori, and not when I had to make sure I was completely serious about making things with Josie official. I'd never asked Josie in any detail about what happened between her and her ex, Jackson, (that was for her to share when she felt comfortable) but I'd heard enough to know that it took Josie to some dark, scary fucking places, the kinds of places I wouldn't want to take her to again if I messed anything up.
"Tempting idea, but I think I'll still have awkward Thanksgiving at the McNeil house. Take some pictures of Chinese Thanksgiving for me?" I proposed.
Josie rolled her eyes at me. "Oh yeah, thanks, leave me to fend for myself."
"Sorry," I said. "But... about the other thing?"
"The boyfriend-girlfriend thing?" Josie said.
"Yeah. Can we..." I trailed off. Fuck, this was harder to say than I thought. "Can we talk about this some more after Thanksgiving? I've got a lot I need to survive tomorrow, and I want to keep my head in the game. This... this isn't a no. God no, but if I can just focus on one thing at a time-"
She rolled her eyes again and cut me off. "Fine. Fuck multitasking. Yes, take your time to think this through, but after tomorrow, we're talking this out, okay?"
"More than okay," I said, pulling her up so she could cuddle against me.
It wouldn't be long before we'd start having sex again, but in that moment, that little bit of closeness, that promise of a potential future, that was something worth holding onto. Something that might even get me through Thanksgiving, I thought.
Of course, nothing in my pornographic soap opera of a life was ever that easy.
***
"Hey, Ryan!" Lauren exclaimed as she opened the door to the McNeil house to me on Thanksgiving Day.
That she greeted me in exactly the same way and exactly the same tone of voice as she did on the afternoon we hooked up didn't escape me, nor did the awkward pause that passed between us afterward. She wasn't wearing her workout clothes today, instead wearing a fine dress in autumnal colors that couldn't hide how stunning she was. Tall and statuesque with porcelain skin, beautifully styled red hair, DDD tits and an amazingly round ass, she was as beautiful today as I'd ever seen her. That I'd fucked her mouth, tits, pussy and ass and remembered fondly how they felt made me shift uncomfortably in my formal clothes.
"Hey, Lauren," I muttered, looking around to make sure we hadn't been seen with this awkward energy between us.
We were safe, so far.
She leaned in to hug me, and I hugged her back, even though it felt strange to do something this familiar after the nasty sex we'd had.
"It's... good to see you again," she said.
"Yeah," I agreed.
"So... this is weird, right?" Lauren said nervously. "This would normally be where I said 'Happy Thanksgiving!' and went through all the usual greetings, but after last time-"
"Yeah. Weird," I said.
"I want to pretend things are normal, but they aren't, are they?" Lauren asked.
"No," I said.
"Do you... regret what we did?" she asked.
"Not really. You?" I asked.
"I've got my moments, but 'not really' seems to sum it up well. I love Don, but he's kind of got that coming," Lauren said.
"So nothing's changed there?" I asked.
"Oh no, he's still out there boffing cutesy blonde Kelly van Houten and thinking that I don't know. Trust me, I've been tempted to give you a call some of these days, but..."
"Yeah. But..." I trailed off, just like she did. It wasn't exactly the kind of topic that was fun to talk about, but I was hoping I could clear the air with a joke. "He doesn't... know what we did, does he?"
"God, no, why?" Lauren asked.
"Well, he's cooking dinner, and if he wanted to poison me this would be a really ideal opportunity for it," I said.
Lauren laughed. "Even if he knew, he'd have to grow a spine to use it. Come on, the others are out back playing football, and I'm sure you're just *dying* to meet everyone again."
Considering Tori's extended family, the sarcasm in Lauren's voice was more than earned.
I didn't need Lauren to find my way to the backyard, but I followed her anyway, as much because I wanted to be far away from the kitchen where Don was working (and where Lauren and I first hooked up), as because I enjoyed the view. It was a wonderful sight, as always, to watch as her hips swayed, the way her red hair cascaded around her beautifully pale shoulders, but a conflicting one at the same time.
In my heart of hearts I knew I shouldn't have kissed Lauren, and that I shouldn't have pushed it any further beyond that. This is something I knew and understood clearly because you don't go around fucking your best friend's mom like that. Even so, I still had a hard time regretting it, even if I probably should've. When Lauren and I got together, we were both feeling lonely and betrayed by people we loved. We were both vulnerable, and we fell in together because of it, and we had a good time. A great time, really, if I'm going to be honest, but that didn't mean there weren't consequences.
No, we hadn't been caught, and god-willing we never would be, but we'd always know what happened going forward, and that we'd have to live with this secret. For all that I enjoyed fucking Lauren, that weight on my shoulders was a pretty fucking heavy one.
The autumn air was crisp and welcoming as we exited out onto the backyard. Lauren walked to talk to her parents and Don's father, sitting at a table and nursing a few drinks, leaving me on the back porch to watch the "football" game as it developed, though calling it a football game would have been pretty charitable.
"Melee" would have been far more accurate.
One team was led by Tori's uncle, the other by her aunt, with five hulking cousins and Tori filling out their ranks. There was a ball, for all intents and purposes, but the way everyone was wrestling and yelling and cursing at each other, you'd have been hard-pressed to think they actually cared about it. I made the mistake once of joining this game one year, a mistake I never intend to make again.
While her cousins and aunt and uncle were all dressed nicely for the occasion, Tori was wearing her most formal pair of overalls and tie-dyed shirt. It left her the most ready to play this game, though whether or not she was going to change before dinner was anyone's guess. She hadn't noticed me yet, giving me ample opportunity to watch her completely in her element. She didn't have anything resembling the size or the raw strength of her family members, but what she did have was determination that none of them could match.
"You know, I've been watching this for half an hour and I still don't know what the score is?" a meek voice said from beside me.
The girl was short and pretty in a mousy sort of way, with wide eyes, pale, freckled skin and wavy blonde hair that fell to her shoulders. She wore a loose but stylish short-sleeved floral dress that went just to her knees, but carried a light parasol to keep the sun off her exposed skin.
April Martel. The girl I scared half to death on Halloween.
Tori's girlfriend.
"Sounds about right for this game," I said.
"Is it like this every year?" April asked.
"Not until someone's broken something," I say, rubbing my jaw instinctively and glad that the teeth I'd lost to this game during my one time playing were baby teeth.
April chuckled, awkwardly. I'd have joined her if I felt like chuckling.
It's not every day you meet the new girlfriend of someone you'd once professed your love to.
"So, you and Tori?" I asked.
"Yeah," April nodded. "It, uh, came as kind of a surprise, I think."
"To a lot of us," I said, more venom in my voice than I meant.
April must've heard that, because her meekness faded slightly, replaced by steely determination. "Don't blame her, okay? I know... I know that things haven't been square between you two for a while. I know you told her you loved her and she said she didn't want to be in a relationship before we got together."
"You know a lot," I interjected.
"We talk, okay? That's what people do when..." April trailed off. "She doesn't tell me everything. There's still a lot I don't know, a lot she won't tell me, but we're figuring it out. Figuring us out. I'm not... I'm not out, so I asked her to keep this quiet until it got sorted. I'm sorry that it got as bad as it did, but if you're going to blame anyone, don't blame her. Blame me, okay?"
This wasn't how I wanted to start things with April, nor was it how I saw this going.
"Do you like her?" I asked.
"Very much," April said, her voice soft but no less steely in her determination.
"And you're happy together?"
"Yeah," April responded. "I've never been in anything to compare it to, and I'm still figuring a lot of this out, but... yeah, I think we're happy."
"Good," I said. "Good."
"She talks about you a lot," April admitted. "There's times I think I know you better than I know her."
"She doesn't talk about you much, but I guess that goes under her following your request," I said.
April smiled, slightly. "That, and there's not a lot to know about me."
"I doubt that. Tori wouldn't be with you if there was nothing there," I said.
If I wasn't mistaken, that made April blush. "I'm a closeted band geek who can kick butt playing the trombone but otherwise has the kind of shitty friends who'll force me into a haunted house knowing I'll have a panic attack."
Now it was my turn to chuckle. "I've heard stories about marching band. You guys are supposed to be pretty wild."
April's blush didn't go away. "Well, you know that they say what happens in the band room, stays in the band room..."
I let her trail off, going back to watching Tori playing out in the yard with her family. One of her cousins had finally gotten his hands on the ball, but Tori had him on the ground in a chokehold that'd see him unconscious in a few seconds if he didn't let go of the ball (this is a move I know from unfortunate experience with Tori).
It was hard watching her like this, especially with April standing right next to me. It would've been a lot easier, a lot simpler if I could just hate April as this demon seductress and blame her for stealing away any chance that I could've had with Tori, but I couldn't do that. April was just a person who wanted someone to love and was dealing with all the same shit that any of the rest of us were. No matter how much I wanted to hate her, I couldn't do that, especially if she made Tori happy.
It didn't mean I had to stay around more than I had to, though.
"I'm gonna go get something to drink. Keep an eye on that score and tell me if anything changes?" I asked. It was a lame excuse, especially since I had no intention of going anywhere near the kitchen with Don in it.
With a slew of grunts and groans coming from the game, April said, "I'll do my best."
"And, April?"
"Yeah?"
"I'm really sorry I scared you the way I did at the haunt. I should've... I was doing what I was supposed to do, but I should've known better when I heard you scream. I'm sorry," I said.
Shyly, with her voice barely above a whisper, April said, "Thank you."
I snuck back inside the house, enjoying the quiet and the solitude by comparison, the smells from the kitchen heavenly. I wondered more and more if coming here was a good idea, that maybe I should've bowed out and done Thanksgiving with Josie or maybe just bunkered down with Dad. With Lauren and Tori and April and Don and all the others here, it was too much, there were too many-
"Looks like you're having about as happy a Thanksgiving as I am."
That voice, equal parts welcoming and terrifying.
"Hello, Rachel," I said, turning to face her.
5'2" and fairly thin, 21-year-old Rachel McNeil wouldn't have been all that intimidating on her own, but she did everything possible to tell you that underestimating her was a mistake. Like her sister and mother, her skin was creamy and pale, but unlike them it was covered in a large variety of tattoos, an entire sleeve dominating her left arm. With dark lipstick and eye makeup, even behind her glasses, a gold nose ring and her red hair chopped short and spiked outward slightly, she had the well cultivated look of an animal warding off predators. I wondered if Lauren would be able to talk her into something semi-respectable for the occasion, and though she'd compromised on wearing what was technically a dress, it was a short, slinky, black number that showed a lot of leg accentuated by her matching black heels and hugged her frame nicely. Her C-cup tits, though nothing like Tori's or Lauren's, looked particularly nice, hinting at some more tattoos across her upper chest that I'd previously only imagined were there.
"Wow, uh... you look..." I trailed off.
Looking at me with only the slightest awkwardness, Rachel said. "I look like someone who wanted to do the barest minimum of dealing with a dress code. You look like a Jehovah's Witness."
"Not by choice," I admitted, tugging at my shirt collar uncomfortably.
"Have you made the circuit of the family already?" she asked.
"Yeah," I admitted.
"And Tori's girlfriend?" Rachel asked.
"Yeah," I repeated.
Rachel considered me. "You look like you're holding it together on the outside, but let's play the odds: you're a mess on the inside, aren't you?"
"That obvious?" I asked.
"A little," Rachel said. Biting her lip, she considered me as if rolling over a number of options, few of which seemed good. "Thankfully, I got something for that, courtesy of Mr. Jack Daniels. Interested?"
I thought about my conversation the night before with Josie. This was potentially the beginning of another very bad idea, but with how I was feeling after talking with April, it felt very easy to say, "God yes."
***
The whiskey burned all the way down, but once it hit my stomach it did its job.
"The problem with family, is that it's family," Rachel said. "You might want nothing to do with them, but you can't help the simple, terrible fact that their blood is your blood, and that distinction alone is enough to force you to drop everything lest you be a pariah."
We sat on the bed in her guest room, one with a window that faced away from the yard but still close enough that we could hear the football melee outside.
"I love some of the people out there, but the rest? I might as well be a stranger. The stranger they all talk shit about, the one they can tell their kids, 'Well, at least you're better than Lauren's eldest.' Maybe that's my job. Maybe that's why I'm here, to act as the example the rest of the family can look down on," Rachel said bitterly.
"That's shitty. You're a lot better now than you used to be, they oughta see it," I said.
"Wow, with a silver tongue for compliments like that, it's no wonder you get laid so much," Rachel said, rolling her eyes.
"Girls tend to want something else out of my tongue," I said, causing Rachel to almost choke from laughter on her whiskey.
"Just so you know, it's only the whiskey that made it that funny," Rachel said.
"I'll take what I can get," I said.
"So the pictures on your phone would indicate," Rachel said, taking another short swig from the bottle. She looked like she was drinking to forget, but couldn't allow herself to actually drink enough to forget. No doubt she wanted to keep her wits about her so she could better deal with family, but it didn't make the image any less sad.
Even in her sadness, I couldn't help but notice how good she looked. The uncomfortable glances she shot from behind her glasses didn't make things any easier, or lessen the realization that we were in dangerous territory right now, doing something we really shouldn't have been doing. We were sitting on her bed, alone, the rest of the family on the other side of the house, sharing a bottle of whiskey. This was the exact kind of setup that bad decisions were made of.
She laughed, a high sound devoid of any true joy. "God, I'm a fuck up."
"You're not a fuck up," I said.
"I'm not?" she said, setting the bottle down on her bedside table. She stood up, running a hand through her hair, her loose, sexy dress hugging her frame beautifully, looking like the slightest movement in the wrong direction would send one strap off her shoulder, the whole garment puddling to the floor.
This is what I wanted and knew I shouldn't want.
"No," I replied.
"Someone with their act together wouldn't be caught dead in a position like this after explicitly acknowledging this is a bad fucking idea, but a fuck up would. Someone with their act together wouldn't ever think about messing around with their little sister's best friend, a best friend her little sister's screwed around with more than once. If I'm not a fuck up, then what am I?" she said.
This wasn't the Rachel I'd come to know, a woman who in spite of her loneliness was one of the most self-assured people I'd ever met. This was the whiskey making self pity sound like a good idea, and as someone with a lot of experience with self-pity (if not quite as much experience with whiskey), I didn't want to let her linger on it.
I stood up, almost closing the distance between the two of us. There was a definite heat in the room, an unexpected energy that might have been lust or just the whiskey dilating my blood vessels, but in its discomfort it felt freeing. I could reach out and touch her right now, hold her face as it was meant to be held, push her hair back behind the ear and just kiss her like I'd dreamed of kissing her ever since we made out in her car.
This might've even happened, too, if Tori hadn't chosen that moment to call down the hall.
"Hey, Ryan? Where the hell are you?" she asked. Her footsteps were approaching, she'd see me through the open door soon.
Fuck.
Thinking faster than me, Rachel darted for the closet.
"I'm not here," she uttered quickly before closing the door behind her.
I stood up, wondering if I'd have enough time to get out of here before Tori rounded the corner, but no, I was stuck in Rachel's room without an excuse. At least, without a good excuse. Looking at the bedside table, I darted for the bottle of Jack and screwed the cap on right as I heard Tori coming around the bend.
"Hey, there you are!" Tori exclaimed. "What the hell are you doing in Rachel's room?"
I turned around, forcing a guilty look on my face and holding the bottle. "Raiding your sister's stash."
A broad smile broke across Tori's face. "I knew she was good for something."
She crossed the room, gave me a quick, fierce hug, and used that as an excuse to snatch the bottle from my hand. She took a swig, only a tiny one, and then handed it back.
"Oh man, that's good. I could use a little more, but, you know, can't get too blasted before we get back from halftime," Tori explained.
"Of course," I said. All told, I thought I was doing a pretty good job not looking over at the closet that Rachel was hiding in. Such a good job not looking in that direction, in fact, that I didn't even notice when Tori punched me in the shoulder.
"Ow! What the fuck was that for?" I asked.
"For showing up and not letting me know! I had to hear that you came in from April?" Tori asked.
"Yeah, well, it looked like you were trying to kill a couple of your cousins, and I didn't wanna interrupt," I said.
"Hey, I always want to kill them, so you know you can interrupt me whenever," Tori said.
"Awww, thanks for the permission," I said. I wanted it to feel easy to joke with her like it always had, but between how weird it was talking to her new and apparently steady girlfriend, and that Rachel was hiding in the closet listening in on all of this, it felt a little awkward.



"So, you talked with April?" Tori asked, suddenly a little nervous.
"Yeah," I said.
"And?"
"She seems nice," I said.
"I was hoping for a little more than that," Tori said.
"What, nice isn't good?" I asked.
"No, nice is fine, but I want a little more than nice. I'm... I really like her, and I'd like it if you really liked her too, not like I like her, obviously, but-"
"I'd need to talk to her more, but I don't dislike her," I said. "Just... let me get used to her. Talk to her some more. It's not easy, but I could see liking her."
"Thanks," Tori said, sounding truly relieved. "It... it means a lot to me that you two are, you know, talking. I know it's not easy, but it's important to me."
"I know. And that's why I'm trying instead of fleeing," I said.
"Says the guy who's hiding in Rachel's room sneaking from her bottle of whiskey."
"I didn't say I was doing that good a job of trying."
"Can you try to try, at least, for me?" Tori asked.
"I'll try to try to try," I said.
Tori rolled her eyes at me. "I guess that's all I can really ask for."
"Yup," I joked, enjoying Tori's attempts at stifling a laugh.
"Hey, speaking of Rachel, you haven't seen her around, have you?" Tori asked.
"No," I lied. "Why?"
"No big deal, but some of the others want to talk to her. My aunt and uncle and cousins, they got a betting pool going on about why she got expelled from school, and they're looking at me like I've got the inside track," Tori said.
Expelled? Rachel had never told me about that in all of our conversations. I'd been told that she was on sabbatical, or taking a leave, but nothing about expulsion.
Tori continued. "You want in on the betting pool? Being that it's Thanksgiving it's bound to come out over dinner in some awkward conversation or another, and there's some pretty good theories about her getting caught dealing drugs, or fucking up some guy who cheated on her, or whoring around to her professors-"
With Rachel only a few feet away and listening to every word of this, I had to nip this in the bud. "I thought you two were getting along better."
"We are," Tori admitted. "It's just... Rachel, you know?"
"I know the Rachel we knew, but it sounded like she'd been giving you some good advice lately," I said.
Tori looked at me suspiciously. "Why are you so into defending Rachel? She gave it to you almost as bad as she gave it to me."
"I know, but..." I had to choose my words carefully here, not wanting to piss off either Tori or Rachel. "If there's one thing this year's taught me it's that it's possible for anyone to change. If you say she's trying to be nicer to you, maybe she's being genuine."
This looks about the last answer that Tori wants. "Not anybody. Not her. Not after all she's done. You haven't forgotten the tampon incident?"
"No, I haven't," I said, only because it was next to impossible to forget the tampon incident.
It was back in middle school right after Tori got her first period. Lauren was away on a business trip at the time, leaving no one for Tori to talk to other than Rachel to get her through the insanity of it. Rachel had been kind to her, uncharacteristically supportive and helping her with it. Tori was freaking out and swore Rachel to secrecy, and for a time Rachel even kept her word.
Yes, she was good enough to wait until Tori actually finished her first period up before she filled her locker full of tampons and taking pictures of Tori as she was deluged by an avalanche of feminine hygiene supplies. The jokes that swirled around school afterward, many of them led by Rachel, were some of the vilest things I think I'd ever heard.
I sighed. This wasn't anywhere near as easy as I would've liked. Tori was right that it was impossible to defend the person that Rachel used to be, but she didn't know the person Rachel was now. If she kept on like this, there was no way she could understand the laid back, lonely person I'd come to know over the past weeks.
Seeing my frustration, Tori shook her head and forced on a smile. "Look, fuck Rachel, alright? She's a cunt and she's always gonna be a cunt, and I don't want to have to think about her any more than I have to. I really want to thank you for coming, and I'm glad that you and April don't hate each other. I'm gonna go make out with her for a while before I get back to the game, but, can I maybe see you out there? If you're not gonna play, I could really use a cheering section and when we're not alone April's not the best at cheering."
"Sure," I said, my voice slightly shaky, torn by wanting everything to be right between me and Tori and fear for what Rachel's reaction was going to be.
"Thanks!" Tori said, hugging me warmly. I hugged her back, even if I was still in a weird place by this weirder scene. Stepping away and out the door, Tori said, "If you're gonna be sneaking her whiskey like I'm gonna be doing some more of a little bit later, I'd advise closing the door first so no one's bound to barge in on you. Just don't go looking through her underwear drawer or anything, alright? That'd be gross."
Faking an exaggerated shudder, Tori walked out the door and closed it behind her, passing me a conspiratorial wink as she went.
Cautiously, I turned to the closet. I approached it slowly, waiting for an explosion, for Rachel to storm out and try to take out her righteous fury on her younger sister.
I wasn't expecting the soft sound of crying.
"Rachel?" I asked, slowly opening the closet door.
I was used to a lot of things from Rachel McNeil, but crying wasn't one of them.
"I tried," she said, her voice cracking for the tears. "Fuck, I tried, I tried so hard to fix everything and everything I've tried to fix has just turned to fucking shit. I know... I know I can't fix a lot of my life, but I thought I could fix things with Mom and with Tori, but... god..."
She stumbled out of the closet unsteadily on her heels, and I only barely caught her. The space between us, or lack thereof, was uncomfortable, but here was someone I cared about, crying and heartbroken over being rejected by her family and for everything that shouldn't happen between us, I didn't care because she needed someone and I was there. I hugged her close to me as she hugged me back, the two of us holding each other as if we needed each other to stand, hell, to live.
I looked down at her and I didn't see the girl who'd tormented Tori and me for so many years, but a sad, vulnerable woman I'd recently come to call my friend. A woman in pain, who'd only wanted to try to make up for the life she'd led as a hellraising youth. Even then, Rachel was beautiful, but she was always beautiful, wasn't she?
So I made my choice. It was a choice that I'd more often than not in the coming weeks come to regret, but one that felt purely and perfectly natural in the moment.
I kissed her. I leaned in and pressed my mouth against her quivering, moist lips and I kissed her. After the tension and our back and forth, I wouldn't have blamed her for even a second if she'd pushed me away or slapped me or just yelled at me because what we were doing was stupid, but she didn't. God help both of us, she didn't.
Rachel kissed me back with a greater passion, her sadness slowly melting away in a soft moan as she grabbed me and pulled me close. We shared each others' need, a confused, desperate want that had been simmering for some time but was only now just ready to explode. Our hands explored each other, unrestrained by either her car or caring about anyone else but each other like we had the last time we kissed passionately. We both knew where this was going and we didn't give a single damn about the consequences.
My hands found first her breasts before settling on her delectable, tight ass, while hers set about undoing my tie and unbuttoning my shirt. Following her lead, I reached up and pulled the straps of her dress over her shoulders. Easily, she shrugged out of it, letting it pool around her ankles on the floor.
I'm not sure what surprised me more, that save for her glasses and heels she was now completely naked before me, or the sheer vastness of her tattoos. I'd always known she had a fair bit of art from her exposed bits of skin and the sleeve on her left arm, but I didn't know that most of her upper chest, stomach, sides, legs and back were nearly covered. She was a canvas of conflicting images and styles, but a work of absolute art. Her nipples, thick and pink, stood proudly, her pussy as I could see it shaved completely bare.
"Wow," I said.
"This wasn't meant for you; I didn't wear any underwear as a rebellion to the rest of the assholes out there, but right now, I must call it rather convenient," she said, a smile forced through her sadness as she did a light twirl for me, showing off every bit of her luscious body.
"Well, I can enjoy it now, can't I?" I asked.
"You'd better," she said, a faint smile curling her lips.
"Good," I said, pushing her backward. Her knees caught on the bed, forcing her to fall back onto it. I loved watching her smile as she let out an unrestrained laugh, her C-cup breasts heaving with the impact and her steady breathing. Looking between her legs, seeing the pronounced lips of her pussy, I licked my lips.
She was having a lousy moment, and I meant to do everything I could to improve it. Finally pulling off my shirt and dropping it to the floor, I knelt between her legs, placing slow, lingering kisses along her inner thighs, taking my time as I worked my way to her pussy by exploring every inch of exposed skin, taking in each exquisite tattoo, each nearly as exquisite as the soft moans I pulled from her with my touch.
Her pussy looked good. Real good. Soft pink lips with just the slightest sheen of moisture, slightly engorged from our activities but not fully open to me yet, only inches away from her closest tattoos. Looking up and getting that wonderful view through the painted valley of her cleavage to her face of hopeful ecstasy, I meant to drive her over the edge.
Tentatively, at first, I stuck out my tongue, grazing it over her exquisite pussy lips with only the lightest force. It was barely enough to truly feel, but enough to make Rachel shudder, her skin breaking out in a fine layer of gooseflesh as she moaned softly again. Her taste was strong with a faint sweetness, a flavor that had me wanting more and ready to dive in.
I began lapping at her pussy with less restraint and hesitation, taking longer, firmer strokes with my tongue. Her pussy opened up to me, seemingly beckoning me forward, and I took the invitation. I pressed forward, kissing and suckling at her sweet, needy folds, running my tongue over every inch of her pussy in search for her most sensitive spots. Since we were both trying to keep it down to not raise anyone's suspicions, it was hard to go by the usual measure of her moans and cries, but the way she rocked her neck back and forth, the way she stroked her firm breasts and squeezed her nipples I knew I was aiming in the right direction.
The sticky, sweet nub of her clit was presented to me, and I leapt at the opportunity to suck it, running my tongue over it in tight, firm little circles that quickened her breathing. I've said it before and I'll say it again, but I really love going down on girls. No two are the exact same experience, and learning the buttons that drive each of them wild is as much a challenge to explore as it is a joy. That Rachel and I had been building to this for so long, and that we were both so into it despite the fear of being caught, only added to the intensity of the act.
I quickened my pace to respond to her breathing, her slowly building shaking, and debated on whether or not I'd add some fingers into play, but before I could come to a conclusion her orgasm was upon me. What she lacked in volume, wisely held back by a carefully grabbed pillow thrown over her face, she more than made up for in enthusiasm, thrashing and wrapping her legs around me with such force that I feared she'd drive the headboard through the wall.
She didn't, thankfully, but the flood of juices that I furiously lapped up was enough to keep me from worrying about much of anything else.
Rachel's silence was impressive, but once her orgasm subsided she pulled the pillow from her face with what had to be one of the most gorgeous just-been-fucked faces I'd ever seen.
"Thank you, Ryan," she said, her smile relieved and utterly satisfied. "That is exactly what I needed."
"Glad I could provide," I said, disentangling myself from her legs so I could sit on the edge of the bed, giving me better access to let my fingers trail over the artful canvas of her skin.
"No, I mean, seriously, I've needed that for a long time," she said.
"That why you were so fast?" I asked back teasingly.
She threw the pillow at my head. I said, "I deserved that."
"Yup," she agreed, sitting up and sliding over so she could sit next to me. "But you weren't far from right, either; despite what my family might think, it's been a really long time since I've done anything sexual with anyone else, and I guess you could say I'm a little backed up."
"Well, not anymore?" I proposed.
"Oh, I wouldn't go that far," she said, her fingers crawling up my thigh and gently stroking my cock through my pants. "I've seen this in pictures and heard your stories, but I think it's past time I actually got introduced to this cock I've heard so much about. Wouldn't you agree?"
"Yes," I said, my voice low and shaky. I wanted this more than anything, even if I was aware of how many lines I'd already crossed and how many there were to cross ahead of me, and I doubted anything could've stopped me. This is why, despite the voices in the back of my mind telling me how awful an idea this was (voices that Rachel no doubt was fighting too), I helped Rachel undo my belt and pants, kicking off my shoes and socks so I could first get down to only my underwear, then pull even that off with my shaking hands.
"Wow," Rachel said, looking at my cock in person for the first time.
"Thanks," I said, quite possibly blushing. I'd shown my cock to a lot of women (including a lot of McNeil women, I had to remind myself), but it still got me sometimes when they were impressed by what I had.
"Seriously, wow. Cocks like this, they don't exist in nature. Not on people at least," Rachel said in awe, reaching out and gently stroking the head, spreading around a small pool of precum. Her touch made me shiver, and that only seemed to encourage her further in her slow, deliberate jacking.
"Well, it exists here," I softly groaned.
"No doubt, but, that doesn't make it any less wow," Rachel said, trying and failing to wrap her hand around my girth. The tattooed goddess contented herself with reaching out and jerking me with both hands, getting both of them around me so she could slowly, agonizingly jerk my entire length.
"Well, still, thanks," I hissed. Since it didn't feel like she was going to let up any time soon, I reached over between her legs and began fingering her soaked cunt, putting both of us in a pretty sweet state of sitting on the edge of the bed and pleasuring each other.
That wasn't to last, though, as Rachel had other plans. With a hungry, wolfish smile, she bent over. She stuck her tongue out tauntingly, lightly touching the underside of my head, running it around the base, before running it up and down the slit at the end, an act that both made it feel as if my cock were being pleasurably electrified and turned on a small river of precum that Rachel seemed to love spreading around and lapping up with her tongue.
Grazing the tip with her teeth, just softly enough to not cause pain but get my attention, Rachel smiled up at me. "You want me to suck your cock, don't you?"
"Please?" I begged.
"Well, you did ask so nicely," she said, taking the head of my cock into her mouth.
I've heard that there's a certain power in anticipation, and after the month-long buildup we'd had, finally feeling my cock in Rachel McNeil's mouth felt every bit worth the wait. It wasn't something I could have predicted, or something I'd ever expected that I'd want, but now that I had it I meant to enjoy it. That she was really good at giving blowjobs didn't hurt either, as she expertly used her lips and tongue to bring me pleasure, forcing me with only the greatest of self control to keep it as muted as I could. Her head bobbing in my lap, she was soon able to take almost my entire length with each bob.
There was so much I wanted to do, so much I needed to experience with the limited time we no doubt had, but Rachel was in no hurry. For as quickly as I'd gotten her off, she was more than happy to take her time with me, bobbing slowly, extending my pleasure rather impressively. While she was bent over like this, I took full advantage of her exposed ass, reaching over to finger her steaming pussy with my middle and forefingers while I circled her asshole with my thumb.
If she'd been taking her time before, this was enough to get her motor revved in a different direction. Though we still continued to pleasure one another, her pace picked up, her sucking and moaning taking on a frantic desperation.
Without once coming off my cock, she pushed me so I was lying back on the bed, pulling my hand from her pussy and ass as she rotated over, swung her knee over my head, and settled down so we were in a nice, leisurely 69. Now, I've gone on at length before about how this is one of my favorite sexual positions due to the intimacy and how focused each person is on giving pleasure, but with Rachel it felt more intense than usual. Maybe it was the anticipation or the taboo of it all, but while she throated my cock and I ate her out, there was a certain sublime nature to the pleasure that I wouldn't have traded anything in the world for. Even though everyone was outside waiting for the Thanksgiving festivities to begin, you wouldn't have known it for how lost we were in each other. For how long and leisurely we traded oral sex, you'd have thought that we were the only two people in the world.
While Rachel had gone back to taking her time with me, I'd noticed that she was tensing up again. Between how long it had been for her and how vigorously I'd been working at her pussy, she was getting ready for another orgasm. I could've drawn it out as she'd been drawing out sucking my cock, but since I really liked making her cum, I didn't. I attacked her pussy ravenously, licking and sucking and fingering her until I got her first breathing heavy, then shaking, then finally stifling a muffled cry around my cock as she came on my face again.
Almost gasping for air, she pulled off of my cock, looking back at me with lust in her eyes. "Fuck, I'm still shaking."
"Yeah, that'll happen," I said.
Rachel smiled. "Aren't you a cocky little shit?"
"Some things never change," I said.
Rachel climbed off of me, retrieving my phone from my pants. I asked, "Got something in mind for the album?"
"Well, you'll want to remember this, won't you?" she said, climbing back on the bed so that she was kneeling next to me.
"I don't think I could ever forget this," I said.
Rachel rolled her eyes. "Real smooth."
"Hey, I meant it!" I said.
"I know, I'm just busting your balls," she said, straddling my hips. "Which is funny, because I intend to empty them into my pussy pretty soon."
"I... uh, wow," I said. Rachel was grinding her pussy against my cock teasingly, holding onto my phone and clearly looking at me through its camera. While she bit her lip and kept grinding, I was once again taken by how messed up this was, yet by how right it felt. My feelings for Rachel were definitely complex and more than a little confused. I didn't have the same kind of attachment to her that I felt for her that I had for Tori and Josie, or even some of the other girls I'd known longer this year, but by sheer virtue of our history I couldn't deny that there was an odd closeness between us. What we were doing felt like a natural evolution of what we'd become lately, even if there was as much fear as joy associated with the act.



The fear must have registered on my face, because Rachel looked down at me with concern. "Are you sure you still want to do this? We can stop, anytime, I swear."
"No!" I pleaded. "No, I don't want to stop, I can't stop now, it's just... it's a little overwhelming. I've never... never done anything like this, considered anything like this."
"Take your time," Rachel said, slowly rubbing her soaked pussy lips along my cock. "We're in no hurry."
"Thanks," I said, watching her, feeling her, loving every sensation that came from my cock that threatened to overwhelm me and my better judgment. I wanted this so bad, no matter how wrong I knew it was, but the fight between my mind and my body was stronger than I ever anticipated it could be.
Was I really ready for this? Was this a line I wanted to cross? Was this something I could live with after all the other lines I'd crossed?
Reaching down, I grabbed my cock and lined it up with her entrance. Smiling, Rachel lifted the camera above her head and took a couple quick pictures. It took me a second, but I realized she was recreating almost exactly the first pictures Kaitlyn had ever taken for my Senior Year Memories album, only instead of a slutty mean girl cheerleader, I was being straddled by a sexy redhead covered in tattoos who just happened to be my best friend's sister.
"You ready?" Rachel said, setting my phone aside and teasing my cockhead with a little extra pressure. I felt her lips part around me slightly without accepting me inside, the anticipation excruciating.
"Yeah," I said, nodding.
Rachel nodded in return, gritting her teeth and sitting down on my cock.
"Oh, fuck!" we said in unison as the first few inches of my cock penetrated her. She wasn't kidding about it having been a long time since she'd done anything sexual, as it was a tight squeeze that threatened to make me cum then and there.
"You know," she grunted, shifting a couple more inches inside of her. "I've seen a few big cocks in my day, even been lucky enough to have them inside of me, but if there's one thing I've learned, it's that you never know how big it really is until it's in you. Fuuuuuuuuck."
She said the last word as a long, stretched out groan as she accepted even more of my cock into her beautifully tight pussy. I was more than halfway inside of her already, and with the slightest drop, Rachel dropped entirely onto me. Her eyes went wide with surprise, perhaps shock even, and she threw a hand over her mouth to keep from screaming, but she did well.
We were officially past the point of no return: I was now fucking Rachel McNeil.
"Holy shit," Rachel said, grabbing for my phone again. "I just need to see this, need to know that it's real, need to know..."
She angled the camera for a close up view of my cock spreading her pussy wide open and took a picture. When she looked at it, her eyes went even wider.
"God, fuck, that's so nice, so nice," she said, wiggling her ass on me in a way that drove my cock wild.
"Yeah," I whimpered, pretty far past real, solid words at this point. If I were the one giving Rachel goosebumps before, the roles had been reversed pretty handily as she took over my cock. My entire body was sensitive, every square inch of my skin feeling like it was a bundle of nerves. This wasn't made any easier as Rachel ran her fingers lightly down my rather unimpressive chest. I wanted to return the favor, but found it hard to get my hands higher than her hips.
Silently, her eyes never leaving mine, Rachel began to rock on my cock. She developed a slow, sensual pace, one that never threatened to become the savage fuck that I was so used to these days. This was about us, and our connection with each other, where getting off was a secondary concern even if it was the ultimate goal. We were one together here, and there was nothing in the world that could stop us in this unbelievably hot union.
I held onto her hips, helping her rock back and forth, matching my hips with hers as we worked a few inches of my cock in and out of her pussy. I could tell Rachel loved looking down at me, satisfaction the only emotion her face would betray as she kept fucking me. It felt a little unnerving how she stared into me, and I couldn't keep my eyes from darting around, taking in the rest of her as I worked at trying to believe that this was actually happening.
Seeing my eyes focus on her tits, Rachel smiled silently and leaned down, offering them to my mouth. Almost delirious with pleasure at this point, I couldn't help but lean up and take one of her beautifully puffy nipples in my mouth. I suckled, I licked, I nibbled, living for the sounds that she made, and only when it seemed as if I brought her to the peak of pleasure did I switch and start in on the other nipple.
A certain, desperate urgency had begun to take me over, and I started pumping up into her a little faster than the pace she'd determined demanded.
"You gonna cum soon?" she whispered to me.
"Yes," I whimpered. "You?"
"Gonna take a little more work for me. You need to cum, you just cum, so long as you make sure to help me finish afterward," she said, squeezing my cock with her pussy.
"I can agree with that," I said. At that, she quickened her pace only slightly, working and milking my cock for all it was worth. Waiting this long for release had been exquisite agony, a buildup of pressure that I was at once enjoying and so grateful to see at an end. Soon my balls were swollen, twitching, ready.
"That's it, cum for me, Ryan, cum for me, fill my pussy, do it, cum for me, cum for me," Rachel goaded, smiling as she never once gave up her rhythm.
That was it. That was all I needed. My grip tightening onto her hips, I gave a few last, preparatory thrusts before the floodgates opened. I came and I came hard, wave after wave of cum exiting my cock and filling her pussy, each shot feeling like a miniature orgasm unto itself for how long this had gone. My vision blurred, went dark even, but never once was I unaware of the pleasure in my cock as Rachel continued her slow, deliberate fuck. My breathing took on a rapid, husky tone, my heart beating a mile a minute. I didn't want to pass out, I shouldn't have passed out, not with all the risk that would entail.
Soon my vision was back, and I got to see the glorious sight of a triumphant Rachel McNeil looking down at me.
"Good?" she asked.
"Very," I replied.
"Good," she said, climbing off of me. My oversensitive cock falling from her tight pussy almost made me yelp, but I caught myself, focusing on the river of cum exiting her stretched pussy as a distraction. Rachel lay down next to me, her fingers already hard at work masturbating her cum soaked pussy.
"Well?" she groaned. "Are you gonna help, or aren't you?"
"I'm helping, I'm helping," I said, sliding next to her, getting back to suckling on one of her nipples and gliding my fingers over her sensitive skin while she touched herself. As much as I loved giving pleasure to women, there was a certain joy in watching someone masturbate, completely lost in their own pleasure as they touched themselves in a way only they truly understood. While Rachel may have looked utterly in control and confident only a moment ago, now she was lost in pleasure, her own eyes needy, her breath coming in ragged pants. I didn't interfere with her touching, only helping by stroking, sucking, grabbing her ass when needed, everything I could to help her reach her explosive third orgasm.
For how hard it hit her body, I was amazed that she was able to keep as quiet as she did.
"Thank you," she panted, her body still flush with the afterglow.
"No problem," I replied, licking one of her nipples playfully.
"No, seriously. Most guys don't seem to get that you often need a little help afterward," Rachel said, pulling my face up for a kiss. It was a nice, lingering kiss that I couldn't help feel held the same sadness, confusion, worry and joy as my own kiss, and one both of us knew couldn't last.
"Well, I'm not like other guys," I said.
Rachel rolled her eyes at me. "I can't believe you used the 'I'm not like other guys' line on me."
"Well, it's true, isn't it?"
"Yeah, but that doesn't make it any less cheesy," she said, pulling me in for another kiss.
Reality seemed to reenter the room a little bit at a time, the overpowering drive of lust taken by a more urgent understanding that what we'd done was, again, something that shouldn't have happened.
"We should, ummm, probably get dressed," I muttered.
"Yeah, we should, shouldn't we?" Rachel said, her fingers still trailing over the cum that coated her pussy lips. She played with the fluids, getting them on her fingers and stretching them out in strings, playing with them as if she were nervous or bored.
Sighing, she finally rolled onto her side away from me.
"You okay?" I asked.
"No. Pretty fucking far from okay, really," she said, still turned away from me.
For as nervous as I was for staying in this room, Rachel's tone kept me in place.
"What's wrong?"
"Everybody out there. I had fun with you, but it still doesn't change that they're all out there waiting for me to appear and fuck something up. Would that we could just hang out in here, screwing around all day without needing to worry about any of their shit, right?" Rachel said, a short, sad bark of a laugh punctuating the sentence like a gunshot.
I wanted to tell her that it wasn't that easy, that we weren't in a situation where we had the luxury of taking it easy, but with how much pain she was in I couldn't actually say those words. Hoping to calm her, I rolled into her so I spooned her from behind. When she didn't reject me, I put one arm around so I could hold her close, gently running my other hand through her hair.
Her contented sigh was a good sign.
"But we can't do that, can we?" she asked.
"No. We can't," I said.
"It's a nice dream, anyway," she said, with a slight chuckle.
"What's the laugh for?" I asked.
"Well, we could still have some fun, mess with the others a little if you'd like," Rachel said.
"How?" I asked, skeptical. Though Rachel was on a definite path to recovery from the bitch she used to be, that didn't mean I wasn't still on the lookout for trouble.
"See if there really is a betting pool with actual cash on the line about what happened to me back at school. I tell you what happened, you win the pool, we split the cash right down the middle," Rachel proposed.
It was an interesting proposition, even if there likely wasn't that much money on the line, though I was more interested in finally finding out what had happened to her. She'd been purposefully vague and mysterious about why she wasn't at school this month, and I'd be lying if I said I wasn't interested in finding out what had happened.
"Sounds like an interesting plan. You'll really tell me what happened?" I asked.
She shrugged against me. "There's not a lot to tell, but if you promise not to share it until we're ready to claim some cash, I'll tell you."
"Of course. If you want to share, I mean," I said.
"There's not much to share, really. It's a short, simple story where I didn't actually do anything that wrong for a change," Rachel said.
"Oh, now I really gotta hear it," I said.
She elbowed me in the stomach, not too hard, but enough to get her point across. I amended, "Sorry!"
"You know I don't have to tell the story," she said.
"No, seriously, I want to know."
"Really?"
"Really."
"Because this isn't easy to share." She said this somewhere between completely serious and a joke, and in response I dipped my fingers down into her pussy, massaging it gently. Rachel groaned appreciatively, especially when I kissed the back of her head.
"Please, share."
"Well, when you put it like that..." she purred, nuzzling back against me. "My roommate was having sex with one of our professors, standard college shit, but when she tried to break it off with him, the prof tried blackmailing her into a sex for grades thing."
I stopped rubbing her. "Asshole."
"That's what I called him," Rachel said, taking my hand in hers. I thought for a moment that she'd take me back to her pussy, but she just held on as if holding on to me were all that kept her on this world. "She didn't want to do anything because she didn't think there was anything she could do. I disagreed. So, I hacked his phone and brought the proof of his blackmail to the administration. The prof was fired and my roomie was free of him. However, the prof had enough friends around school to expel me, run my name through the mud and get my roommate to hate me. How's that for gratitude?"
"That's bullshit!" I exclaimed, stopping myself only when I heard my voice going too high.
"It is and it isn't. Hacking his phone was illegal as fuck, so in a lot of ways I'm really lucky all I got was expelled. And, it isn't all bad news," Rachel admitted.
"It's not?"
"No. My faculty advisor, she saw what I did and was impressed and sympathetic, pulled some strings with friends of hers to get me a job with a pretty bitchin' cybersecurity company up in Portland; I'm supposed to head on up next week. It's not much to start, but once I finish my online classes and get my degree, it'll be a pretty nice job. It's definitely something I can do," Rachel said.
I didn't know why this stung me as much as it did. That Rachel would be leaving definitely hurt, but probably would have been best overall. That all she did was try to save her friend and wound up having her life run through the mud for it?
"Why haven't you told your mom? Or Tori? Why don't they know what happened?" I asked.
"Because they wouldn't believe me. Mom, Dad, Tori, they got this image of me they can't change, and if I'm being honest, it's one I did everything to earn. I really do want to make things right by them, no matter how long it takes. I want them to know... I want them to know that I'm sorry. That I'm not just some fuckup anymore," she said.
"Well, you won me over, and a few weeks ago I hated you. They don't hate you, so you've already got a head start on them," I said.
"Yeah, thanks for that, I don't think I can get them the same way I got you," Rachel said, provocatively rubbing her ass against my cock, squeezing me with her cheeks. Despite the seriousness of the conversation, it was hard not to harden at her touch.
"You didn't win me over because you were hot. You won me over because you helped me when I needed help, even when I didn't know I needed it. Open yourself up to them, let them know that you'd be willing to do the same and then actually help them when they need it, and you might start repairing some of those bridges," I said.
"That... might actually work," Rachel admitted.
"Cool, because I was just making that up as I went along. I do think it'll work, though," I said.
Rachel laughed, this time for real. She squeezed my now fully hard cock with her ass again.
"Thanks for listening," Rachel said.
"Any time," I replied.
"But, you should totally use that answer to get in on and win the betting pool. I'll even make a good scene of the revelation, get some tearful indignation in there, maybe even raise my voice and air out some long-held family secrets if the opportunity arises. Standard impressively awkward Thanksgiving conversation," she said.
I laughed back. "I wouldn't miss that for the world."
She continued rubbing her ass against my cock. "Seems like there's something else you wouldn't want to miss, either. Still think we should get dressed in a hurry?"
We honestly should have, but she felt so damn good that my better sense was easy to ignore.
"I've got a quickie in me if you do," I said.
"I was hoping you'd say something like that," Rachel purred, parting her legs. She reached between and pulled my cock up to her pussy lips. They welcomed me warmly, our mutual juices making an easy, slick entrance into her pussy. It only took a single thrust to bury myself completely within her, my hand over her mouth the only thing keeping her quiet as I bottomed out.
In the weeks that followed, there came many occasions where I'd Monday morning quarterback this exact moment, trying to figure out if there was anything at all I could've done different that would've prevented the horrible ending I should've known to be inevitable. If I'd just stopped and gotten dressed, I'd have probably pissed of Rachel, but the rest of the heartbreak to follow could've been prevented. If I'd just kept my ears open, maybe we could've continued but avoided getting caught.
I dreamed of all of these outcomes, but nothing could change the fact that they were nothing more than fantasies that couldn't change the fact that I didn't stop, and I didn't listen. I was lost to fucking Rachel McNeil, our second coupling having all of the tenderness of our earlier sex yet with a greater urgency that made it easier to ignore the real world. The first time out she'd set a slow, deliberate pace, but now I was only powered by overwhelming want. I knew then that this would probably be the last time Rachel and I would ever have sex, and I didn't want to let her go without once properly fucking her. I pounded into her, giving her almost the entire length with each stroke, forcing her cries to go higher and higher as they disappeared into my hand.
In a comfortable position, my body pressed against hers, it was easy to just keep fucking her and lose all track of time. I mean, who'd want to keep track of time when they were with a tattooed goddess like her?
Maybe we were at it for a few minutes, maybe even half an hour, it's hard to say when memories of such things become hazy to time, but the rhythmic thumping of our bodies, the way my cock slid so easily and pleasurably into her pussy, her low soft groans matching my own grunts, I knew that she'd be cumming soon and that I meant to join her. I could time this right...
If I hadn't been so focused on this, I would've noticed the light knocking at the door, the sound of Tori's amused, hushed whisper as she checked to see if I was still in the bedroom and if she could join me for another shot of whiskey. Rachel and I were quiet enough that there was no way she could hear us, but that arguably might've made things worse.
"Cumming soon, cumming soon," I whispered. Rachel nodded at me emphatically, her whole body going rigid as her own orgasm stacked up.
"Fuck!" I grunted softly, thrusting into Rachel once, twice, three times before I came, my orgasm coinciding with her own shaking, shuddering cum. I hadn't had time to build up a proper load, but I still fired what felt like an impressive amount into her, leaving me, and her, collapsing drained onto the bed.
This would've been something close to a perfect moment if Tori hadn't exclaimed, "Fuck, Ryan! Did you just cum in my sister?"
If I were in worse shape, this would be the point in the story where you'd have read about me having a heart attack.
Tori stood in the room's doorway, no longer wearing her overalls but a rather nice set of jeans and a blouse she had to have borrowed from her mother that must've been her compromise for not wearing a dress in front of family. Her face was at once pale and wild, angry and disgusted and terrified. Her lips quivered, her mouth lolling open and closed as she tried to put words together.
Rachel and I were silent, our faces probably looking akin to those of deer caught in headlights.
This was about as close to a worst case scenario as we could get, I wagered, unaware that the worst case scenario was hiding just a few minutes away, waiting to explode.
Words found me slowly, even as my cock still lay buried in Tori's sister. "Tori, I-"
The sound of my voice snapped her out of it, forcing her to storm from the room.



"Fuck," Rachel muttered, pulling herself off of me, shaking like a leaf in the wind.
"Fuck is right," I returned, diving for my clothes.
***
Clothes askew from a half-assed effort at getting dressed in a hurry, I caught up to Tori on the front lawn of her house. Thank god she seemed to want to be as far away from everyone else as possible, otherwise this would have gotten really ugly.
I grabbed her wrist, "Tori, wait-"
She wrenched her wrist from my hand. Her eyes, now brimming with tears, blazed with a barely restrained fury. "So help me, if you say 'I can explain,' I will knock you the fuck out. Right here. Right now. You know I can do it."
I believed her.
"I won't say it, then," I said.
Tori turned away from me, both of her hands buried in her hair in frustration. "What did she do? How did this happen? How did she get this? Is she trying to...? No, of course, she's trying to turn you against me, that's the exact kind of shit she'd pull. How'd she do it? Why'd she do it? She's..."
"She didn't do anything," I said. "I... I started this."
Tori rounded on me again. "That's what she wants you to think! This is exactly what she does! She finds out my secrets, she finds out what I love and she does everything she can to take it away because she's a manipulative bitch!"
"Stop calling her that!" I shot back. "She's really trying to make things right here, and you don't give her a fucking inch!"
"Oh, so you're on her side now?" Tori threw back.
"There are no sides!" I returned.
"With Rachel, there are! You and me, when we were kids, we always told ourselves it was us against her and that nothing would change that!" Tori nearly yelled.
"We're not kids anymore, Tori," I said.
"No fucking shit," she said, looking down at my groin. "So if it's not Rachel's fault, then what is it? You just can't keep that monster on a fucking leash?"
"It's not like that," I said.
"No? You've been having sex with how many girls, what's Rachel as one more added to the list?" Tori spat back.
"Hey, that's not fair! You've got as impressive, if not more impressive, a list of people than me!" I returned.
Tori unclenched her fists, slightly, knowing I had a point but still clearly wanting to hold on to her anger.
"Rachel wasn't just another girl," I said, firm yet fearful, my voice barely holding it together. "She was my friend when you were ignoring me! When I was feeling alone and like a fuckup, she was helping me get my life back in order!"
"Then, what, you trying to screw every woman in my family? Should I call Aunt Gail from the backyard? Or how about Mom? God knows you've always ogled her, maybe now you should take your fucking chance!" she said, furious and snide and wanting to say something preposterous to get a rise out of me because it would make her feel better to twist the knife in deeper.
This would've been a good time to lie.
No, this would've been an excellent time to lie.
This would've been the perfect time to just deny everything and move on with the argument in a different direction, finishing the argument that we started.
What it wasn't the perfect time for was for me to stand there silently, looking pale and guilty and wondering in the craziest of crazy corners of my mind if she'd actually found out about Lauren and me.
That pause, that look of guilt, that's what killed me. That's what made Tori take a second look at me. That's what led to that horrible look of recognition and understanding on her face, that look that brought the revulsion of her discovery of Rachel and me back.
"No," she said softly. "No, no, no."
I quickly tried to jump back into fixing this, taking a step forward. "Tori, I-"
"Stop, right there," she said, her voice dripping with disgust. "Ryan... did you fuck my mom?"
"It's not that-"
"It's a simple question."
"It's difficult to-"
"Yes, or no!"
"Just let me-"
"YES, OR NO!"
There was no way of getting out of this, nothing I could say, this was something I had to confront right here, right now.
"Yes," I said, my voice barely a whisper. The tears had begun to fall from Tori's eyes, rolling down those perfect cheeks. She was unmoving, utterly horrified at what I'd said. Tori may not have killed me yet, but that I'd made her feel this way, I felt like I deserved to die.
I tried to explain. "I was in a weird place; I'd just found out that you lied to me about being with April when you said you didn't want to be with me, and I was-"
"I've apologized for that. I'm so fucking sorry I lied to you. I can never be sorry enough for lying to you!" she returned.
"I know that, but I didn't know that then! I was feeling vulnerable-"
"So, what, you're trying to tell me she seduced you?" Tori threw back at me, though I couldn't tell if it was an accusation or an honest question.
"No!" I exclaimed. "That's not how it happened. I was having a bad day, and... and she was having a bad day. We were both having a bad day, and both of us were vulnerable, and it just felt so normal that I kissed her, and-"
"Stop!" Tori said, turning away from me again. "I don't want to... I don't want to know the details. I don't want to know if she's... fuck, she's one of your Senior Year Memories, isn't she?"
"Tori, I-"
"I'm sorry. I'm still so fucking sorry I lied to you because I wanted to protect someone. I'm sorry for everything I did to you, but don't you think fucking my mom was maybe a little bit of an overreaction?" Tori spat, her voice pure venom.
She was right. She was right and I had nothing to stand on between what I'd done with Lauren and Rachel. Tori didn't have any claim on me any more than I had a claim on her, but I knew that this was a possibility, that fucking around with my best friend's family was like walking through a minefield, and that no matter how much I hoped it wouldn't explode that there was every probability it would.
"You shouldn't blame Ryan for that," Rachel called from the front door. She'd gotten dressed and was striding toward us, with April in tow. Though April looked confused and like a strong breeze might knock her down, she understood that something was happening and clearly wanted to be here for Tori.
"Stay out of this, you bitch," Tori said.
"No," Rachel said. "You've stayed out of this one for so long you need to hear it. Don't blame Ryan, don't blame Mom. Blame Dad. He's been cheating on Mom for years, but you've always been such a Daddy's little girl that you've ignored what's obvious to everyone!" Rachel accused.
"Shut up!" Tori spat back.
Rachel continued, "You honestly think that she's not lonely enough to do something about it, and wouldn't you rather it be with someone you know you can trust, someone who cares for her? Them getting together is definitely a little weird, but Ryan treated her right! He treated me right when all you wanted to do was treat me like shit no matter how much I wanted to fix things! He-"
"Shut up!" Tori repeated, launching herself at Rachel. I stepped in front of Rachel, while more impressively, April managed to just barely hold Tori back.
"Get out," Tori hissed at me.
I'd seen her angry before. Hell, I'd seen her furious before. I'd never seen her like this, though. There was a rage in her eyes that I'd caused, a rage that I deserved. The words were simple, her voice never rose above her usual speaking volume, but they said everything. This was more than just her telling me to leave. This wasn't just Thanksgiving she wanted me out of, no, this was bigger than that.
This was Tori telling me she wanted me out of her life.
I looked at Tori one last time to be sure, then at the confused and indignant April and Rachel.
I'd fucked up. I'd fucked up real bad, and now I had to pay the consequences.
I could've stayed. I could've stayed and fought for this, but I was afraid. Afraid of that rage. Afraid of what might happen if I stayed. Afraid of what I'd do or not do that might just make this worse.
Without saying anything, I turned and walked across the lawn for my bicycle, shaking and numb to the world and wanting to put as much distance between me and the McNeil family and the hell I'd brought down on them. Tori and Rachel were fighting, their voices raised to a symphony of rage I'd grown up all too familiar with while April tried to act the peacemaker. I should have been there, trying to fix what I'd done, but being a coward who didn't want to cause any more damage to this family that had done so much for me over the years, I left without looking back.
***
And that, boys and girls, is how Tori and I stopped being best friends.
For a while, anyway.
***
(Author's Note 2: And so ends the November arc of Senior Year Memories. Sorry this one took so long to write, it turned out to be a much more involved and difficult chapter than expected. Though it might seem otherwise, I'm not a fan of torturing my characters. Though this one wasn't particularly fun, I promise December will bring some more lighthearted and smutty times and holiday good cheer. Thank you for reading, and I hope this chapter hasn't turned you away!)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: Thanksgiving was a day that 18-year-old nerd Ryan Collins would never forget. He was looking forward to a day of good food and awkward family conversations after accepting the invitation to his best friend and longtime crush, Tori McNeil's, house. That he had had sex with Tori's mom, Lauren, and befriended and made out with Tori's hated older sister, Rachel, were secrets he meant to hold close to his chest, especially after knowing that taking things any further with Rachel would make a bad situation even worse. However, after meeting Tori's new girlfriend, April, Ryan broke off and shared a drink with Rachel. Commiserating over how out of place they both felt here, they let their passion overcome their better sense and had sex, only to be caught by Tori. After a long, loud argument, Tori kicked Ryan out of her house and her life, possibly forever.
***
There's a line in a not-great-but-not-terrible Matthew Broderick and Marlon Brando comedy called The Freshman that's always stuck with me.
"There's a kind of freedom in being completely screwed... because you know things can't get any worse."
I'd always liked that quote, but the problem with it is it's hard to tell when you've hit that spot where you're completely screwed. Too often when you think that things can't get any worse, they find a way of doing just that that can take you by surprise, so I try to avoid thinking that I'm completely screwed. That way if things get worse, I can't be surprised.
It was hard to keep thinking this way after Thanksgiving. That my oldest friend... that Tori, wanted me out of her life, that felt like being completely screwed. She hadn't spread around any of what happened between me and her mom and her sister, though whether it was to protect Lauren or me or her dad or Rachel (unlikely) or herself, I couldn't tell you. I'd tried daily for close to a week to try to talk to her afterward, only to get shut out every time.
I tried to tell myself that this wasn't that different from the times Tori and I had lost touch earlier this year, that if I kept at it and let heads cool down that we'd get back together and be friends again, perhaps with the help of a few more screaming matches, but the utter silence I was getting felt more conclusive than usual.
This really was it. This was the end.
If you've been reading so far and remember the Kyle Bowman incident, you can probably guess that I shut down for a little while after this; for days afterward it felt easier to just stay quiet and avoid the world and hope that that would keep everything from falling down all around me while still telling myself that this was the worst time of my life. For a time, even, that worked, but that was only sustainable for those first few days after Thanksgiving before having to go back to school.
Like in the days after Kyle Bowman attacked me, it seemed like pushing people away would be easiest, but unlike those days the people around me weren't so apt to let me push them away this time. Some of them were easy to let in, some I even encouraged after I realized how much better it felt to be surrounded by friends (even if they weren't Tori) than being alone. I may not have been the greatest company for them when they were really doing their level best to cheer me up, but I was honestly glad to have them on my side.
Some of them, though, I still had to figure out if I wanted to hear from them or not.
Take the Skype call I was waiting for, for example.
It'd been just over a week since Thanksgiving, and we'd just tiptoed into December. Now, like a lot of Southern California, Regan Hills didn't exactly have what you would call seasons. Sure, we had summer and spring, but fall and winter never really got as cold or as wet as it did anywhere else. Sure, the days were getting shorter and there was a bit of chill in the air, but I'd never seen snow in my life, nor did I ever expect it.
Still, it had been a gloomy, overcast day, the kind that demanded a light sweatshirt with a hood in case it rained, and it was cool enough come nighttime that I was glad for the thin blanket wrapped around my shoulders while I sat at my laptop and waited for the call.
Well, waited was one word for it. "Dreaded" might have been another good one, though that wasn't quite right either. What was I feeling, really? This shouldn't have been so hard, it was just a phone call, just talking to someone I cared about, just... well, it wasn't "just" anything, not after the last time we met, not after-
This had to have been the first time Skype ringing actually managed to give me a jump scare. I knew the call was coming, I knew who it'd be, but that didn't make it any less surprising when it actually happened. I watched the name on the screen, looked at their picture, staring at it long and hard considering how wise this move was.
It kept ringing.
I kept looking.
"What the fuck are you waiting for?" I muttered to myself, clicking to answer it.
Within a couple seconds, I was greeted by the welcome sight of Rachel McNeil sitting at a desk in a small apartment. She wasn't as made up as I was used to seeing her, but she still looked beautiful as ever in her pale, red-haired and tattooed glory. The eyes behind her glasses still had a hint of tired sadness to them, but looked a lot happier and healthier than when I last saw her at Thanksgiving, even if her knit cap and comfy-looking sweater meant she was almost certainly colder than I was.
"Hey, Ryan," she said.
"Hey, Rachel. You're, uh, looking good," I replied, trying to think of something neutral to say.
I hadn't seen Rachel in person since Thanksgiving out of a mixture of fear and shame, but we still kept in touch via text even after she left for Portland; by this point we were too good friends to not communicate. This is how I knew as much as I did about how things were in the McNeil household, even the details I'd rather not have known.
"Thanks. Wish I could say the same for you," she said.
"Thanks," I said, sarcastic.
"Hey, I'm just callin' 'em like I see 'em," she said. Her flippant attitude softened for a moment. "The meeting today didn't go well, I take it?"
"That's one way of putting it," I said.
The meeting today was at the office of our school's paper, the Puma Press. Editor Nadia Barclay had called a private meeting with me and Tori in the hopes of trying to get us to work our shit out. Neither Tori nor I were exactly in a place where working out our differences was an option, and while Tori used much more colorful language than I did, we both got the point across to Nadia. This would have been humiliating enough as is had Nadia not then told us that she didn't give a damn about our problems, but if they got in the way of the Puma Press' success this year that she'd kick us both off the paper and make sure we regretted our choice.
In the interests of keeping the peace, I offered to resign from the paper, but Nadia wouldn't let me. Something about how I was too good a writer to let my personal issues get in the way of my success (though I was reasonably sure "my success" in this case also meant "Nadia's success"), and that Tori and I would just have to be adults about this, lest we go back to her making us regret fucking with her.
"Well, you're alive, so, that's something," Rachel said, doing an admirably job of trying to find a silver lining.
"I guess. Anyway, what's Portland like? How's the new job treating you?" I asked, happy to have another topic to change to.
Rachel rolled her eyes, lifting up her laptop and showing me the tiny stretch of her apartment. "I just got through orientation today, but it looks pretty good. The city's fucking cold and wet and full of weirdos, which means I fit in rather well. The apartment's on the Spartan side, and I've got noisy neighbors above me and on both sides, but, it's my own place, and with this job I'll more than be able to afford it. Hopefully I'll even be able to pay off Mom within about three, four months tops."
From what Rachel told me, things didn't quite explode on Thanksgiving after Tori and me had our fight on the front lawn, but they got pretty close. Rachel and Tori spent most of the night arguing, and once everyone else went home, Lauren more or less gave Rachel a stack of cash and encouraged her to get a move on to Portland sooner rather than later. Nobody ever revealed what the fight was all about, but Lauren pushing Rachel to the side wasn't terribly surprising for how she usually favored Tori.
"You two still haven't talked?" I asked.
"Not at length. I keep trying to schedule a Skype chat, but things keep coming up and she says she has to reschedule. I know she's busy, but..." Rachel trailed off.
"Yeah. But..." I replied. Though she never said it in so many words, I knew that Rachel had been looking for Lauren's approval for a while now, any acknowledgment that she'd made a turnaround from the hellraiser she was back when she was a kid, but so far Lauren had kept her at arm's length. Rachel had been trying to make it look like she didn't care, but I wasn't buying the aloof act.
"So, how have you been doing?" she asked. "Still adding pictures to your Senior Year Memories album?"
I smiled, nostalgic. "Not since you. I'm... putting it on a bit of a hiatus right now."
"Oh, don't tell me you're doing that whole bullshit withdrawn act again, because if I have to come down there and kick your ass to pull your head out of it, I will," Rachel threatened jokingly. At least, I was pretty sure she was joking.
"No, no, no, nothing like that," I clarified. "I'm not deleting my pictures or saying I'm never gonna have sex again, but..."
"But what?" she asked.
Good question. My wandering dick had brought me almost as much trouble as it had joy this year, and that trouble was pretty bad. Whether it meant getting punched in the head by Kyle Bowman hard enough to give me a brief bout of PTSD or losing my best friend because I'd fucked her sister and her mom, it was hard to not think that I'd have had a much more peaceful year if I just kept my head down and stopped fucking around so much.
The problem was it wasn't just something I could turn off anymore. For lack of better wording, my sexuality had become a major part of my identity now. If I denied myself that, I'd be denying a major part of who I was and it'd drive me insane. I won't go so far as to say I needed sex to survive, but if I were to pretend that I didn't enjoy it and just try to go back into my shell like I did after Kyle attacked me, I knew I'd have been a mess.
"But..." I continued. "I think I'm going to need to be more cautious. I need to think through what I'm doing, make sure that whatever happens, nobody gets hurt."
"Love and sex are pretty fucked up sometimes. You can't always save everyone from getting hurt," Rachel said.
"Maybe not, but I'd really like to try," I said.
"Awww, aren't you sweet?" Rachel said.
I shot her my middle finger. She returned the gesture with a smile.
It was moments like this that really conflicted me. I dreamed of making things better with Tori, which meant I should have probably been spending as little time with Rachel as possible. I should have just cut off all contact with her and left it at that, but it wasn't that simple. I knew that there was nothing resembling a future between Rachel and me on a romantic level, but she was still my friend, and one I didn't want to lose.
"So, you sharing that sweetness with any of the fair maidens of Regan Hills High while you aren't filling out your album?" Rachel asked.
"Why?" I asked back. It wasn't that I hadn't spent time with anyone lately, but I was curious to see why Rachel was interested.
"I just want to make sure you're being taken care of, is all," Rachel said, rocking back and forth in her chair slightly. I couldn't help but realize at this point that I couldn't see her hands.
"If I were to say no?" I asked.
"I might be coaxed into showing you how little I have on underneath this sweater," she said.
"And if I were to say yes?" I asked.
"Then I still might be coaxed into showing you how little I have on underneath this sweater. So, it definitely doesn't hurt to be honest," she said.
I can't say I wasn't tempted, but she was testing my newfound vow of caution. Having sex with Rachel wasn't what detonated my friendship with Tori, but it was definitely the straw that broke the camel's back, and something I wasn't sure would be a great idea if it were to happen again.
But was there honestly any world where not chatting with Rachel about sex would improve anything between Tori and me? No. If I wanted to have this conversation, I could, and if it led to something, so what?
"I've been taken care of. I doubt I've been the best company for them-"
"You being mopey and all?" Rachel interjected.
I shrugged. "Yeah, but they've been great. It's, uh, still something I'm getting used to. Having friends. It used to be whenever I was going through a hard time, Tori was about the only person I could turn to. Now..."
"It's nice having people you can rely on, isn't it?" Rachel said.
I'd have rather had Tori with me, but lacking her, I really was glad having the people I did in my life. "Yeah. It really is."
"So, lemme guess... Josie's an obvious choice, one so obvious I probably shouldn't need to guess her," Rachel said, finally revealing one of her hands to stroke her chin.
"That's... about right," I said. Of everyone I knew, Josie was the one most actively trying to cheer me up and the one I felt like the biggest failure to for not being able to fully cheer up. Her position on the Puma Press and her pseudo-friendship with Tori could have made this a much more awkward situation than it was, but our budding relationship combined with her experience in bad breakups made her a welcome shoulder to cry on.
"Sarah?" Rachel suggested.
"Nope," I shook my head.
"Really? I drove you to rock her world and she doesn't have the courtesy to help you out in your time of need?" Rachel said.
"Hey, she's a very private person, and I'm not exactly reaching out now, so-"
"Relax, Ryan, I'm just fucking with you."
I rolled my eyes at her.
"So, if the ragdoll's not helping you out, can I assume that Kaitlyn and Brooke are?" Rachel said, arching her hidden arm up, pulling her sweater slowly up toward her chest. From the limited skin I was already able to see from the camera's angle, I could see that she wasn't wearing anything under her sweater for the vista of tattoos she revealed. It made my mouth water with anticipation and a faint hint of anxiety, but an anxiety that was easy to suppress.
"You'd assume correctly. They haven't been around as much as Josie; Kaitlyn's on this self-discovery thing right now, and Brooke's been keeping a busier social life than usual, but they've been there for me. Brooke keeps telling me she's gonna send one of her friends to fuck me senseless one of these days since she feels so bad about skipping out on me so much," I said, laughing, before realizing that that actually sounded like exactly something Brooke would do if I wasn't paying attention.
I really had to hide our hide-a-key better.
Seemingly satisfied by my answer, Rachel pulled her sweater over her chest, revealing her beautiful, bare, C-cup tits. I remembered fondly how they felt, how they tasted. It was enough to make me wish she were here instead of separated by distance for how hard I was.
"That's nice," I said, my voice husky and low.
"Well, I enjoy them," she said, squeezing them and running her thumbs over her nipples with an audible moan. "But I'm glad you like them too. What would you like me to do with them?"
I licked my lips. I'd never had a sexual encounter quite like this, but I was enjoying it.
"Pinch your nipples," I said. Rachel followed my instruction, moaning.
"Harder," I said. With a wolfish smile, she did so, moaning even louder.
"That is nice," she said. "But you want to see lower, don't you? You want to see if I'm wearing any panties?"
I nodded in agreement. Rachel said, "Then pull out your cock. Stroke it for me. Let me see it."
With my cock already rock hard and confined by my pants, freeing it felt great. A small amount of precum had already accumulated at the tip, making it feel particularly good when I started jacking myself.
"Ooh, that's very, very nice," Rachel said, pushing her chair back so I could get a better view of her toned, tattooed abs, and of the lacy black panties she was wearing.
"Fancy," I said.
"I've a grungy aesthetic, true, but I do like a nice, pretty thing every once in a while," Rachel said.
"You know if I were there, this is about the point where I'd be between your thighs trying to remove those with my teeth so I could start eating your pussy, right?" I said, grunting slightly.
"Crude. Very hot, but crude," she said, pulling her panties off and sitting back in her chair, giving me a good view as she played with her pussy.
"It's hard to be eloquent when I'm jacking off and looking at you," I said.
"Fair point," Rachel moaned before reaching off screen, coming back with a large blue vibrator. She turned it on with an audible buzzing sound and brought it to her pussy, her moans taking on a louder, more desperate tone.
"It's got nothing on your tongue or cock, but it'll have to suffice," Rachel moaned, fucking herself silly with the vibrator one-handed while she pinched her nipples with the other.
"Thanks," I grunted, enjoying the show as I jacked myself harder. It'd been a couple days since I'd done this, so I knew it wouldn't be long before I'd be making a mess that I wouldn't look forward to cleaning up.
"My family may have problems, and I'm sorry they spilled over to you, but so long as we can share good sex with good friends, the world can't be that bad a place, can it?" Rachel said.
What we were doing wasn't fixing anything, and I still had a lot of issues that needed fixing, but arguing with her logic was difficult, especially when she looked as luscious as she did.
"Maybe not," I agreed, my free hand gripping the edge of my chair as I felt the orgasm coming on.
***
There are texts you want to receive, and there are texts you don't want to receive. This was one that, at a glance, was one of those ones I wouldn't have wanted to receive.
Josie: Don't be mad
I normally tried not to check my phone too much while I was riding my bike because, well, I had no intention of winding up spread out all over the pavement, but I wasn't averse to stopping and checking an incoming text before I kept moving. This wasn't one of those texts, though, where I could just view it and resume my afterschool ride home, no, this demanded some attention. I stepped off my bike and walked it onto the sidewalk, giving myself the opportunity to talk with Josie while I made progress home.



After the week and change I'd had after Thanksgiving, I wasn't looking forward to any more surprises, especially from someone I relied on as much as I relied on Josie, so I texted her back with some urgency.
Me: Mad about what?
Josie: You know how you've been having a hard time lately?
I laughed, shaking my head slightly at her understatement.
Me: Kinda hard to ignore.
Josie: Well, I've really wanted to help you deal with your shit
Josie: But it seems that no matter what I do I can only help so much
"Please don't let this be a break-up, please don't let this be a break-up, please don't let this be a break-up," I muttered quickly as I texted her back.
Me: I'm working it out, really. I mean it. I'm sorry if I haven't gotten better fast enough but you've been a ton of help
Me: Please don't leave me alone
Josie took a lot longer than I would've wanted before she replied.
Josie: Hahaha
This wasn't exactly the response I was hoping for.
Josie: You're gonna have to try a whole lot harder to push me away if you want me gone, Ryan
Josie: No, what I was getting at was that I'm at the end of my rope for thinking on ideas to help you out, so I had to think outside the box
Josie: So I got you something
Me: A present?
I meant it as a joke, but even if the answer was no, I was touched that she'd thought about me enough to get me something to try and cheer me up. I didn't think long or hard enough for the types of gifts that Josie might get me, even though I probably should have.
Josie: Something like that.
Josie: Something that's helped me out and figure shit out when my head's a mess
Josie: Just promise me you won't be mad
Me: Kind of a hard thing to promise when I don't know shit about it
Josie: Point
A thought hit me.
Me: It's not...?
Josie: It's not drugs. But you'll like it.
Me: You sound confident
Josie: I think I'm learning what you like. This might be different from what you're used to, but I think you'll like it.
Josie was a fan of the macabre and the dark, so I had a few images forming over the kind of gift she might get me.
"This might be different from what you're used to."
That phrase had me curious. A little afraid, but more curious than afraid.
Me: Whatever it is, thanks. For the thought if nothing else.
Josie: Don't worry about it.
Me: So when should I expect this glorious and wonderful gift that's going to maybe help me sort out my messy head?
Josie: All in good time.
Josie: Soon, though, if that helps.
Me: Tease.
Josie: Bitch :P
Me: Seriously, though, thank you, for everything.
Josie: Don't worry about it.
My fingers hovered over the characters longer than I expected. I knew what I wanted to say next, but knowing that I wanted to say the words and actually saying them were two completely different things. It took a lot of nervous effort, but finally I got them out.
Me: I love you.
I watched the screen for a long while, waiting for a text bubble to appear. My heart was pounding so heavily in my chest and my focus was so intently on the phone that the entire world might've disappeared around me and I wouldn't have noticed. The absence of a text bubble was soon replaced by one with "..." in it as she wrote something out, only for it to quickly disappear. "..." appeared again, only to be followed with a quick, simple text.
Josie: I love you too.
My heart soared, and for all the hell I was stuck in right now, I cheered and danced like an idiot on the sidewalk.
Josie Wong loved me! I loved Josie Wong!
I may have irreparably fucked things up with Tori, but Josie and I loved each other. That was definitely something worth cheering up over.
Josie: That was easier to say than I thought it would be.
Me: Ditto.
Josie: Cool. Sounds good. Right.
Me: I like good. I like right.
Josie: Good.
Me: Right?
Josie: Bitch :P Seriously, gotta bounce for now. Get home safe
I looked up to see that during the course of our conversation I'd almost managed to make it all the way home. How long had I been walking?
Me: That shouldn't be a problem.
Josie: Good
Josie: Also? Don't be mad.
Me: I make no promises.
Josie: Yup, you're still a bitch
Me: Love you too
Josie ended the conversation with an uncharacteristic kissy emoji, and though I'd normally give her shit for something like that, right now I had the warmest feeling in my chest I just couldn't ignore.
Not everything was right with the world, not by a long shot, but it wasn't all wrong either. If Josie and I could figure out some of our issues and finally stop dancing around what we meant to each other now, who knew what else could be fixed?
***
I put my bike in the garage quietly and worked my way around the house stealthily. For all the background noise, the proposition of a stealthy entrance to my house would've almost felt like a joke, but it was one I took seriously.
It's not that I didn't want to go to the Martinez's going away party, it was more that I didn't want to go to the party today. They'd been our neighbors since I was little and had a good hand in raising me when Dad was out of town when I was younger, but they were getting on in years and meant to retire down with one of their kids down in Santa Barbara. It would be the end of an era, and one more thing to be slightly sad about these days, which was probably the reason I ducked away from them rather than join the party. Mr. Martinez had invited me, and I'd said I'd go, but even riding high after the exchange Josie and I just had, I wasn't ready to be this happy around this many people.
Convinced that one of them would catch me at any moment and drag me over to a party I was too polite to bow out of if they'd actually grabbed me, I was honestly impressed that I made it inside without getting caught. Tired from a long day and a long walk, I left my shoes and my backpack by the door and plodded on over to my room, looking to get in an hour or two of gaming before I got to doing my homework.
That I actually got a few steps into my room before I noticed the naked girl sitting on my bed tells you how truly distracted I was.
"Hi, Ryan," she said, her voice a playful, sexy purr.
In response, I screamed. Not at the sight of a naked girl in my bed, no, that was actually quite nice, but at the fact that there was someone in my house who ought not to have been there.
"Well, hello to you too!" she said, crossing her arms beneath her beautiful and huge breasts and turning her face into a mock pout.
I took her in slowly, my brain processing a single element at a time as this stranger came into focus. First that she was here. Then that she was naked. Then that she was utterly gorgeous, with a figure that was at once curvy and lean, with toned arms and stomach, tits that had to be about a solid DDD, and though it was mostly covered by the blanket that hid her legs, I knew she had a magnificently round ass. Her skin was a soft caramel color, her wide, pointed nipples a few shades darker. Her face was pretty, with full, moist lips curled into an amused smile, deep brown eyes that positively sparkled, and long, silky black hair tied back in her trademark ponytail.
I'd known the 18-year-old Latina cheerleader, Jade Alvarez, was looking for some alone time with me ever since Brooke introduced me to her in November, but I honestly hadn't expected her right this moment.
The puzzle pieces fell together slowly, but the picture they formed confused me more and more the more I considered it.
Finally, rather than staring slack-jawed at her beautiful, naked glory, I said, "So, Josie sent you?"
"Not quite," the voice behind me said.
If I screamed loudly when I saw Jade in my bed, when I heard the voice hiding behind me I must've nearly jumped out of my fucking skin. I whirled around to see who this new intruder was, and was greeted by a figure that was at once familiar and foreign at the same time.
While Jade was short and curvy with soft brown skin, this girl was her polar opposite, tall, willowy and pale, with dirty blonde hair held up in a tight, severe bun. While Jade was naked, this girl was rocking some pretty high end fetish wear (by my limited estimation), with a tight leather corset that made her C-cup tits look even larger, wrist-length fingerless leather gloves, a choker, and a thong, all black, all glossy. Her fishnet stockings and high heels showed off how remarkably tight her legs and ass were. Her normally plain, smiling face had taken on a confident severity that made her surprisingly hot, especially with her ruby red lips held in an almost snarling sneer and her now glasses-free eyes boring into me.
"Hope?" I asked.
"When I'm dressed like this, it's Mistress Hope," 18-year-old Hope Harris said to me, very little trace of her usual good humor in her voice, though a slight smile did curl at the edge of her lips.
My heartbeat had slowed enough that I was able to finally begin processing and sorting through everything that had just happened. Though there were a million questions I ought to have asked, one seemed paramount above all others.
"Okay, seriously, what the fuck is actually going on here?" I asked.
Jade laughed. "So, it's kind of a funny story."
"If I weren't in character, I'd agree," Hope confirmed, closing the door to my bedroom behind me.
"In character?" I asked.
"She's been like this since I got here, I'd say it's best to just roll with it," Jade said.
"I'm going back to asking what the fuck is going on," I said.
"Josie was worried about you. Her usual attempts at helping relieve your stress weren't having their typical, desired effect, so she wanted to try a different tactic. Since I've wanted you for some time now, and have used my unconventional skill set in the past to help Josie and others clear their heads, we both felt that sending me over to help might prove a wise idea. Incidentally, your hide-a-key isn't very well hidden, you should probably get on that," Hope said, walking up to me, trailing her fingers up my side.
"I know, right?" Jade agreed.
I was still trying to understand this new Hope I was seeing. I was so used to her being a deeply flighty, scatterbrained band geek that I didn't really know she had this in her. I mean, yeah, I knew that the band geeks were supposed to be pretty kinky behind the scenes, but I never expected her to be able to turn this level of confidence on so easily.
"And mine's pretty similar, so I'll keep it short, but Brooke's been feeling bad for you and that she couldn't be here to help with you since she's been... well, busy with her own thing lately, and I've wanted to see what your cock could do ever since Kaitlyn started bragging to everyone who'd listen. I really like helping people who're having a hard time, and I really like big cocks, so, it kinda felt like kismet, really, that I ought to be here to help you out," Jade said.
"Right up until she walked in on me getting dressed in here," Hope said, continuing to stroke my side.
"Well, yeah, there was that. I screamed," Jade said.
"I screamed," Hope admitted.
Jade said, "But since you ran so late-"
"I... had to finish an article at the Puma Press," I said, lamely.
"It doesn't matter why you were late, what matters is that it was a good thing, since if you were on time, we'd have never got to talking like we did," Jade said.
"And because we talked, we found out we were here with the same intentions," Hope said.
"It felt like fate," Jade said.
"It felt like an impressive coincidence," Hope said.
It felt like a contrivance from a lazy writer, but I wasn't going to say that out loud.
"It was an interesting talk, since I don't know if you've heard, but cheerleaders and marching band don't exactly get along," Jade explained.
"If you guys would just give color guard a little more respect..." Hope grumbled.
"Not helping, hon'," Jade said. Hope continued to grumble, but didn't say anything. Jade continued, "I wanted to kick her out, because I really wanted to do something nice and sweet and slutty for you because I hear you've been having a really sucky time lately, and no one who's spread as much joy around the school as you should be having that kind of a sucky time."
"But I was here first, and I wanted to kick her out because I wanted to do something nice and kinky for you to help you release all that stress you've got pent up lately. And because I get off on dominating people, so we'd really be helping each other out if I'm being honest," Hope said.
"So we argued, and we fought, but then we kept talking, and, well, wouldn't you know it, we found out we had a lot in common," Jade said.
"We both like helping people, and truly filthy sex. And, If I'm being honest, Jade's not nearly as bad at conversation as you'd expect a cheerleader slut to be," Hope said.
"Awww, thanks!" Jade said, blowing Hope a playful kiss.
I stood there, listening to all of this as Hope continued circling me like a predatory animal, her fingers exploring seemingly every inch of my chest and stomach while she attempted to look like she was paying me no attention. For the sheer eroticism of talking to this leather-clad seductress and the naked and busty cheerleader in my bed, I was rock hard. It was difficult standing still for what my cock demanded of the situation.
"So, after some discussion, and the realization that we both came here with similarly benevolent intentions, we came to an accord," Hope said.
"If you want us both to leave, we'd completely understand that, because who wants two people breaking into their house unannounced, even if it's for some unbelievably hot sex? But, and this is where it gets really fun, if you don't want us to leave, either of us can stay because we'd both still really love to fuck you. If I'm to make a case for myself, well, look at me. I've got tits that have changed men's lives and an ass one of my ex's actually wrote a song about (not a very good song, but, still something I like boasting about). You've been with enough cheerleaders to know what we're all capable of, and believe me when I say I can blow them all out of the water, literally. I love sucking cock, and if you promise to eat my pussy as good as I've heard you can, I'll let you do anything you want but show you why the boys all call me the cocksucking queen," Jade said, licking those luscious, full lips of hers.
"She makes a good case," Hope said. "But I can make a better one. I don't have the goods she does, but I know more. I can do more. I'm more creative, more energetic, and I can think of kinky shit that she could never dream of. You think you've let go during sex? Wait until I've got you tied down and blindfolded on that bed. I can bring you pleasures and sensations you never knew to be possible. I could unlock your deepest, darkest passions that even you don't know exist. I can melt away your stress and help you greet a new day with a new, better understanding of life and pleasure," Hope said, stopping behind me and speaking directly in my ear, pressing her body against mine.
Sensually, she kissed the side of my neck, then smiled at me.
"So, tell us, Ryan, in the spirit of the holiday season coming up, would you rather have naughty?" Hope said.
"Or nice?" Jade proposed sweetly.
"Or both?" Hope proposed.
"Both?" Jade asked. This was something they clearly hadn't talked about.
"Why not?" Hope continued. "You're hot, I'm hot, we're here for the same reason. Maybe we could all learn something from each other, help each other out today."
Jade considered this for a moment. "I told myself I'd never lower myself to fucking a band geek, but looking at you... yeah, I can definitely make an exception. I'm down for naughty and nice if you are."
"Oh, I'm down," Hope purred. "What about you, Ryan?"
What about me? I was still reeling from the shock of two sexy girls appearing in my room, each of them, as they noted, the very definitions of naughty and nice. This was an insane proposition before me, but an enticing one. It was one I had to consider with great caution, because this wasn't just like casual sex with Josie or Brooke or Kaitlyn, these were two new people, both of whom had their own connections that I needed to consider, both of whom had hearts I didn't mean to break, both of whom...
Both of whom knew what they were getting into and knew what they wanted, every bit as much as they must have known that this would be something I'd want too.
"With everything I've been through lately, I could go for a little naughty and a little nice," I said.
"Good," Hope said. Grabbing a handful of my hair, she pulled my head back so she could lock a forceful kiss on my lips. I'd kissed plenty of women in this past year and had some fairly energetic (and creative) sex, but this kiss promised something more than I was used to, maybe more than I was ready for. As much as it intimidated me, it thrilled me to no end.
With surprising strength for her willowy body, Hope let me go and ripped my shirt off in one fluid motion, pushing me down onto my bed face first. Before I knew what had even hit me, she grabbed me by the legs and rolled me over onto my back, working at getting my pants off. I'd have helped her if I thought she'd let me, but since I didn't think she would I just let her have at them.
It was an interesting side of this goofy, weird band girl I'd gotten to know some over the last few months through the Puma Press and her friendship with Josie, and one I was definitely willing to entertain.
I'd gotten so lost in what Hope was doing to me that I barely even noticed the busty Latina crawling down beside me. However, it's hard to ignore someone as unbelievably hot as Jade Alvarez, especially when she's naked and only mere inches from you. Her lower body no longer covered by my blanket, I saw that she was completely naked. Her long, toned legs led to a patch of thick, dark pubic hair that couldn't hide the beautiful pussy lips beneath, her ass every bit as round and amazing as I'd anticipated. She crawled so her face was level with mine, rolling against me so her breasts pressed into my chest.
"I've heard so many stories about you, it's not even funny," she said, placing a soft kiss on my lips. Her lips were every bit as perfect as they looked, and I found myself wanting to kiss her more. While Hope still fumbled to get me out of my pants, I took those kisses from Jade, gently running my hand up her side until I cupped one of her magnificent breasts.
Jade groaned, softly. "Kaitlyn told me about you first, but I thought it might've been a bad joke. She's pretty good at those, if you haven't figured that out by now."
I kissed her again. "I have."
"I struggled to believe the stories when Brooke told me, but by the time I heard you tamed Haley and fucked Addison at the Homecoming dance, the legend of your giant nerd cock was too much to ignore," she said, leaning over to kiss me again, her tongue quickly darting into my mouth to dance with mine. She tasted good, really good, but I had a sneaking suspicion she tasted even better elsewhere.
Jade continued, "I would've come for you sooner, should've come for you sooner, but between cheerleading and homework and all the work I've been doing down at the shelter, it's been hard to find the time... but that Brooke would call on me for my help on a day when my schedule allowed it, and that Hope would be here to bring her energy, it's like I said..."
"Kismet?" I finished.
"Yeah," Jade said dreamily, kissing me again.
With a final, conclusive pull, Hope yanked my pants off and tossed them by the side of the bed. Without missing a beat, she then took each of my socks off, leaving me in bed wearing only my underwear straining with my rock hard cock.




"So, just to let you know, things might get a little weird in here. I like things a little kinky, but if anything ever crosses a line you're not comfortable with, let me know, alright? Sex is supposed to be fun, after all," Hope said.
"I understand. I don't... I don't know what you've got in mind, but I'm willing to do a little experimentation," I said.
"Cool," Hope said, her façade breaking slightly as she gave me a slightly grateful smile, before she fell back into her confident, Mistress Hope persona again. "Jade, I'm willing to get freaky with you because if there's one thing I like as much as quality cock it's quality pussy, but you're under no obligation to get kinky. I was sent here for Ryan, and I'd only planned for him, so-"
"I'm down for whatever. I'm honestly kinda curious to see if you band geeks are all you're cracked up to be, or if you're all talk like the color guard girls," Jade said.
"Can you stop talking shit about color guard?" Hope said, more than a little defensive.
"Should I leave?" I almost joked, even if I was curious to see where this school spirit argument would go.
"No. If Jade is truly up for anything, then I will be determined to show her the error of her ways," Hope said, her voice promising punishment and pleasure, her fingers lightly trailing up my inner thigh.
Jade toyed with the elastic on my underwear, then looked at Hope. "So, in the interest of, you know, having fun, I'm good to call a truce. You want the honors of pulling his underwear off?"
Hope cocked her head, considering Jade. "In the interest of a pleasurable time, how about we do it together?"
"Deal!" Jade said perkily, sliding down the bed so she was next to Hope, both of them taking hold of my underwear and pulling. I arched my back enough to make it easier for them to remove, watching as my underwear first caught on my erection before letting it pop free the moment they pulled with sufficient force.
While both of them had anticipated this moment for a while, there was still a brief moment of slack-jawed appreciation as my 10-inch long, thick cock sprang into view. It was a sight I'd come to enjoy over the past few months and one I'd almost worried I'd never be able to enjoy again, but the thrill of seeing Hope and Jade's appreciation and awe at my cock made me feel like it'd grown even more in their presence. This wouldn't fix my heart after what had happened on Thanksgiving, I knew that and I wasn't under any illusions that it would change anything outside this room, but it definitely felt good to feel good again.
Jade broke the silence. "I can't believe Brooke can fit all of this up her ass."
Hope replied, "I can entirely believe Josie got this up hers. Why, don't think you can handle it, cheerleader?"
"I never said that," Jade said.
"Because I'm gonna bury it to the root in all of my holes. I'm going to take complete ownership of this cock and make him get down on his knees to beg for more," Hope declared. I won't say that my cock didn't flinch slightly at that promise.
"So you're a three-hole slut too? Good for you, that doesn't make you special. You're a lot of talk and gimmicks, but when it comes down to the lovin' that he really needs, he'll cum for these lips, these curves, my tits, my pussy, my perfect ass that songs are sung about... yes, I think I know what he really needs," Jade said, leaning over and taking the entirety of my cock in her mouth.
I understood at once why they called her the cocksucking queen, because Jade's lips were, without a doubt, magical. At once soft and full, strong and knowing, Jade was clearly no amateur when it came to the fine art of the blowjob. How she was able to effortlessly suck down my entire length with each bob was beyond me, but not something I cared to put a lot of thought into when it felt as good as it she did it. She was neither too fast nor too slow, a calm, measured pace that was nearly as pleasurable as that thing she did with her tongue every time she pulled upward. That she was looking into my eyes the entire time didn't hurt either, her dark gaze pleasant and compassionate. I ran my hand through her hair, the individual, pitch black strands falling through my fingers so smoothly you'd almost think her hair wasn't real. I was finally able to get a good grip on the back of her head by holding Jade's ponytail from the base, a development that got a sound of deep contentment from her.
"Well, that's... not unimpressive," Hope said, standing up and pulling her panties off. Unlike Jade, her pussy was shaved completely bare, her lips a startlingly bright pink. Engorged and moist, they looked positively delicious, enough that I licked my lips at the sight of them.
Hope saw this. "So, you like?"
With words difficult to come by for the fantastic blowjob Jade was giving me, I nodded.
Hope approached me, standing next to the bed. "You'd like to eat me out, wouldn't you?"
I nodded again. She grabbed one of my hands and brought it to her pussy, rubbing it against her warm, wet pussy lips, pressing them inside of her. For the cold exterior she tried to give off, her pussy was positively steaming hot, and though it wasn't as tight as many I'd been with, that didn't make her any less enticing.
"How badly do you want to eat my pussy?" Hope asked, pulling my fingers from her cunt and bringing them up to my mouth. I leaned forward to lick them, but she merely held my head back with her free hand.
"Words. I want words. Be good and beg me properly, and you'll get a taste. Impress me, and I'll sit on your face for as long as I see fit. I know you're in a difficult position right now, but that makes it all the more a challenge, doesn't it? Tell me how much you want my pussy. Tell me what you'll do with it. Impress me, or so help me I'll make you regret it," Hope said, even the threat in her voice promising pleasure.
She wanted words, but words were hard to come by with Jade's magic lips on my cock. Thankfully, Jade seemed to agree as she pulled off of my cock.
"Now there's being naughty and there's being needlessly cruel. He wants to eat your pussy, you want him to eat your pussy, just let him eat your pussy if that's what you want him to do," Jade commented, jacking my cock contentedly.
Hope pinched the brow of her nose and shook her head. "See, this is why I don't usually do this with a partner."
"Yeah, well, he agreed to both of us, so we're gonna have to learn to share," Jade said.
Scowling, Hope thrust my pussy-juice coated fingers into Jade's mouth. Though annoyed at first, Jade cooed and sucked my fingers clean.
"I know how to share, I just wasn't anticipating having to do so today," Hope said.
"Well, I'm sorry for the inconvenience," Jade said, licking her lips provocatively.
I'd seen stranger arguments that I was just as interested in seeing resolved, but with my balls boiling and my sex drive making me feel more like myself than I had since Thanksgiving, I wasn't interested in seeing how long this argument could go.
"Hope, I'm up for whatever you've got in mind so long as it doesn't hurt too much," I said.
"Not 'too' much," Hope admitted.
I continued. "But, I'm also getting the impression that what you've got in mind might be fairly involved, right?"
She nodded. I said, "Then why don't you two take turns for now? Jade's gotten me pretty well started, why don't you let us finish this, then both of us will submit to what Mistress Hope has in mind. How does that sound?"
Jade rocked her head back and forth, pondering, her ponytail bouncing with each bob. "I'm down for that."
Hope's face was harder to read, but she agreed, "That sounds acceptable."
"Good," I said, pulling Jade up onto the bed with me. I was in a sitting position now, and straddling me she sat on my lap and wrapped her legs around my back. For a girl with such a sultry sex appeal, there was an undeniable sweetness to her that gave her this positive energy that I needed. The way she smiled at me as if she didn't want to be anywhere but here, the positively enthusiastic way she rubbed her wet pussy against my cock...
"God, you're beautiful," I said.
"Thank you," she said sweetly. Jade wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me in close so she could kiss me. If her lips, both her mouth's and her pussy's, weren't enough to drive me wild, those massive tits pressed against my chest were. They pillowed impressively against me, enough that I was almost certain they'd engulf me for a time, but the way her rock hard nipples pressed into my chest kept me from fully believing that illusion.
Though she'd gone silent, I knew Hope was nearby, waiting, watching. She sat on the edge of the bed nearest Jade, staring at us as a lion might its prey. She freed her breasts from her corset, revealing her C-cup tits to me. They were nearly as pale as every other bit of Hope, and her nipples were small yet thick little nubs, but they looked like they were begging to be sucked on. Never taking her eyes off of us, she began to play with her pussy, almost as if she were challenging me, demanding my attention away from Jade.
If there hadn't been a hot Latina cheerleader who was every bit as busty as she was sweet sitting in my lap, rubbing her bare pussy against my cock, Hope may have even had a chance at holding that attention, but when Jade's doing everything shy of shoving your cock into her pussy while staring into you with those deep, dark, soulful eyes of hers, it's pretty difficult to realize that anything exists except you and her.
"You ready?" she asked, reaching down and stroking my cock between us.
"Yeah," I said, the word coming out low and needy. "Please."
With a practiced move, Jade lined up my cock with her pussy lips and pressed the head against them. Rocking her hips slightly, it slipped inside.
I made a soft, hissing intake of breath as the superb pleasure of Jade's pussy radiated down the head of my cock. She was utterly soaked and hotter than hell, the muscles of her pussy gripping tightly as my head parted her lips. Her mouth opened in a pure O of pleasure as a low groan escaped her lips. This would have been a nearly perfect moment had my cock been buried completely inside of her, but with only the head in I knew there was a lot to look forward to.
With an almost frenzied eagerness, Jade began to rock her hips even faster, taking in a little more of my cock with every movement. She cooed and squealed and whispered sweet promises of how she meant to take care of me into my ear as she fucked more and more of my cock into her pussy, her words only ceasing whenever she wanted to plant another feverish kiss on my lips. I was overwhelmed not just by the pleasure of our joining, but with a want, no, a need to touch Jade, to explore her body with my hands, but with a body as luscious as hers it was so hard to choose. Her ass bouncing against me as she took in my cock, the flesh jiggling so perfectly it made my mouth water, her tits, so round and firm against my chest with nipples that just begged to be sucked on, I was torn by my choices.
One of the great things about threesomes, though, is that there are other people who can help make your choices easy. Hope deciding to stop fingering herself and instead slide in behind Jade, sandwiching her between Hope and me, made things a lot easier. She wrapped her arms around Jade, one hand roughly squeezing at her tits, while the other drifted downwards, rubbing her clit fiercely the moment my cock was buried to the hilt in her pussy. With her tits well spoken for, I grabbed Jade's ass, helping her ride my cock.
"Fuck!" Jade exclaimed. "What're you... fuck, trying to, god, trying to get me off faster so we're all yours, Hope?"
"Uh huh," Hope confirmed, squeezing Jade's clit just hard enough to make her squeal.
"Not, FUCKing, fair!" Jade moaned.
"I never said I played fair," Hope said, leaning in to kiss Jade fiercely. Though Jade was taken off by the kiss at first, the way her eyes closed luxuriantly said she was getting into it in a hurry.
Though I was still rather busy fucking Jade, I didn't want to be left out of this hot display. I leaned in, kissing Hope, then Jade, then watching the two of them make out before I joined them in an awkward, three-way kiss. It wasn't a maneuver that was particularly practical nor is it one I'd recommend, but it was the sort of thing that was bound to happen when getting caught up in a moment like that. Sex has a way of driving you a little temporarily mad, and when it's with two girls as hot as Jade Alvarez and Hope Harris, that madness is a lot easier to come by.
Jade's moans became a high-pitched, continuous wail of pleasure as her body stiffened in anticipation of an orgasm.
"Yes, yes, yes!" she whined. "Right there, keep, fuck, fuck, fuckfuckfuckfuckI'MCUMMINGI'MCUMMINGI'MCUUUUUUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMMIIIIING!!"
Jade's orgasm was explosive, her pussy convulsing and threatening to push me over the edge, but Hope's hand gently squeezing my shoulder kept me steady, kept me focused until Jade's orgasm abated. Her screams of pleasure had descended into soft, giggling moans interspersed with quick kisses on my lips.
"Thank you, thank you, thank you, fuck that was nice," she said, still rocking on my hips. "But, you know, I was supposed to be taking care of you. I really love sitting on your cock and could honestly do it all day, but, are you sure you don't just want to throw me on the bed, fuck me like crazy and fill my pussy with cum?"
No, I wasn't sure of that at all.
That's probably what made it so easy to roll over on top of her, eliciting one of the sweetest squeals I'd ever heard, and fuck down into her like I'd never fucked anyone before. Looking down into those sweet eyes of hers, that utterly serene smile as I gave her almost the entire length of my cock with each stroke, it told me something. Yeah, I'd fucked up a fair bit this year, but I also led a pretty good life. I had a lot of opportunities that other people would kill for, and if I didn't grab them when they came around, I'd be wasting what could be some of the best moments of my life. I... I still had to be cautious, because I wanted to avoid any situation that would end like it had with Tori, but moping around wasn't the way to go.
There were hands on my back, urging my thrusts into Jade. Hope. I couldn't look back at her, not when I was so focused on Jade, but I knew she was enjoying the show. She spoke softly, her exact words unclear to me but her intentions very clear. Her hands moved down my ass, pushing me to fuck Jade harder and harder. She rubbed me gently at first, her hands squeezing my ass in time with my thrusts, but the moment I felt how wet her middle finger was I should've known exactly what she was doing.
With practiced deftness, Hope slid her finger between my ass cheeks, pressing it against my asshole. I gasped in surprise as she easily pressed it inside. It wasn't an unfamiliar sensation, but it was still rare enough to be alien, and intense.
At once, it was like a button had been pressed inside me at the invasion, every nerve in my body set aflame as I fucked Jade harder and harder, my orgasm coming unbidden as I shot a seemingly endless stream of cum deep into Jade's pussy. She moaned, and I was making formless, deep sounds of pleasure as I tried to empty myself completely into her.
I was floating. Fuck, I was flying. I was seeing stars my orgasm was so strong, a place close to heaven as I lay with my cock buried to the hilt inside of a busty Latina cheerleader and a weirdly hot, leather-clad band geek behind me urging me on.
I couldn't tell you how long it took for my head to clear, but once I could see straight again, looking into Jade's pretty face, I couldn't help but lean down further to kiss her. They were long, slow kisses, the kind I could really just enjoy completely falling into.
"Thank you," I said to her.
She kissed me sweetly on the nose. "No prob! Glad I was able to give you some good lovin'!"
Hope laid down beside us, grabbing my face forcefully but gently, and pulled me into a powerful kiss.
"My turn," she said simply, her mouth curling into a devilish grin. Though I doubted either Jade or I fully knew what we were getting into, after the intensity of that last orgasm I was willing to entertain close to anything she might've had in mind.
***
I've found that, assuming I'm still conscious, I have some of my greatest clarity in life in the moments right after I've cum. I know it's hardly an isolated phenomenon, but it's still one I've come to enjoy. When you're horny and trying to get off, you're fairly well driven by that overwhelming need, but in those moments right after you can get in some fairly serious thinking.
It's that clarity, I think, that made it easy not to freak out when Hope brought out the rope and tied me naked and spread-eagled to the bed. If I was caught up in the moment of sex, this might have thrown me off and potentially devastated an otherwise fun encounter. Thinking clearly, knowing that I liked and trusted Hope, made what we were doing easier to accept and understand.
Tightening the rope around my right wrist, Hope once again asked me, "Feel comfortable? You'll tell me if anything's not cool with you, right?"
"I'm fine," I said, glad that she continued to check with me before trying something new. She'd asked me nearly the same question for each of my other points of bondage, and had made it very clear that if I ever wanted to stop, to let her know. More and more, I understood that my trust in Hope had been well placed.
"Good, because while I intend to have my fun with you, it's a lot less fun when someone's not having a good time. After all, I am here to help," Hope said.
From her position kneeling on the floor, Jade said, "Not that I'm complaining, but how exactly is this supposed to help Ryan?"
I turned to look at her, once again admiring the rope work Hope had done. She'd tied Jade in a kneeling position with her hands behind her back locked to her ankles, elaborate rope designs framing and supporting Jade's tits rather perfectly. If she was uncomfortable, Jade didn't let it show on her face, as she seemed more intently focused on what Hope was doing to me on the bed (and my reinflating cock).
"Responsible bondage can be a remarkably freeing therapy," Hope said. "I was a mess and a half around the time I turned eighteen, a complete spaz, a twitchy bundle of nerves. I didn't know what I wanted out of life or who I was, or what I was capable of doing. It was Daphne O'Connell who introduced me to this side of myself."
"The color guard captain?" Jade said.
"Yeah, why?" Hope asked.
"Nothing," Jade replied. "Just explains a lot."
"As soon as I'm done with Ryan here, I'm so going to gag you," Hope said, smirking.
"Promises, promises," Jade replied.
"Can you get back to the story? It sounded like it was just getting good," I said.
"Patience," Hope said, squeezing my cock, not enough to cause pain but enough to let me know that she was in charge.
"Yes, Mistress Hope," I said, pleased with the smile that brought to her lips.
"Better," Hope said. "When she seduced me, it was easy enough to go along with whatever she wanted because she was so hot, but once I was tied down to that bed, a slave to her whims and my own pleasure, it was just such a wonderful surrender. My problems, my neuroses, none of them mattered when I was tied down. It offered such a clarity on life, an understanding I never knew I needed, that I knew this was who I was and there was no turning back. I like... I like sex, don't get me wrong, but I like helping people I like in much the same way that I was helped. It lets me explore my more... dominant side (not that I don't enjoy submitting every so often), and it helps them with that clarity. All in all, a lot of help, wouldn't you say?"



"If you like helping, I can offer a few suggestions," Jade said.
"Remember what I said about gagging you?" Hope said.
"I was being serious!" Jade said. "I like sex and helping people too, I just do it different, you know? I volunteer at the Open Hands Shelter in Blair Valley, helping families without homes get back on their feet? A lot of people need a lot of help this time of year, and we could always use some extra sets of hands, 'specially for our Christmas Eve event."
That Jade made her pitch while naked and tied up and with my cum leaking out of her pussy made her proposal all the more surreal, but no less heartfelt.
It was that that made me speak without thinking, "I think, before anything else, we should really enjoy ourselves and the toys that Mistress Hope has brought with her, but afterward, Jade, I'd really like to get some details from you. I think volunteering like that sounds... it sounds good for the soul."
These weren't the words I was used to saying, but they felt right.
"Awesome!" Jade said. "And, yeah, it's good for the soul like you wouldn't believe! I'll give you all the details, but, yeah, first, let's get to the kinky shit, this was just getting fun!"
"Thanks for the segue," Hope said, crawling off the bed and dropping down behind Jade. She rubbed herself against Jade, running her hands up and down her lewdly displayed body, pinching Jade's nipples and fingering her drenched pussy. The sight, so wildly sexual, brought my cock back to full strength.
"Good," Hope said, eying me. She planted a lingering kiss on Hope's lips, a kiss that Hope was all too eager to return, only to then place a ball gag in her mouth and secure it behind Jade's head. Hope continued, "Though this won't quite offer us privacy, it will allow us to go uninterrupted while I have my way with you. You'd like some one-on-one time with me, wouldn't you?"
"God yes," I replied, unhesitatingly.
"Good," Hope repeated, reaching behind Jade's back, caressing her ass and pressing her hand to her firmly. Jade squealed at Hope, but the sound wasn't an unwelcome one. Hope continued. "God, you have a tight ass, Jade. I've got a strap-on I'd love to destroy it with."
Even with the gag in place, Jade moaned. Smiling, Hope stood up and turned her attention to me. "I could introduce it to you too, Ryan, if you're interested. You ever been pegged before?"
Though the answer was a firm "no", I didn't shake my head with nearly the confidence I would've several months ago. After having a finger up my ass a couple times and really enjoying it, it didn't sound the craziest idea. A little strange, maybe painful even, but not crazy.
"You should consider it sometime. A lot of guys write it off because they think it makes them less 'manly' or because they don't want a woman to have that kind of power over them, but the guys I've been with who've been into it... it seems like a religious experience to them. I don't think I've ever seen anyone cum so hard," Hope said, approaching me and grazing my cock with the lightest of touches.
I hissed in a breath of air at her touch, a sound that made her smile.
"But not today. That's pretty advanced stuff. Today, it's just about surrender to pleasure," Hope said, pulling out a blindfold and putting it on me.
This might have been the part that scared me the most. I was up for a lot of things, but suddenly being cut off from my sight may have been the worst of it. I knew my room well, the layout and all the sounds it made at night. If I wanted to, I could've navigated around it blindfolded without running into anything, but then I was completely in control. Tied down with my arms and legs spread wide... that was a feeling of great helplessness I hadn't anticipated.
It scared me, yes, but also thrilled me.
Hope was quiet as she circled around the bed, occasionally scraping my skin lightly with her fingernails if just to remind me that she was here. Even the slightest touch from her felt magnified in my blindness, my nerves extra sensitive to a level of focus they weren't used to.
For a moment she left me alone. Then I heard it, the sound of a phone's camera.
"What's that?" I asked.
"Pictures. For me. For your Memories. Pictures of the three of us. Don't worry, I'll forward them along to you," Hope said.
My Senior Year Memories album was far from my thoughts, but that Hope had remembered warmed my heart in this otherwise awkward position. She stayed where she was at the foot of my bed for a while, then circled around toward the head. For someone as talkative as Hope had proved to be, this was somewhat unnerving.
Movement. She was getting onto the bed, working her way around me, climbing over me. A leg swung over my head, the rich aroma of pussy filling my nostrils. She was close, straddling my face.
"Eat," she commanded, lowering herself onto my face.
I'm glad she wanted me to eat her, mostly because I wanted to eat her out. Hope's pussy had tormented me ever since she'd pulled off her panties, and I wanted it so bad.
If only she were less of a tease about it.
Instead of lowering all at once, she teased my lips, dropping down slowly before backing off, never doing much more than grazing my lips with hers, always pulling up and away every time I tried to lick her. My tongue got close to touching her a few times, but never more than the lightest, glancing touch, not even enough to make her moan. Hope must have known how much I liked eating girls out for all the effort she spent teasing me with her pussy, for all the slightest taste of her drove me wild. She grew bolder with each bob, getting closer, staying longer, letting me touch and taste a little more of her at a time before settling down a little bit at a time onto my face.
It was maddening, and at the time I was certain I'd never been harder.
"An interesting kind of tease, isn't it?" Hope taunted, tweaking and pinching my nipples, forcing a low moan from my mouth. "If I were focused on my own pleasure, I'd have settled down and ridden your face off into the sunset by now, but since that's not today's intent, I have to say it's quite exciting watching you struggle in your binds, desperate to give me pleasure while unmindful of your own. You should see yourself now, your cock dripping with precum, twitching and begging for release of its own while all you can focus on is eating me... there's a certain freedom in surrender, isn't there?"
"Yeah," I admitted. There was a definite clarity that I hadn't expected, and one that I rather liked. Tied down, utterly helpless and at the whims of Hope and my own pleasure, I could see things, understand things in a way I hadn't considered before. An idea was forming, nothing clearly yet, but between Hope and Jade's best efforts, I realized what I now had to do with my life. It was a crazy plan, one that might even sound too crazy after I came, but it was one I thought I could pull off with the right help.
"So, is there anything you want to beg of me?" Hope purred, her voice stern yet playful.
"Would you please sit on my face, Mistress Hop-" I asked, cut off as she did exactly that.
"Oh yeah, right there, fuck..." she moaned lowly as I licked and sucked at her pussy. I normally would've liked to get my fingers involved, but given my current condition I was satisfied just seeing what I could accomplish with my mouth.
Hope chuckled. "You should see Jade right now. Her eyes are wide, she's rocking back and forth, just wants to touch herself, fuck, keep going, wants release, wants to join in, but we're not gonna let her, no, god no, fuck, fuck, fuck, no, she's gonna watch like a good girl and we're gonna- FUCK!"
The exclamation came when I sucked on her clit, hard, a reaction I took for good by the way Hope fell forward against my body, her tits pressing into my stomach as she hungrily took my cock into her mouth. She may not have had the same heavenly cocksucking skills of Jade, but she knew how to deep throat a cock in a way that had me attacking her pussy with equal vigor. The way I was so wound up, I could have popped off at a moment's notice and done so without complaint, but Hope wasn't about to let me have that.
No, every time she sensed me getting close, she let my cock drop from her mouth, teasingly sliding her tongue against its most sensitive spots without letting me go over the edge. While I enjoyed this 69 immensely, it wasn't what I wanted, needed, no, I needed-
"You want to cum, don't you?" Hope asked in her best stern, Mistress Hope voice.
"Please?" I begged.
"Are you sure this is how you want it?" Hope asked. "You want to cum in my mouth, all over my naughty little face? Wouldn't you rather cum deep inside my tight, hot, wet and oh so sweet little pussy?"
She could've gotten me to agree to just about anything at this point, so I whimpered, "Yes."
"Then I think you need to adjust your begging, don't you?" Hope asked, licking the underside of my cock's head.
"Please... please fuck me, Mistress Hope," I asked.
"Well, since you asked nicely..." Hope said, climbing off of my face, over my body and down toward my cock. I could feel her rotating above me, her wet pussy lips rubbing up against my cock.
"You won't be needing this anymore..." she said, pulling my blindfold off. My eyes were shocked by the light in my room, but only as a natural reaction. What I was seeing was close to heavenly, in its own dark and twisted way.
Jade, tied up and gagged, her eyes utterly and completely full of lust as she watched us, writhing as much as Hope's bonds would allow her.
Hope, straddling my hips, positioning my cock at the entrance of her pussy. I was completely at her mercy, a state that she was all too happy to have me in, I think. Still, though I was at her mercy, I also knew she didn't want to be cruel. She lined my cock up with her pussy lips, spreading them open and pushing the head inside. Biting her lip, she forced herself down onto me, enveloping my cock in her steaming pussy.
"God, yes," she whispered, a sentiment I echoed with my formless, hungry sounds as she began to ride me, forcing the last few inches into her experienced cunt.
"So, how do you like being tied down for a fuck?" Hope asked, bouncing on me forcefully, her tits swinging wildly.
"Not... fucking... bad..." I grunted.
"Not bad? Not bad?" Hope scoffed. "You know I can get off of you right now and leave you hanging, leave your balls swollen and hopeless-"
"It's fucking amazing!" I exclaimed. "I was just understating it to sound cool and collected and oh fucking god, don't stop, I'm so close, fuck me, please, please, please fuck me, Mistress Hope!"
Hope laughed, but she didn't stop fucking me. "That was actually more than I was hoping for. Good answer. Great cock, too, incidentally, Josie wasn't lying about that, fuck! Think you can hold on a little bit longer? I want your cum, but I wanna cum too, want you to set me off, think you can hold on just a little longer?"
"I'll try," I whimpered, though I was far from certain that I'd succeed.
Hope clearly understood this, picking up her pace. Watching her ride me while I was completely unable to touch her was undoubtedly one of the hottest things I'd ever seen, and I'd seen a lot of them. She was in complete control of me, and she was completely in her element. This girl, Josie's dorkiest friend out in the world, had an understanding of who she was and what she wanted out of the world that I could only envy. The plan that I'd already been forming solidified as I looked up into her eyes with a certainty that pleased me to no end.
She was shaking, building up to her orgasm. I could hold out only so long, only so-
"I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING!" she roared, her pussy spasming around my cock, forcing my flood gates to open as a second powerful orgasm hit me. The pleasure was so insane I thought my vision was fleeing me even without the blindfold, but no, I held on, I kept conscious as we rode out our mutual wave of pleasure. I couldn't say how much cum I'd fired deep into her, but it felt like a geyser, and oh so fucking good.
Hope slowed down first, falling against me, smiling and kissing me gently.
"Thank you," she said.
Panting, I replied, "Shouldn't I be the one thanking you?"
"If I did my job right, yeah, but I've wanted that for a long time, so, thank you," she said.
"And thank you," I said.
"You got what you wanted?" Hope asked, untying my wrists one at a time. With my hands free, I pulled her in close for another kiss. This kiss lacked the strength and the sternness of her Mistress Hope persona, and let me know that I was kissing normal Hope.
"More than that," I said.
"Good," Hope said, disengaging herself from me so she could untie my legs. My wrists and ankles were a little sore from the rope, but she'd done a good enough job tying me up that I wasn't feeling any rope burns, which was nice.
"Mmphmphhhhhrmmm?" Jade said. I think? It's hard to put into letters what she was trying to say and what it actually sounded like, but that's a fair approximation.
"Guess we should let her out. A little at least," Hope said, getting off the bed and kneeling down beside Jade. She undid the ball gag, dropping it to the floor.
Jade let out a long, gasping breath, then said, "Fuck that's hot."
Hope reached between Jade's legs, fingering her and making her moan. "Got you all hot and horny, didn't we?"
"Yes," Jade whimpered. "Please, I'll do anything, but, I need to get off so bad..."
"Well, good news: we can help with that," Hope said, crawling over to her bag of toys and pulling out an impressively large black strap-on and a bottle of lube. She stepped into the strap-on, then untied Jade's hands from her ankles. Though her wrists were still bound behind her back, freeing her ankles did allow her to part her legs, giving Hope far more access to finger her pussy.
"Yeah?" Jade asked.
"I've got it in me for some more if both of you do," Hope said.
"I do, fuck, I do so much, just, please..." Jade pleaded.
I looked down at my soft cock. Even though it twitched at the thought of getting to play with both of them at once, it would still need some work. "The spirit is willing, but the flesh is weak. Gimme some time?"
"Fuck time," Hope declared, spreading some lube onto her strap-on's dildo. "I'm going to fuck Jade's ass, and if you want to fuck mine while I fuck her, you better get hard in a hurry. Shove that cock between those cocksucking lips of hers, they seemed to do wonders before."
This can be said of Hope: she had a lot of good ideas. The way Jade was nodding lustily, I knew she agreed.
On legs still wobbly from my orgasm, I stood in front of Jade. A little life had already come back to my cock at the thought of Hope's proposal, but watching Jade take the head between her luscious, full lips got it almost three quarters hard.
Hearing her grunt around my cock, watching her eyes lid over in ecstasy as Hope pressed the lubed up strap-on into her tight asshole, well, that definitely had a way of getting me back to full hardness.
If Hope was showing Jade's asshole any mercy, you couldn't tell it from both of their faces as Hope began forcefully thrusting into her. The way Jade grimaced and groaned, her face a mix of pain and exquisite pleasure, I could tell that Hope was fairly well experienced at delivering a good assfucking.
Watching Jade suck me off while Hope fucked her ass from behind was too much for me, I couldn't resist. I grabbed my phone off the bedside table and took a quick picture of the two of them, both of them managing playful smiles even as the raunchy sex act made it hard to stay still for the camera.
My cock popped out from Jade's lips. "God, fuck, he's, fuck, he's pretty fucking hard. Ryan, shove that monster up her ass, show her what a real ass fuck's like, okay?"
Hope cocked her head at me challengingly, a look that I was all too willing to return.
I slid off the bed and crawled behind Hope and Jade. The bottle of lube was right where Hope had left it on the floor, and I used it to generously lube up my cock.
"You know, if you want me to fuck your ass, you're gonna have to slow down on what you're doing to Jade," I told Hope.
Hope grumbled, "But it's so much-"
"-fun!" Jade exclaimed, moaning loudly.
"I know it's fun, but..." I started.
"I know, I know," Hope sighed, slowing down just enough that I could slide in behind her. Though Jade still pouted, she didn't have much to pout over as Hope made out with her, squeezing her tits and fingering her pussy as she rested with the dildo in her ass.
My cock now slick with lube, I rubbed it between Hope's ass cheeks, savoring the sounds she made as my cockhead rubbed up against her tight, puckered hole. She squeezed me with her ass, teasingly, urging me forward, not that I needed much urging at this point. With a fair amount of pressure, I pushed into her asshole, sliding my cock into her tight hole an inch at a time.
"God, fuck, keep going, keep fucking going like that, bury that cock in me, Ryan," Hope goaded, her eyes rolling back as she grit her teeth against my invasion into her ass.
I followed her instructions, forcing my way deeper and deeper into Hope's tight ass, savoring the warm tightness, the sheer filth of the act as the three of us were connected. Once I had bottomed out, I thought things couldn't have gotten any better.
Then we started moving.
It was awkward, at first, finding a rhythm where all three of us were comfortable moving in this chain of sublime filth, but once we figured it out, it was pretty fucking close to heaven. With my hands free to explore, I got to play with both of their breasts, fingering Hope's clit, lean forward to kiss both of them as we fucked each other savagely in this sublime sandwich of anal sex. At some point my phone got brought out and I snapped a couple pictures of all three of us smiling as we fucked, but it got discarded as quickly as it was brought out in favor of more focus on our intense union.
With both Jade's and Hope's clits being furiously fingered by at least one of us at any given time, I honestly lost count of how many times the two of them came screaming, soaking each other and me with their juices. Having cum twice in quick succession myself, I had it in me to keep going for a while, but watching the two of them cum time and time again had a way of getting me there.
When it came my third orgasm wasn't as big or explosive as the last two, and being as out of breath as I was it took a lot out of me, but grunting and filling Hope's ass with cum was a pretty damn great feeling.
Panting and exhausted, the three of us disengaged and collapsed next to each other on the floor of my room.
"Sorry about the mess," Hope panted, looking down at the cum dripping from her pussy and asshole.
"It's okay; I've gotten pretty good at cleaning it all up since senior year started," I said.
"I bet you have," Jade said, leaning in for a playful, lingering kiss.
We were interrupted by the sound of firecrackers from next door, followed by some screams and laughter. In the relative silence that followed, the three of us broke out laughing.
"So, what exactly is going on out there?" Hope asked.
"Neighbors are having a moving away party. I was invited, but, I'm glad I spent this time with you two. You helped me sort some stuff out," I said.
"Good," Hope replied.
"Very," Jade said, arching her head toward the window. "But, you know, it sounds like that party's still goin', and I'm getting' hungry for something that ain't cum."
"Same," Hope admitted. "Smells like they got some good stuff cooking out there."
"Think they'd mind us crashing with you?" Jade said.
"Doubtful. I'd probably look like a fucking rockstar to them," I admitted.



"Then we're totally crashing," Jade said.
"We should probably shower, first," I said.
"And then get dressed," Hope amended.
"Probably a good idea," I said.
"I dunno, might make the party more exciting..." Jade trailed off before all three of us burst out laughing again.
I was so happy that I couldn't help but lean in and kiss both of them. I wasn't lying when I said I had an idea forming, but it now made all the sense in the world that since they helped me come up with it, I should probably let them in on it. Honestly, it seemed like they might be able to help out with it a bit too. It was crazy, but...
I stood up. "Come on, I think all three of us can fit in the shower. I want to run an idea by you two."
"What kind of idea?" Hope asked, accepting my hand as I helped her up.
"If it's the kind of idea you can give while you stick your cock up my ass, that's a fine idea by me. You don't need to fuck me hard or even cum or anything like that since I know we drained you pretty hardcore, I just wanna feel your cock up my ass at some point tonight, and there's worse times than in a shower," Jade said, standing beside us.
"It's the kind of idea I'll need some help on. The both of you, if you're willing. Some other people too, if we can wrangle them. It's... it's kinda something big, but it's something I need to do, I think," I said.
"So... it's the kind of idea you can give with your cock in my ass?" Jade asked.
I poked her, jokingly. "Yeah."
Hope's face was much more sympathetic. "You need some help, I'm onboard."
"You don't want to hear the plan first?" I asked.
"Nah, you're a good guy, you wouldn't want to do anything to fuck anyone over. Let me know what I can do, and I'll be happy to help," Hope said.
"Ditto," Jade said, hugging me close.
I wrapped my arms around both of them and led them to the bathroom. "Ladies, I think this might be the beginning of a beautiful friendship."
***
It took a couple days to get everyone I needed together. In that time, I thought over what I was going to do and say to try to convince them. Going into the meeting, I was even pretty certain that I'd be able to do it, but once I had them all sitting around the dining room table, drinking and snacking and looking up at me expectantly, I found myself frozen. I shouldn't have been frozen. I knew these girls, hell, I'd had sex with all six of them, but it was one thing to know them in a one-on-one capacity (or two-on-one, or three-on-one...), but never like this, never with so many eyes looking up at me at once expecting me to get the ball rolling. It was the Halloween Scream all over again, only this time I wasn't reporting to Nadia.
This time it was all my show.
On one side of the table sat Kaitlyn Pruitt, Brooke King and Jade Alvarez, all wearing their blue and white cheerleading outfits as they'd come fresh from practice. They'd been talking animatedly amongst themselves since they got here, even if Brooke wasn't her usually chatty self, shooting the occasional glare at one of the girls who sat across the way from her.
On the other side of the table sat a far more eclectic group. Sitting close to one another were Hope Harris and one of her best friends (and my sorta girlfriend) the goth knockout Josie Wong. They eyed the cheerleaders with some suspicion, but had so far been cordial. The third girl on this side of the table was the lone outsider to any of these tight friendships, with the blonde hipster and former cheerleader Rose Ferris leaning back in her chair casually, her shoeless feet kicked up on the table. As ever, she tried to look effortlessly cool, but even behind the mask provided by her fedora and sunglasses, I could see her take the occasional glance at Brooke, glances that were almost always returned with the slightest hostility.
One battle at a time.
Since there was no perfect time to do this when I wouldn't be nervous, I finally stood at the head of the table.
"It's about time," Kaitlyn muttered, though I could tell she did it jokingly. That Jade poked her in the ribs in response only further warmed my heart.
Briefly, I put my hand over my shirt pocket, feeling the folded up piece of paper still inside. I already knew it was there, there was no way it could've been taken away, but it still comforted me to find it there.
Dropping my hand back to my side, I took in a breath and said, "Hello, everyone. I, uh, well, I know you all know me, and enough of you know each other so I don't think we need to spend a lot of time on introductions, but, I'm also sure you're wondering why I brought you here this afternoon."
"Orgy? 'cause I didn't bring my swag, and it won't be half so fun without it," Brooke suggested, getting a couple chuckles from the group.
"Fun idea, but not quite," I said, smiling. Brooke pouted, but the fact that she didn't have to do anything with Rose seemed to comfort her somewhat.
"It's no secret that it's been a strange year for me. I've had a lot of good times, and I've had a lot of shit times. A lot of you have been there for both of those, and, well, I really want to thank you for being there for me when I needed you. I also want to thank you for being there for me when I didn't think I needed you. It's, uh..." I trailed off, hard up for finding the right words.
"It's okay, Ryan, take your time, say what you need to say," Josie said, reaching out and squeezing my hand. I smiled down at her, squeezing her back.
I took a breath and continued, "I've made my share of bad mistakes, some truly horrible mistakes even, because I didn't think things through enough. I didn't think about much of anything except myself, and I especially didn't think about the people around me, and I want to fix that. I want to be better, and that's something that I need to change from within, but after a recent experience..."
I looked at both Hope and Jade. "...I've come to find that there's something awesome about helping other people. And so, in the spirit of the holiday season ahead of us, I want to do something really nice for every woman I've been with this year. I don't just mean giving them flowers and chocolates or something like that, but something big that will really help each and every one of them out. Something that will make their lives easier, or just make them happier, or maybe even change a life or two. If possible."
I let the words hang in the air while the six of them considered my words. I could see different levels of thought and curiosity cross each of their faces, enough that it made me rather nervous with each passing silent moment.
Quickly, I added, "The only issue is, this is a big fucking task, and one I can't do alone. I called the six of you together because you are six of the smartest, most determined and most capable people I know (who are still talking to me), people who know how to think in different ways than I can, people I can be honest with and, well, people I trust. I... can't promise you'll all know the full list of women I've been with for their own privacy, since I only brought all of you here since I know you're more or less aware of each other, and if any of you want to say no and walk out of here right now, I'll totally understand. I honestly can't promise any of you anything in exchange for your help aside from my own personal thanks and the satisfaction of helping out some really cool people who could use a little help before Christmas rolls around, but I promise that both of those things are pretty awesome. And that help me or not, I also seriously intend to help each and every one of you however I can. So, uh... yeah. That's all I've got. Anyone have anything they want to say?"
The room was quiet as all six girls eyed me cautiously. Again, nervously I reached to the piece of paper folded up in my pocket, touching it like a talisman. I knew the nineteen names on it by heart, but that didn't mean I wasn't running over them in my head on a constant loop in the hopes that I could pull this insane scheme off.
ADDISON
BROOKE
HALEY
HOPE
JADE
JOSIE
KAITLYN
MALLORY
MARIE
MRS. LYNN
MRS. MCNEIL
MRS. SULLIVAN
NADIA
NOA
RACHEL
ROSE
SARAH
SOPHIE
TORI
If push came to shove and every girl here said no, I would have done everything it took to make this work however I could.
I was definitely surprised when the first hand raised came from Rose. She was the one I was least certain on, but one I knew I had to invite because of her creativity and determinedness at getting any task before her done no matter the cost.
"I've only one question for you, Ryan Collins," she said, her voice husky and difficult to read as ever.
"Yeah?" I asked.
A slow grin formed on her lips. "Just when do we begin?"
As smiles and nods broke out around the table and the realization that every one of them was willing to be part of the plan hit me, I let out my breath.
The hard part was over.
The really hard part was only beginning.
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews or shoot me some feedback, as they really keep me going. Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the criticisms!)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: After Thanksgiving dinner turned disastrous from an ill-considered tryst and ruined his friendship with longtime best friend, Tori McNeil, 18-year-old Ryan Collins was in a dark place. Fortunately, he had good friends who wanted to get him out of that dark place. A talk with Tori's older sister (and also Ryan's one-time lover), Rachel, helped him ground himself, while a discussion with long term fling, goth princess Josie Wong, led to the two of them finally admitting that they loved each other. The true turning point came when, by coincidence, Josie and cheerleader Brooke King each sent one of their friends to cheer Ryan up and help him get his head on straight. Josie sent band geek and kinky sex fan Hope Harris, while Brooke sent a fellow cheerleader, the busty Latina Jade Alvarez, who'd had her eye on Ryan for some time. After some hesitation, the promise of a naughty and nice threesome full of oral, anal and light bondage led to Ryan figuring himself out and vowing to do something incredibly nice for every woman he's had sex with this year. Though the list is long, with the help of his friends Ryan aims to achieve this monumental task before Christmas. Will he succeed?
***
I never had a ton of money growing up. I'd never go so far as to say I was poor, because I knew how fortunate I was; between the settlement after Mom died and how hard Dad worked, I led a pretty good life with a nice home in a nice town, but I wasn't one of those kids with a bottomless credit card who could just go around spending money however they wanted without needing to worry about the consequences. I biked around town and didn't beg Dad for a car (well, not often anyway), was almost certainly headed to Regan Hills Community College after graduation, and I knew that if I wanted something I either had to save up for it or wait for my birthday or Christmas.
When I came up with my plan to spread holiday season joy to the admittedly long list of women I'd had sex with since senior year began, I knew that I'd be running through my meager savings in a hurry if I didn't get creative.
Thankfully, I was more than happy to get creative if it meant more moments like getting thrown shirtless against the wall of 18-year-old Izzy Barnes' bedroom.
"You're not much to look at, but if you're half as good as the stories I've heard, I don't give a shit," Izzy said, licking her lips, painted to match the bright blue of her choppy, short hair. At 5'2" and fairly petite, she was a tiny girl with a round, pretty face with bright blue-rimmed glasses, multiple piercings in her ears and a small black stud in her nose. Her tight "Glory to Arstotzka" t-shirt was cut high enough to show off her modest B-cup tits well and enough of her toned abs to reveal her belly button ring, while the long flowing skirt she wore was a colorful mess of bright and clashing fabric patches I was pretty sure she made on her own. Considering it matched the wild collage of game posters and toys on the shelves that lined her room, it fit her.
I'd have said something witty in response, but with the wind nearly knocked from me for how hard she threw me, words were hard to come by. Thankfully, Izzy Barnes was someone who was never at a loss for words.
"I mean, it's not like your ugly or anything like half the guys I pwn after they send me dick pics thinkin' that just 'cause I'm a girl and I game that I wanna see their fleshy bits, everyone says you're a good guy inside and that's a pretty sweet and fucking rare thing these days when you got a lot of guys spouting a lot of vile shit just 'cause it's the only way they can get attention, and you're not like half bad on the outside if in a boring kind of way, but you almost got some abs there which I heard are from a cheerleader? Forget which one with all the rumors flying around out there, but, you know, could be fun," Izzy said, almost so quickly I couldn't catch everything she said.
To say I didn't know Izzy Barnes very well was an understatement. Though we traveled in similar circles around Regan Hills High School, I mostly knew her from the number of multiplayer games she relished killing Tori and me and pretty much anyone else she could find from Regan Hills in. Going to her for this favor was one that felt like a long shot at first, but that her screen name was 69golden_hand69 told me it was one worth taking. I asked around with the girls who'd said they'd help me with my mad December plan if any of them could connect me with Izzy, and found help from one of the people I'd least expected: Brooke King.
I knew that she'd been spending a lot of time hanging out with (and probably fucking) nerds lately, but that she'd gotten in good enough with Izzy Barnes to make this kind of introduction, well, that took me by surprise.
It probably explained Izzy's energy as she ran her hands over me, pulling my head down so we made out furiously.
"Can you tell I like fun?" Izzy continued, smiling up at me sweetly. Before I could answer, she was making out with me again, pressing me against the wall as her hands found my pants.
"I-"
"Yeah, fuck, you got a nice package there, let's see if it's as awesome as what I keep hearing about. I got my doubts, but what I'm feelin' here, my doubts may need to suck it," Izzy said, rubbing her hand up and down my jeans-clad cock before dropping to her knees in front of me. Her tiny, nimble hands quickly undid my belt and zipper with impressive speed, pulling my pants and underwear down around my ankles. She was so close that my cock in all of its thick, ten-inch glory almost bopped her on the cheek as it sprung out, an act that actually made her giggle.
"Oh, this is going to be fucking sweeeeeeeeet!" she said, darting her tongue from between her bright blue lips and licking the head before nearly attacking my cock as she took it between her lips.
Now while I can't adequately explain just what Izzy did with her mouth for how rapid she was moving, I can say that it felt fucking amazing. The way she sucked, swirled her tongue and just took almost my entire length with each stroke was something close to awe inspiring. Watching my massive cock stretching her tiny little lips to the max as she bobbed up and down with near blinding speed, I had to put my hands on her head just so I could slow her down enough to savor the sight of her enthusiastic blowjob.
I'd long thought that Brooke was my most energetic sex partner, but if Izzy kept up like this she may have given Brooke a run for her money.
"Okay, I love a blowjob, you love a blowjob, everybody loves a good blowjob but I'm not here for a fucking blowjob, am I? No, the answer's no, the blowjob's just to warm you up, not that it looks like you need much warming up (thank god, better than most guys I know), but you never know if you're gonna need some warming up and, where was I... right, sex!" Izzy exclaimed as she let my cock go, standing up in front of me so quickly I'd have thought she'd glitched into existence.
Izzy pressed me back against the wall with one last powerful kiss before letting me go, darting over toward her bed. She pulled her shirt off with one practiced movement, as quick and purposeful as anything else she did but miraculously avoiding pulling off her glasses with the violent movement. Her firm tits popped free, both of them centered with a nice, silver dollar sized nipple so erect they just begged to be sucked on.
"You like my titties? I know I don't stack up well next to a lot of other girls at school who seem to be on some weird sort of growth hormones that make like half the student body way above the national average, boy are they gonna have fun later in life when their lower backs give out on them, but-"
"They're beautiful," I said, stepping close to her.
Izzy laughed. I was pretty sure that was a good thing. "Beautiful! Beautiful he says! A three syllable word, that officially makes you better than any guy who's ever asked to see my tits on Twitch. I don't show 'em to them, by the way, gotta romance me a little first or come with high recommendations (which has served me well with some seriously nice cock and pussy out there), and let me tell you you come with high recommendations and I've got it on good authority you ain't half bad at the romancing thing. I don't have a whole lotta time for romancing right now, got a quick tourney in a few with some asswipes who don't think a girl can take 'em down, but if you wanna romance my pussy a bit with your face before we get started with that cock, I won't say no."
"You have heard how much I like eating pussy, right?" I challenged, stepping out of my pants so I was now fully naked before her.
Izzy smiled. "Oh I've heard, but it's best not to assume what with that whole ass of you and... you know what, we all know the assume phrase, don't gotta get hung up on the clichés more than we need to."
With that, she hooked her thumbs into the elastic of her skirt, pulling it down to reveal two things that I'd already assumed to be fairly likely.
First, that much like her opinion on bras, Izzy Barnes also didn't wear panties.
Second, that the patch of hair above her pussy was also dyed bright blue. That couldn't have been comfortable, but it fit her entirely.
Now clad only in knee high red and white striped socks that she made no moves to take off, Izzy twirled around daintily on her feet, sticking her nice, round little ass out at me.
"Like my butt?" Izzy asked, looking over her shoulder at me. She reached one hand back, smacking it playfully, before reaching back with both hands, parting her cheeks slightly. "I know I don't have the greatest boobs in town, but I've always been proud of my butt. It's nice and round and smackable. You can smack it too if you want..."
I sidled up behind her, resting my cock in the valley of her ass cheeks. Reaching around so I could cup her breasts with one hand and finger her pussy with my other, I looked down at Izzy and planted a hot, heavy kiss on her lips.
"While it's definitely smackable, I think there's a lot better things we can do with that ass than just smacking it, don't you?" I whispered, my voice low and promising.
Izzy smirked up at me. "Fucking romantic, I knew it. Come on, let's get on the bed so you can eat my fucking pussy before you fuck me, got it?"
"Yes ma'am," I said as she bounced on over to her bed. I had to admit, she was very right about her ass being smackable, and as she darted onto the bed I couldn't help but swat her one playfully.
Izzy squealed delightedly as she went from being on all fours to rolling on her back, spreading first her legs, then her pussy lips as her fingers worked her soaked little pussy furiously. "Now that's what I'm talking about! Fuck, you might just be a winner after all! Come on and get up here and let's see if you're all you're cracked up to be."
I licked my lips as I eyed her wet, pink little pussy with the blue thatch of pubic hair pointing down at her pussy.
"Well, I've always been one to go for the high score," I said, putting some exceptional cockiness in my voice I thought she'd like.
Izzy rolled her eyes at me. "Gaming sexy talk, yeah, big no no."
"Sorry."
"Don't say sorry, you couldn't have known since we don't know each other all that much anyway and we probably won't get to know each other with what we're gonna do next but maybe a bit more after, I just don't like mixing business and pleasure any more than I have to, and I'm not so high on retro-gaming anyway, so, big no no all around, but all is forgiven, get over here and fuck me with your face already, I got a schedule to keep and I'd like to cum at least twice before we're done here since I'm pretty sure you're good for it," Izzy said, not losing pace with her fingering for even a second. She moaned softly, looking up at me so invitingly and silently for the first time since we'd really started talking this afternoon.
With her pussy looking so delicious, how could I say anything but, "No problem."
I dove in with a vigor that I thought Izzy would appreciate, licking and sucking on her almost unbearably sweet pussy, fucking her energetically with two fingers while I focused much of my attention on her clit. By the way she cooed and squealed, cupping her breasts and pinching her nipples, I knew that this was an approach she definitely enjoyed.
"Oh god yes, fuck me with your face, right there, like that, like that, okay, you're exactly as advertised. I've had people lie to me and oversell shit and guys who say they'll eat you out really good and then all they'll do is just lick you a coupla times, ask if that's enough and then stick their cock in, but you , I can already tell you love yourself some pussy. Eaten a lot of cunt, haven't you?" Izzy asked.
With false modesty in my voice, I said, "I've been known to partake every so often."
"Ha!" Izzy spat back as I went back to work on her pussy. "Every so often would have you still fumbling around and I don't take you for that much of a prodigy, and don't even get on about your AP classes, right there, fuck, that's nice, god, keep going, no, you don't get to boast of being a prodigy, you got experience and experience is a fucking epic thing, I'd take someone who's been around the block and truly leveled up (and yes I know I used a gaming euphemism, do as I say, not as I do and all that) and knows what they're doing over some fumbling amateur any day, and, and..."
Her words began to flee her as I kept eating her out. I could tell that she wanted to keep talking, and I knew that it was a minor miracle to get her to shut up like this. Don't get me wrong, I enjoyed her running commentary, but if I was taking her words from her it meant I was doing something right. Her body tensing, her skin covered in goosebumps, her sentences became scattered words, her scattered words soon becoming vague, primal sounds interspersed with the occasional word.
"Good... fuck... there... you got it... there... fuck... fuck... close... close...closecloseFUCKI'MCUMMING!!CUMMING!! FUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK YEEEEEEEAH MOTHERFUCKER!!" Izzy cried out as her thighs tightened around my face and an impressive flow of liquid spurted from her. I did my best to lap all of it up, but with a flow as heavy as hers my face was soaked in no time.
Giggling and squealing with glee as I did my best to help her come down properly from her orgasm, Izzy cooed appreciatively, running her hands through my hair.
"THAT is EXACTLY what I wanted, thank you so fucking much, you don't even know it, fuck, sorry, I squirt pretty badly sometimes when I cum, that's not a problem, is it? Doesn't look like a problem. I mean, you clearly picked up a lot of XP with the whole eating pussy thing, you've probably met some squirters before, but, still, sorry, and thanks, fuck that was nice!" Izzy exclaimed enthusiastically (though I was growing certain that she didn't have a tone that wasn't enthusiastic), pulling me up on top of her and kissing me repeatedly.
"Okay, so, that was fun, lots and lots and lots of fun, but we both know what you really came here for, right?" Izzy said, stroking my cock and pointing it at her pussy.
"Well, you're gonna be the one doing me the favor, so I'm really here to do whatever I can to please you, but, yes, I was hoping sex was on the table," I said.
"Oh, it's more than on the table..." Izzy replied, pressing the head of my cock against her pussy lips, then arching her hips so it pressed inside of her. "...it's in me! Also, holy fuck that's big!"
"I get that a lot," I grunted, pressing several more inches inside of her.
"Oh, I better be getting a lot of that too, fuck, I can't tell you, god, how long I've been looking for a nice big cock that won't treat me like shit for being a girl who likes video games, keep going, keep going!" Izzy declared, biting her lip and urging me forward, burying slightly more than half of my cock now inside of her.
"I'm going!" I said, sliding slightly more into her.
"What're you taking your time for, I'm not made of fucking tissue paper! I want you to fuck me now fucking fuck me!" Izzy urged.
With one final thrust, I buried the last of my ten inches inside of her. Her eyes went wide, her mouth dropped open in shock, and she howled a beautiful, animalistic roar of surprise and pleasure as my balls rested against her ass. I've said it before and I'll say it again, but this has always been a favorite moment of mine, that brief moment after I've buried my cock in a woman and she understands the full magnitude of what she's taken on. There's always that brief moment of shock, but then the pleasure kicks in where she smiles and is truly looking forward to fucking what I have to offer.
That this moment was one of the few things in the world that could quiet Izzy Barnes for even a moment made me feel nothing but pride. Being that she was Izzy Barnes it didn't last long, especially when she wrapped her legs around my ass and pulled me in closer, but it was one I meant to savor as I really started to fuck her.
"Oh god, yes, fuck, fuck, keep fucking me, like that, you know what to do and you're doing it, fuck, fuck, fuck, Brooke was right, I didn't want to believe it, I couldn't believe it, but Brooke was right, how can she be right about anything, fuck!" Izzy moaned while I pounded her.
"She's smarter than she looks. Smarter than anyone knows," I said.
"She'd have to be to know this, to know you, to make sure everybody knows, FUCK!" Izzy squealed. My hips were a blur by this point, my breath ragged as I fucked her as hard as I could. I knew we were on a timer, but I was pretty sure sex with Izzy would have been this frantic even if we had a full day ahead of us.
I was beginning to lose my breath after a few minutes of this, but thankfully Izzy had enough breath for both of us. Hell, she might have had breath enough for five or six of us and even Brooke to spare. She rolled me over so that she could ride me, sitting fully on top of my cock as she bounced up and down. It never ceased to amaze me how many tiny girls could take so much cock, nor did watching my entire length disappear into those stretched out pussy lips.
"You like the show, don't you? You look like a guy who likes to watch a good show, and lucky for you, I like to put on a good show. I like an audience almost as much as I like talking and you can tell how much I like talking, so tell me, all honesty, how do you like the show?" Izzy asked as she bounced in my lap. As she was also furiously rubbing her clit with one hand and squeezing her right nipple with her other, I could think of only one good answer.
I grabbed her hips and helped her slam down onto my cock. "You put on a great fucking show."
"I know it," she said arrogantly, not stopping her bouncing.
Between the physicality of our union and how fucking great her pussy was feeling, I was getting pretty fucking close.



I warned, "Soon, gonna, gonna cum soon..."
"Me too... just hold out a little longer, come on, wait 'til I cum again, wait 'til I cum again and let me squeeze all that fucking cum you've got stored up into my pussy, please, pretty please?" she asked, screwing up her face in concentration as she bounced even harder against me.
"Gonna be hard, if you keep up, like that, oh god..." I murmured.
"I'm always up for a challenge, you should be too..." she groaned, fingering herself harder as she bounced on my cock with near blinding speed. I don't know how she did it, nor do I know how I did it for that matter, but I held on as she fucked me harder and harder. It was one of those great, agonizing pleasures, but one that I felt all the more fulfilled for holding onto.
Out of nowhere, her body tensed up with one great lurch, "FUCK, I'M CUMMING!"
Izzy bucked and screamed as her pussy once again gushed, this time around my cock. Her cunt muscles squeezed me hard, almost painfully so, but enough that it pushed me over the edge with one final, devastating grunt, filling her pussy with a flood of cum that almost rivaled her own.
When she collapsed against me, panting and purring in complete satisfaction, I could only say one word. "Wow."
Izzy, naturally, had more than one word. "Yeah, that was pretty alright. I gotta get ready for my game, but you came here for a favor, and lemme say you more than earned your favor. Lemme get dressed some, but tell me what you're lookin' for and it's yours."
Energetically as ever, she quickly kissed me on the lips then crawled off of me, yelping once cutely as she pulled off of my cock, then went for a pile of clothes at the end of her bed. If she cared about the river of our juices that dripped down her legs, almost to her feet, she didn't seem to care. Picking up a shirt from a pile on the floor, she seemed to think better of it, instead going over to my pants and tossing me my phone.
"You get off on pictures, right? Gotta catch 'em all and all that? I'm not judging, we all got our kinks, and I don't mind a good naked pic or two to the right person and you're quickly earning your spot as a right person," Izzy said.
"Uh, thanks," I said, quickly pulling up my camera. Hips cocked jauntily to the side, Izzy winked, stuck out her tongue, threw up some devil horns with one hand and spread her soaked pussy lips with the other. It was an energetic picture that would no doubt remind me of this energetic encounter, but it was one I also knew I'd look back on rather fondly.
Something told me I'd want to get together with Izzy again sometime.
"So, favor?" Izzy said, pulling on a tight Assassin's Creed t-shirt and a gray knit cap with a fierce pair of eyes knitted into the front of it.
"Uh, right," I said. "There's a few games that you've really enjoyed killing me and my... my friend Tori in-"
"I like to kill pretty much everyone from Regan Hills, nothing personal, just a challenge, but, continue," Izzy interrupted.
"Right, well... Tori and I have had something of a falling out recently, and we obviously haven't been playing together. She can do fine on her own, but she does a lot better with a partner, and since gaming's one of the best ways she knows how to relax and I want her to be able to relax I was just wondering if, you know, if I gave you a list of the servers she likes to frequent and her screen names, if you could keep an eye on her. She's good, not as good as you because I don't know anyone that's as good as you-"
"Flattery. It'll get you everywhere," Izzy interrupted, sarcastic, toweling off her thighs before pulling on a pair of panties.
I continued, "-and I do a so-so job most of the time, but with someone like you watching her back? There could be some serious ass kicked. Would you?"
"Done," Izzy said, hitching a comfortable pair of sweat shorts on.
"Done?"
"Yeah, why?"
"Well, I didn't expect it to be that easy," I admitted.
"I don't really care about the drama and don't really need to hear from you the whys and wherefores. You wanted a favor and you earned it well for the sex we just had. Thank you for that, by the way," Izzy said.
"No problem," I replied.
"Text me all the info, and I'll be Tori's guardian angel. To a point, at least, if we're going pure battle royale PVP, I'll get her to the end but then I make no promises," Izzy said.
"That's all I ask."
"Good. Now, while this is fun, there's some ass that needs kicking and I'm gonna win this fucking tourney. If you wanna see yourself out, go for it, but, you know I love an audience, and if you stick around and stay quiet and watch good and don't try to backseat drive or anything, once I'm done you can give me a backdoor drive if you catch my drift," Izzy said, turning around and sticking her rather delectable ass out at me. Even under her light sweat shorts, it looked fucking amazing.
"I'd have been good to be an audience even without that, with that... you know I'm yours," I said.
"Oh, good," Izzy said, bouncing over to me and kissing me three times in quick succession. "Brooke couldn't stop telling me how good you are at buttfucking, and I've been aching for one for a while. Hope you're ready for a workout, though, I can get a little rough. There's energy drinks in the mini fridge under that lamp, help yourself, and I'm gonna be streaming this round so, you know, please kindly shut the fuck up."
She kissed me a few more times before bounding off to her desk, leaving me very naked and very satisfied.
When I put my list together for nice things I meant to do for people this holiday season, I knew that Tori was the first person I wanted to check off my list. Call me stupid, call me masochistic all you want, but even though there was every probability our friendship was done for, I still wanted to do something for her. I'd come up with a few ideas for her, and finally settled on two.
Izzy was just the first stop I'd make, and was definitely going to be the more fun of the two.
The second was one I wasn't looking forward to, but was arguably the more important.
Until then, I had a front row seat for watching Izzy Barnes kick ass and take names, and then take it up the ass.
Not a bad night, right?
***
"So, when Macbeth followed the word of the Weird Sisters, was he merely fulfilling a prophecy? Was his fate sealed before he even met the Sisters, or was he merely a man manipulated by outside forces taking advantage of his own ambition? Further, was his cruelty merely a man following a script, or was he living out a deep, dark fantasy where he could embrace violence and cruelty without repercussion because he had deluded himself into believing some great plan that was out of his hands?" Mrs. Janelle Addams posited from the front of our classroom. She stood there quietly for a while, looking over us with great interest without saying anything. She was a fan of the quiet treatment, looking over us until someone either broke or tried to impress her, and if neither of those happened she was bound to finally crack and pick someone.
To most of the boys I knew, she was definitely one you wanted to impress. Though closer to 40 than 30, she still had a pretty, youthful face framed by long, wavy black hair, and a body to kill for. Even under the crisp, smart suits she favored, you could tell she had curves to kill for and the kind of big tits that had every boy in class drooling. While I'll admit that I was as easily hypnotized by her good looks as the next guy, I did enjoy her enthusiasm and analysis of British literature, even though she was looking pretty tired these days.
I'd have loved to give her an answer if just to bring a slight smile to her face, but my mind was elsewhere. I was still tired and sore from the marathon I ran with Izzy the night before, but it was what I had to do after school that had my attention.
There was a hand raised a few rows in front of me, a blonde ponytail bouncing back and forth. Even though I couldn't see her cute face hidden behind an unflattering pair of glasses, I knew the look on Chloe Marcus' face was one that said "pick me, pick me I'm oh so smart!"
"Not yet, Chloe, let's give someone else a chance, first," Mrs. Addams said, amused.
"But I know the right answer!" Chloe exclaimed.
"There's no right answer in an analysis question. We'll hear what you have to say, but how about we hear from... Darla, first," Mrs. Addams said, picking a student out at random.
Darla Cohen, a quiet, mousy girl with glasses and curly brown hair and wearing a rather unflattering sweater, dropped her mouth open in surprise. I couldn't tell you that I'd heard her volunteer an answer more than three or four times in school before, so I felt for her here. Hiding behind a composition notebook, she quickly rattled off a low, rambling answer that made Chloe drop her hand in frustration. There were more than a few muted chuckles at this not the least of which was from beside me.
"I don't think I'll ever get tired of watching Chloe getting denied," Josie Wong said.
I only managed a grunt in response; for how physically worn out I was, it was the best I could do for how much I wanted to hold onto my words for later.
"You're uncharacteristically ineloquent," Josie said, poking me playfully. Us sitting next to each other in English class was a development that had formed over the past few months, but not an unwelcome one. Though the colder weather had her bundling up more and wearing a heavier coat than usual, she still perfectly maintained her pale, dark highlighted goth makeup. That I didn't have more to offer her made me feel like a jerk, especially since we'd only recently started saying that we loved each other.
"Long night," I grumbled softly, hoping not to be overheard.
"Izzy still?" Josie asked.
"Yeah," I replied.
"I gotta party with Izzy Barnes sometime," Josie replied.
I smirked. "Bring a lot of lube."
Josie raised an eyebrow, impressed. "Oh I really gotta party with her now."
"Miss Wong?" Mrs. Addams asked.
"Yes?" Josie asked, so surprised she almost yelped.
"Is your interpretation of the prophecy and the nature of fate versus free will one that you'd be interested in sharing with the rest of the class, or is it only for Mr. Collins' ears?" Mrs. Addams asked.
"It's, well, as you can see..." Josie said, looking at the clock, "...I'm really trying to stall until the bell rings, and-"
She timed herself well enough to get cut off by the end of the day bell. Though Mrs. Addams looked exasperated, she also looked vaguely impressed with Josie's answer, enough that she kept going even over the din of everyone packing their bags and leaving the room.
"You'll get away with this this time, but by tomorrow I expect an answer Miss Wong! I know you're good for it!" Mrs. Addams called as Josie and I fled the class.
"You know I am!" Josie called back, then, quietly to me, "Macbeth was a weasel looking for any opportunity he could to raise his station; the witches were just an unfairly maligned excuse."
"Obviously," I replied, smiling. As we walked down the halls of Regan Hills High School, I reached out to hold Josie's hand, partly for strength and partly from want, and was happy that she returned the gesture without hesitation.
"Got something for you," she said, reaching into her bag with her free hand and pulling out a manila envelope. "Those pictures you wanted."
"You could've just sent them to my phone," I said, impressed.
"Yeah, but you ask me to do some serious spy shit, and I figure, why not get completely into character? Besides, you know me when it comes to picture, I like any opportunity to get some prints up in the dark room," she said.
"You like doing all sorts of things in the dark room," I replied, fondly reminiscing over how we first met.
"This is true," she responded. "Wanna do some of them after you're done with today's task? I know you're still worn out from Izzy Barnes, but my ass has worked a miracle or two before..."
"Oh I know it well," I said, seriously considering her offer. "But I might have to pass. I don't know how long this'll take. Soon, though? After I've recovered some?"
Josie rolled her eyes, but still smiled. "Fine, fine, you get a reprieve. For now, let's get this Tori task over with."
Her tone made me scowl. She shrugged. "Hey, she hurt you. Remember that I like Tori, but she hurt you, and that's not exactly gonna put me in her corner. For all she's lied to you, avoided you and then kicked you out of her life, there's a lot of people out there who'd be surprised or disappointed that you're putting her at the front of your 'Christmas Good Deeds' list."
"Are you one of 'em?" I asked.
"Not surprised. Maybe a little disappointed, but..." Josie trailed off.
I sighed. This was not an argument that I was looking forward to, though I honestly hoped it wouldn't become an argument.
"The lies were a two way street. I lied to her when I didn't share with her that I'd gotten laid for the first time like any best friend would, and I lied to her about having sex with Lauren, her mom if I really need to add the emphasis, and hanging out with Rachel. She lied to me about being in a relationship with a girl who has every reason for wanting to keep a relationship like this on the down low, since it's not Tori's place to out her, not even to me," I said.
"And Tori getting into a relationship after explicitly telling you she didn't want to be in one?" Josie proposed.
"We can't help when we fall in love and who it'll be with, especially when it takes us by surprise. I mean, look at us," I said, smiling.
"Point. Not a great or fully apt point, but still a point," Josie said.
I continued, "I believe she believed what she was saying at the time she said it, and that April took her by surprise. I'm not going to hold April against her. Nor am I going to hold it against her for getting angry with me sleeping with her mom and sister, because, well, while I've got neither a mom or a sister, I'd imagine I'd feel more than a little weird if Tori had had sex with them without telling me. I'm not going to hold Tori to a different standard than I'd hold myself to, and I'd really like it if I had you on my side with this."
"While I may not agree with you entirely, I respect you enough that I'll follow your lead," Josie said.
"Thanks," I replied, noting how close we were to the band room. On further thought, I did have to add, "I think she's probably being unreasonable about Rachel, though. I really hope they can manage to work their shit out in time."
"Family," Josie said. "It's fucking strange sometimes."
I smiled. "Ain't that the tru-"
A figure, angry and purposeful, strode past me forcefully, almost knocking me to the ground. Only catching her from behind, for a moment my breath was taken away with mingled fear. Statuesque body, utterly stacked, curly red hair, an aura of attitude emanating off of her. It couldn't be her, but was it...
The girl turned around and sneered at us bitchily. Her face was pretty, but held none of the warmth of Tori's, and the more I looked at her, the more I realized she was taller, too, leaner with almost impossibly long legs accentuated by her workout clothes.
"Watch where you're going, fuck!" Daphne O'Connell, head of our school's color guard, said before storming past us toward the athletic fields.
"You ran into us!" Josie called after her, not that Daphne paid any attention.
Muttering to herself, Josie added, "I can't believe Hope's got a crush on her."
"She does?" I asked. In the few moments of quiet during the bondage-infused threesome I'd shared with Josie's friend Hope Harris last week, Hope had mentioned Daphne to me a couple times. I hadn't thought much of it, but it did make a lot of sense.
"Completely and utterly," Josie said.
"Good to know," I replied, lost in thought as we stood outside the band room. There wasn't any practice going on today, but I could hear a couple low voices from within.
"I'll be out here when you're ready," Josie told me. "You got this."
I kissed her. "Thanks."
Taking a breath, I entered the band room.
As expected, it was a large, empty chamber full of chairs and instruments too large for the students to take home that smelled like one of the oldest buildings on campus. Sitting in the front row were two girls, one tall with dirty blonde hair and glasses, the other shorter and mousier with wavy blonde hair.
Hope Harris and April Martel. I almost hadn't expected Hope to talk April into this, but when they saw me, they both smiled. Hope's was genuine and full of warmth, April's merely polite.
It was better than I'd expected, honestly.
"And this is my cue to leave," Hope said, squeezing April's hand in a friendly manner before walking out past me. To me, Hope said, "Good luck."
"Thanks," I replied with a gulp. I looked at April where she sat for a few moments, neither of us saying anything, before I closed the gap.
"Thank you for hearing me out," I said.
"I don't know what you expect. I don't fully understand what happened between you and Tori, but you have to know that, even though I've nothing against you personally, I am on her side in all of this. I can't fix anything between you two, and if she found out we were meeting..." April trailed off.
"She doesn't have to find out, and I'm not asking for you to fix this," I said. I took a deep breath, dreading what I had to say next but knowing it had to be said. "I know that I've done damage that's probably irreparable, that just is what it is, but that doesn't mean I don't still care about Tori. I always will. I just want her to be happy, and since I know that you make her happy, I want to help both of you."
"What do you mean?" April asked.
I took in another breath. "You told me on Thanksgiving that you thought you knew me better than you knew Tori, and I'm guessing it's because Tori plays her cards close to her chest, right?"
Silently, April nodded.
"She always has. Look... I know Tori almost better than I know myself. I know what makes her tick, I know what she likes, what she dislikes and what she loves. I want to know that Tori's going to be happy and that she's going to be happy with you, so I'm willing to tell you anything you want to know about her. I can't tell any of her secrets, nothing I know she wouldn't want me to tell, but I'll give you as much as I can so long as you promise me you'll make her as happy as you can and won't use anything I tell you to break her heart, okay?" I said.
April considered me for a long time. I knew she was trying to figure me out, whether or not I was trying to set her up and this was some kind of test. I hoped she could read my sincerity and know how much I wanted to make sure her and Tori worked.
April motioned for the chair next to her. "Let's talk."
Smiling, I joined her.
***
It'd been a while since I'd been inside of Marsters' Secondhand Books, but it still gave me that bizarre feeling of the familiar and the strange. While its tight, cramped maze of bookshelves overflowing with a ton of mismatched and mislabeled hidden gems promised adventure with only the slightest searching, its intense hipster vibe with its chalkboards with "witty" sayings meant to be posted to social media and the overpriced coffee shop that took up most of its first floor still made me slightly uneasy. The explosion of Christmas decorations and faint guitar covers of famous Christmas songs filtering in over the speakers didn't help matters any. If I thought going in shortly before they were meant to close would make it easier, I was wrong, since it being nearly empty almost made it feel more alien.
As in any alien land, though, it helped to have a guide, and thankfully for me that guide was the gorgeous Rose Ferris.



"Hello, Ryan Collins," she said, casually pulling me into a hug and planting a friendly kiss on my lips. Her voice was husky and confident and had a way of making me hard with only a word.
"Hello, Rose Ferris," I replied. Gorgeous as ever with her athletic build, lightly tanned skin and wavy platinum blonde hair streaked with blue, she still wore her usually eclectic hipster style that included distressed jeans, elbow-length fingerless gloves, soft brown sunglasses that her green eyes glanced over and a black fedora.
"When you asked for my help I can't exactly say I expected a task quite this interesting," Rose said, amused.
"Disappointed?" I asked.
"Hardly," Rose replied. "Sounds like quite an adventure."
Nervously, I looked around the empty bookstore. "So, she's here?"
"Upstairs, finishing up a shift and getting in some cleanup. There's two other employees on right now, both down here. I can keep them distracted while you do whatever you need to do," Rose said. As always, her ability to plan and get things done was light years beyond my own.
"Thanks," I said.
"I'm having fun so there's no need to thank me, but if you really want to make it up to me I can think of a few ideas," she said, her voice low and promising. Her eyes darted downwards at my bulge, and I couldn't help but remember how tight and perfect her ass was. I'd had a couple days to recover from my encounter with Izzy, and I was itching for some attention.
"I'd like that. Let's figure something out soon," I said.
She kissed me again. "Better not make me wait too long."
We walked together toward the twisting wrought iron staircase at the back of the room.
"I don't know what kind of special plan you've got for me, but I feel that I should thank you for what you've already done," Rose said.
I did have a plan for her, not that I meant to share it. I asked, "For what?"
"Putting me and Brooke in the same room again," Rose said without elaboration. She didn't have to go into too much, I already knew that she'd had a falling out with many of her old friends on the cheerleading squad after she quit to follow her art.
"You two talking again?" I asked, hopeful.
"Not as much as I'd like, though in pure defiance of her stubbornness you can't say she isn't cordial. I can hope if we keep being forced into the same room, eventually we might be more than cordial again, but, you know Brooke..." Rose said, her voice hopeful but not truly optimistic sounding.
"I do know Brooke," I said as we stopped at the bottom of the stairs. Quickly, I planted another kiss on her lips, my hand dropping just enough to squeeze her ass. Rose shivered.
"It's a season of miracles, maybe it'll open Brooke's eyes too," I said.
"Maybe," Rose said.
I looked up the stairs. "Now just keep them off my back, and if you feel like praying for one of those miracles for me, I could really use one."
"Done and done, now go bring some good cheer while I enchant the rest," Rose said, patting me on the ass before turning around and sauntering back toward the front of the store. The way she swayed her ass, I knew she knew I was still watching, I just hoped she knew how much I appreciated the show.
Taking a breath, I ascended the steps to Marsters' Secondhand Books second floor.
Much like the first it was a labyrinth of high bookshelves and Christmas decorations, though it smelled more of books than coffee, and had a fair few quiet alcoves and reading rooms where people could play from the communal stack of used board games. My heart pounding as I searched for her, I nervously navigated the maze until I heard the girl humming to herself.
Inching around the corner, I got my first glimpse of Kelly van Houten.
I'd seen the pictures Lauren showed me from social media (shortly before Lauren and I began to have sex in their kitchen), and the pictures that Josie had quietly taken over the past few days. I knew that she was pretty and looked like she might've been a nice person, but because she was fucking around with Lauren's husband (an act that was breaking Lauren's heart), I was somewhat angry at this girl I'd never met from afar. It was an anger tempered by the fact that I knew I wasn't much better in this case, and that the real blame lied with Don McNeil and not Kelly, but it was still hard to shake.
Also hard to shake was her beauty. At just a shade over six feet tall, she was a slender woman in her early twenties wearing a light blue t-shirt that said "My Patronus is a Bookworm" with a Marsters' Secondhand Books nametag over her left breast and a short denim skirt. Though thin and barely an A-cup, she was undeniably all woman with the confidence she held herself and the slight flare of her hips. Her face was cute in a pixieish way, with delicate features and a smattering of freckles on her cheeks, her waist-length blonde hair held back in a single braid bouncing as she hummed enthusiastically along with the Christmas music. She was focused on putting some new old books on the shelves, and with her face screwed up in concentration I could see a definite intelligence beneath the surface and mischief in her eyes.
Mischief, and something a little like sadness, enough that I almost regretted what I had to do.
Remembering Lauren's sadness as she told me about how much her husband's affair was ruining her, though, was enough to get me to step forward.
"Kelly van Houten?" I said, holding the manila envelope Josie had given me at my side almost as if it were a talisman of strength.
She looked up at me, a slight smile on her face that quickly fell to confusion when she saw me.
"Do I know you?" she asked.
I took in a deep breath, galvanizing myself to break up an affair.
"My name is Ryan Collins. I'm a friend of the McNeil family. I'd like to talk to you a few minutes," I said.
I hadn't seen a look of fear cross someone's face so quickly since working the Halloween Scream.
***
She took it pretty well.
"I feel like I'm gonna throw up," Kelly said, holding her head woozily as she sat back in the thick comfy couch of one of Marsters' private reading rooms. The black and white pictures that Josie had taken of Kelly and Don McNeil in a variety of passionate embraces and other compromising positions were spread out on the coffee table in front of her, damning evidence for sure, but enough to make her receptive to what I had to say.
"It's not that bad," I said from my seat next to her.
"Not that bad? Not that bad?" Kelly repeated.
"Nobody's blaming you in any of this. Don McNeil's done this sort of thing for years, and Lauren's been patient with it, but she's getting close to her breaking point. She's a friend of mine and has been for as long as I can remember, and I can't stand to see her that way," I said.
"Then why put this on me?" Kelly asked. "Why not give the pictures to Don or Mrs..."
"Because for her it's nothing she hasn't seen before, and for him, he'd find some way to spin it because that's the sort of thing he does. If I give these to you, and you pass along the note that's also in the envelope, he'll know that people truly know, and that if he doesn't straighten up and fly right he's going to mess up a lot of good things he's got going in life. Coming from someone like you, I think he's more likely to accept defeat and finally admit to Lauren what she's known all these years," I said.
While talking about defeating Don McNeil and getting him to recommit to his wife, I couldn't help but notice that all I'd seemed to have accomplished was defeating one Kelly van Houten. Her face, once bright and focused was now the face of a complete wreck, haunted and sad.
I couldn't let that stand, either.
"But I also don't want to put you in that position if it's one you're not willing to accept. I know I'm asking a lot and I don't know how your feelings are wrapped up in all of this, and if you don't want to help me I'll completely understand and take this all directly to him," I added quickly. This wasn't part of my initial plan, but as I was finding these days, improvisation was key.
Kelly looked down at the pictures long and hard, her eyes close to filling with tears but never quite spilling over.
"I never wanted this," Kelly whispered.
"What?" I asked.
"To be the mistress. The 'other woman.' I just wanted to get a good job out of culinary school in a new town where I could start a new life following my passion. I didn't expect having to work two extra jobs, like here, just to keep my head above water. I didn't expect to be so lonely. I didn't expect..."
"Don McNeil?" I asked.
She nodded. "I knew exactly what he was, who he was, when I started working here, but he was so nice and so goofy, and I was in a strange town where I didn't know anybody, and I respected him and because I respected him it didn't feel all that strange, and when it happened it happened, and... you know?"
"Yeah, I do know. Loneliness can lead to some weird places sometimes," I said.
"I knew he was married, and I like him, but I don't love him, but it felt so easy to fall into that I've never really put much thought into what it'd be like falling out of it. Guess I have to think like that now," she said.
"So you'll deliver the pictures and the note?" I asked.
"Yeah. Yeah, I'll do it. I won't like it, but I'll do it," Kelly said.
"Will there be any blowback on you?" I asked.
She shook her head. "Don's never once held his position over me. I don't think he does what he does because he wants to lord it over me like it's some power game, I think... look, you know him, he's not a great looking guy and he stumbled into a beautiful wife. I think he's worried that he got lucky and in his own way this is him trying to see if he's still got it... does that make any sense?"
"Yeah. Too much, actually," I said.
"Oh?" she said.
"I've... had a busy year," I said, not wanting to get into too much detail.
Kelly looked me up and down skeptically, but to her credit she didn't say anything. I didn't blame her because, well, if I saw a guy like me boasting about having a busy year with the ladies I'd have every reason to doubt too.
"So... yeah, in short, no, I don't see this blowing back on me," she finished.
"Good," I replied.
"It doesn't help me with the loneliness problem, but I'll find a way of dealing," she said.
"Well, you're very pretty, I doubt you'd have a hard time finding a boyfriend," I said.
Kelly laughed, a surprisingly humorless sound. "I'm not looking for a boyfriend if I'm being honest."
"You're not?" I asked.
She looked me up and down again, almost as if she was confirming I was safe to talk to. Biting her lip slightly, it looked like she made up her mind that I wasn't as dangerous as she'd first thought.
"I can't believe I'm telling you this," she said.
"You don't have to," I replied.
"No," Kelly sighed. "I think this is something I've needed to talk about for a while and I don't have anyone good to talk about it with, so I might as well talk to a stranger, even you."
"Thanks?" I said.
Kelly continued, "The last three boyfriends I had wound up being creeps, so I've sworn off serious relationships for the time being. I like it casual, but finding a good casual partner is like playing Russian roulette when you don't really know the guys that well and any of them can turn out to be creeps or worse. I thought Don was a nice compromise because he just wanted to have fun but didn't want any attachment. He's nice and sweet in his own odd way and that made him nice to be around a lot of the time, but even he was kind of settling because he didn't exactly, uh, you know..."
She trailed off, but I was getting a pretty good image of what she meant.
"Oh," I said. "OH!"
"Yeah, exactly," Kelly said, gathering the pictures back into the envelope, then checking for the note to Don I'd slipped inside. "For the sake of everyone involved, I'll break it off with Don, but unless you know a cute guy who knows how to show a girl a good time without getting crazy about it, I think I'm going back to my old maid days."
Now, this would have been a great time to leave, mostly because I'd gotten everything I wanted. Kelly van Houten had agreed to cut things off with Don and pass along the package of materials I'd gathered, even the note I'd written to him telling him that Lauren knew about him and that he should apologize and never do anything like this again. My good deed for Lauren was probably complete, why push my luck even further and risk the gains I'd made?
Well, aside from finding Kelly van Houten rather beautiful in a classic sort of way, I also felt for her and was riding a little high on success, making a move just felt right.
"You don't have to do that," I said, sliding closer to her.
She looked at me again, seeming like she was prepared to laugh. If I were in her shoes, I honestly wouldn't blame her, but I held firm with my confidence. She kept eying me, waiting for the punch line, but when the punch line didn't come skepticism took over.
"You think you can show me a good time?" she asked.
"If you're looking for a good time," I said, settling my hand on her thigh. It was only the lightest touch, squeezing her softly. I felt her tense up in a way I knew to be good, but I still needed to play this one safely.
"What makes you think you can give me a good time?" she asked, her voice lower, softer, confused but definitely intrigued.
"I know I may not look like much, but believe me when I say I've got it where it counts. None of the women I've been with, and you'd be shocked at how many there've been, have ever left me unsatisfied, partly because I've a natural affinity for 'good times' and partly because I learn from my every partner. I let them teach me what they like, becoming a better lover with every experience I have. I know I sound boastful and that I haven't put you in a position where you're certain you can trust me, but believe me when I say that if you take a chance on me, you won't regret it. Though I take a lot of pride in what my tongue can do, my fingers and my... cock are both equally skilled at dispensing the kind of pleasure you dream of," I said, my hand inching slightly higher up her thigh. Her breathing had become heavier, more ragged as I went, definitely a good sign.
"You talk a good game," Kelly admitted, her voice almost a moan.
"Thanks," I said. "Like I said, I've been learning."
"You learn well, but is talk all you've got?" she challenged, a sly smile crossing her lips.
"Well, aside from all of my aforementioned skills, I've also probably got the biggest cock you've ever seen in person. So, I've got that going for me too," I said.
Kelly laughed. "Bullshit."
Feeling confident, I took my hand from her thigh just long enough to unbuckle my belt, unzip my pants and pull them and my underwear down, revealing my ten inch long monster. Even though it wasn't fully hard and at full thickness yet, it definitely got the message across.
Kelly van Houten's eyes went wide. "Oh. Not bullshit."
"Not bullshit," I confirmed.
She couldn't take her eyes off of my cock, which I took to be a pretty good sign.
"I'll never say I'm what you'd call boyfriend material, but I do know how to have fun. If you're in the need for some good, no-strings-attached kind of fun, well, I'm here," I said.
Kelly thought about my offer, her mouth opening slightly, then closing so she could lick her lips.
"Here?" she asked.
"It's nice and quiet," I said.
"My co-workers..." she said, clearly reaching for any excuse.
"Your co-workers are chatting with a very good friend of mine who's very good at chatting.
"Fuck it, if you can put your money where your mouth is and make me cum with the skill you say, I'm good to go much further," she said.
"I'd honestly like to put my mouth somewhere else first," I said.
Kelly laughed, a high, pleasant laugh. "You've got confidence, I'll give you that."
That confidence was rewarded when she hiked up her short denim skirt up and over her tight little ass, revealing to me a pair of light pink panties. Clearly nervous but definitely excited, Kelly pulled the crotch of the panties aside, revealing her tight, pink little pussy lips to me with their landing strip of dark blonde pubic hair above.
"Nice," I said, sliding off the couch and crawling between her legs.
If I wasn't mistaken, I was sure she blushed. "Thanks, I- OH!"
I cut her off by leaning in, sucking fiercely on the tiny nub of her clit. I didn't go strong at first, not knowing what she did and didn't like, but the more receptive she was the easier it felt to truly dig in, sucking and licking at her pussy while I got to work sliding first one, then two fingers inside of her. At first I used them to augment what I was doing with my mouth, slowly thrusting them in and out, but after I got comfortable I started searching, curling them upward until I found that spot that made her go rigid and moan deeply.
"I see... wow... I see you know where the g-spot is," Kelly said breathlessly.
Coming up for air, I said, "It's really not that hard if you know where to look."
"Which you do," she groaned.
"Which I do," I confirmed.
"I'm quite happy for this," she said, pushing my face back into her pussy.
It was a nice invitation and one I meant to take full advantage of, digging back into her pussy with a fervor I thought she'd like.
There was a slight moment in all of this when I must admit I felt a little strange, eating out Don McNeil's mistress, but since I'd already done all that and more with his wife it didn't feel strange for all.
That Kelly's pussy was so sweet and the sounds she made even sweeter only made it easier.
"Oh god, oh god, oh god..." she moaned, her hands tracing up her body to grab her small breasts through her shirt. "You really, god, you really know what you're doing."
"I may not be good at many things, but this is one of them," I said proudly.
"So damn good, just, please, don't stop, keep eating, keep fingering," she said.
"I wasn't planning on stopping, not until I've made you seriously cum," I said. Her response to this was a formless moan, but I took that as a good thing.
I could have hurried this along, but if she was this in need of some good sex I was going to draw it out. I could feel her getting closer, inching toward an orgasm a little at a time, coming close to the peak and then falling back as I slowed down. It created a sense of beautiful desperation in her, this flush to her skin and this aura of raw, animal sexuality that made her already pretty face drop dead gorgeous. I locked my eyes onto hers, staring into her as I continued to ravage her pussy with my mouth, waiting for my moment, waiting for her to be at the absolute peak of need, waiting for a sign...
Okay, her pulling her shirt up over her breasts and then fishing them out of her bra so she could pinch her small but rock hard nipples seemed like a good enough sign. That was enough to make me send this into overdrive. I sucked on her clit harder and harder, curling my fingers as I thrust them in and out of her harder. I no longer gave her pussy the mercy that I'd drawn it out so long with, rather, fucking her harder and harder until she was a quivering, gibbering mess, and that was before she violently came on my face. She wasn't a squirter like Izzy, and since we were at her job she was quieter than she might have been, but for the violent contractions of her body I knew it was a good cum.
"Wow, god, wow, thank you, thank you, wow..." she said, falling back onto the couch.
I moved up to sit beside her, rather pleased with what I'd done but now being increasingly driven by my rock hard cock. I gently grabbed her hand and brought it to my cock, and she didn't need much more motivation to jack my head, swirling her thumbs around in the precum and really getting me nice and slick.



"That really is a serious cock," Kelly said, her voice trembling in awe.
"It's served me well," I said.
"I have no idea how I'm going to fit all that inside of me," she said.
"Slowly tends to work," I said. Kelly laughed.
"Only one way to find out," she said, hiking up her skirt and swinging one of her long, lithe legs over mine. Straddling my cock, still holding it in her hand, she rubbed it up against her tight, wet pussy. Lining it up with her entrance, she sat down slowly, dropping herself onto it a couple inches. Now penetrated by my large cock and fully understanding what she was in for, her eyes went wide.
"Oh, wow," she said. The way her eyes went, I almost expected a sound of pain from her, but her mouth curled into a truly satisfied smile as she began to settle more and more on my cock. Her pussy was as tight as the rest of her body, but there was little hesitation as she kept sinking, her pussy muscles embracing me every bit as much as they stretched at my invasion.
Finally settled down entirely, Kelly looked down at her grotesquely penetrated cunt, her eyes wide and her smile even wider.
"Oh my god, that is so fucking good!" she exclaimed, kissing me enthusiastically. I kissed her back, wrapping my arms around her and lifting her up slightly enough to drop her back down on my cock. She laughed at the gesture, then began riding me properly. There was a definite awkwardness to our mostly clothed quickie, but I can't say that I found it a problem. She was tall, she was fit, and she was beautiful, and her clear athleticism was promising one hell of a fuck.
Any compunctions she might've had before about keeping quiet flew right out the window as she began to ride me.
"God, wow, you're so much, so much bigger than Don you don't even know it, god, I wish I'd known you sooner, wish I'd known this cock was hiding in town because I'd have come looking for you, god, so fucking big, so deep, I love it, I love it, I love it!" she exclaimed.
For my part, I grabbed her hips, helping her establish a good pace of slamming down onto my cock that'd feel good for both of us, and believe me when I say her pussy felt good. So tight, so wet, so hot, so... enthusiastic. If I'd met her with a little sadness, the dominant emotion that now held the room was lust, plain and simple. I was seeing the real Kelly van Houten, the one who knew what she wanted and went for it, the one who felt alive and didn't know the meaning of the word loneliness. If I were to get a call or text from her out of the blue, I had no problem at all being her booty call.
Playfully, I slapped her ass. She smiled, kissing me forcefully.
"You can spank better than that, can't you?" she challenged.
"If you want a spanking, I can give you a fucking spanking," I grunted, swatting her ass harder, then harder again, then harder once more, each slap sounding like a gunshot in the quiet room, each one bringing a yelp of pleasure from Kelly as we fucked harder and harder. Her ass was bright pink, and yet that spurred me on even harder, swatting her ass until her eyes rolled back and we were making out furiously.
I was happy that I was doing something that was good for not just Lauren, but for Kelly too, and even more than that I felt alive. I was being myself, and if being myself could also be used for doing good for the people around me, then so much the better. I felt alive, and that felt a damn sight better than the self pity I'd fallen into after Thanksgiving. I could find a balance between who I used to be and who I was becoming, and I could still enjoy sex and be a good person. It was a balancing act, but it was a kind of balance I was eager to find.
What I was going to find one hell of a lot sooner, though, was my own orgasm, which had been building for quite some time as I fucked up into Kelly van Houten's amazing cunt.
I grunted, "Gonna cum soon. Where should I...?"
"Just keep going, getting there too, keep going, oh god, keep going," Kelly moaned.
Well, if she was going to be getting there soon too, I was going to do everything I could to help her. I reached down, rubbing her clit intensely as I fucked up into her. This brought her to the edge, first looking down into my eyes, then kissing me passionately as she exploded in another orgasm against me. Her pussy gripping my cock so spasmodically was the final straw for me too, making me cum violently inside her. I filled her with shot after shot of cum until it felt like I had nothing more in the tank, so hard I almost couldn't see anymore, so good that by the end we were both quivering messes collapsed on the couch next to each other.
Kelly van Houten, once so prim and proper looking, was now a mess, her hair tussled and her skin flush and sweaty, her face a pure look of satisfaction. Though mostly clothed, her body was a perfectly lewd display of her tiny but oh so sweet tits and her cum-drenched pussy.
"Wow," she said, fingering herself idly and getting a dollop of cum on her finger. She brought it up to her lips and sucked it off, her eyes rolling luxuriantly. "Wow."
"Wow yourself," I replied. "That was awesome."
"Thank you," she said.
Now for one of the most awkward parts, but one I felt compelled. "Do you mind... if I got a picture? For memories? I swear, it's just for me and no one else would see-"
"Go for it," she said, still bathing in the satisfaction of her orgasm. Pulling my phone from my pocket, I took a quick picture of her deliciously lewd nudity and put it back in my pocket, joining her back on the couch.
"So, uh, you're still breaking it off with Don, right?" I confirmed.
"Oh, hell yeah. You had me before you brought that out, but now that you have, I'm even more certain. Just promise me this won't be the last time? I mean, you know what I'm looking for, but every so often..." she trailed off.
"I've got you covered," I said.
"Wonderful," she said, leaning over to kiss me. The faint taste of my own cum was still on her lips, but since I was also riding high off of what had just happened, I didn't mind it one bit.
"I should be getting back and clocking out soon," she sighed.
"I should probably get going too," I said, looking at her, taking in the beauty of her body. She returned the look, glancing down at my cock as it regained a little hardness.
"You know... no, sorry, I don't want to hold you up any more," she said.
"No, what?" I asked.
"I don't want to bother you," she said.
"It's no bother. What?" I asked.
"Well... if you think you can get it hard again, there's something I like that Don doesn't when it comes to sex, and I was wondering if you could..." she trailed off.
I knew exactly where this was going. "...fuck your ass?"
She smiled. "How'd you know?"
"Lucky guess," I replied, remembering how Lauren had told me that Don wouldn't fuck her in the ass even though she really liked it (and had an amazing ass that was perfect for fucking).
"He doesn't like it because he thinks it's dirty, but I really enjoy it. There's nothing like completely surrendering yourself to trusting someone with that kind of intimacy, really lets me get wild," Kelly explained.
I shook my head. "Doesn't he understand that it's because it's dirty that it's fun?"
"I know, right?" Kelly exclaimed, taking another glob of cum from her pussy and sucking it off her fingers. "Just wish I'd known about this so I could've brought some lube."
"Like this?" I said, pulling a small bottle from my pants pocket.
"Aren't you the optimist?" she said, an eyebrow raised.
"I have a busy social life, I always like to make sure I have some on hand," I said.
"Fair point," Kelly said, looking back down at my cock which had gained more strength since the talk of anal being on the table. "I'm gonna suck on that, get you nice and hard, then will you please, please fuck my tight little ass?"
"Well, since you asked so politely," I said, gently grabbing the back of her head and guiding her down onto my cock.
What she lacked in nice, thick lips, she more than made up for in cocksucking enthusiasm, bouncing up and down on me and swirling her tongue in such a magical way that my cock couldn't help but come back from the dead after only a couple minutes.
Clearly satisfied, Kelly eagerly got up on her hands and knees. I could've joined her, but with her tight ass cheeks parted and her little pink hole looking so inviting, I couldn't help but dive in, licking and tonguing her asshole enthusiastically to her excited and surprised cries. I licked and probed at her asshole enthusiastically while I fingerfucked her pussy, getting her nice and excited and ready for fucking her ass.
"Oh my god, oh my god, that's nice, that's so fucking nice, but that's not what I want, don't stop yet, no, let me finish, let me finish saying this... god, I want you to fuck my ass, Ryan. Won't you please, please, please fuck my ass?" Kelly pleaded.
"I can arrange that," I said, forcing my tongue into her asshole one last time before getting on my knees behind her on the couch, lubing up my cock and pressing its head up against her tight hole.
"Ready for this?" I said.
"Always," she grunted, moaning as I pressed into her and groaning even more loudly when the head pressed inside her tight hole. I was lubed and she was eager, so my cock didn't face much resistance, but with my size and her tightness it was still slow going as I pushed an inch at a time, following her moans and groans of encouragement as I pressed further inside of her.
"That's it, just a little further, keep going, fuck you're big, god, I can't believe, I can't believe it, god, it's so big, still going, still going, fuck, keep going , bottom it out in me, get it all in there, get it all in there and fuck my tight little ass, make me cum, make me scream, spank my ass, pull my hair, just, fuck, fuck my ass hard!" she urged as she leaned back into me, pressing the last couple inches of my cock into her as my balls bounced against her pussy.
I looked down in awe as my cock stretched her asshole wide open, enjoying the tight heat of it and the way she looked back at me with such smug satisfaction.
"Has anyone ever told you you have an amazing ass?" I asked.
"Once or twice," she admitted, wiggling against me slightly.
"Well, I'm going to fuck your amazing ass now, okay?" I said.
"You did hear me about twenty seconds ago asking for just that, right?" she asked.
Grabbing her by her braid and tugging hard, I said, "Yeah. Yeah I did."
"Good. Now fuck me hard," she demanded.
I pulled her braid back enough that I could lean down and kiss her hard as I started sliding my cock in and out of her ass, only letting go so I could get up and grab her by the hips to fuck her as she needed to be fucked. If there had been an urgency to get off when I'd fucked her pussy, now there was just a drive for pure depraved lust as I mercilessly fucked her ass.
At first she remained as vocal as before, urging me on, forcing me to be rougher and dirtier as I plowed her ass, but as soon as she stopped propping herself up and began fingering her cum-soaked pussy, words stopped and just formless sounds of ecstasy filled the small reading room. For my part, I was long past any constructive conversation as I fucked her ass, and that seemed fine by both of us. Where before there had been need, now there was just want. She wanted me to fuck her ass every bit as much as I wanted to fuck her, a want so powerful that we were easily transformed into two grunting, yowling beasts for pleasure.
Whether we'd been going at it like this for five minutes or fifty didn't matter for how easily lost we were, but when she finally came and I filled her tight ass with my own cum, it felt the end of an exhausting and oh so satisfying journey.
Collapsing on top of her, I kissed the back of her neck. Kelly turned just enough to kiss me back as I slid from her ass.
"So, same time next week?" she asked, squeezing my cock lightly with her ass cheeks.
I laughed. "I'll put you down on my calendar."
"Awww, don't you know how to make a girl feel special?" she teased.
"I manage, sometimes," I said, kissing her again and feeling rather victorious, if I must say so myself.
***
"So... sounds like you've been busy," Rachel said, amused. Though the Skype connection was lagging a bit, it was always great to hear her laughing. Even though she was bundled up heavily against an Oregon winter and was more content to stay warm than cyber with me, it was always a highlight of the days I could arrange it when I talked to her. Her sharp eyes, pretty face, red hair and punk style always made her a welcome sight, but the strange friendship we shared was what I always cherished, even if it was a factor in Tori's and my falling out.
"I've been trying," I said.
"Making a list, checking it twice..." she mused.
"Yup," I agreed.
"Except everyone on the list's been naughty," she said.
"Just because someone's been naughty doesn't mean they don't deserve something nice," I said.
"True enough," Rachel said, her eyes drifting to the side. "So, what're you getting me?"
"You know that'd be a spoiler, right?" I said.
"Not much of one at this point. You've already gone out of your way to get things for Tori and Mom, and unless you're holding out on me they were your first stops. Since you sent me an urgent message telling me you had to talk to me at a very specific time, you're getting the McNeil girls out of the way first because you've got some lingering affection and guilt and whatever other feelings you wanna deal with, and I want to see how it's gonna pay out for me," Rachel joked.
Fine, if she was in this kind of mood.
"Fine, I got you a bracelet," I said.
"What?" Rachel asked.
"A friendship bracelet. Weaved it myself," I said.
"Ha ha," Rachel said, deadpan.
"It's a nice bracelet!" I protested, wondering how long I could keep up the joke.
"No doubt," Rachel sighed. Her eyes were searching as they drifted away from the screen again, slightly sad. "Do you really think it's going to work, what you've done for my mom? You really think Dad's going to come clean and try to make things better?"
This was one of those situations where I knew more than I was certain I wanted to share. I'd been monitoring the situation with Tori's family for more than a day since my encounter with Kelly van Houten, and it had developed at a surprisingly quick pace. I wasn't fully sure that it was my place to tell Rachel all that had happened, especially not with what I had planned for her, but as my friend she deserved honesty.
"It's already happened," I said.
Rachel's eyes locked onto me, wide as saucers. "What?"
"I've had a nice long talk with your mom and... yeah, Kelly must've passed on the note I gave her because your dad pretty much immediately went to her and admitted everything, crying and apologizing and getting down on his knees begging for forgiveness and vowing that he'd never do anything like this again because he loved her, even gave her a hall pass to make up for what he did to her," I said.
"Wow," Rachel said. "I can't fucking believe it."
"Me neither. Season of miracles, right?" I said.
"I guess. It'd be more of a miracle if he actually held to it," Rachel said, skeptical.
"One step at a time," I said.
"So, you and mom talked, huh? If it was nice and long like you said, it must've been about more than just Dad being a prick. You trying to take advantage of that hall pass?" Rachel said, amused.
After what had happened last time, I wasn't eager to jump in and take advantage of that, but if Tori's and my friendship was completely and truly done for I couldn't say that I wasn't tempted.
Yet it felt like that might be easier to talk about than what I actually had to say.
"Actually, we spent a lot of that time talking about you," I said.
Rachel's face fell slightly. "Why?"
"Because I had an audience with Lauren and I didn't want things between the two of you to be left as they were on Thanksgiving," I said.
"I dug my own grave, I'm fine to live in it," Rachel said.
"Yeah, well I'm not fine with you being in a hole. I talked to your mom for a good long while telling her about the kind of person I knew you used to be and the person you are now. She didn't believe me at first, didn't want to believe me, I think, but after a while she started to listen. After a while of listening, she even started to hear me. I got her to a place where she wants to talk to you. If you'll let her, I think the two of you might be able to mend some fences," I said.
Rachel was silent for a while. "Like it's just that easy?"
"No, it's never that easy because nothing like this is ever easy, but if you're willing to make the effort, I think she's willing to make the effort. If you don't want to be the pariah anymore, this is your chance," I said.
Rachel considered this, her breathing noticeably heavier. She wiped a finger under each eye (a tear?), looked away from me and said, "Okay. I'll give her a call, soon."
"About that..." I said, pressing a button on the side bar of Skype. It took a couple seconds to connect, so I quickly explained, "...don't be mad, but I know how easy it is to make a promise and then let it slide for too long, so I kinda arranged for Lauren to be online right now and waiting, and I'm connecting the two of you now."
"What?" Rachel asked, surprised. She was no less surprised when Lauren's image popped on screen, smiling nervously.
"Hi, Rachel," Lauren said.
"Hi, Mom," Rachel responded with equal nervousness.
"We've, uh, got a lot to talk about, don't we?" Lauren asked.
"Yeah, yeah, I guess we do," Rachel said.
"And that's my cue," I said. "I'm shutting down. You two be nice, okay?"
"Thank you, Ryan," Lauren said.
"Thanks," Rachel said her eyes mingled with gratitude and fear.
I ended my side of the call, and took a breath. That actually went a lot easier than I expected. I had feared there might be an argument, maybe some yelling, but if both sides were willing to patch things up, maybe I really could pull off my insane list of good deeds.
After all, I'd already:
- Found Tori a new gaming partner and told her girlfriend everything she needed to keep Tori happy and make them no longer strangers to one another
- Gotten Lauren's cheating husband to come clean to her and vow to reform his ways
- Helped Rachel and Lauren reconnect
Whether any of these things would stick and make a difference could only be told in time, but I felt confident enough in the moment to look at my good deeds list and cross some names off.
ADDISON
BROOKE
HALEY
HOPE
JADE
JOSIE
KAITLYN
MALLORY
MARIE
MRS. LYNN
X - MRS. MCNEIL - X
MRS. SULLIVAN
NADIA
NOA
X - RACHEL - X
ROSE
SARAH
SOPHIE
X - TORI - X
Three names down, sixteen to go. I still had a lot of good cheer to spread around.
"Who's next?" I said.
***
(Author's Note 2: While this is normally the spot where I'd beg for reviews and stars, I'd like to address the reception of Chapter 18, namely the unfortunate treatment I've seen of the character of Tori and how a few of you want to see her "punished". If you dream of seeing this happen in coming chapters, then I must tell you that the only place you'll see punishment of her is in your dreams. In relationships, be they friendship or love or somewhere in between, people often make bad and hasty decisions, and Ryan and Tori are no exception. At heart I am an optimist, which is why I still foresee a happy-ish ending for the two of them down the line (one that by no means they'll wind up together), but it's also in that optimism that I find myself so disappointed by the regressive and frightening attitudes I've seen shared by a vocal minority of my readers. Tori and Ryan will both learn lessons as this story progresses, but nobody is going to be punished in the way you want to see. If you want to see someone punished, there are other stories out there that'll serve that purpose; look them up, because Senior Year Memories won't be one of them. If this makes you feel the need to start dropping one star ratings and flaming me with bad reviews, well, I can't stop you from dropping a low star rating, but I can police the reviews if I must. So far I haven't deleted any reviews save for that rash of spam reviews some months back because I try not to be *that* author, but if this is kept up I will seriously consider revising my personal policies. I mean it when I say I appreciate criticisms, but when criticisms suddenly stop being critical and start carrying the unified theme of "I don't like that this girl character did something I as a man personally disagree with and she thusly deserves to be punished", I've got a limit. Be kind, rewind, and please don't put me in a position where I ever have to write anything like this again.



Assuming I haven't scared off everyone by this point, I will now continue with my regularly scheduled request that if you enjoyed this chapter, please drop some stars, reviews and feedback, as I do truly appreciate all the encouragement that almost everyone has offered! It really does truly keep me going in this occasionally insane, massive undertaking.)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: 18-year-old Ryan Collins' quest to do something nice for each of the nineteen women he's had sex with this senior year got off to a quick start as he aimed to help the women of the McNeil family first. Ryan helped his former best friend, Tori McNeil, with the assistance of sexy gamer Izzy Barnes and Tori's girlfriend April Martel, ensuring that Tori was both protected in online games and in her heart. Next, Ryan helped out Tori's mother, Lauren, by breaking up her husband's affair with his protégé, Kelly van Houten, by giving Kelly the fucking she desperately needed. Finally, with Lauren's husband now apologizing and pledging his devotion to her, Ryan was able to coax her into reconciling with her reformed hellraiser daughter, Rachel. With the McNeils checked off his list, who will Ryan help next?
Names Remaining on Ryan's Christmas List: Addison, Brooke, Haley, Hope, Jade, Josie, Kaitlyn, Mallory, Marie, Mrs. Lynn, Mrs. Sullivan, Nadia, Noa, Rose, Sarah, Sophie
***
I hated lying to people, and after a lot of the problems I'd had at the earlier end of this year, I'd vowed not to lie anymore. I had to amend that because not lying at all is an unreasonable expectation and sometimes a little lie is a necessary survival mechanism, but big lies were something I meant to avoid at all costs from this point on.
It was the medium lies that were a little trickier to figure out. More often than not they seemed to fall into that category of lies that was bound to get me in trouble, but there were occasions where they were necessary to make the impossible possible.
Take getting Kaitlyn Pruitt and Sarah Kent into the same room, for instance, two girls who probably couldn't have been more different.
Kaitlyn was a popular cheerleader and an utter bitch, even if she had softened greatly in the past few months since I'd gotten to know her better. Utterly gorgeous with long, silky black hair, soft, lightly tanned skin and a body that less talented writers would say had "curves in all the right places", which in this case translated to a magnificent ass and an impressive set of DD-cup tits. Dressed stylishly in expensive jeans and a dark top that showed a lot of cleavage, she only took her eyes off of Sarah's impressed dance to shoot me the occasional smirk of approval. I'd come to appreciate that smirk, ever since she was the one who took my virginity and spread news of my endowment around school in a way that had allowed for an interesting senior year at Regan Hills High. You could say I knew I owed her a lot.
Sarah was, well, everything that Kaitlyn wasn't. Short and blonde and in the school marching band, she was one of the most painfully shy people I'd ever met, usually peeking out from behind her hoodie with bright green eyes further hidden by her horn-rimmed glasses. She was quiet, but had a way about her where she said something only when she really had something to share and had a natural, radiating intelligence. Cut her layers back and she was a sexy little thing with a tight dancer's body, a pair of firm B-cup tits, and a wild side she knew how to hide well. One of Josie's best friends, she first seduced me on Halloween while wearing a mask and it took a month of tracking her down to properly find her and really get to know her and what she wanted out of life.
That I'd had sex with both of these girls this year would've surprised me enough if you told me back in August, but that Kaitlyn and I would be standing together in the small dance studio behind Sarah's house watching her rock out on a stripper pole dressed only in a pair of spandex shorts and a sports bra, well, that would've sounded completely insane.
Now, though, hardly anything surprised me.
Kaitlyn, though, was still capable of having her jaw drop.
"Wow," she said, watching Sarah's moves.
"What'd I tell you?" I said.
"Oh, you told me, I just didn't believe it," Kaitlyn admitted. Even with both of us watching her, Sarah was lost to the dance, completely in a world of her own. She'd admitted to me, not long after I found her true identity after Halloween, that her dance teacher mother taught her how to pole dance as a way of building her confidence. Though it didn't do much to make her more outgoing at school, it was impossible to ignore that she was an amazing dancer.
"You gotta stop doubting me," I said.
"I should," Kaitlyn admitted.
"You should," I echoed.
After a moment, Kaitlyn added, "You tell anyone I admitted I was wrong, I'll destroy you."
"Well, we can't have that," I replied.
She poked me in the side. I laughed.
Even though she was the first girl that I had sex with this year, I knew that Kaitlyn wasn't the kind of girl I had any hope of a future with from a romantic perspective, and that was fine for both of us. She was great to have as a friend again, and when we could find time to hook up the sex was amazing. She was slowly becoming less of a bitch at school and more discerning when it came to the kinds of guys she got together with, and miraculously enough was even improving on her history tests after I'd started tutoring her.
I may have started this year with a pretty low opinion of her, but Kaitlyn had made one helluva turnaround.
I just hoped the two of us could help Sarah do the same.
"So," Kaitlyn said. "Do you want me to tell her why we're really here, or should I?"
Here's where that medium lie came back into the picture. I knew I never would've gotten Kaitlyn in the same room with Sarah, let alone see her dance, by telling her the truth, because Sarah would've frozen up and told me she couldn't go through with it. I got around this by telling her that Kaitlyn was interested in taking some pole dancing workout lessons and wanted to see what it'd be like. It wasn't completely untrue, because it sure did look like Kaitlyn was interested in what she saw, but it wasn't the main reason we were here either.
"I'll tell her," I said.
"Because I don't have a problem telling her," Kaitlyn said.
"I'll tell her," I repeated. "Thank you, though."
"Anytime," Kaitlyn said, fist bumping me just as Sarah's song wound down.
Sarah looked utterly radiant and satisfied, covered in a light sheen of sweat and panting slightly, a broad smile on her face that only disappeared once we started clapping for her. Then she was back to her usual nervous self, her posture suddenly demure as she walked over to Kaitlyn and me.
"So, uh, yeah, that's some of what you can learn. My mom could show you a lot more since she's the real dancer and all, but that's, uh, a sample of what you could learn. I could teach you if you really want, but you should really learn from her. She's better, but, however you want to go, I can get you a discount since you're a friend of Ryan's and all, and a friend of Ryan's is a.. uh..." Sarah said, her eyes on the floor, only casting the occasional quick glance at us.
Time to tell the truth.
"I'm sorry, Sarah, but I kinda sorta definitely lied about why we were here," I said.
"You... what?" she said, her eyes wide and fearful.
"Kaitlyn's not here to think about taking pole dancing classes," I said.
"I actually am, now, after I saw all that because you're fucking hot, girl, and I can totally pay you, but, sorry, Ryan, continue, we can talk money later," Kaitlyn interrupted.
"I'm confused," Sarah said.
I took a breath. "Last time I was here, you told me that you'd always dreamed of being a cheerleader, but you were afraid of trying out because of the pressure and the rejection? Well, since I knew that you'd probably be too afraid of going to a tryout if I set one up, I kinda brought the tryout to you. And, Kaitlyn? The verdict?"
Kaitlyn smiled. "Now, I'm not in charge of the squad, that all comes down to Dakota Lewis, but I rank pretty high and she and me're tight. We got a couple slots open this year that haven't been filled yet, and one of them is yours if you want it. If you're afraid of any of the girls giving you shit, you won't, but if any of them do (probably Haley), come to me and I'll fuck 'em up for you, easy."
Sarah looked hesitant. I didn't blame her; Kaitlyn smiling like this was usually not a good thing, at least when the old Kaitlyn was involved. That didn't mean she wasn't tempted, no, I could see the battle in Sarah's mind between wanting this so bad but having to deal with her own shyness and any lingering fears she may have had about Kaitlyn as a person.
Kaitlyn saw this too, and went in for the kill. "Please say you'll join the team? We could really use someone who knows how to dance."
Sarah closed her eyes tightly and let out a breath. "Yes."
"Fantastic!" I exclaimed, pulling Sarah into a warm hug. As much as I was happy for her having this opportunity, and I was damn happy for her, I was also glad that I didn't have to come up with another plan for her since this was my one big idea for what to do for her this December.
"Awesome," Kaitlyn said, hugging Sarah herself once I let her go. "Like I said, you'll still need to pass Dakota's approval first, but show her even half of what you showed me here and you're in."
"Will you be there... when I'm trying out?" Sarah asked Kaitlyn nervously, finally opening her eyes.
"Fuck yeah I will. A lot of cheerleaders are real bitches, ain't gonna lie, but you show up and show off and I'll get Brooke and Jade and Addison together and you'll have your own personal cheering section. You're gonna have nothing to be scared of, and you're gonna kick ass, and gimme and some of the other girls a chance to make you over and we'll have you looking like one of the hottest damn cheerleaders in school," Kaitlyn said proudly.
Sarah blushed, casting her eyes downward away from Kaitlyn, then to me. Her voice barely a whisper, she said, "Thank you."
"It's my pleasure. Honestly," I said. "I've... I've been where you are. I've been shy and beat down and not seizing what I wanted because I didn't think I could have it, but if this year's taught me anything it's that if you want something you have to go for it. I'm a lot happier for it, and I think you will be too."
It was hard to tell behind her glasses, especially with her eyes cast down like this, but I think there might have been tears in the corners of Sarah's eyes.
"I'm not... not saying I'm not scared, because I am. I'm so scared, so, so fucking scared. I can't... I don't... this isn't me. This isn't something I ever thought I'd do. I... failure. Failure scares me," Sarah said.
"You're not going to fail," I said.
"Seriously. You're better than half the girls on the squad, at least; you're gonna kick ass," Kaitlyn said.
Sarah laughed, softly. "I wish that took all the fear away. I'm... I know I'm my own worst enemy, but I also know that it helps a lot when you've got people who believe in you, people who... people who want to help. Thank you. Thank you, Ryan, for doing this, it means more to me than I think you'll ever know. Thank you, Kaitlyn... fuck it feels weird to say that."
"You'll get used to it," Kaitlyn said.
"You really do," I joked. "Get to know Kaitlyn; she's more bark than bite, not so say she doesn't bite if you ask her nicely enough, but she's a great friend if you give her half a chance."
"There were some compliments in there, but I still feel like I oughta be insulted," Kaitlyn said.
Sarah laughed, a high, relieved laugh. The nerves and fear weren't gone, but she was sounding more like the sweet girl I really liked. Our eyes met, hers still wet but looking up at me with such pride and satisfaction that I couldn't help but want to take her in another hug.
Sarah had a similar idea, but hers involved suddenly bouncing over to me, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling me into a quick, powerful kiss. Our lips became one with the passion, our tongues lightly grazing each other just as the all too fleeting kiss ended. It was so easy to get wrapped up in her shyness that it was easy to forget how much energy she was capable of hiding, so much so that I think it even surprised her sometimes. This was one of those times, as once she let me go she looked up at me with big, surprised eyes and a goofy smile.
"Sorry," she said quickly, even though she didn't look it.
"For what?" I asked.
Kaitlyn tapped Sarah on the shoulder. "Hey, you wanna spread some of that sugar around? I mean, Ryan only gave you the networking connections, I'm the one giving you the in to the team. So, really, I think I'm owed a kiss here too, aren't I? Maybe even a better one than he got?"
Sarah asked me, "Is she serious?"
"Sort of. The implied coercion part is just Kaitlyn trying to hold onto her mean girl rep while telling you that she'd really like to make out with you because she thinks you're hot. She won't really hold it against you because she's not that much of a bitch, but for what it's worth it's a pretty big deal if she thinks you're hot because, well, have you seen the girls she hangs with?" I said.
Sarah considered this. "Is he serious?"
"Yeah," Kaitlyn admitted, shrugging.
Sarah looked Kaitlyn up and down, biting her lip as she eyed the more confident, bustier girl.
"Well, it seems only fair..." Sarah said slyly, pulling Kaitlyn in for a kiss.
It was fun watching Kaitlyn's eyes go wild for just a second as Sarah actually went for it, mostly because I'm sure Kaitlyn doubted Sarah had it in her. She caught on quickly, though, kissing Sarah back and showing her why she was one of the top sluts of Regan Hills High. The two of them couldn't have been any more different, which is probably one of the main reasons they were so hot together, but the two of them made out with a passion you'd have thought had been building up for ages. This wasn't just a simple, playful kiss, no, the two of them were making out as if their lives depended on it. They were unhurried, sure, but there was a fire that Sarah used only sparingly that was hot as fuck to watch. Their low moans and groans, the way their hands slowly began caressing and groping one another... I wanted to join in, but I was content to just stand there and watch while my cock grew in my pants.
Kaitlyn came up for air long enough to look at me. "You know that this is gonna end with all of us naked and sticky, so what the fuck are you standing over there for? Get over here?"
"Seriously," Sarah agreed.
"Oh, I like you," Kaitlyn purred.
"And you haven't even seen what I can do with my tongue yet," Sarah challenged.
"Oh I really like you," Kaitlyn retorted, kissing her again.
"I was just being polite," I said, taking off my shirt and sliding in behind Sarah. I rested my clothed cock between her ass cheeks and getting a very contented sigh for my troubles.
With Sarah now sandwiched between Kaitlyn and me, there were so many options for how to continue, each more delicious than the next, but I was content for the moment just standing there, trading kisses with Sarah and Kaitlyn, sometimes both of them at once when we were able to awkwardly contort our necks to accommodate it. I'd learned by now that threesomes can be every bit as awkward as they are hot and fun, but that the hot and the fun had a way of taking precedence over the awkwardness rather nicely.
Seeing two unbelievably hot girls removing their tops more or less at the same time, well, that was one of those sights that had a way of drowning out any awkwardness there might've been. Sarah's modest B-cups and thick pink nipples were a sight to behold, cute, sweet and fun.
Kaitlyn's DD's, though, they deserved their own national monument. They looked beautiful in her black, lacy bra, but once she undid it and set them free in all their glory, I swear Sarah's jaw dropped.
"Those are amazing boobs," she said.
"Thanks. You're not so bad yourself," Kaitlyn praised.
"Thanks," Sarah blushed. "They're not even close to being in the same league as yours, but at least I'll have less lower back pain later in life."
Kaitlyn laughed, pulling Sarah toward her. "Oh shut the fuck up and suck on my future lower back pain."
Sarah was happy to oblige, leaning over and eagerly sucking on Kaitlyn's big, round nipples. Kaitlyn moaned, looking me in the eye hungrily.
"She's good," she admitted.
"You have no idea," I said, torn between looking at the sight of Sarah sucking Kaitlyn's tits, or Sarah's nice round ass jutting out and rubbing against my cock. I reached around, sliding my hand beneath Sarah's spandex shorts and panties and fingering her tight little pussy. I was pleased to feel that she was already hot and wet, but she could've always been hotter and wetter. I fingered her slowly, loving the sounds she made and how it only increased her enthusiasm with pleasuring Kaitlyn.
We went at this for a while, and when I was satisfied with how wet she was I pulled my fingers from her pussy. Sarah mewled in frustration, though she changed her tone quickly when I hooked both thumbs under the edge of her shorts and pulled both them and her panties down around her ankles. When I freed my cock and slid it between her legs, pressing it against her moist lips, that sound of frustration was replaced by one of a much greater, deeper wanting. Sliding my cock inside of her, inch by tight, slippery inch, it felt a lot like home.
Sarah and I may have met under strange circumstances on Halloween, but I was glad that we'd reconnected.
I fucked into her slowly, savoring every moment of taking her from behind.
"Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god," she groaned with each stroke. She no longer sucked on Kaitlyn's tits, instead holding onto her for support. Kaitlyn was glad to help at first, holding her up, playing with Sarah's breasts as she occasionally kissed the blonde girl, but eventually realizing that she was no longer the center of attention, Kaitlyn let Sarah go and dropped to her knees.
"You think that's great, watch this," Kaitlyn said, a mischievous grin on her lips.
While fucking Sarah from behind was a distinct pleasure I wouldn't trade for anything, fucking her while Kaitlyn licked her pussy and my cock as it pistoned in and out of her may have found a way of topping that. The already extreme pleasure was amplified, driving me to fuck Sarah harder. Her mouth hanging open, her eyes wide with first shock, then pleasure, Sarah was a lewd sight to behold.
"Oh my god, oh my god, ohmygod!" she repeated.
I kissed her, sensing she was going over the edge and building to an orgasm already. It was no doubt to be the first of several, and I couldn't have been prouder. I'd done my good deed for Sarah, she loved it, and I got to cap it off with a threesome between her and Kaitlyn. Not a bad day, by my estimation.



"Ohmygod, ohmygod, ohmygod-"
***
"Oh my god, where did all of these books come from?" Mrs. Sullivan asked as we carted through another couple cardboard boxes into the library.
"Oh, you know, from around," I said noncommittally. The beautiful, busty and brunette librarian was someone who was normally so used to being in control that it was almost amusing watching her surprise as we carted in box after box of books.
I hadn't spent a lot of time in the library since I had a rather memorable threesome with her and her petite blonde aide, Marie Halpern, earlier in November, but I knew I'd find her here if I passed a message along asking if I could see her after school. I don't think she imagined me bringing a small army of people to cart in boxes of books for a library that desperately needed them, but if anything I think this might have gotten her more excited.
"Seriously, Ryan, this is amazing. We've needed something like this for so long, how did you pull it off?" she asked.
Jade Alvarez was how I pulled it off, or more appropriately Jade Alvarez and her impressive network of charity contacts. She put the word out about an informal book drive and the donations came in quick, since everybody had a few books on the shelves they didn't read anymore. Most of what we were able to get were in good, almost new condition, and the cash donations combined with some out of pocket money on my end got stretched even further by a solid day of shopping with Rose Ferris at Marsters' Secondhand Books.
In the end, we were able to scavenge close to 300 new-ish books for the Regan Hills High School Library. It wasn't much, but it was all worth it to see Mrs. Sullivan's unrestrained delight.
"Christmas miracles come in all shapes and sizes," was how I actually answered her, before turning at the sound of Josie cursing from almost dropping a box. "Where can we put these?"
"Put as much as you can in my office; anything else you can't fit in there, put behind the checkout desk," she said, marveling at the flow of boxes.
"Awesome, thanks!" I said, jogging over to Josie.
"Oh, don't worry, give me a couple days to sort through all of these and I'm going to have a special thank you ready and waiting for you here!" Mrs. Sullivan called after me.
Remembering the energetic threesome I'd had in here, I quivered with anticipation at the thought.
"These boxes are heavier than they look," Josie grumbled, probably more at how dropping the boxes had nearly messed up her perfectly maintained goth image than at actually having almost dropped it.
"Yeah, who'd have thought books would be heavy?" I responded, sarcastic and reaching to take the box from her.
Without missing a beat, she pulled the box away from me, a sly smile creeping across her black-painted lips. "You know it's only 'cause I love you that I'm not feeling insulted by that, right?"
"Yes. Yes I do know," I said, leaning in for a kiss. The casual ease with which she returned the kiss made me wish we were in a much more private situation where we could do something about it, but I didn't worry; Josie and I had a way of making time for each other. Though our relationship was still new and definitely strange (especially for how much she gets off on me telling my exploits with other women), it felt like nothing I'd ever experienced before. I never in my life would've thought my first girlfriend would be goth princess Josie Wong with her dark fashion, big tits and love for anal, but that it came as such a surprise somehow made it even more welcome. That she was only all too eager to help me with my mad Christmas plan only told me how lucky I was to have her in my life.
I continued. "You know, though, if you're still having trouble you could always just help Sarah and Hope load boxes on the dolly?"
"And not get a chance to show up Fatima?" Josie scoffed, even though we both knew the odds of her showing up her friend, Regan Hills High's resident track star Fatima Hassan, were fairly low.
As if to illustrate that point, Fatima chose that exact moment to storm past us carrying a stack of two heavy boxes of books with the same effortlessness as she was undeniably gorgeous. "Coming through!"
"I think your chance to show her up might come another day," I said.
"Probably," Josie agreed, a little dejected.
Trying to cheer her up, I said, "Seriously, though, thanks for getting the others out to help. I don't know if we'd have been able to do it without Fatima, Sarah and Hope."
"Oh, we would've, but our backs would be killing us," Josie said.
I snickered. Josie asked, "What?"
"Just something Sarah said the other day. It was... one of those funnier at the time things," I said.
Josie rolled her eyes. "Inside jokes. Awesome."
"I'd rather be inside you," I said.
Josie cocked her head back and forth, amused. "I can agree with that. Later, if your dance card's not too full?"
"Oh, I've always time for you," I told her, kissing her.
"I like that," Josie said, sighing contentedly as I followed her to drop off the books. "Be warned: I haven't seen her, but I can feel Marie lurking in the stacks. I think the first time she catches you alone, she's gonna jump you. The smell of fresh books, I think it's like blood in the water to her."
"I know how to defend myself," I said, looking around almost nervously. I could've sworn I saw a flash of blonde disappear behind a bookshelf, but I couldn't be sure.
"Why defend? She's a tight little slut, I think she needs to be shown who's boss. Just make sure you got some cum left for me afterward," Josie said.
"Deal," I said. Contentedly putting my arm around her, I added, "Seriously, though, thanks for getting the others to help out."
"Hey, it's our pleasure. Clean off some bookshelves and do some good deeds, not bad for a couple hours of after school labor and hanging out with... friends," Josie said, though she didn't say the last word easily.
I'd noticed that there was another face from Josie's friend group who was missing from helping us out, but I hadn't said anything. This seemed about as good a segue as any.
"Mia still not talking to you?" I asked.
Josie shook her head. "Bitch does this sometimes. I'll deal. She'll talk to me eventually, or she won't."
Josie tried to say it like she didn't care, but I knew it wasn't that easy. Josie had a small group of friends in Sarah, Hope and Fatima, but if she had one person who could've been called her best friend, it would've been Mia Roth, the pink-haired emo rocker who had about as much attitude as she had makeup on her face. It'd been more than a month since Josie introduced me to her friends and Mia scared me off because she was angry at the possibility that I might break Josie's heart, and though Josie and I had patched things up, I knew that Josie and Mia had first been fighting, then quiet, behind the scenes. Josie tried to make it look like she didn't care, but I knew it was eating at her a little bit every day.
I squeezed her gently. "She'll come around."
"Another Christmas miracle?" Josie asked, dubious. "Because this ain't exactly a Christmas special."
"Not a traditional one, but I like to think I can make this Christmas a little more special for everyone," I said.
"Well, except for Mia, since she's Jewish and all," Josie corrected.
"True," I amended.
"It'd need a Christmas miracle mightier than even your cock to fix Mia's shit, but, whatever, if that's your gift to me, I won't say no," Josie said.
"No spoilers," I said, even though fixing things between her and Mia was really my plan for her. I didn't have any serious ideas on how to do it yet, and my general fear of Mia Roth put me in a position where I was more interested in letting her slide until later (after all, if Christmas specials have taught me anything, don't all the best miracles happen at the last minute?), but for now I was happy to shoot the breeze with Josie while I checked both Mrs. Sullivan and Marie off my list.
I caught Hope coming out of Mrs. Sullivan's office, stretching her back. Tall and willowy and looking every bit the band geek that she was (and very little like Mistress Hope who'd tied me down and fucked me silly not too long ago), she waved to me slightly.
I let Josie go. "We'll finish this talk later? I gotta ask Hope about something."
"Sure," Josie said, kissing me once more and disappearing into Mrs. Sullivan's office herself.
"Hey, Ryan, what's up?" Hope asked, every bit as awkward and gawky as she usually was in public.
No matter how often it happens, it's still hard to bring up awkward conversation topics to people when you don't know exactly how the conversation's going to go, especially when it's about someone you barely know. While I sometimes like to smooth things over with a little small talk, this time I decided that jumping in with both feet would be best.
"Can I ask you for some information about someone?" I asked.
"Does it have to do with the list?" Hope returned.
"Yeah."
"Then fire away. Who do you want to know about?" Hope responded.
"Daphne O'Connell," I said.
Hope gulped and went a shade whiter, then a shade pinker at the mention of Regan Hills High School's color guard captain's name. That Daphne was the one who'd gotten Hope into bondage was something Hope had admitted to me the first time we had sex, but that Hope had a major crush on Daphne was something Josie slipped more recently. Daphne was key to doing a major favor for someone from my list, and if anyone could tell me about her, it was Hope.
"What do you want to know? Is this one of those situations where you just want all the basic bio stuff? No... no it isn't that, you could find all that out online," Hope said, flexing her reporter's side. "You want the sex stuff, don't you?"
"Not quite... maybe... fuck, yes, I want the sex stuff. I probably won't need it, but, just in case, it doesn't hurt to be prepared..." I trailed off, not wanting to give away too many details of my plan.
"If it's okay with you, of course," I added.
"Why wouldn't it be?" Hope asked, defensive.
"Because I know you like Daphne, and I don't want to cross any lines you're not comfortable with while I'm doing this favor," I said.
"Well, thanks, for that, but I don't have a problem with you two having sex, especially if it means you helping someone, and because I know that you and Daphne falling madly in love is about as impossible as things could be so I can still hopelessly pine for her from here. Who's this one helping, anyway?" Hope asked.
"Someone... someone I'm not supposed to talk about," I answered.
"Fair enough," Hope sighed.
Behind her glasses, Hope tried to get a read on me. I didn't make it easy, not with the plan I was working on.
"Fine, I'll give you the sex stuff, but if you want to take notes, get your phone out now because it's a long story and I don't want to repeat myself," Hope said, exasperated.
I took out my phone. She was right that it was a long story, and a graphic one, one that daunted me more and more the more details I heard. It made me hope that when it came down to it, all I had to do was ask Daphne O'Connell to consider my proposal and that would be the end of it, but if she was every bit as much of a bitch as everyone claimed she was, this would be unlikely, and what I might have to do afterward to convince her would take some mental preparation.
I could do it. Well, I was pretty sure I could do it.
When I was finished with Hope, drifting through the aisles of bookshelves and thinking about everything I had before me if I wanted to get the favor out of Daphne I hoped I had it in me to get, that was when I was most vulnerable to an attack. That was when the small, powerful hands grabbed me and pulled me deeper into the stacks, deeper into the dark, quiet corners of our school library.
When words found me, I said, "Hello, Marie."
"Hello," 18-year-old Marie Halpern said. Short and petite and impossibly stern-looking for her age, her blonde hair held up in a bun, horn-rimmed glasses and conservative button-down sweater and short skirt combo made her look like every stereotypical librarian you'd ever seen in fiction. Knowing what Mrs. Sullivan had trained her for, however, I knew that she was every bit more the stereotypical naughty librarian (or in this case, librarian's aide) fantasy, since she was a filthy fucking slut in all the best ways.
She eyed me up and down, predatory, a smile quivering at the edge of her lips.
"So, happy to see some new books?" I asked. She was pressed closely against me, the swell of her tight, B-cup breasts against my chest making me hard, as much at the memories of what we'd done together with Mrs. Sullivan as with what her clear intent was.
"Happy for a lot of reasons. Happy that this library is getting some respect as it so desperately needs. Happy that respect is coming from you. Happier than anything else that Mrs. Sullivan is happy, because when she's happy, I'm happy. Happy most of all that I've got you to myself..." Marie trailed off, stepping slightly away from me just enough so she could pull open the buttons of her sweater just enough to reveal her bare and beautiful tits.
"There's a lot of things that would make me even happier right now, but I think, more than anything else, I'd really like you to fuck my face, cum down my tight little throat, and then eat my fucking pussy. Would you like to make me happy like this?" Marie asked, dropping down to her knees and blinking up at me cutely.
The only thing that could've made this more perfect was if Josie was watching, but I had a feeling she wasn't very far off.
Unhesitatingly I pulled out my cock, all ten, thick, rock hard inches of it. Marie cooed appreciatively at the sight, especially when it bounced against her cheek.
"Sounds fun," I said, grabbing Marie by the back of the head.
***
It wasn't exactly a well-kept secret that the school gym was shockingly easy to sneak into after hours. I'd mostly heard of people using it to grab a quick shower after spending some time in the weight room or on the track, or to get high, or to fool around in. About a month ago I'd met and had sex with a tight-bodied athlete by the name of Noa Kanzaki that remained one of the most energetic fuck's I'd had this whole year right in this gym, so I knew that it was a good place to find some privacy if that was what you were looking for.
Whether or not privacy was something that I actually wanted with Daphne O'Connell was something that I had yet to find out. That the gym was completely empty save for her, and that the people outside of it talked about her as if she were some kind of fairy tale monster didn't bode well for me either.
I crept quietly through the hallway at the edge of the gym, peering around the corner and into the main chamber and getting a good look at 18-year-old Daphne O'Connell.
Now, that she was stunning wasn't up for debate. At 5'10", she had a toned dancer's body with long, muscular legs, tight abs and arms. Her ass was nice and round and no doubt every bit as firm as her legs and might have been one of her most eye-catching features if it weren't for her big, round D-cup breasts that seemed to defy gravity as she danced an elaborate routine in her own private world.
(Someone had once told me that there must be something in the water at Regan Hills for so many women to have such large breasts, and though I wasn't complaining I was starting to think there might be something to the theory.)
With the creamy, pale skin that came to many redheads, she had the kind of pretty face that belonged on a model with big blue eyes and thick, very kissable lips and a mane of curly red hair that almost put Tori's to shame.
Yes, she was undeniably stunning, but that wasn't why I was hiding in the shadows and waiting for my moment to talk to her, no.
No, I was hiding out of fear, because Daphne O'Connell was also a grade-A bitch the likes of which most sane people around school knew to steer clear of. Arrogant and quick-witted, she had this attitude of entitlement that she wasn't afraid to share, always ready with an insult or a put down if she didn't think you were worthy enough of talking to her (and few were). Beautiful, wealthy, and highly intelligent with her multiple AP classes, she had a lot going for her if she weren't such a major control freak bitch. For most of my high school career, I'd been lucky enough to be completely off her radar I was so far down the food chain at Regan Hills High, and I was happy to stay that way. I had enough assholes to deal with, and I wasn't looking to have another in my life.
All of my instincts told me that remaining invisible to Daphne O'Connell was the safest way to go, but I had good deeds to perform, and come hell or high water was I going to fail anyone on my list.
Still, I could give in to fear for just a little bit longer, especially if it gave such a great view of her practicing her routine. Her one-piece, long-sleeved blue and white outfit was made of spandex and left little to the imagination in showing off her body, with only her long legs bare, her ass only barely covered by the uniform's short flyaway skirt. She danced and spun her blue flag with practiced, almost military precision, her moves flirty and fun and showing off her long legs nicely while her smile was so fake and bright it was almost blinding. You could be excused, at a distance, for assuming that she was every bit as charming and pretty as she appeared, but even from here I could feel an instinctive prickling on my skin that sent my fight or flight instincts into a frenzy.
Since she wasn't dancing to any music that I could hear, it was hard to tell when she'd finished with her routine, but the effortless side split she landed in seemed entirely likely.
Her looking directly at me from my hiding spot seemed even more likely.
"So, you're here to try and check me off your list?" Daphne asked, her voice every bit threatening and challenging.
Since stealth was now out of the question, I started walking toward her, even if I couldn't stop myself from gulping. "List?"
"Oh, don't you fucking try to play coy with me. A big-dicked nerd working his way through half the girls of the senior class has a way of making waves, and you don't think I'd be on the lookout for when you'd try to make a move on me? She said you were smart," Daphne said, smoothly getting back to her feet.
"That's not how it works," I said, on edge by her words.
"Oh, please. Hope told me you were looking for me," she said.
"To talk," I clarified, fully aware that Hope had told me Daphne would be here tonight and suddenly worried that it might have been a trap. Not an intentional trap, because I knew Hope wouldn't do that, but accidental traps had a way of happening too.
"To talk?" she laughed, walking away from me toward another short hallway at the back of the gym. Quickly, I followed her.
"What the fuck do we have to talk about? You're you and I'm me and I don't exactly see what we've got in common worth talking about," Daphne said.
"We got one thing in common," I said.
"Oh yeah? What's that?" Daphne asked, amused.
"Hope Harris," I said, quickly.
Saying her full name made Daphne pause almost imperceptibly, but she recovered quickly.
"Okay, so we've one thing..." Daphne said.
"One person," I clarified.
"We've got one person we both know, that doesn't mean we've anything actually in common," Daphne said.
Taking a gamble based on her pause, I said, "I think it means more than you think, because I think we both care about her."
Daphne scoffed, but her voice wasn't fully in it. "Hope Harris is... a very flexible and open-minded band bitch I've hooked up with on a couple occasions when I've got no better options... nothing more."



"Don't call her that," I said, angry.
"Why not?" Daphne asked.
It was hard holding my anger in check, but it made it easier to deal with Daphne. "Because that 'band bitch' is one of the sweetest, nicest girls in school and gets little but shit from people like you just because she wears glasses and likes different things. Because for some ungodly reason, has a crush on you, and I think you've got something for her too."
"Good one," Daphne said, though again, her heart wasn't fully in it.
"She told me the sorts of things you'd say when you two were together. How you'd drop this superior bullshit and talk like an actual fucking human being instead of a harsh bitch all the time. How you'd open up to her, and tell her your secrets..." I said.
Daphne paused at a door in the hallway, flexing her hand on the handle before opening it up. Flipping the light switch inside, she lit up a room just slightly larger than a big walk-in closet. In it were racks of hanging color guard costumes along one wall, barely covering a wall-sized mirror, while flush against the opposite wall were racks of flags, silks and plastic sabers. At the far end of the room was a small table opposite a comfy-looking chair behind a half-closed curtain, presumably a small changing area for the girls of the color guard. This part of the dimly lit equipment room was also its brightest for the single strand of Christmas lights hung along the ceiling that added some festive cheer.
"Those secrets weren't hers to tell," Daphne said.
"And she didn't tell me everything, nor would I ask her to, but she told me enough so I could hopefully do what I came here to do," I said.
"And what did you come here to do?" Daphne challenged.
I took a breath in, hoping to keep my words even. "Ask you, very, very nicely, if you'd consider dating Hope in a more official capacity than just as a casual hookup. If you'd be Hope's girlfriend."
Daphne looked at me with such scrutiny I might as well have just burst into flame. I must've been crazy for thinking that this would work, but if I could get Hope the girlfriend of her dreams, well, maybe that'd get me somewhere close to thanking her for everything she'd done getting me on the path of my Christmas plan.
Daphne took longer to laugh at me than I'd expected, but laugh she still did.
"Wow, seriously? You're fucking serious? Wow," Daphne laughed. "I mean, the answer's obviously no, but-"
"Why is that so obvious?" I asked.
"Because me being seen dating a band bitch? Besides, if Hope wants this, she should ask me herself, she shouldn't send a... what are you, lackey?" she asked.
"Friend," I clarified.
"A friend who's fucked her," Daphne snorted, as if it were an insult. More and more the mask was slipping, and more and more I was convinced I was onto something with Daphne O'Connell. This wasn't as easy as I'd dreamed of it going, but I still had a few tricks up my sleeve.
"And that's a problem? Does it make you jealous?" I retorted.
"Jealous? God, no, if you nerds wanna fuck, go ahead, fuck, see if I care," Daphne said.
There was a slight break in her arrogance, something I could work with.
While I hadn't set out getting ready to use them, I was ready to bust out the big guns.
I took a couple steps into the room toward her. "What if I did something for you?"
Daphne raised an eyebrow. "What, you want to bribe me to date Hope? That's pretty fucking desperate. And low."
"No, not a bribe," I said, taking another step toward her. "But... consider it a negotiation. I'm offering you something you want but oh so rarely get, and in exchange all I ask of you is to reconsider my request to consider dating Hope, a girl you and I both know you like more than you'd ever admit."
She looked me up and down, considering. "And what is it you have that I oh so desperately want, because big cocks, while certainly rare, are not hard for someone like me to come by."
I stepped even closer to her. If I reached out, I could touch her now, but I wasn't ready for that, not just yet. I knew what I had to say, the words she wanted to hear. I knew everything that Hope told me, but that still didn't make it any easier to say.
"To be truly and utterly... dominated," I said. "You're in control all the time and that drives you nuts, and you just love the occasional opportunity to submit, to not have to worry about anyone or anything else and just give in to your own pleasures. Hope told me this, and if you want... I can deliver."
Daphne raised an eyebrow at me. I hoped that was a good thing.
During our discussion, Hope had gone into a lot of detail about how Daphne had introduced her into bondage and how much Daphne herself rather got off on controlling and dominating the people she was with sexually. Hope's own enthusiasm and interests, however, had allowed her to catch up to Daphne's speed and discover her own dominant side, allowing Daphne something she'd never found with anyone she'd been with: equilibrium. This on its own would have been enough to bring Hope to a place few others had gone with Daphne, but in their equilibrium Daphne began to admit things to Hope she'd never admitted to anyone, including a dream of domination. Hope confided in me that she didn't think she'd be able to, much as she wanted to, but she thought I might stand a chance if push came to shove.
I didn't know where Hope got that impression, because I sure as hell didn't feel like I could be dominant if I had to. I didn't mean to control or demean Daphne, take her down a peg or anything like that, but if it meant making Hope (and, tangentially, Daphne) happy, I was willing to give a little power play a try.
Daphne looked me up and down, considering. Her voice slightly huskier, she challenged me, "You're a nice guy. I can tell. Real nice guys, not these fake nice guys who think complaining about why girls won't touch them is the way to their heart, they got a certain look to them, a look where you can tell who they are and what they will and won't do at a glance. So Hope gave you my silver bullet, bravo, but we both know that you don't have what it takes to dominate me."
Challenging me, she spread her arms wide. "Go ahead. Dominate me. I dare you. I fucking dare you. Show me you got what it takes, bitch, because we both know-"
I closed the distance between us, pressing her against the supply rack with my body and cutting her off, her words suddenly a yelp, then a soft, surprised moan.
"You'd be surprised what I'll do for my friends," I said, kissing her passionately.
Surprise made Daphne slow to return the kiss at first, but once she realized I was dead serious she returned the kiss with gusto, her tongue dancing with mine in what felt like, from her end at least, a battle for dominance and control. I may not have had her level of experience with this kind of battle, but I like to think I didn't give her an inch (not yet, anyway), matching her kiss for kiss, never letting her tongue take control of the situation.
Her body writhed against mine, her legs spread slightly and searching, her groin grinding against mine. When her clothed pussy met my covered cock, I felt her sigh softly against my lips.
She broke our kiss, her voice now arrogant yet shaky. "So you caught me by surprise, and... and they weren't lying about what you're packing. Not one bit. Good for... good for you. You've got a few tricks up your sleeve, I'll give you that, but if you mean to show me a good time, it'll take more than a couple parlor tricks to impress me."
I kissed her again, savagely, then grabbed her hands and held them above her head. "Don't you ever shut up?"
"Only if I'm given a good fucking reason to," she said.
Pinning her hands above her with one hand, I dropped the other under her skirt and between her legs. Roughly I pushed aside the fabric that covered her pussy and touched her steaming slit with my fingers. I was light and gentle, only to test the waters, and found that for her bitching and complaining she was soaking wet and oh so hot.
"Is this a good fucking reason?" I growled, pressing two fingers lightly into her folds. I didn't press them in far, didn't want to give her any satisfaction just yet. This was my time for control, and I knew that she'd love it.
Daphne mewled needily, rocking her hips and trying to pull more of my fingers into her wet folds. I didn't let her, keeping them only slightly inside, enough to drive her wild but not enough to take her to where she needed to go.
"That's an... oh fuck... that's a mean fucking tease is what it is," Daphne spat back, her voice a whiny moan.
"I could do more, if you're nice," I hissed, amazed at how easy it was to play this out of character role with someone as hot as Daphne to inspire me.
"I'm... not... nice..." Daphne grunted, trying to force more of my fingers into her with little success.
"Maybe not yet, but I think you will be. If you've heard of me and you know the stories, then you know I'm more than just a nerd with the biggest cock you've ever seen, you know I'm fucking good at what I do. I've brought women to some of the highest peaks of pleasure with my cock, my fingers, my tongue, all because it's what I love to do. I love pleasuring women more than just about anything in the world, and if you need domination to reach those highest peaks, then I guess I'm just gonna have to dominate you. You know I'll make you cum. You know I'll make you cum hard. I'll make you cum so fucking hard you won't even be able to see straight, let alone walk. I'll make you cum so hard, again and again, that you'll wonder why you never considered Hope Harris' love more seriously in the first place. I'll do all of this, and more, to you on one condition," I growled, pressing my fingers slightly more into her depths, but only just.
"Wh... what...?" Daphne whimpered, her body desperate for pleasure in her gyrations and finding none as I pressed against her.
I only had one word for her. "Beg."
"I... don't... beg..." Daphne moaned defiantly.
"If you don't beg, then you don't cum and I walk right out this door," I challenged, pulling my fingers out of her pussy slightly.
"NO!" she yelped.
"Then you know what you have to do," I said.
Daphne's deep blue eyes bored into me, trying to defeat me and failing utterly. This was a game I was unused to playing and one I wasn't sure how I'd take to in the future, but there was something about the raw bitchiness and how utterly into it she was that excited me like nothing else. She waited for me to break, and she failed, letting out a deep breath in resignation.
"Please... touch my pussy," she whispered.
I wriggled my fingers in her lightly, making her moan. "And?"
"Make me cum. Dominate me. Take me. Do what you want because even though I'm a control freak most of the time, deep down I'm a filthy little slut who loves to surrender control," she said, her words soft and sexy but her mouth curled in a mischievous grin. I'd found my way to get through to Daphne, now to seal the deal.
"Then hold on," I said, pressing her hands into the metal rack above her and curling them so she could get a grip.
"Why?" she asked.
"Because, though they are magnificent, I won't trust your legs for this next part," I said, thrusting my fingers deep into her pussy.
"OH!" she exclaimed, her legs quaking beneath her. Daphne was strong enough that they didn't give out completely, but that didn't mean I didn't hear the metal supply rack groaning under her weight, especially once my thumb found her clit and began running swift, vicious little circles that made her groan deeply.
With her hands now thoroughly occupied, I let them go, dropping my now free hand down to her chest. Her breasts were absolutely magnificent through the tight spandex, and they felt magnificent as I squeezed them. I was less gentle with hers than I was with most, but since she only seemed to get more into it the harder I went at her tits, I went at them with everything I had. Her nipples hardened through the thin fabric, hard as bullets and just about as big beneath the palms of my hands. I grabbed the collar of her uniform, meaning to stretch it down over her tits.
I got a little too into it, I'll admit, for I did intend to pull the collar down a bit, but then managed to rip the spandex down clear past her breasts and expose her massive sports-bra-clad D-cups to me.
Daphne gazed at me, her eyes blazing with lust and fury. She groaned, "You're gonna fucking pay for that."
"That's later," I said, fully in the moment while adding "A New Uniform for Daphne" to my mental Christmas expenses list. I continued, "Now, I've got my fingers buried deep in your fucking cunt, so I don't think we're really in a position for negotiation, are we?"
"You're such an asshole," she groaned as I pulled first one, then both of her magnificent breasts out of her bra. They were every bit as large and luscious as I imagined, with large, flat areolas and thick pink nipples that just begged to be stroked, tweaked and sucked on.
"An asshole who seems to be doing a pretty fucking good job getting you off," I said.
"That doesn't mean you aren't an- OH!" she exclaimed as I ducked down, taking one of her nipples into my mouth, nibbling, licking and sucking on it oh so slightly. She tried to complain, tried to come up with a new argument to shift herself to being in control, but I knew that wasn't how this game was meant to be played. That's why I let her know that I was in charge, curling my fingers inside of her until I found her g-spot and leaving her a soaked, whimpering mess.
Daphne shuddered, barely able to keep herself on her feet as she held onto the supply rack for dear life.
"You're close, aren't you?" I asked.
"Y... ye... Yes... yes..." she whimpered, weakening further as I continued pleasuring her clit and g-spot.
"It wouldn't take much to push you over the edge now, would it?" I asked.
"No... no..." she whined.
"Then you know what I want to hear, don't you?" I asked.
"Please? Please make me cum? I'll do anything you want... please...?" Daphne begged.
I smiled. "Oh, you will do anything I want, and you will cum..."
I pulled my fingers from her pussy. "...but not yet!"
Her eyes blazed at me. She let go of the rack and took a step forward, her face furious.
Daphne raged, "You bastard!"
Undeterred, I thrust my pussy juice soaked fingers into her mouth. In shock, she couldn't help but suck on them.
"You will cum, and it will be amazing because I'm really fucking good at what I do, but it'll be when I say you can, and we're not there yet. No, I'm gonna have a little more fun with you first, but we both know you'll be having most of the fun, won't you?" I said.
Emphatically, she sucked her juices from my finger, as much a gesture of mock defiance as it was a promise for later. Pulling her mouth free, she said, "Maybe."
I pressed toward her again, sandwiching her body between me and the supply rack as I kissed her firmly. The taste of her pussy was still on her lips, and it was definitely one I meant to savor and enjoy later. My eyes drifted to the side slightly, to a cardboard box full of long, narrow silks. They looked strong, yet soft, and an idea formed.
"Turn around," I demanded, forcibly turning her and pressing her back against the rack, my cock now nestled firmly against her ass. She moaned at my forcefulness, but I barely paid attention as I grabbed a silk from the box. I pulled both of her hands behind her back and tied a loose, yet firm knot, binding her hands behind her. I didn't know if it was the kind of knot that would make Hope proud, but I was happy with it.
"You know, for someone who's new to dominance, you're not half bad at it," Daphne admitted, her voice husky and full of want, yet about as genuine as I'd ever heard her.
"Thanks," I said. "You're... uh... enjoying?"
"Very much," she purred.
"This what you wanted?" I asked.
"Definitely," she confirmed.
"Good," I said, grabbing a handful of her hair and pulling her neck back just enough so I could look into her eyes and kiss her. "But maybe, for now, you could go back to being a bitch? I think that was part of what made this so fun."
"I said I'd do anything, didn't I, asshole?" she taunted. I kissed her once again, grinding my cock harder against her ass.
Testing the knot around her wrists, I said, "Perfect."
Forcibly, I led her over to the other end of the room with the table, forcing her hips up against the table and making sure she could see both of us in the wall-length mirror.
"Since this is pretty well-ruined already..." I said, grabbing the edges of her uniform and pulling it even wider, tearing it almost down to her skirt. Flushed and on display and driven purely by lust, her hands tied behind her back, she was a picture of lewd perfection in the mirror, so perfect that I had to take a picture of the both of us.
That would definitely be a fun one for the album.
I put my phone back in my pocket, then took off my shirt. Daphne eyed me in the mirror, not with the same awe I looked at her, but not unappreciatively either. I said, "You look so fucking tasty, I think I'm going to have to eat your pussy. You'd like that, wouldn't you?"
"Anything," she groaned. "Please... just make me cum..."
"All in due time," I said, bending her over the table and spreading her legs wide. I knelt down behind her, my face inches away from her soaked pussy, still covered by the crotch of her uniform. I pulled the flimsy fabric aside, getting a nice view of her swollen pink lips, not a trace of pubic hair in sight. The scent was intoxicating and rich enough to seemingly fill this small room.
"I bet you never thought you'd let a nerd get a look at your cunt like this," I said, keeping the dirty talk going for her. "I bet you thought you were too good for a guy like me, but you didn't think, did you? You didn't think a guy like me could give you pleasure like this, did you? You always got the connected and handsome beefcakes and the hottest sluts, all of whom were dumber than rocks and let themselves be taken by you, and none of whom could give you what you truly needed. No one knows what you want like I do... or Hope."
I said this to tease her, to torment her, to keep her on the edge of pleasure and always wanting more.
It did the job.
"Please... please touch my pussy, lick me, finger me, shove one of my flagpoles in me, anything, just, please, I need to cum so bad..." she whimpered, grinding against the table obscenely before me.
"Fine, but only because you begged so nicely," I said, leaning in close to her pussy, close enough that she could feel my breath on her lips. "If you... apologize for being such a bitch."
It was a tease, but the frustrated groan it pulled from her was so sweet that it was fully worth it.
"I'm sorry..." she started, her frustrated grumble becoming a high pitched squeal as I buried my tongue into her tight, tasty pussy.
"I'm sorry, oh fucking god, fuck, I'm sorry I've been such a bitch to everyone!" Daphne squealed as I ate her out. "I'm sorry that I'm still going to be a bitch! Oh my god! I'm sorry I treated you and everyone else like shit! Fuck! I'm sorry that I'm not sorry because it means you're eating my pussy so fucking good! Fucking hell! I'm sorry I took Hope for granted! I'm sorry I didn't find you sooner! I'm sorry- FUCKING PLEASE KEEP GOING!! I'M SORRY-"
Whatever else she meant to apologize for was cut off by a scream of ecstasy as I built her up more and more. Hope had told me a lot of what Daphne liked out of sex, but she never told me that she was a screamer. This much I was happy to find out on my own, even if it meant making her scream so loud she'd scream the walls down.
Helpless and crying out in pleasure, Daphne ground herself against my face as I continued to ravage her pussy with my tongue. I'd eaten a lot of pussies this year and found that each one had its own distinct spots of sensitivity, its own special spots that pleased each woman in her own particular way, but as I went at her I became convinced that Daphne O'Connell's was all sensitivity. No matter what I did, where I touched her, however I touched her steaming slit, it got her going.



She was close again, closer than I think she'd been even when I was fingering her.
Was it cruel, to stop eating her at that moment and stand up? Maybe, but with what I meant to do next I hoped that would make up for any temporary inconvenience.
Of course, in Daphne's position, it more or less seemed like she was responding to being told Christmas was cancelled.
"Oh you bitch, you fucking bastard, I'm so close, come on, please, fucking bastard, you promised, you said, just make me cum, fuck!" Daphne whined, looking back at me with furious eyes.
"Oh, I'll make you cum," I said, kicking off my shoes and undoing my belt. "But I'm doing it on my terms."
I think she knew what my terms were before I pulled off my pants and underwear, but revealing all ten inches of my thick, ready cock with the small pool of precum on the tip confirmed it for her.
"Motherfucker," she mused. I almost quipped that I had fucked some mothers, but that was neither here nor there.
"You ever fucked anything this big before?" I asked.
"Not a cock. Not unless you count one of my flagpoles," she mused, almost hypnotized with urgency at the sight of my cock. I looked over at the racks of supplies and took another long look at the flags. Having some fun with those later sounded like something to keep in mind.
But first...
I teased my cockhead at the entrance to her moist, hot pussy lips, pressing oh so slightly but not enough to get inside.
"You want this?" I asked.
"You know the answer," she replied.
"You know what I want to hear," I growled.
Daphne sighed, a sound of beautiful, sweet resignation. "Please... fuck me. Fuck me, Ryan, with your giant fucking nerd cock. I've been good, I've apologized, I'm... I'm begging you, I need to cum so bad. Please, fuck me. Please..."
Without another word, I thrust forward and buried half of my cock inside of her slick, tight hole.
"OH GOD, OH FUCK, FUCKING FUCK GOD YES!" Daphne roared out, writhing and bucking against the table.
I may not have been in quite the same heaven as her, but it felt pretty damn good thrusting the remaining inches of my cock into her until I was completely buried. Grabbing a handful of her hair, I pulled her head up enough so she could see both of us.
"Watch this. Watch me fucking you," I demanded. Her eyes drifting up to see the two of us fuck, Daphne groaned as I began to thrust into her.
I normally liked to start things off slow, but with Daphne I got the impression that she wasn't looking for a slow start. No, for Daphne I started hard off the bat, pulling most of my cock out and slamming it back home, over and over in quick, brutal thrusts. I could see in the mirror that Daphne's mouth was lolling open in pleasure, her eyes widening with every powerful thrust. Her voice was long past words or even chunks of sounds that could be mistaken for words, a high wail, almost a scream that was getting higher and higher with every moment. Her body was shaking and shuddering, her ass jiggling lusciously with every impact of her bodies. I couldn't resist, I just had to spank her with my free hand.
Once.
Twice.
Three times, each impact a sharp crack that echoed in the room.
The third slap is what did it, finally setting Daphne off with a scream so loud it almost hurt my ears. Her body went rigid, then completely lost control, bucking up against the table so hard and violently that I thought she might hurt her bound-behind-her arms, but for now it seemed she was beyond caring. Her pussy squeezed my cock almost painfully hard, and a fucking river of her juices forcefully flowed onto my cock and thighs. Hope hadn't told me that Daphne was a squirter, but as always it was a fine surprise to find.
Normally this would've been the point where I'd have slowed down so she could've come down before I really began fucking her, but something told me that riding this one out was the better strategy. I let Daphne's luscious red curls go and grabbed her by the hips, fucking her as hard as I could without mercy. Her orgasm went on for what felt an incalculable period of time, my only cue that it had stopped being her collapsing limply on the table.
Her eyes half-open looked at me drowsily in the mirror, her lips curled contentedly as I continued fucking her harder and harder. Her voice barely above a whisper, "So... fucking... good... god... keep... fucking me... gonna... cum again soon... just... cum in me, fill me up... keep fucking me so hard... so good..."
I was already well on the path to this and didn't need much in the way of encouragement. I kept sliding into her, harder and faster, feeling the orgasm building within me. I barely needed any coaxing from Daphne to keep going, but when she began squeezing me tightly with her pussy muscles again, harder and more consciously, her smile a twisted curl of satisfaction and delight as she urged me to make her, and myself, cum, I couldn't hold back.
"Fucking... goddamn!" I grunted, exploding with a powerful orgasm and filling her with shot after shot of thick cum, my orgasm matched by a less powerful, but no less enjoyable to experience one from her.
Out of breath, I collapsed against her for a moment, kissing her exposed upper back.
"Fucking... amazing..." Daphne said, also out of breath.
"I know," I said. We stayed like that for a moment, me leaning onto her, both of us breathing and trying to regain our energy. I found mine first, standing up and pulling my softening cock from her pussy. I got a good look at her stretched open lips, a river of our juices running down her leg almost all the way to her ankle. I undid the silk around her wrists, freeing her arms and helping her to her feet.
In her tattered uniform, sweaty and flushed and with a river of cum down her leg, Daphne O'Connell was an image of defiled perfection, and I was far from done with her.
Nor was she done with me, thankfully. Now freed and looking up at me, she flung her arms around me and kissed me passionately. These kisses were no longer the kisses of someone desperately wishing to maintain control, but the uncontrolled kiss of someone completely given over to their own pleasure. It would've been so easy to give into that and just fall into the unrestrained fun of the moment, but I promised Daphne the domination of her dreams and I meant to deliver.
Breaking her kiss, I grabbed onto her shoulders and pushed her downwards. I said, "On your knees... slut. Suck my cock, worship it, get me hard again and I promise I'll tie you up again."
The name-calling made her moan softly, and though I could see a flash of her bitchy side in her eyes, Daphne clearly had more fun giving into her rarely exercised submissive side. She did as she was told, dropping down to her knees in front of me. Lovingly, needily, almost like her very survival depended on it, Daphne sucked and lick my cock. She didn't go all in at first, no, first gently licking around the head, sucking on it gently, running her tongue down the underside of my shaft, even sucking lightly on my balls before going back to the head. Stretching her beautiful, perfectly plump lips open, she took the entirety of my cockhead in her mouth, sucking tenderly before feeding inch after inch of my once-again hardening cock into her mouth.
"Oh yeah, that's a good girl, right there, fuck you're good at sucking cock, but you know that, don't you? You're a supreme bitch but you're also a talented slut and you know that, you love that, you love using it to dominate but you need to find the right person to dominate you, get you on your fucking knees and putting that slut mouth of yours to work, isn't that right?" I hissed.
With my cock now buried all the way into her throat, Daphne nodded, bobbing her head back and forth eagerly.
This was still a new position for me to be in, taking charge in quite this way. As fun as it was, it still definitely felt strange. I doubted that I'd gain a great taste for it, but it was nice to know I had the skills in place should I ever need them, should I ever come across someone like Daphne again.
Fuck, she was really good at sucking cock. Good enough that I might've forgotten some of my other ideas. I grabbed her by the hair and pulled her off of my cock.
"Get up, take off your bra, lie down on your back on the table," I commanded. Daphne seemed all too eager to comply, getting up and pulling off her sports bra from under the tattered remains of her uniform.
I went back over to the equipment rack and pulled free a few more long blue and white silks. I don't think anyone at school probably imagined our school spirit would be used in this way, but, well, the more I thought about it they probably should've foreseen it with our student body, actually.
Daphne had beautifully displayed herself on the table before me, and I only needed to adjust her position slightly to get her exactly where I wanted her, with her ass just at the edge of the table. It wouldn't take much to lean in and start fucking her again, but some more creative fun could definitely be had first.
"So, if it wouldn't ruin the mood too much first, do you mind if I ask you something while I tie you up?" I asked, wrapping one of the silks around a table leg, then around her hand, securing it to the corner.
"Promise me more orgasms like that and you can ask me anything," she purred.
She probably should've waited until I'd asked her my next question before saying that, but while I tied her other wrist to the next corner of the table, I asked, "How exactly did you and Hope happen?"
If Daphne were capable of crossing her arms under her admittedly awesome tits, I'm sure she would've. I saw a lot going through her head right then, indignation, annoyance, the urge to retreat into her usual habits and shut me out. I saw all of these things, but I saw as well as she did that she was completely exposed to me right then. I'm not sure if that's what made her go with honesty, but when she did it was appreciated.
"I've been with a lot of guys and girls, but none of them challenged me. None of them could keep up. They all wanted something, to boost their own egos or to be seen with me. I was looking for someone different, someone I could share my interests with and have some fun with, and since I'd heard that the band girls were fucking freaky, I started watching them. Hope seemed nice, down to get wild, even a little cute even. I tried talking to her to see if she would be a good fit... and can you believe she shut me down? She thought I was trying to trap her or prank her or something," Daphne said.
"I can believe it. Totally," I said, grabbing her right leg and considering how this would work. "Does doing the splits hurt you that much?"
"Not at all. I'm crazy flexible," Daphne said.
"Good to know," I said, stretching her leg out to the side and securing it to a table leg with an extra silk.
As I prepared to do the same to her other leg, Daphne continued. "Hope actually made me chase her, which was... well, more fun than I expected, actually. She was stubborn, but I was persistent, and the more she tried to push me away the more I could sense a spark between us, and, well, what happened happened. We had sex. Good sex. Great sex. More than the one time thing I meant. Enough to... look, she got me to let my guard down, okay? I opened up to her, got to talk to her more than I think I've ever talked to anyone and... yeah. If you haven't noticed, that's not exactly an easy thing for me to do."
"No, really?" I said, laying on the sarcasm thickly as I secured her left leg out with another silk. She was now spread out for me, arms wide and legs holding the splits, her pussy and ass lined up at the edge of the table. The barest shreds of her outfit remained, the sleeves, some of the back, and most of the skirt and the parts of the uniform that covered her crotch. Knowing that this wouldn't do at all, I grabbed the fabric that barely covered her pussy and tore it away, leaving her nice and exposed.
"Anyone hears I said any of this and you're fucking dead," Daphne said, her voice cool and bitchy again.
"You're not exactly in the position to be making demands right now," I said.
"I'm serious," she said. Even though we were still playing the game, right then I knew she was every bit as serious as she said.
"I won't tell anyone that you've got a soul if you don't want me to, but Hope likes you, and you like Hope. I don't see why the two of you shouldn't give it a try. You're already one of the big, scary bitches around school, so nobody would question for a second who you're dating. Why not give it a try?" I said.
"You're a weird fucking wingman, you know that?" Daphne said.
"Yeah, I do," I replied. "Am I persuasive?"
She considered me for a moment, then said, "I can't believe I'm fucking saying this, but, yeah."
"Good," I said, walking over to one of the racks and pulling free the flag that she'd just been practicing with. It was a large blue and white flag on a five foot long aluminum pole. The aluminum was polished and very smooth, capped with a plastic stopper with the slightest of ridges around it. The pole wasn't thicker than my cock, but still quite thick, and if Daphne was right... well this could be a fair bit of fun, couldn't it?
I walked back over to her, cradling the flagpole in my hands. "Now, are you ready to return to our regularly scheduled domination?"
Daphne smiled, licking her lips. "I don't know, am I?"
I set the pole down next to the table so I could retrieve my phone from my pants. Once I had it, I took a picture of her in her splayed out glory and said, "Yes, I'd say you are."
I placed my phone next to her and picked up the flagpole, rolling up the flag so it was wrapped around the pole, then ran the end of the handle over Daphne's exposed body. For the sounds the plastic stopper pulled from Daphne, I'd have thought her body was an exquisite musical instrument, every square inch of her eliciting a new note as the pole ran over her. Her stomach was particularly sensitive, and her nipples (which, admittedly, I couldn't help but stop to suck on slightly) were predictably excitable, but when I ran the tip of the pole over her clit, she nearly lost it.
"This isn't the first time you've fucked this pole, is it?" I asked, rubbing the plastic tip over her pussy lips. Daphne shook her head.
"Seems like it could be, dangerous, if you were ever to lose control," I said, as much a tease as an honest concern.
"I've learned to be careful. It helps if you focus," she moaned as I rotated the tip slightly, applying almost enough pressure to spread her soaked lips, but not quite enough to go inside.
"Well, then I'm glad you've had this chance with me," I said, pressing the tip into her pussy lips slightly. "Because I can be safe so you don't have to. I'm going to fuck you with some of this flagpole, and the only thing you have to worry about is the pleasure. I want you to cut loose, to scream your head off, do whatever you want because I'm going to make you cum and I'm going to make you cum hard. You think you can handle that?"
"Ohgod, yes," she whimpered as I pressed the pole further into her, spreading her lips wide and sliding a few inches into her. For how wet and stretched out she was from our previous fuck, the pole still went in easily, clearly from experience on her end. I still wanted to be safe because I didn't want to hurt her, but I also did want to give her what she wanted and make sure she had fun. I held on close, giving her about eight inches of the pole before I stopped.
"Get a... fuck... get a picture, please? I've never had one of me... like this... want one... and fuck, you know you'll never get anything like it with another girl," Daphne pleaded challengingly.
Who was I to deny a request like this? I grabbed my phone and held it high, taking a couple good pictures of the flagpole buried eight inches deep in her juicy cunt.
"Oh fuck, oh god, so nice, fuck, fuck, fuck," Daphne whispered as I set the phone down.
"You like that?" I asked.
"God yes, please, fuck..." she muttered pleasurably, her eyes screwed shut.
Grabbing the pole with both hands while keeping one close to her pussy, I slid the pole in and out of her slowly, fucking her with this impromptu toy. This wasn't going to be a tease, this wasn't going to be a denial, I'd never done anything quite like this and I really wanted to set her free with a good, hard fuck. With the hand I was holding the pole for balance right up against her pussy, I worked her clit with my fingers, watching her become a wailing, shrieking mess of pleasure.
"God, fuck, it's so deep, so hard, fuck, you're fucking me so good, gonna make me cum, gonna make me, fuck, gonna make me fucking cum you fucking nerd, god, fuck, keep fucking, keep FUCKING ME, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK, MOTHERFUCKING FUCK YOU, FUCK YOU, GOOOOOOOOOOD FUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!" Daphne shrieked as another orgasm hit her, another high powered squirt coating my hands.
"You're a messy fuck, you know?" I said, looking at my hands.
Still trembling, especially as I pulled the pole out of her, Daphne whimpered, "And... what're you going to do about that while you got me tied up like this, so exposed and vulnerable?"
If she was trying to goad me into something, she was doing a good job of it. I dropped the pole at the floor and lined up my own pole, thick and throbbing and ready for another round, with her pussy. I thrust inside, burying its entire length with one push this time. Daphne's eyes went wide, her mouth falling open in a very distinct O of pleasure, but when she looked up at me there was such a look of calm satisfaction in her eyes that I couldn't help but swell with pride. I knew there would be a slight feeling of power with having a willing partner tied up allowing me to do whatever I wanted, but I didn't understand that the greatest feeling of power would come from the trust shared between the two of us. Daphne wanted to be dominated and was cool with being dominated by me, but that she put her trust in me to not hurt her and to treat her right, well, that was something to be proud of.
So, yes, as I plowed into her for the second time, there was a distinct joy in knowing that she was completely at my mercy, that she had surrendered herself to me, but there was something more, something stronger. We shared something strange and intense as I fucked her deeply against that table, something I think both of us needed even if we didn't truly understand it when we began.
"So deep, so fucking deep, keep fucking me you fuck, goddamn, so nice, fuck, keep, keep..." she groaned.
"You think, god, you think this is deep, wait until I fuck your ass," I challenged.
"Never, fuck, never done that before, played with it some, but never, oh god, never a cock," Daphne moaned, her words hitching with each thrust.
"You ever want to?" I asked.
Groaning, Daphne bit her lip in consideration. "You want... to fuck... my ass?"
"God yes. Your ass is so perfect, if it's something you'd be into, then your ass deserves to be fucked," I said.
Daphne groaned deeply, "Well... fuck, close... there's a first time... fuck... for... ohmygod... EVERYTHING!"
The talk broke the dam, making Daphne cum yet again, this time hard enough to make me cum with her. I thrust into her again and again, letting her muscles pull every last drop of cum from my balls as I filled her cunt yet again. I was a grunting, rutting beast taking full advantage of this girl who'd willingly let me tie her up, and fuck it felt good.
I leaned over, kissing her hard.
"You're fucking amazing," I said.
"I know," Daphne said. "There's not a lot of people out there who can keep up with me, but you're something else."
"Thanks," I smirked.
Though it felt agonizing to do so, I pulled out of her yet again. I kissed my way down her body, suckling on each of her nipples as I passed, before standing on shaky legs. One at a time, I undid the restraints holding her wrists, then her ankles. Slowly, Daphne stretched her limbs, rubbing the ache from being splayed out for so long before her hands found her pussy lips. Idly she played with them, mingling our juices together before taking a large dollop on her fingers and bringing it to her lips. She licked it off, savoring our flavor and groaning softly.



Though I still had designs for her, I couldn't deny that standing wasn't exactly easy after two hard, standing fucks. Thankfully, there was that comfy-looking armchair a few steps away from the table. Stopping to retrieve my phone and the tiny bottle of emergency lube I always kept in my pocket, I stumbled over to the chair and collapsed into it. I was out of breath and physically exhausted, and if I wanted to keep doing this, I was going to need a minor miracle.
That miracle came when Daphne O'Connell stood up before me in all of her defiled glory. Her uniform barely more than a few tattered scraps of spandex attached to a blue and white skirt, her hair a wild mane of ginger curls, her body covered in sweat and both of our juices. She stretched herself out, arching her back to work out some stiffness. Doing this thrust out her large breasts and delectable ass beautifully, the kind of sight that could drive almost any man into a sexual frenzy.
It made my wilted cock twitch, slightly, against my thigh, but it got the inspiration going again.
"Take off what's left of that costume and get down on your knees," I growled.
Taken by the sudden suggestion, Daphne said in a demure voice, "Why?"
"Because I want you naked, and I want you crawling toward me on your hands and knees. Because I want you to use your mouth and tits to make me hard again. Because once I'm hard again, you're going to sit in my lap, and I am not going to take, no, I am going to conquer your anal cherry with my thick, hard, cock. I'm asking nicely, now, but I can make you if I have to," I said in that rough voice that seemed to drive her wild.
It had its desired effect. Daphne smiled, softly, then removed the final remnants of her outfit in a practiced, oh so slow striptease. When it got to removing what was left of her skirt, she turned around, bending over at the waist so I could get a perfect look of both her pussy and her perfect ass, framing her tightest hole yet.
Well, if all went well, it wouldn't remain that tight for long.
Finally completely naked and absolutely gorgeous in front of me, Daphne got down on her hands and knees and began to crawl toward me. Now, if you've read this far you know I've seen my share of unbelievably sexy sights this year, but watching the former queen bitch Daphne O'Connell, freshly fucked, crawling toward me on hands and knees with her usually superior face now a mask of pure desire, well, that image probably had to crack the top five.
I spread my legs for her, and Daphne eagerly crawled up between them, suckling hungrily on my softened cock. After our last fuck, it would definitely take a little work to get things going again, but with her enthusiasm I doubted it would take very long.
It was time for the next part of my plan. I grabbed my phone and pulled up my contacts list. Though she looked up at me quizzically, Daphne didn't stop sucking my cock, and I put a gentle hand on the back of her head to encourage her to keep doing it. Finding the name I was looking for in my contacts, I pressed 'CALL' and put the phone to my ear.
It rang only twice before Hope picked it up.
"Hi, uh, Ryan... what's going on?" Hope asked.
"I catch you at a bad time, Hope?" I asked. Daphne's eyes went wide at the mention of her name, but I pushed her back down onto my cock.
Hope explained, "No, I was just distracted... uh, Brooke wanted to talk to me about part of your project and-"
"Is that Ryan? Hey Ryan! I'm eatin' her pussy now, you should come eat some too, she's tasty!" Brooke exclaimed over the phone, her voice soon replaced by a far-off wet sound.
"-and, yeah, that sorta happened," Hope said.
I laughed. "It has a way of happening that way with Brooke."
"So it seems," Hope said. I was getting harder, and Daphne took that as her cue to start titty-fucking me. Watching my cock disappear between her large breasts was a delicious sight, one made all the easier when I squirted a little lube into her amazing cleavage and got things really moving. Though she still seemed a little confused by my calling up Hope in the middle of our encounter, Daphne smiled up at me mischievously as I talked to our mutual friend while she pleasured me.
"So, you're probably wondering why I'm calling," I said.
"It had entered my mind, mmm," Hope said, groaning.
"Well, it's about my Christmas present to you," I said.
"Oh, Ryan, you know you don't have to do anything for me, right? I'm happy to just be helping out, I don't need anything in return," Hope said.
"I know that, and that's part of what makes you an awesome person, but awesome people deserve awesome lives, and I want to give you something that would make you truly happy," I said.
"Well, that's sweet, Ryan, but-" Hope said, cut off by another groan.
This was probably the strangest phone call I'd ever taken, but it was one where I meant to say my piece. I grabbed Daphne by the shoulders and made her stand up, then turned her around and spread her legs. I poured some extra lube onto my cock and began to jack it, coating my now hard length and getting it ready. Daphne looked over her shoulder at me with some hesitation at the thought of losing her anal virginity, but when I whispered at her, she obediently grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them apart.
"But nothing," I said. "I talked to Daphne."
Hope gasped on the other end of the line. "You talked to Daphne?"
"Yeah. Talked, and, well, you know..." I trailed off.
"She's every bit what I said, isn't she?" Hope said with no small amount of pride, knowing exactly what I meant.
"All that and more," I said, moderately hypnotized by Daphne's spread cheeks. Her ass truly was a wonder to behold. "We got to talking when we weren't fucking, and, well, some of what we got to talking about was you."
"You... what? No, Brooke, stop, I like what you're doing, but I need to take this," Hope said, shushing Brooke urgently. Though I couldn't see the blonde cheerleader's pouty face, I knew she wasn't enjoying being turned down from the chance to eat pussy. Hope continued, "Why did you talk about me?"
"Because I know you like Daphne, and from all I've heard with her, she likes you too. The two of you were made for each other, and someone as good as you deserves to be with someone they like who's made for them. I talked to Daphne and... well... here, I'll let her explain to you while I fuck her ass," I said, handing the phone to Daphne. This definitely caught Daphne by surprise (and Hope by the way her voice went up as I handed the phone over), but before she could be too surprised I grabbed her by the hips and slowly lowered her toward my cock. Her tight little hole shuddered beckoningly, an amazing, enticing sight, especially when it puckered once my cockhead came into contact with it.
"Hi, Hope," Daphne said, her voice high and shaky as I applied slow, persistent pleasure, bringing her down onto my cock. Unused to an intrusion like this, her asshole resisted at first, even as much as I whispered and cooed to her encouraging her to relax. Still, I doubted there was a challenge that Daphne couldn't have conquered if she set her mind to it, and with gritted teeth she forced herself down just enough for the head to pop inside.
I didn't know if it was because of how much she worked out or not having ever had anything serious up her ass before, but she was almost impossibly, exquisitely tight. If it weren't for all the lube it would have been agonizing, but even now with its help it was still slow going. Daphne's teeth were gritted, her eyes wavering between shut tight and wide open with surprise. She clearly wanted this to happen, and was determined to make it work. I kept my hands on her hips for guidance, but let her apply the gravity as inch after inch of my cock slowly snaked their way into her ass.
"I just wanted to say... wow... sorry, no, that's not you, that's the cock in my ass... god... I just wanted to say, I've made a mistake. Haven't been fair to you, or to me. I've been a stuck up bitch, a real cunt, and I'm sorry for that. Not sorry that I've been that way to the people who deserve it, but you don't deserve it. I like you. I really do. And I think it'd be fun if we started dating, you know, officially," Daphne groaned, close to half of my cock in her ass.
I could hear Hope's voice on the other end, and there was some hushed talking as they both sorted something out. Her legs braced well, my cock stayed wedged half inside her while she listened to Hope.
"Uh huh. Okay. But... but it's so fucking big and... I mean, if that's what you... yes, Mistress Hope," Daphne said, looking back at me over her shoulder. "Mistress Hope requests that you grab me and shove the rest of your big, fat cock up my tight, bitchy little ass, then fuck me until you cum inside me. She wants you to make me cum screaming. She wants you to fuck me so hard I won't be right for weeks."
Pressing a button on the screen, she set the phone down next to the chair. "Did I say it all right, Mistress Hope?"
"Yes," Hope said. I could see the exact, devious look on her face now, and I knew that I'd truly made her happy. "Fuck her, Ryan, stretch her ass nice and wide, make her fucking scream."
"I was going to anyway, but if you insist," I said, grabbing Daphne by the hips and pulling her down the last few inches of my cock, hard.
If I thought her eyes could snap open wide before, I hadn't seen how wide they could go with the rest of my cock slamming home in her asshole all at once.
"MOTHERFUCKER!" she screamed.
"Excellent," Hope said. "You two have fun; just don't wear her out too much, Ryan; she and I still have much to talk about."
The line went dead, but just because Hope wasn't listening didn't mean I wasn't planning on doing what she said. Far from it, actually. Now that we didn't have an audience, I felt I could really cut loose. Reaching under her thighs, I helped lift her up and slam back down, rocking my hips into her, feeding my cock into her ass before pulling out sharply. The angle from which we were fucking meant I couldn't get more than about half the length in or out at a time, but that we could still fuck furiously on this chair was all I cared about.
"I thought it was fucking big in my pussy," she gaped as I fucked her ass. We were angled just enough to see ourselves in the mirror, the way my cock disappeared up her tight, luscious ass, the way her tits bounced so beautifully with every thrust. Now that she was more used to my size, she was taking more and more of it with each bounce, dropping her hands confidently to play with her pussy as I kept fucking her ass.
"It's big wherever you want it," I said.
"You must be, fuck, goddamn... so fucking proud," she grunted, leaning back to kiss me. I brought my hands up to cup her breasts from behind, pinching her nipples harshly and bringing another deep moan from her.
"You're damn right I am," I said, dropping one hand to join hers, fingering her pussy. "And you love it, don't you?"
"So what if I do?" she groaned, kissing me again. "I didn't wake up today thinking I was gonna get dominated, fucked better than any guy's fucked me before, a giant cock up my ass, and a girlfriend out of it. All in all, I'm having a great fucking day, and I'm gonna love it if I want to."
Since I didn't see any flaws in her logic, I gently squeezed her clit between my thumb and forefinger before grabbing her hips again and fucking her for all I was worth, even if it felt like it might kill me by this point. Daphne was athletic, and I was just beginning to understand such concepts as "regularly working out", but I set out tonight to give her what she wanted and I was going to deliver.
That her pussy was so sensitive and seemed to have a hair trigger certainly didn't hurt, though. Leaning back into me, she once again began to shudder and shake, mewling and cursing softly to herself. I reached up to her breasts, pulling her in close as I whispered in her ears.
"You're gonna cum for me soon, aren't you, slut?" I whispered in her ear huskily.
Daphne nodded, kissing me deeply.
I smiled. "Good."
With the last of the force I could muster, I grabbed her legs and pulled them up to her chest. Though I lost her support in doing this, I had just enough leverage to fuck her hard and fast for a couple minutes more, building my own orgasm with every stroke. Watching this in the mirror opposite this was too much, her long, lithe legs stretched up beside her chest, pressing her massive, bouncing tits together as she fingered herself, it was too much.
"Goddamn, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK ME YOU FUCKER I'M FUCKING CUMMING, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK, FUUUUUUUUUUCK YEAH!" she screamed, her fountain of a pussy set off one final explosive time as her ass clamped down on my cock. This was the straw that broke the camel's back for me, and for one final time I came inside of Daphne O'Connell, filling her ass with cum.
Once I was confident that neither of us would break, I let her legs down, the two of us collapsed in the chair trying desperately to catch our breaths.
"See, dating Hope does have its benefits, even beyond dating Hope," I joked, the best I could manage for how breathless I was.
Daphne laughed, rubbing up against me. "I can see that."
"If you're trying to get me hard again, you're out of luck, for a while at least," I said.
Daphne laughed. "I don't know if I'll be able to walk for the next week, let alone try for more sex with you right now. Let's test that theory, see what happens..."
On wobbly legs, she stood up, my cock plopping out of her stretched-out asshole. The river of cum that fell from it was an undeniably hot sight, one I couldn't help but snap a quick picture of.
"What do you know, it's a miracle," Daphne said, taking a few experimental steps. "Fuck, I need a shower."
"Me too," I admitted, cautiously standing. For how worn out I was, it felt a herculean task, but one I was up for.
Daphne pulled me in for a kiss, a long, lingering one that lacked any of the bitchy back and forth we'd had since I followed her in here.
"There's every chance that might have been the hottest thing I've ever done, and it helped me get straightened out on Hope. Thank you," she said, completely honest.
"My pleasure. Honestly," I said.
Walking to one of the supply racks, she pulled out a towel. "You still owe me a new fucking uniform, though. I've got backups, but, still."
"Let me know what I owe you," I said.
Looking at the ceiling thoughtfully, she said, "Well, I accept cash, or you and Hope tying me up and DPing me. I'm pretty flexible."
The image of a bound Daphne sandwiched between me and a strap-on wearing Hope was enough to stir something within me, even if I wasn't fully capable of doing anything about it yet.
"Don't I know it," I said.
Sauntering to the doorway, naked and dripping with sweat and our combined juices, Daphne turned back to me provocatively, "You are going to join me for a shower, aren't you?"
I'm going to go out on a limb and say you all know how I answered that one.
***
It was tough going and exhausting, but after some heavy effort and panting, we'd done it.
Josie and I had finally set up the Christmas tree in my living room and straightened it out. The screws in the base were a pain in the ass, and it threatened to fall over a couple times, but somehow we managed to get it done right. After pouring in the water and sugar, we collapsed on the floor.
"You know, your dad could've helped us," Josie said.
"Yeah, but you know him, he likes to hide out and let us have all the adventures," I replied, reaching across the floor for her. She reached for me, our fingers just barely touching.
"At least he left enough money for us to buy pizza, after," Josie said, looking up at the tree.
"I'm good with that," I replied, looking up at the tree. "From down here, this looks like the biggest tree in the world."
"Fuck yeah, it does," Josie said. She'd been a wonder at the Christmas tree lot, first finding the best damn tree in our price range and then haggling it down even more after that. It left us with a big, beautiful tree that was really going to look like something once it was decorated.
"I love Christmas," I said.
"Me too. Sharing presents, having fun, getting presents..." Josie trailed off.
"I'm getting you something good," I promised. "And, you know, some other things you can actually unwrap."
"Wow, I get to be checked off your list and stuff to unwrapped? Perks of being your girlfriend," Josie said.
"Damn straight there are," I said, pulling my now vibrating phone from my pocket. Pulling open the text I got, I was taken aback by the picture, but smiling once it sunk in.
"Seems like Hope's enjoying her early present too," I said, sliding the phone over to Josie. She picked it up, her eyes going wide at the picture of a naked Daphne O'Connell tied down and stretched out against a bed, one of Hope's massive strap-ons just barely in the picture, angled to perfectly thrust into her cunt.
"I haven't seen her this happy in a while, and she's usually happy, so, well done," Josie said.
"Thanks," I said, pulling the folded piece of paper from my pocket and looking at what I'd accomplished so far this month.
ADDISON
BROOKE
HALEY
X - HOPE - X
JADE
JOSIE
KAITLYN
MALLORY
X - MARIE - X
MRS. LYNN
X - MRS. MCNEIL - X
X - MRS. SULLIVAN - X
NADIA
NOA
X - RACHEL - X
ROSE
X - SARAH - X
SOPHIE
X - TORI - X
There were still a lot of names left to take care of before Christmas and fewer days to do it in, a lot of people I meant to do something nice for, but knowing that success was possible and that I had good people here to help me was making it feel truly special.
"So, you wanna go to your room, go down on each other for a while, maybe fuck my ass for a good long while, then order a pizza, curl up with some cocoa and watch some Christmas specials?" Josie said.
"Yes. Yes, I do," I said, crawling over to kiss her.
We may not have been kissing beneath a mistletoe, but that didn't make this any less a magical holiday moment.
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews or shoot me some feedback, as they really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the criticisms!)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: 18-year-old Ryan Collins' quest to do something nice for each of the nineteen women he's had sex with this senior year before Christmas has continued at a swift pace. With the help of cheerleader Kaitlyn Pruitt, Ryan was able to get shy and meek band geek Sarah Kent a spot on the cheer squad for her impressive dance skills. A hasty book drive that gathered together hundreds of new books for the library brought cheer to librarian Mrs. Sullivan and her aide Marie Halpern. Looking to particularly thank band geek Hope Harris, who helped inspire this Christmas giving season, Ryan went to Hope's crush, color guard captain Daphne O'Connell, and attempted to convince her to go out with Hope. Daphne was resistant to the idea until Ryan convinced her to give Hope a chance with the power of hot sex and light bondage. With seven names checked off his list for good deeds, who will Ryan help next?
Names Remaining on Ryan's Christmas List: Addison, Brooke, Haley, Jade, Josie, Kaitlyn, Mallory, Mrs. Lynn, Nadia, Noa, Rose, Sophie
***
Walking down the hallways of Regan Hills High School after having had hot, steamy sex with a number of the girls in the senior class was a surreal experience. A year ago, I'd have known nothing but the surface details about most of them, seeing them for little more than the stereotyped images I had of each of them in my head. Now as I walked down the hall, passing by so many smirks and knowing glances from girls I'd been intimate with, I was, as always, impressed by how much things had changed. I knew more about these girls and more sides of them than I think anybody else in school might've.
Willowy brunette band geek Hope Harris, with her big glasses and goofy smile was utterly sweet and one hell of a reporter for our school paper, the Puma Press, but having gotten her alone I was one of the few to know that she was a freak for bondage and a romantic at heart.
Conservatively dressed in a warm winter sweater and long skirt, Sophie Cusack looked on the surface like an uptight religious girl, and in most respects that was true. Only Josie and I knew that underneath her cold exterior she was sexually curious and a great artist, and that she had one of the most insane bodies in school.
Blue-haired and motormouthed, gamer Izzy Barnes looked like she was interested in little else other than video games and talking a mile a minute, and though those were important to her I knew her to be possibly the most energetic and sexually voracious girl in the entire school.
Petite, blonde and pigtailed cheerleader Brooke King might have been the greatest surprise of all. Her face was so cute and sweet and so stereotypically "cheerleader", you could have easily mistaken her for a naïve airhead. That would have been a great mistake, for not only was she incredibly bright and perceptive in her own uniquely odd way, she was also probably one of the filthiest, most inventive fucks in the entire school. If you'd told me a year ago she'd be one of my best friends, I'd have said you were nuts, but by this point nothing seemed nuts to me anymore.
If my year had ended now and I hadn't had sex with any more girls other than them and the others I'd already been with this year, I'd have died a more than happy man; shit, if anyone found out what I'd done, I'd probably have died a legend. That being said, it was hard not looking at the other girls in my class and wondering just how many of them also had wild sides.
Slender blonde overachiever Chloe Marcus always looked like she had a stick up her ass; might she secretly want something else up there too?
There were rumors that quiet and awkward Darla Cohen was hiding some of the biggest tits in school; how interested might she be in seeing the biggest cock?
With short, choppy black hair and one of the biggest smiles in school, class clown Doreen Bell was slightly chubby and all curvy. She looked wholesome, but the way she eyed me said she might have a dirty side.
Graceful and arrogant theatre girl Faith Serrano was beautiful and said to be a great singer, but what would it take to make her scream?
Class president Sabrina Singh was as stunning as she was a hard worker, but something told me that when it came down to relaxing, she had all the potential to be a true freak in bed.
Girl after girl after girl, each of them looking the perfect high school archetype, each of them having their own private lives. I wasn't predatory, and I had no expectation that I would enter any of their lives, but if the opportunity came up, well...
I shook my head. I could speculate about this for hours, days, weeks, months, and if I got lost in that dream I wouldn't be able to keep to my schedule, and with as much as I had on my plate these next two days I couldn't deviate too much. Tomorrow was going to be a problem and a half with the people I had to get together, but today was going to be two easy tasks.
At least, it was supposed to be two easy tasks.
I kept pace down the hallway until I found the girl I was supposed to meet today.
"I haven't kept you waiting too long, have I?" I asked.
"No," Jade Alvarez confirmed. "You're right on time."
With silky black hair, caramel skin, insane curves and a pretty face, Jade was definitely in the running for most beautiful girl in the school (even though that was a very, very competitive list), but what put her over the top was her innate and overwhelming kindness. I'd known that she was into volunteering and charity work for a while, but after I'd called on her for aid in my insane Christmas scheme of getting a major gift for each of the 19 women I'd had sex with before December, she was perhaps the most enthusiastic participant. Already she'd put her networking skills to arranging a book drive for our library, and if her connections at the gym in Blair Valley were as good as she said, she'd be a great help for another task.
"So, were you able to get it?" I asked.
She pulled the envelope from her backpack and pressed it into my hands. "I'm a woman of my word; of course I got it."
"Good, thanks," I said, looking at the envelope's contents.
"You just need to have her fill in her name and sign it, and it's all hers. I'll need the money when you get the chance..." Jade said.
"I'll get it to you," I said.
"Good, 'cause it didn't come cheap," Jade replied.
"I'm good for it. Unless you accept barter for sexual favors?" I joked.
"Tempting, but, I'm gonna need the cash," Jade replied.
"You'll get it," I said.
"Thanks," Jade said, cocking her head, letting out an exhausted breath. As someone usually full of sunshine and energy, seeing her like this was surprising.
"You alright?" I asked.
She rubbed a muscle in her neck. "Fine. Just wishing more people showed as much Christmas spirit as you."
"Oh?"
She sighed, biting her lip and looking up and down the hall. There was a look on her face that I'd become all too familiar with, that look people have when they're not sure whether or not they want to confide in you but ultimately figuring that they don't have much to lose. "I'm supposed to help arrange for some volunteers for our Christmas Eve event down at the Open Hands Shelter in Blair Valley."
Jade had mentioned before that she worked with them, an organization set to help families who'd fallen on hard times, but I didn't know she had that kind of authority. As someone who'd had to gather volunteers for something much less noble, I understood what kind of stress she must have been under.
I said, "Oh, cool!"
"Cool for you, maybe, not so cool for everyone else. We got a lot of people to help and not a lot of people to help them, and I do what I can but, you know, it's a little frustrating," Jade said.
I'd already told her I'd consider helping her, but I think it was this moment when I knew for sure how I'd be spending my Christmas Eve.
"I'll be there," I said.
Jade smiled, faintly. "Thanks; I really appreciate it. Now if only I had a dozen more of you, then we'd be in business."
Thinking about her state, I told myself I'd have to do something about that.
The bell rang. Jade looked up at it.
"Gotta run," she said. "Thank you, again. I'm not giving up on finding people yet, but it means a lot that you want to help out."
"Anytime," I said.
She then pointed at the envelope still in my hand. "And let me know what she thinks about it, okay?"
Patting the envelope, I laughed. "Thanks. Fingers crossed, I think she'll love it."
***
"God, fuck, fuck me harder!" Noa Kanzaki demanded.
With our pants around our ankles, my cock buried deep in her tight little pussy and her hands braced against the wall of the gym, I proceeded to do just that. Though 5'6" and tiny in her own particular way, Noa Kanzaki was almost pure lean muscle. I'd had sex with more than a few girls who could put me through my paces in the past few months, but none of them quite had the skill and raw physical strength of Noa. Even though I was taking her from behind, she was still very much in control, fucking back against me harder than I did into her.
We were in a disused, barely traveled alley beside our school's gym, which allowed us a fair bit of privacy during our between class break, but not as much as I'd have liked. Anyone could have stumbled upon us at any moment, which made me keep quiet. Noa on the other hand was unrestrained, seemingly fearless of getting caught. Considering the way she'd occasionally flash her bra at me when we were in the hallways, I was beginning to understand just how much of an exhibitionist she truly was.
She looked back at me, tossing her short and choppy black hair over her shoulder. She smiled a winning smile, her delicate Japanese features only accentuating her unconventional prettiness.
"Fuck, you've been... working out since... LAST TIME!" she grunted triumphantly as I fucked her.
Smiling, I reached down, pulling her comfortable t-shirt over her six pack abs, then over her modest yet no less sexy B-cup breasts. As usual, Noa was a contradiction of the best variety, her rough and tumble jock exterior hiding a girl who secretly loved wearing the girliest of girly bras. Today it was a lacy blue number with a front I was all too happy to scoop her tits out of. Her nipples already rock hard, I rather enjoyed flicking and pinching them as I fucked her.
"I knew I had to, in case we ever met again," I said smoothly as I fucked her. We only had so long in this break, but if we were going to be late for class, we were going to be late for class. I didn't think I could stop Noa Kanzaki when she was horny.
I had my doubts that even divine intervention would stop her.
"Oh, good, because I've been needing some serious cock!" she groaned, pushing me off of her before turning around so we were facing each other. She kicked one leg out of her pants, allowing her to better spread her legs.
I got the hint, pressing her against the wall and sliding my cock back into her hot folds, pushing into her harder, deeper. I didn't know if Noa had been with anyone else ever since I helped her lose her virginity back in November, nor did I honestly care, but she was as tight as ever and even more energetic. She was more confident in knowing exactly what she wanted, and I couldn't have been happier for her.
I fucked her harder and harder against the wall, looking down into her pretty eyes, living for the sounds of unrestrained pleasure she made as I pounded her harder and harder. The way she looked up at me with such satisfaction, the way she cooed when I ran one of my thumbs over a nipple as I pushed in harder than harder. It was too much. I couldn't stop myself from leaning down and kissing her pretty lips, kissing her and making out with her as our hidden fuck continued.
I wouldn't be lying if I said I was grateful when she started to shudder against me, and dropping my fingers to her clit as I pistoned in and out of her tight, wet cunt only pushed her over the edge. With a cry of unrestrained pleasure, she came, her body tensing up against mine and her pussy squeezing me, hard, so hard that it was only seconds before I was emptying my swollen balls deep inside of her.
I leaned against her for a moment, smiling and catching my breath, the two of us exchanging quick, passionate kisses.
"We should get ready for class soon," Noa said.
"Yeah," I agreed, begrudgingly pulling out of her and pulling my own pants back up. I rather enjoyed watching her getting dressed again, pulling her panties and pants up over her own dripping pussy while she kept her firm, proud breasts out in the air to be covered last. She may have had a harder body than a lot of the girls I got with, but that didn't make her any less sexy.
"So... I take it you liked my Christmas present?" I asked.
"Liked it?" Noa laughed, patting the envelope on top of her set aside backpack. "A one year paid membership to the Blair Valley Advanced Training Gym? Have you seen the parkour obstacles and climbing walls they've got there? Yeah, I liked my Christmas present. I fucking love it!"
To emphasize this, she wrapped an arm around my neck and pulled me in close for a quick flurry of fierce kisses.
"It didn't set you back too much, did it?" Noa asked, a slight hint of concern breaking through her smile.
Even though Jade's contacts had gotten me a fair discount on this present, it still wasn't that cheap, especially with a lot of the other things I had planned.
"It's Christmas, so, nah," I deflected.
Noa caught this deflection much quicker than I'd hoped, crossing her arms under her sweet tits. "Seriously?"
"I'll be fine," I said.
"You know if you need some extra cash, my dad runs a restaurant, I could probably get you some after school hours," Noa suggested.
"I'll be fine," I repeated.
"You'll be stubborn is what you'll be," she said, shaking her head.
"I'm not really looking for a job right now. I'll be fine," I repeated, this time with an amused smirk.
Stroking her chin thoughtfully, Noa said, "There is another way..."
"Huh?" I asked.
"A friend of mine from my self defense class, she's been on the lookout for some help with a... project, lately, and she'll pay well," Noa said.
She didn't have to lay out exact details of what she was talking about, but her meaning was clear.
I picked up my backpack and slung it over my shoulder. "Flattered, but I'm not whoring myself out."
"It wouldn't be that. Well, it wouldn't exactly be that. She's really nice and really pretty and really does need the help and I think the two of you'd have some fun with each other, and the money would be good," Noa explained.
If she was telling the truth, and I had no reason to take Noa for a liar, the idea did sound tempting, especially since I really could've used the money.
"I'll think about it," I said.
"Good," Noa replied. We were both dressed and about as cleaned up as we were going to get. Playfully, she took my hand. "So, doing anything after school?"
Though another furious fuck with Noa Kanzaki sounded tempting, I had to break it to her. "Actually, I do."
"Oh," she said, sounding more than a little disappointed.
"I'll make it up to you soon?" I suggested.
"You better," Noa smirked back, kissing me quickly. "Whoever she is, she better be really special."
"Well..." I trailed off.
***
There were few pleasures in life I'd found quite as special as lying down naked on my favorite teacher's desk while she sat on my face and sucked my cock in a slow, leisurely 69.
While Noa did her best to wear me out, sex with Mrs. Lynn was unhurried and oh so sweet. She sucked on my cock with nice, long strokes, taking almost my entire length down her throat with each bob. I in turn did my best to return the pleasure, sucking and licking her pussy with a similar pace, locking my lips around her clit and making her moan around my cock. We'd been at this for god only knew how long, but since it was after school and we had the classroom entirely to ourselves, we pretty much had all the time in the world.
With her luscious, curvy body pressed against mine, I was in heaven. Sure, I missed her usual dirty mouth with my cock stuffed so far down her throat (while usually rather kind and proper, she loved to trash talk students and teachers when we fucked, "letting off steam" she'd say), but I was still having quite a bit of fun pulling such a variety of sexy sounds from deep in her core.
She was starting to tense up. I could really have just backed off then, let her ride the swell down and then gone back up for an even bigger orgasm, but patience was never one of my strongest suit.
I went in for the kill.
Licking and fucking even harder on her clit, I reached up around her ass, spreading her cheeks apart and fingering her tight little hole. Mrs. Lynn always had a really sensitive asshole, and pressing a couple fingers inside usually pushed her over the top.
This was definitely one of those times. Though my cock was still deep down her throat, she cried out as best she could, moaning and thrashing above me in orgasm as I kept eating her pussy and fingering her ass harder and harder. Her juices flooded my face and I licked them up as if my life depended on it, savoring every drop of her sweet, sweet cream. As she began to tire, the last of her pleasurable twitches slowing, I slowed my pace and let her come down.
Mrs. Lynn, however, didn't have any intention of coming down. She attacked my cock with greater fervor, bobbing her head faster, jacking me with her hands as she sucked me with those soft, sexy as fuck lips of hers. Once she got to the head, she circled her tongue around it, taking her time and truly driving me wild.
Every girl and woman I'd been with since this year began brought her own unique something to the table, but I had to say this for older women: they had the experience and knew how to use it. Mrs. Lynn took command of my cock like few others could, touching me in ways that sent a jolt of pleasure up through my core.
When my orgasm came, it was one I barely had any control over, filling her mouth with shot after shot of cum. As ever with her, it felt like a flood that would never end, and despite her best efforts to suck every drop down, I could feel some leaking down her lips and my cock. As the waves of pleasure that washed over me began to fade and the flow stopped, Mrs. Lynn took to kissing my cockhead, licking the few remaining dribbles of semen that escaped.
Finally satisfied, she swung her leg over my body and turned around, straddling my now soft cock so she could look down at me. With impressive curves, even more impressive DD tits (with oh so delectable and very hard nipples), and a pretty face framed by her short, blonde and currently very mussed up hair, Mrs. Lynn would've looked like perfection to me as is. With that smug smile on her lips though and the slight dribble of cum down her chin that splashed onto her right breast, she somehow managed to improve even on perfection.



"Good?" she asked, rocking her hips back and forth on my cock. Her pussy lips rubbed up against me and, even in my softened and oversensitive state, felt pretty good. I knew she wanted to bring some more life from me so I could fuck her properly, but even with her impressive skills it would take a moment or two.
"You know it," I said, pointing to the cum on her tit.
Giggling, she scooped it, and the trail on her chin, up in one finger and sucked it down luxuriously. "Better than the high school slut I tasted on your cock?"
"How'd you know she was a high school slut?" I asked, curious.
"I didn't, 'til you confirmed it," Mrs. Lynn said, arching an amused eyebrow.
"Oh," I replied.
"So, better or worse?" Mrs. Lynn taunted, wiggling her ass from side to side and making those luscious tits of hers jiggle ever so wonderfully.
Since I never liked to compare the girls I'd been with when I was with another (except maybe for the occasional pillow talk fun with Josie), I played it diplomatically. "You know, when you're doing that on top of me like that, I don't think it's a fair contest, exactly."
Mrs. Lynn laughed, then leaned down on top of me. Her breasts pillowed against my chest, she spoke in my ear in a husky voice, "What can I say? I enjoy winning."
She could have pressed the matter and maybe even gotten me to break, but instead she leaned in for a kiss. Though I could still taste my own cum faintly on her lips, I didn't mind one bit. Making out with Mrs. Lynn, her naked body pressed against mine, our hands roaming over each other, it was one of the greatest pleasures in life and I wasn't going to argue about any element of it.
After all, it made staying after school all the more worthwhile.
I'd come to Mrs. Lynn's classroom after school, unannounced, to bring her my Christmas good deed, namely the offer to take on and help tutor a couple more students. Though tutoring Kaitlyn had so far involved more hot sex than tutoring, her grades in Mrs. Lynn's history class had improved sharply, and since I knew students excelling made Mrs. Lynn look better to the administration, I wanted to do whatever it took to help her out. It would stretch my admittedly limited free time even thinner, but it would be worth it to make her happy.
This was supposed to be one of the easier, less strenuous tasks on my Christmas list, the one that would allow me to put most of my mental focus toward figuring out just how I'd deal with the mess of people I had to arrange the next day (and think over all of the ways it'd likely explode). I was supposed to go in and get out, no more than a few minutes, tops.
One look at Mrs. Lynn, though, told me that that was out of the question.
As was often the case when I entered her room after school, the shutters were soon drawn and the door locked, and our clothes flying off as she took control. I made my pitch, and she accepted with wild enthusiasm and, well, once we got on top of her desk I think you know how the rest of it turned out.
"You don't think I'm being a bitch, do you? You know I actually like almost everyone here... it's just sometimes, I need to fucking vent," Mrs. Lynn said, taking a break in our makeout session without ceasing her gyrations against my hips. Her efforts were doing pretty well, as I was already beginning to reharden.
"If you are, I think you're doing it just to have some fun because you lead a stressful fucking life and you need to cut loose somehow. Between a bunch of students who drive you crazy, a husband who neglects you and kids of your own? I think you're entitled to be a bitch every so often," I said.
Mrs. Lynn smiled, kissing me nice and deep. "You may be a dirty boy, but you're also very sweet. Thank you, as always, for the perspective."
"Any time," I said, kissing her back.
Smiling, she got off of me, sliding off the desk and pulling me to the edge. Taking my juice-slickened cock between her tits, she pressed them together and gave me a slow, sweet tittyfuck that would have me hard again in no time.
"Still, it doesn't solve your problem," Mrs. Lynn said.
"What problem is that?" I asked.
"High school girls. Don't get me wrong, they're nice and fun and have some really tight bodies, but if you only fuck them, your experience can only go so high. Spend some more time with older women, however, and you'll learn so, so very much more," Mrs. Lynn said.
"I have a lot of fun with you, and I think I've learned a lot from you," I said, without acknowledging that I'd had some more fun with both Tori's mom, Lauren McNeil, and our school's librarian, Mrs. Sullivan, both older women whom I'd had an amazing amount of fun with.
Looking down at my now completely hard cock, Mrs. Lynn kissed it and got up. "Come on, bring the lube and bend me over Chloe Marcus' desk."
There were few things in life I wouldn't have done after hearing the phrase "bring the lube", so I was up in a flash. I retrieved the small bottle of emergency lube I kept in my backpack.
As was often the case when we got together, Mrs. Lynn, wearing nothing but her high heels and one of the sexiest damn smiles on Earth, was slightly bent over Chloe Marcus' desk, her luscious ass sticking out at me invitingly. Though Mrs. Lynn had a habit of trash-talking a lot of the problem students in school when she was stressed, it always amused me to no end that she reserved the greatest wrath for blonde know-it-all Chloe Marcus, who was more annoying than anything else. We'd fucked over Chloe's desk enough times that I was impressed nobody was ever able to tell what happened against it.
Still, if she wanted me to fuck her ass over Chloe Marcus' desk again, I wasn't going to complain.
I stood just behind her. She smiled down appreciatively at my cock and said, "Lube up. I want you in my ass soon, and I want you to make me fucking scream like a banshee, understand?"
"Always," I said, squeezing lube onto my hand and rubbing it into my cock.
"Good," Mrs. Lynn said. She continued, "Back to what we were talking about, I've enjoyed our time together immensely, but I don't want you thinking that I'm the only game in town when it comes to top shelf MILF. There are a lot of other women in this town, in this school even, who should enjoy your talents too..."
I slid my slicked up cock between her ass cheeks, teasingly pressing it up against her tight, puckered hole. Cooing softly, she squeezed me with her ass cheeks, urging me onward. I pressed forward, pushing my cock into her tight, puckered hole. The moment I broke through, burying several inches inside of her, I think both of our moans nearly drowned each other out.
"Oh I'll never tire of how good this feels," she moaned.
"Amen," I said, reaching behind her and cupping her tits, feeding several more inches of cock into her tight ass.
"...just so you know, I've got some friends who could use the help of a guy like you. Someone sweet and considerate and hung like a horse and who knows what to do with such a gift. I know you're only, oh fuck, that's nice, get it in there deeper... I know you're only doing favors right now for the lovely ladies you've been with this year, but if you're ever interested in spreading the pleasure to some hot, older women, let me know and I can set you up. I can set you up oh so fucking nice," Mrs. Lynn moaned.
I'd buried the entire length of my cock in her by now, and though her face was a twisted grimace, it was one of those rare grimaces of ecstasy I knew so well.
"The offer's tempting," I grunted, slowly withdrawing a couple inches and slamming back home in her. "And I'll probably take you up on it, but right here, right now, I've got a lot on my plate, and I want to fuck you and only you. Maybe later we can talk about your friends, but right now, I'm going to fuck your ass so hard your eyes will roll back and you won't walk right for days."
"Good answer," she moaned, leaning back to kiss me as I began to fuck her ass even harder. "But we will talk about this again!"
"If... you... insist!" I grunted, grabbing her by the hips and pounding her tight little hole nice and hard.
It may not have been what I set out to do today, and there was every chance that it'd tire me out more than I wanted to for what I had to do the next day, but if it meant doing a good deed for Mrs. Lynn and fucking her amazing ass as hard as I could, then a little tiredness the next day was a chance I'd have to take.
***
"If I told you you ought to relax more, Ryan Collins, would you listen to me, or would you come up with some excuse that sounds noble but is mostly a very solid excuse for you to be dipping your wick in as many girls as possible?" Rose Ferris asked as she sat behind me on the couch, massaging my shoulders with her delicate-looking but deceptively powerful hands.
I thought about what she said while enjoying her efforts, then said, "It'd be a really good excuse. Well worded, probably with a fair bit of truth in it."
Rose laughed. "Oh, I'm sure it would be, I'm sure it would be. At least pace yourself when you're fucking around as you do, or maybe stretch some between sessions? Yoga does work some miracles..."
"I'll take it under advisement," I said.
"Hey, take it from an ex-cheerleader slut, stretching does wonders," Rose replied.
That she was knowledgeable in this field, I had no doubt.
Sitting on the floor of my living room wearing a t-shirt and sweatpants while Rose sat behind me, massaging my shoulders while we both looked up at the half-decorated Christmas tree, it was a distinct and very nice form of relaxation. I'd invited her over here for, well, the good deed I meant to do for her (among others), and while we waited on the other components to arrive I'd enlisted her help in decorating the Christmas tree. With her artful eye and commanding nature when it came to projects, she took charge and had done a pretty damn good job with the lights and ornaments Dad and I normally wouldn't know what to do with.
As ever, Rose was a refreshing presence, radiating an air of casual cynicism and genuine compassion that usually made her one of the best people I'd found I could talk to. Though her style was a distinctly hipster form of eclectic, with her mismatched (and some would say "trying too hard") clothes, fedora and sunglasses, she was still stunningly beautiful, with wavy, platinum blonde hair streaked blue, the fit body of a former cheerleader, and a cute face. Though I couldn't get enough of her body (especially her C-cup tits and miraculously tight and round ass), it was her smile that always commanded my attention. It was bright and confident, tired and world-weary yet always capable. It was a smile I never got tired of, and one I always looked forward to seeing.
Looking up at her and not seeing her smile... well, that was always some cause for alarm. She didn't look distressed or worried, but with her usual confidence not making a full appearance, it had me curious.
"You alright?" I asked.
Her smile flickered, but didn't make a false return. That was another thing to love about Rose; she wasn't one much for false pretenses.
"Switch places with me, and I'll gladly tell you," she said.
"Sure," I said, climbing up onto the couch while she slid to the floor, then between my legs with her back to me. I gripped her shoulders and worked them the best I could, hopeful that I was doing justice to the massage she'd just given me. Given the low groan of pleasure that came from her throat, I was pretty sure I was going in the right direction.
"I'd be lying if I said I wasn't nervous, Ryan Collins," she said.
"Which makes sense," I replied.
"Nervous about what's before me, but even more nervous about your sitcom level machinations," Rose said with only the slightest venom.
"It'll work," I said, hoping I believed myself.
"Will it? Because while I'm not one much for stale jokes and laugh tracks recorded of people who've been dead for decades, I've watched a sitcom or two in my time, and I'm going to be honest with you: any time a zany scheme, which your machinations would definitely qualify as, comes in to play, it almost never works out. In fact, such zany schemes based on deception, however well-intentioned they may be, often have a way of making things much, much worse than they were in the first place," Rose said.
"It's not like I'm inviting two girls to prom without telling them that I'd invited each other," I joked.
"You're saying you'd tell them?" Rose asked.
"Of course. I have every intention of showing up to prom with a girl on each arm," I continued to joke.
"I'm being serious, Ryan Collins," Rose grumbled.
I sighed, then thought seriously about what she said, and though her words struck a chord, they were nothing I hadn't already thought about since I began this Christmas project.
"I know that I'm taking a lot of chances, but I want you to understand that I've thought through all the consequences. However it goes, I want you to know that I am more than happy to take all of the responsibility and whatever shit comes out of this. I'll do everything in my power to make sure that none of it splashes back onto you if it goes south," I said.
"Well, that's certainly something," Rose replied.
"But, call it my own sense of seasonal optimism, but I don't think it'll explode. Maybe it will a little, at first, but I think everything's going to go quite well once we really get to talking," I said.
"And you're basing that on?" Rose asked.
"Hope. The power of Santa or Jesus or Krampus or whatever you believe in. The immense luck and contrivances my life has worked off of this year that, so far at least, haven't guided me that wrong yet," I said.
"Considering that you've been doing this Christmas extravaganza as a form of penance, pardon me if I don't entirely share your faith in your improbable luck," Rose said.
"Well..." I trailed off. She did have a point there. I'd had a lot of strange luck this year that had led me to a number of great places, but almost as many bad ones.
Kyle Bowman.
Losing Tori's friendship.
I could hope as much as I wanted to do that this mad plan would work, but there was every plan it might explode and make things worse. As much as I wanted it to blow back on me, I couldn't control all the variables, I couldn't guarantee that it wouldn't come back and bite Rose as well.
"I'm sorry. Do you, uh, want me to cancel? There's still time to stop this, I think," I said.
Rose sighed, lowering her sunglasses just enough to rub the bridge of her nose. "No, I'm sorry. You're trying, which is a lot more than most people are doing these days. Most people are content to just let things lie as they are, letting the bad stuff grow and never letting the good things gain strength. You're trying to do something good for me, for all of us really, and for that I should be thanking you, not condemning you. What you've initiated is a confrontation that's needed to happen for far too long and that I've avoided out of a complacent fear, and you've convinced me to face it. I only hope you're able to convince the others."
"I can be pretty persuasive," I said, confidently working out a knot in her neck.
"It'll take more than a slick tongue and a thick cock to heal these wounds," Rose said, before adding, "But I'd like to see you try."
The doorbell rang. Rose tensed up in my hands.
"You aren't by any chance expecting anyone else today?" Rose said, her voice equal parts skeptical and hopeful.
I shook my head. "Dad's out all weekend and I'm not expecting any deliveries."
The doorbell rang again and again, each time more urgent than the last.
"Then I guess it's time," Rose said.
I stood up. "We'll make this work."
"Here's hoping," Rose said, little confidence in her faint smile.
Straightening my clothes out and taking a deep breath, I walked to the door. This was something I could do, and for Rose and the others this was something I had to do. I'd pulled off a few Christmas miracles already, and this would hardly be the biggest of them, but it would sure as hell be one of the most difficult.
I took a breath and swung the front door wide open.
"Merry fucking Christmas, Ryan!" Brooke King announced proudly from the doorway.
A tiny and cute as a button cheerleader with a petite build, lightly tanned skin, brilliant blonde pigtails and a nice round butt that stood out in contrast with her small A-cup tits, she was one of my longest held and most energetic lovers I'd come to know this year. A ball of pure energy and, on the surface at least, the perfect cheerleader stereotype, she was also one of the filthiest fucking girls in the entire school who'd led to some of my more memorable sexual adventures. She'd been part of my inner circle of trusted confidantes helping me out with my Christmas plan, but I'd had to keep her out of the loop for this part. She'd foregone her usual pink clothes today in exchange for a tight and revealing green Christmas elf outfit, cut low to reveal what little cleavage she had and with a skirt high enough you could see her bright red panties just above her red and green striped knee socks.
She wasn't alone.
Standing next to her was her exact opposite number in the wildly curvy redhead, Haley Campbell. While Brooke was bubbly and effervescent, Haley was surly and the poster child for a resting bitch face. While Brooke was tiny and petite, Haley was half a head taller than her and the very definition of voluptuous, with wide hips and a nice, juicy ass that formed a near perfect hourglass shape with her absolutely insane H-cup tits. With pale skin that complimented her long, straight red hair and ruby red lips, she'd have been a knockout if it weren't for the perpetual bitchy sneer on her face (though she still looked pretty fucking amazing) that always made her look like she thought she had somewhere better to be. Dressed in a sexy Mrs. Claus sort of outfit that on her body was even more insanely revealing than Brooke's costume, she was utterly mouth-watering.
Save for sharing bright green eyes and both being cheerleaders, the two girls couldn't have been any more different. That would make today an exceptional challenge, but one I was willing to undertake.
"So, are you gonna fucking let us in or are we just gonna stand out here freezing our asses off?" Haley asked, tapping her foot impatiently.
There was the Haley Campbell I more or less knew.
"Oh, come on, Red, have a little Christmas spirit why don'tcha?" Brooke said, chiding her friend.
"Come on in," I said, ushering both of them inside. They were both clearly expecting some sexy fun off the bat, and I knew I had to nip that one in the bud if we were going to accomplish what I wanted to. "Before we get much further than the foyer, there's something I ought to tell you two..."
"Ooh, is it a surprise? I, like, totally love surprises!" Brooke exclaimed, wrapping her arms around my neck and kissing me on the cheek.
"I don't," Haley said.
Brooke rolled her eye at her friend. "Don't mind Red, Ryan, she gets all sorts of cunty this time of year, but she'll be bouncin' on your beast in no time. So, what kinda surprise do ya got for us, huh?"
I laughed nervously. "About that..."
***
I never got the full story of what happened when Rose quit the cheerleading squad, but from what I was able to put together from details culled from Rose, Kaitlyn and Brooke, it was ugly.
Very ugly.
Rose had been one of Regan Hills High School's best cheerleaders, and pretty much the only one who wouldn't take shit from head cheerleader Dakota Lewis and stop her when she was on one of her many power trips. While Dakota could intimidate even the likes of Haley, Rose always knew how to shut her down with the slightest effort. Because of this, Rose had gained this impossibly cool image among the other girls and became the kind of person that a lot of them looked up to.



The only problem was, she wasn't happy as a cheerleader. Rose was a doer, an artist, and cheerleading wasn't giving her any opportunities to do anything or truly express herself. So, one day she up and quit the squad to better pursue her art, fully embracing the hipster within who was always bursting to get out but never quite understood how.
Some of the girls on the squad, like Kaitlyn and Jade, forgave her for abandoning them and still kept her on as a friend because, hey, Rose Ferris was fucking cool and anyone who didn't want her as a friend probably would've had a screw or two loose.
These girls were in the minority.
Most of the cheerleaders turned their back on her as a traitor, ignoring or even straight up ostracizing her at Regan Hills High. As someone so effortlessly cool, someone who tried to make it appear to the world that nothing got to her, Rose tried to brush this change in the status quo off. Deep down, though, she was hurt about as much as anyone could be hurt, and none of them hurt her quite as much as the way losing Haley and Brooke did. Rose, Brooke, Haley, Kaitlyn and Jade had been something of a team within the cheer squad; "Fox Force Five" Rose had called them. They were seemingly inseparable, doing everything (and I do mean everything) with each other, raising hell and having fun like it was going out of style.
Brooke and Rose in particular had been close before this schism, maybe even best friends. That they had fallen apart hurt Rose the worst, and though she didn't let it on as much, I knew it really got to Brooke too.
Getting the three of them back together was, well, admittedly one of the more difficult tasks I'd decided to take on for my Christmas list, but if I could do this for the three of them then, well, that had to be worth something in life.
Lying to Brooke and Haley about what I wanted them over here for (Christmas tree decorating and sex) was a necessary evil, and as Rose had pointed out, definitely sitcom logic, but knowing how intense the emotions were on both sides, it seemed like the only way to get them all in the same place at once.
Once I broke the news to them in the foyer, they didn't take it quite as bad as I'd expected.
"You gotta be, like, kidding me!" Brooke exclaimed, a look of pure shock on her face.
"You're a real fucking asshole, you know that, Ryan?" Haley said.
"You lied to us? Why?" Brooke asked, her shock giving way to hurt.
"Would you have come here otherwise?" I asked.
"Fuck, no," Haley spat.
"I'd have listened. I wouldn't have come because it was a stupid thing Rose did, but I'd have listened because I thought you were someone I could talk to. I'd have fucking listened and you wouldna had to lie to us," Brooke said.
"This hurts, Ryan. This fucking hurts," Haley said, already turning and walking for the door.
Gently, I grabbed her by the wrist. "This hurts you? What about Rose? She's just following her heart, being the person she believes she's meant to be, and you two turn your fucking backs on her? She's got friends now, but you guys, you were her best friends. She fucking loved you, and you kicked her out of your fucking lives? If you want to be pissed at me for lying to you, fine, be pissed at me, but look at yourselves in the fucking mirror and think long and hard about what you did to that girl and why you did it. You're hurting, she's hurting; can you two honestly tell me that you're both happier without having Rose Ferris as one of your best friends?"
"Yes," Haley said, though there was a shake to her voice that told me she didn't entirely believe what she had to say.
Brooke said nothing, only looking at the floor. With her pointed elf hat (and the pointed, fluffy ears attached to it), she looked close to about the saddest thing in the world.
"She's in the living room right now, and she's probably heard this whole thing. Things can't be like they used to be, because she's not changing who she is, but she'd really like the two of you as friends again. She may not be the cheerleader you remember, but she's still the same person she always was. She's still smart, and funny, and driven, and cool, and fucking hot, and everything else you loved about her. You pull your heads out of your fucking asses and give her the shot she deserves, and you'll all be happier for it," I said, turning my back on them and walking back into the living room.
Rose was right where I'd left her, sitting on the floor and looking at me. She often hid her eyes behind her not terribly dark and slightly oversized sunglasses just so nobody could get a good read on her, but by the looks of things I was sure this time she might've been hiding an odd tear or two.
"That was... that was something else," she whispered.
"Yeah... I don't know where that came from, but... yeah," I whispered back.
"Wherever it came from, it was sweet. Thank you," she whispered.
"Anytime," I whispered.
"Are you guys whispering? I like to whisper too!" a voice whispered from behind me.
Rose and I both turned to see Brooke standing in the doorway behind me. She still had that unusually quiet look to her that I'd never seen, but she was no longer looking at Rose like she was an inconvenience or a dirty word, which was definitely an improvement.
"Hey," I said.
"Hey," Rose echoed.
"Hey, guys," Brooke said, looking up and down and smiling shyly. Never having seen an ounce of shyness in her, this definitely took me off guard.
Brooke cleared her throat, then reached out of the doorway and yanked Haley in with her. Haley looked suitably disgruntled and conflicted, but she didn't say anything to Brooke's efforts.
Brooke said, "We, uh, would like to, like, talk with both of you, but, especially you, Rose. I think we totally have a lot to talk about, and..."
Brooke turned her attention to me. "Can we all still decorate the tree? It looks pretty, but it can be prettier. "
When Haley didn't say anything, Brooke poked her in the side. "Right, Red?"
Haley said, "Yeah. That."
I smiled, then turned to Rose. She nodded to me.
"I can't think of anything in the world I'd want to do more right now," I said.
***
Though their conversations were awkward and stilted at first as they became reacquainted with one another, it didn't take long before Brooke, Haley and Rose started talking like old friends again. There was definitely some strangeness and stiltedness as their shared experiences had so drastically diverged since they split apart, but they were making an effort that seemed to get easier moment by moment. That was definitely something. As glad as I was for crossing three names off the list with this accomplishment, I was even happier for them.
Having lost a friend over something more significant, seeing good friends having broken up over something as petty as this was particularly heart wrenching. That I might have set them on the road to putting things back to rights again, well, that was a pleasure all its own.
The state of the tree was another matter entirely. With Rose's artistic inclinations and Brooke's controlled anarchy, there were two definite and very different schools of thought as to how it should have been done. I may have been reading a lot into it, but there definitely seemed to be something more in play than just an argument over the tree, a certain spark of energy in the air between them. While it seemed like they were arguing, it felt more like a dance of words. Maybe it was a fight for dominance, maybe it was a light flirtation, it was hard to tell but fun to watch.
That Haley was more or less disinterested in the process was a bit of a blessing, since three girls fighting over how to best decorate my Christmas tree would have been a pain all its own, albeit one that would've definitely been fun to watch. I was content to let them lead the charge, occasionally retrieving new decorations, stoking the fireplace or switching up which streaming station of Christmas music I had on in the background, but other than that leaving it to them.
With Brooke and Rose getting into a particularly heated discussion about where to place some silver balls, I took it as my cue to retreat to the kitchen to grab some snacks and drinks. I didn't have much seasonal outside of a couple bottles of sparkling cider, but I figured it'd have to do.
For someone who's watched as many horror movies as I have, I probably shouldn't have jumped quite as much when I saw Haley standing behind the closing refrigerator door, but I did, much to her amusement.
"Uptight?" Haley asked.
"Always. Can never tell when one of Santa's slutty little helpers is gonna sneak up on me," I said, trying to cover with a joke.
"Yeah..." Haley said, looking down at her outfit. "...this getup wasn't exactly my idea."
"Brooke tricked you into a sexy costume? I'm shocked," I said.
"Oh, fine, be an asshole about it," Haley said.
"I will be," I replied, happy to throw it back at her. Haley liked to dish out attitude, and I'd found returning it to be one of the few ways to get close to gaining her respect.
"You be an asshole, I'll try to breathe in this fucking thing. You have any idea how tight this is?" she complained.
Looking down at it, especially the way her insane tits almost spilled out of it, I said, "Yes. Yes I do."
"Asshole," she replied, with a bit of a smile.
"An asshole who got a fire going and the heater on to make sure you'd at least stay comfortable in those sexy little outfits," I said.
"Oh, well, thank you," she said, layering the last two words with the heaviest sarcasm she had available.
Craning my neck in the direction of the living room, I asked, "You couldn't handle those two either?"
"How do you know I didn't want to come spend some time with you?" she asked.
I set the bottles down on the counter and crossed my arms over my chest.
Haley sighed, annoyed. "Yeah, I couldn't stand the two of them. I love 'em, don't get me wrong, and am looking to get the full Fox Force Five reunited, but..."
"...but they've got enough energy to power the city?" I suggested.
"That's one way of putting it," Haley said, sidling a little closer to me. For such a raging bitch, I was never unimpressed with her beauty, and just how impossible her body seemed. Her breasts, though definitely requiring some impressive support, should have been national monuments for how big they were. Knowing how good they felt, and tasted... well, it made it distinctly uncomfortable to stand next to her in all the best ways.
"I don't say this very often, but I want to thank you," Haley said.
"For?" I asked.
"This. It sucked that you lied to get us here, but since you might not've gotten us if you hadn't, I can't really hold it against you, can I?" she said.
"Feel free to hold it against me if you want to. I did lie, and I'd have earned that," I said.
She took a step closer, close enough that we could touch if we wanted to. Looking up at me with her bitchy green eyes and a mouth that promised some very bad (and very good) things, I decided to press my luck.
"Of course, if you don't want to hold it against me, I could think of a few ways you could, you know, thank me," I said.
"That was cheesy as fuck, you know that, right?" Haley replied.
"Did it work?" I asked.
She shrugged. "Yeah."
Haley closed the distance between us, pressing me up against the counter. Her tits hit me long before her mouth found mine, but that didn't in any way negatively affect our making out. Quite the contrary, in fact. Her breasts pressed against me, her nipples rock hard even through her short and sexy Santa dress, her lips so soft and so pouty, Haley was the very definition of luscious and one I wanted to fully enjoy.
I grabbed her by her magnificent ass and spun us around so I was pressing her into the counter, then lifted her up and onto it to give myself better access to her body. I dropped my head down onto her cleavage, kissing and licking the magnificent tops of her creamy tits.
"We should... mmm... we should probably stop," she said.
"Stop?" I grunted, more than a little driven by my exquisitely hard cock at the moment.
"Look, I want to keep this going, but if we're missing for too long, the others'll start to wonder, and then they might interrupt, and once I'm started I don't wanna stop. If we stop now, we can go tell 'em that they're on their own with the tree and not to interrupt us, and you and me can have all sorts of fun," Haley said.
"Makes sense," I said, even though it was hard to pull myself off of her. The draw of Haley's epic tits was too much, and I couldn't help one last kiss, one last lick, one last tempting squeeze before she had to push me away, smiling and giggling.
"Just can't get enough of my tits, can you?" she said smugly, grinning.
"Says the girl who can't get enough of what I'm packing," I said.
She hopped down from the counter, looking down at my covered cock and licking her lips. "We'll make this goodbye quick."
"Yeah," I said, following her back into the living room. The cider bottles were long forgotten, but we could always cool them down again if we wanted to, I wagered.
I was so focused on following Haley, staring at her ass or her tits that I could actually see from behind her on either side of her chest, that I actually ran into her. The way she'd stopped in the entryway to the living room, it was kind of hard not to. Though my cock nestled nicely in her ass, it was only that we were walking at such a slow speed that kept me from knocking her down.
If she was angry at me running into her, Haley didn't let it show, not for the pure surprise in her voice.
"Holy shit," she said, her eyes locked onto the living room.
Looking up, I had to agree with her. "Holy shit."
Brooke and Rose had stopped decorating the Christmas tree and had relocated to the couch. That the two of them had had a long-running feud was pretty hard to tell for how intensely they were kissing each other. Brooke sat in Rose's lap, straddling her hips and kissing her with a flurry of quick, tongue-heavy kisses to the lips, her hands gently squeezing Rose's bountiful C-cup tits. She giggled and squealed while Rose kissed her back with long, groan-worthy kisses, her hands caught up in squeezing Brooke's amazing ass.
"Ohmygod I'm so sorry I was such a bitch," Brooke squealed, kissing Rose passionately.
"You can make it up to me however you want," Rose replied in her low, sexy voice.
"I shouldn't have, like, cut you off like that, I should've been a good friend, I shouldn't have been such a cunt!" Brooke said, every few words punctuated by another quick kiss.
"No, you shouldn't have been," Rose said, swatting Brooke's ass playfully, only a hint of malice in her otherwise playful voice.
"They couldn't wait five minutes, could they?" Haley said, keeping her voice low.
"You look at them, could you keep your hands to yourself for five minutes?" I asked.
Haley rocked her head side to side, considering. "Probably not. We should interrupt them."
"Weren't you just saying a few minutes ago that you didn't want them interrupting us?" I asked.
"Yeah, but that was then, and now I want in on this, because it looks hot, and I wanna have some fun. Don't you want a part of that? Because I know these two sluts, and let me tell you they'd want to have us in on this," Haley said.
In all honesty, I really did want a part of it, because the sight of the two of them going at each other like this was insanely hot, but with Brooke and Rose reconnecting after a long time apart and their making out looking so tender and sweet, I didn't really want to interrupt their moment.
Loudly, Haley cleared her throat. "Ladies..."
I whispered to her, "You really are a bitch sometimes."
"You say that like you're surprised; I thought you were smart," Haley replied.
Rose and Brooke turned to us, both smiling.
"Hey, guys," Rose said, so casual you wouldn't have known we'd just caught her making out with Brooke.
"Hey!!" Brooke exclaimed. "Rose and me are besties again! We've been making out for, like, I don't know how long, and then we're gonna get naked and suck on each others' boobs and eat each other out and probably play with the strap-on I brought in my purse and... hey! You guys wanna, like, join us? You should totally join us! It'll be fucking hot with boobs as big as Red's and a cock like Ryan's and, like, it'll be so much fun!! Please, please, please say yes!!"
Not wanting to intrude, I looked at Rose. She shrugged. "You heard her."
I did hear her. So did Haley. With confident strides that looked exceptionally difficult in the tight Santa dress she was wearing, Haley sat down on the couch next to Brooke and Rose, pulling Rose's face away from Brooke with the greatest difficulty before stealing a kiss of her own. Though Brooke pouted, she still looked upon her kissing friends with loving eyes, then over at me as if silently pleading for me to break them up.
As much as I wanted to join them, and as tempting as the sight no doubt was, it still felt weird to intrude. Don't get me wrong, a big part of me was definitely hoping that today would go exactly like this, but now that it was happening, I felt... strange. This was their reconnection, this was their moment, they were the old friends. I was just the guy whose house this was and who was crazy enough to try to put them in the same place at the same time. That they were going at it was hardly a surprise, but the respectable thing at this moment really felt like stepping back and letting them have all the fun.
I was almost there, almost stepping away and leaving them alone, but before I could Rose pushed Haley away and called out to me.
"RYAN COLLINS! You started this, so if you know what's good for you, you better get your sweet ass and much sweeter cock over here and finish this!" Rose demanded.
"Totally!" Brooke exclaimed.
"Don't make me come over there and smother you with my tits until you come to your senses," Haley said, in what had to be one of the most bafflingly enticing threats I'd ever heard.
They were enough, though, to get me moving on over to the couch with them.
After some debate on etiquette, I slid between Rose and Haley, and was hardly one to complain when Haley threw her leg over my hips and pulled herself up to straddle me. With Rose and me sitting side by side and Brooke and Haley in our respective laps, I considered the course of events that brought this together and found myself smiling.
Or, at least smiling as much as I could while being smothered by Haley's massive tits. She pressed me into the couch and crushed her creamy breasts against my face, encouraging me to go back to licking and suckling them as I had earlier. I hardly needed any motivation to do this, and with my hands clasped firmly to her ass as she ground against my sweatpants-covered cock, I spent a few heavenly minutes list in her cleavage, listening as Haley exchanged kisses with the other two.
It was only by a forceful hand pushing Haley away from me that I was allowed to properly take in a breath, only for Rose's lips to be on mine, soon replaced by Brooke's, then Haley's. The four of us exchanged kisses like this for a good long while, grinding and groping and stroking each other as we fully enjoyed the moment and each other.
This peace wouldn't last long, though. Not with the pent up emotions between these three being unleashed, and certainly not with the sexual energy flowing through the room.
"Okay, that's enough of this!" Brooke said, reaching under her armpits and pulling her cute and short elf dress over her head. She did this without mussing up her pigtails or the elf hat, leaving her dressed only in her matching red bra and panties and knee high red and green socks.
"You're wearing a bra?" I asked. With breasts as small as hers and liking to be available for sex at the drop of a hat, Brooke often went without a bra, so this was a surprise. An adorable surprise, no doubt, but definitely a surprise.



"Yeah!" she said, grabbing one of her tiny, cute tits and squeezing it, turning to show Haley and me. "I had this matching set and it was so fucking cute with my panties so I, like, wanted to match it to be all totally festive and shit, and-"
"You are fucking cute," Rose said, pulling her in close and kissing her deeply.
Brooke giggled. "Thanks."
"Well," Haley sighed, grabbing her own chest. "Brooke may be wearing a bra, but if I tried to in this stupid fucking dress, I wouldn't be able to breathe. It's time for the girls to come out."
Haley wasn't asking, and I don't think any of us were complaining when she pulled her insane breasts over the edge of her Santa dress.
No matter how many times I saw them, I was never not in awe of Haley's impressive rack. Firm, large and round, oh so soft and demanding to be touched and sucked upon, they were centered around deceptively small, pink nipples for how big the rest of her tits were. Though proportionally small, they were very hard.
I leaned in, taking her right nipple in my mouth and suckling, nibbling upon it with gusto. I looked over at Rose and Brooke next to me, each of them looking on Haley's free tit with hungry eyes. You could've played a backing track from a Western showdown movie for how much it looked like both of them wanted to suck on Haley's free tit, and it was only a matter of which one of them would make the first move.
Rose won, leaning in and taking Haley's free nipple in her mouth. Brooke looked on, disgruntled, but since she got to make out with Haley while we did this, she had a fair consolation prize.
"Oh, fuck, Rose, I forgot how fucking good you were at sucking tit," Haley groaned.
Without taking Haley's nipple from my mouth, I growled at her.
"You're alright too, Ryan, but Rose really knows how to suck tit. Sorry. I mean, have you seen her lips? Those're fucking heaven!" Haley said.
Rose let her nipple go for only a moment, but it was enough to let Brooke lean in and steal it from her. Unperturbed, Rose said, "A fact's a fact, Ryan Collins. Sorry."
A fact may have been a fact and Rose may have been better at sucking tit than I was, but there were other things I could do that Rose couldn't.
Like reach around and unzip the back of Haley's dress, for instance, tossing the tight garment aside and leaving her grinding in my lap only wearing her Santa hat and a pair of bright blue panties.
"Not exactly festive underwear, Red," Brooke chided.
"Yeah, well not all of us are as into coordinating as you," Haley replied.
While they argued, I worked, pulling my sweatpants and underwear down enough to free my cock from between Haley. While she might have tried to ignore me so she could continue arguing with Brooke, when my now bare cock rubbed up against her panties-covered pussy, I might have slightly gotten her attention, but she was too focused on her argument to really care.
Brooke's eyes went down, her lips curling into a smug grin, and Rose eyed me with more than a little pride.
"I think you know what you need to do, Ryan Collins," she whispered, her voice husky and full of so much promise.
I did. I dropped a hand to the front of Haley's panties, pulling them aside and confirming that she was indeed quite wet. I ran a finger through the untamed red curls above her swollen pussy lips, savoring the shiver that shot through her body.
This was enough to finally get her full attention, as she finally took in exactly where she was.
"Just what the fuck are you doing?" she asked.
"This," I said, lining up my thick, ten-inch cock with her swollen, wet pussy lips and thrusting upwards.
"FUUUUUUUUCK!" Haley cried out, her eyes bugging out and her mouth going wide as I buried half of my cock in her hot, tight pussy.
"See? Isn't this better than arguing about underwear?" I grunted, pulling her down a few more inches. Moaning and hissing and pounding the couch with her fists, Haley looked down at me with pure lust in her eyes.
"Shut up and fuck me," she said, forcing herself down the last few inches until I was completely buried inside of her.
Fucking her I could do. Fucking her was something I could easily do. When buried inside the pussy of someone as unbearably hot as Haley Campbell, fucking was something that came naturally. The problem, if you could say I had a problem at a moment as wonderful as this, was that I really wanted to pace myself. Don't get me wrong, everything within me screamed to fuck Haley hard and send her tits bouncing into my face, but with Rose and Brooke here too (and me wanting to spend some time fucking each of them as well), I didn't want to blow the moment by blowing my load too early within Haley.
I had to play this carefully.
Thankfully, I had enough experience to know how to pace myself. It wasn't anything as stupid as thinking about baseball or doing homework in my head to keep me off task, no, that would've defeated the purpose of being balls deep inside of Haley. Instead I did my best to focus on her in particular, rather than my own pleasure, matching my thrusts with her bounces to give her the maximum penetration she craved.
That we had a fair audience watching us go at it certainly didn't hurt either.
"I always love watching this. I mean, like, I love it in me more, but if I can't have Ryan in me, then I like to watch," Brooke said, excited, standing behind Haley as I fucked her, bending over to get a good look of my cock sliding in and out of her friend's pussy.
"Not a bad watch, I'll give it that," Rose said, arching her back from the couch so she could pull her distressed jeans and panties over her hips. Though still wearing her own t-shirt, retro scarf and light jacket in addition to her fedora and sunglasses, Rose was now completely naked from the waist down. Her perfectly shaven pussy was, as always, a sight to behold, the very vision of mouth-watering if my mouth weren't already watering for the busty redhead bouncing up and down on my cock.
"Not a bad watch?" Haley asked. "You all know I'm, oh god, fucking spectacular. Not a girl in this school, not a girl on earth with a body as fucking amazing as mine! And with his cock... FUCK! We're a motherfucking work of art!"
"You're a good match, but there's always a way of upping your game. Totally," Brooke said, adding one of her two favorite words for emphasis.
"Like?" I asked, always loving Brooke's enthusiasm and rather enjoying the image of her face hanging over Haley's shoulder. Between Haley's rapture and Brooke's cheerful enthusiasm, I was given the best of both worlds before my eyes.
"Well..." Brooke said, reaching around and grabbing Haley's breasts, squeezing them right in front of me and making Haley moan. "...you could always have another sexy little slut behind her, squeezing her boobs like this, or kneeling down beneath you, licking that spot where the pussy meets the cock and driving you both crazy with sex, or a slut with a strap-on double-fucking you, or-"
"I only, fuck, I only save anal for special occasions!" Haley groaned.
"And this ain't a special enough occasion?" Brooke asked, exasperated.
"Brooke, make this special and get down here to eat my pussy," Rose demanded. She'd been fingering herself ever since she'd pulled her pants off, but looking into my eyes now I could see she wanted more than just her own efforts.
"Okey dokey!" Brooke exclaimed, dropping between Rose's thighs and doing just that.
Rose groaned, tossing Brooke's elf hat aside and running her hands through her hair, eventually grabbing each of Brooke's pigtails in one hand so she could better pull her face into her pussy. Then, looking at us, Rose said, "At least tell me you've enough common sense to have taken Ryan's delicious cock up your ass?"
"No," Haley whimpered, shaking slightly as her orgasm built up. "You have?"
"I'd have been a fool not to," Rose stated as if it were the plainest fact in the world, moaning as Brooke enthusiastically ate her out. Even with Rose expertly riding her face, I couldn't help but notice that Brooke was about the cutest thing in the world, bent over on all fours, a hand between her legs fingering herself through her panties furiously as she ate out her old friend.
I'd hoped for a happy reunion, and I was content I'd been able to pull that off.
Now to take it to the next level.
I fucked into Haley harder, grabbing her ass roughly with one hand while reaching down with my other. As I fucked into her, I fingered her clit without mercy. She looked down at me with shocked eyes, almost as if I'd found a way of cheating at sex, and if I'd been less busy I would've shrugged at her. I was going to make her cum, and there really wasn't much she could do about it if I had anything to say about it. I fucked her like this, harder and harder, my free hand drifting up her back so I could pull her in for a deep, powerful kiss while applying even more pressure to her clit with the other.
That did it. A jolt ran through her body, powerful and hard. I tried to hold the kiss through it, but Haley's ministrations were too rough against me. Our mouths broke apart from one another as she cried out.
"OH HOLY FUCKING SHIT, YOU MOTHERFUCKER, FUCKING SHIT, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK YOU FUCK YOU FUCK FUCK FUUUUUUUUUUCK!!"
A flood of juices shot against my crotch, and I only fucked her harder, smiling as I drew out and kept her orgasm going.
There was a hand gently squeezing my arm from the side, and turning to look I saw that Rose was touching me. There was a look of solemn satisfaction, a distinct gratitude on her face, and if Brooke had been any less enthusiastic in licking her slit I was sure in that moment that she would've been saying 'thank you'. Letting my hand drop from Haley's back, I took Rose's hand in mine as I helped Haley come through the last few jolts of her orgasm.
"Oh you're a bastard, oh you're a fucking bastard, you're a fucking bastard but you've got a nice fucking cock, fuck..." Haley muttered, kissing me over and over as the last waves of pleasure flowed through her body. I gyrated in her slightly, forced my cock to twitch within her, getting her to groan and giggle appreciatively, enjoying this moment where I was still completely hard inside of her. I wanted more, and I wanted that more to be spread to the other two lovely ladies with me, but I was content to let this moment stretch out a little longer.
However, I wasn't the only one who wanted more.
Pulling herself from Rose's thighs with the greatest difficulty, Brooke stood up straight and exclaimed in her perkiest voice, "My turn!"
For a girl as tiny as she was, it was always impressive to see just how much tightly packed muscle Brooke King was made of. With only the slightest effort, she lifted Haley, a girl forty or fifty pounds heavier than her off of me and pushed her onto the couch between Rose and me.
"You get his cock all the time, couldn't you just let me have it a couple more minutes?" Haley grumbled.
"No," Brooke replied. "You got your cum, now I want mine. You'll get more of his cock later anyway; you know how good for it Ryan is."
"If you're so broken up over that, I've got something else you could have some fun with," Rose said, motioning not too subtly for her own pussy. She looked and smelled positively soaked, but not having cum yet her face was a mask of wild lust. Even in her greatest bitchiness, Haley couldn't leave a friend hanging like that. Though she made an effort at grumbling, she pushed closer next to Rose and started to finger her. Groaning gratefully, Rose returned the favor.
"Awww, ain't that just the cutest fucking thing you ever saw?" Brooke asked me.
Watching Rose and Haley exchange deep kisses while they fingered each other and occasionally pawed at each others' tits (made a lot easier as Haley pushed Rose's shirt above her breasts and freed one of them from her bra) wasn't exactly what I'd call "cute", but it was pretty enticing.
"I think you're about the cutest fucking thing I ever saw," I said.
"Awww," Brooke said, curtsying an imaginary skirt. "You're fucking cute! I'm gonna, like, fuck you sooooooooo extra hard for that one!"
"They say compliments get you everywhere," I said.
"Ain't that the truth!" Brooke said, twirling one of her pigtails around her finger and flipping it through the air. In a flash, she removed her bra, revealing her tiny but oh so sweet tits to me, then pulled down her panties. Since it didn't take much to turn Brooke on, and she'd been having quite a bit of fun already, her pussy lips were already thick and damp, a perfectly lewd contrast to the cute blonde patch of pubic hair she kept shaved in a heart right above her pussy.
With practiced ease, she climbed on top of me and slid my cock deep into her cunt.
Now, I'd fucked Brooke King more times than I could count, but I never tired of her upbeat attitude and unending enthusiasm. Cute as a button and filthy as a button found at a garbage dump, she was one of my favorite people in the world to have sex with. Every time I was with her, she just knew how to make me smile. That she was an expert with all three of her holes (and that all three felt impossibly tight), was just icing on the cake.
"Ohyes, ohyes, ohyes, so nice, fuckfuckfuckfuckfuck!" she squealed delightedly as she bounced up and down on my cock. Looking down into her, watching as my thick cock spread her tight little pussy lips what felt impossibly wide, well, it was a sight I hoped I never got tired of.
Maybe a little confused in this case, because of our most recent conversation topics, but not tired.
Wrapping my arms around her lithe frame, I pulled her in close. Though she made some disgruntled sounds and still fucked me with a certain desperation from her I knew well, she calmed when I began to whisper in her ear.
"Not that I'm complaining, but with, oh... fuck... everything you were saying, I could've sworn you were gonna put me right up your ass first," I whispered.
Brooke giggled. "It was totally tempting, not gonna lie! But if anyone's earned first dibs on gettin' you to anal-yze 'em, I think, like, that's all Rose."
I turned my head slightly, watching as Rose and Haley fingered each other in a perfectly lewd display of raw eroticism.
Brooke continued, whispering in my ear, "I've been a really lousy friend and stupid, stupid, stupid-"
"Not *that* stupid," I said. "We all make mistakes when it comes to best friends."
"Maybe, but this one's pretty bad, and not like I'm completely deserving all the ponies and rainbows. That's somethin' she needs first, so, yeah, when it comes time for the anal orgy tonight, she gets first dibs. Just promise me you'll treat her right and make her totally scream, okay?"
Knowing how Rose was a screamer and how much she loved getting seriously fucked in the ass, I said, "That's an easy promise to keep."
"Fucking awesome!" Brooke cheered, pushing herself up so she could properly ride me. She grabbed my hands and placed them on her tight, adorable little tits, and let me tell you when a slutty blonde cheerleader as wild as Brooke King tells you where to put your hands, you fucking listen.
Though Brooke was normally good at completely commanding my attention, with Rose and Haley fingerfucking each other and making out right next to us, it was hard not to look at these other two beautiful girls and watch in awe as they pleasured each other. Though they were very distinctly wrapped up in each other, at least Rose's eyes were on Brooke and me, watching our frantic, energetic union with a certain level of satisfaction.
"Fuck her, Ryan Collins, fuck her hard," Rose said, licking her lips and groaning as Haley kissed her neck.
"Yeah, fuck that blonde cunt hard," Haley added.
"Make her fucking scream," Rose continued.
"Make her beg," Haley said.
"But don't you dare cum. I haven't an orgasm yet and I mean to have it with you filling my tight cunt, you hear me, Ryan Collins?" Rose said.
"Awww, but I want his cum!" Brooke pouted.
Standing up from the couch (and leaving a very disgruntled Haley behind), Rose walked behind Brooke and shed the last of her clothes (even her prized fedora and sunglasses) along the way. With her beautiful tits swaying, she pressed herself into Brooke's back, reaching around to hug Brooke. With one hand cupping Brooke's splayed open pussy, rubbing heavily on her clit, and another behind her playing with her ass, Rose had pretty much unlocked the easiest cheat codes to get Brooke to cum in a hurry.
"We've got all day, and longer if we please; I think there'll be plenty of cum to go around for all of us, don't you?" Rose suggested.
"But... but... but..." Brooke whimpered.
"Haley, give her something to keep her mouth busy?" Rose asked.
"Gladly," Haley said, getting up on her knees beside us on the couch and thrusting her large tits in Rose and Brooke's faces. The two girls gladly took the nipples into their mouths, licking and sucking and moaning as Haley added her hands to Brooke's body, trying to help her get off sooner.
Letting her mouth free for a moment, Rose added, "Make her cum, Ryan Collins. Fuck her harder and make her cum."
Now, I'd like it to be known at this point that I'd rank my efforts at self-restraint at this point up there with the labors of Hercules, if just for the sheer insanity of trying to hold back on cumming when a tight blonde cheerleader is speared on your cock, getting pleasured from behind by another gorgeous blonde while a redhead with the biggest tits in the world has her nipples thrust in their mouths. I don't know about the rest of you, but for me this was pretty fucking difficult.
Still, I held back. Don't ask me how, because I couldn't tell you, but somehow I held back. Somehow I held on and kept the sheer bliss of this moment from pushing me over the edge, even as Brooke was. Even as Brooke shuddered and shook, wailing and squeezing my cock so exquisitely tight with her own orgasm, I held on. I held on even as she was a screaming quivering mess being stroked by her two friends, collapsing against my chest and kissing me cutely and sweetly and saying "thankyouthankyouthankyou".
Don't ask me how I did it, but I'm glad I did.
With the greatest effort, for Brooke's near death grip on me, Rose and Haley hauled the tiny blonde cheerleader off of me. With the kind of confidence I knew her for, Rose climbed on top of me, replacing her friend while straddling my cock. For how geared up both of us were, having gone this whole time being pleasured without release, it took the greatest restraint from both of us not to fuck each other like crazy. It was only because it was Rose on top of me with her perfectly calm, collected coolness, that I was able to hold myself back even this long.
"So, did this reunion go exactly to your plans, Ryan Collins?" Rose asked me.
"Not exactly," I admitted. "I mean, I'd kind of always hoped, but..."
"But nothing. You did a great thing today. You took a shot on something that could have gone any number of ways, and it went a way that was not only as intended, bringing happiness to a number of those who could've used some, but some that by a collateral manner could bring some happiness to you as well," Rose said.
Reaching down, she grabbed my cock and lined it up with her pussy.
"As a gamble well played, I'd say it's up for some celebration, wouldn't you?" Rose asked, pressing the head of my cock just between her pussy lips.
Looking over at Brooke and Haley, I whispered to her, "Not a very long celebration, after what we started."
Sliding slowly, oh so joyfully down the full length of my cock, Rose leaned over and whispered back, her voice somehow huskier and sexier than usual, "Don't worry, after what those two started, I won't have all that long either. Why don't we just have some nice, slow fun, finally find that sweet release we both need, and get ready for what's bound to be a very, very long day?"



"I can agree with that," I said, grabbing her by the hips and slowly pulling her down me until she'd swallowed me to the root.
"Excellent," she replied, picking up the pace as she rocked back and forth on my cock. The way her body was tensed and the way my cock felt, I knew we were both open nerves just ready and waiting for that one last push over the edge to cum. I hoped I could hold out long enough for her to cum first, but with Rose Ferris being the one riding my cock, I knew that was an unlikely hope at best.
It was at a moment like that that I thanked god for Brooke and Haley being there, because if anyone else wanted Rose to pop off sooner rather than later, it was them. Each of them slid up beside Rose, sandwiching her between them as she fucked me, kissing and licking and fondling her, pushing her closer and closer to the edge. Though the sight was enough to get me close to the same, I was happy that it seemed to be pushing Rose closer, faster.
"You gotta cum, you gotta cum, don'tcha sweetie? It's okay to cum, cum on him, you know how fun it is, just cum, pretty, pretty please?" Brooke said in a sickly sweet whimper, the kind that could get any man or woman to do some truly terrible things. She tweaked one of Rose's nipples daintily in her hand before bending over and taking it in her mouth.
"Yeah, cum for us, slut. Ryan says you're still the same girl you used to be, well, prove it to us. Prove to us that you're still one of the biggest fucking sluts in this whole fucking school," Haley hissed.
Nearly gasping for breath she was so close, Rose said, "I don't... have to prove... anything to you... fuck... SLUTS... but, oh FUCK I'M STILL GONNA CUM, I'M GONNA CUM, CUMMING, CUMMING, MOTHERFUCKER I'M CUUUUUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMMMMIIIIIIIING!!"
I'd been on the receiving end of a fair few epic orgasms in these past few months, even been fortunate enough to be the cause of more than a few of them, but Rose on top of me probably had to take the cake. Whether it was the buildup or the upswelling of emotion as she had reunited with her two old friends, I couldn't say, but you'd have thought she was struck by lightning for how hard this climax took her. The sudden impact of it caused her to cry out with a high-pitched, pleasurable wail, her body jerking with enough force to send Brooke falling backward onto the ground. Haley held onto her tight, only barely, and helped Rose through the powerful orgasm.
I was tipped over the edge the moment she first squeezed me when her orgasm hit, but the moment she squirted on my stomach I completely lost it. I held onto Rose tight, thrusting out the last couple heavy thrusts I was capable of before cumming deep inside of her. It felt like a floodgate had opened for how much cum I pumped into her, grunting and groaning, not wanting to let her go while I still had a few drops within me yearning to burst forth. In the brief moments Rose's eyes were capable of opening, we looked at each other, into each other.
I hadn't gotten to spend as much time with Rose as I'd have liked over the past few months, but with what we exchanged there, I knew it wasn't about the amount of time we spent together, but how we spent it.
Utterly spent, Rose collapsed onto me, kissing and babbling incoherently in a manner that would probably make her embarrassed for dropping her usual cool, but it wasn't something I was going to hold against her.
It took a while for both of us to come down (and Haley being there next to us, touching and kissing us both as we came certainly didn't help on that front), but since we were in no hurry, we both sat contentedly conjoined without a care in the world.
At least until Brooke spoke up.
"Hey, these blankets you got on this chair here, they good to get, like, dirty?" Brooke asked, pointing to a few old comforters Dad and I kept handy just in case we had company and they got cold.
"Yeah, whaddya have in mind?" I slurred. Words were not exactly my strongest suit right now, nor were they Rose's for the way she dreamily looked at me and kissed me.
"Now, I know we don't got enough people to make it work like it's usually done best, but I think we can at least half-do a decent Mouth Party," Brooke said.
"Mouth Party?" I asked.
"Oh, one of those would be lovely," Rose replied, stretching and smiling like a very satisfied cat.
"I don't know, but I'm willing to try; first time we'd have had a guy at one, but there's a first time for everything," Haley replied, licking her lips.
"What the hell is a Mouth Party?" I asked no one in particular, though I guess since I was still looking into Rose's eyes, I might as well have been asking her.
"I could explain it, but it'll be a lot more fun to hear Brooke describe it, won't it, Brooke?" Rose asked.
"Totally," Brooke said, spreading the blankets out on the floor.
"You heard her," Rose said, standing up on wobbly legs that barely held, a river of our own juices flowing from her pussy down her legs and onto the blankets I was suddenly glad that Brooke spread out. Almost at once, Haley crawled between Rose's legs, lapping up our juices like it was the greatest thing she'd ever eaten, savoring each drop with great relish.
Smiling cutely and daintily walking toward me, Brooke started, "So, once upon a time a bunch of us cheerleaders got together to gripe about boyfriends and how shitty most of them were, since, like, we got our own tastes, but only certain types of guys seem to be into us and most of them are shitheads. It was good ol' Cap'n Dakota who said, like, hey, we were all friends, and we'd all seen each other naked, why couldn't we just take care of each other when we got horny?"
"That... makes about as much sense as anything else in this town," I said.
"Totally," Brooke giggled, dropping down between my legs and playing lightly with my softened and very sensitive cock. "We started just hanging out at her house and, you know, pairing off and, like, fucking each other silly, but sometimes we, got more than two people together and then a threesome became a foursome and a foursome a moresome and, well, you get the picture."
It was a very nice picture. I nodded. Brooke smiled, kissing a drop of cum away from the tip of my cock.
"Well, sometimes you want a good formal orgy where, like, everyone's going crazy on each others' pussies, and sometimes you wanna just pair up with someone you like or find crazy hot, but, like, sometimes that's not what anyone wants 'cause we're tired or just don't want there to be pressure or anything like that if we like had a big game and didn't wanna deal with serious orgy setup shit afterward but still wanted to get off, so Dakota created this thing she calls a Mouth Party. We just spread some blankets out on the ground and it's just like this low key, chill place where we can hang out with no pressure or expectations, make out, go down on girls you wanna go down on, play with toys if you got any, laugh, talk, do each others' hair and fool around as much or as little as you want until people are ready to, like, do more, or not if they're not. It's pretty sweet, especially if, like, we've all cum as hard as we have and need a way to, you know, relax, be casual and shit. Good way to recharge," Brooke explained, occasionally stopping to take my cock in her mouth and lick off the mixed juices, but otherwise getting really into her little monologue.
Though the image of a bunch of naked cheerleaders writhing around and occasionally going down on each other sounded like something I really wanted to see, the reality of having a casual, relaxing bit of fun after what we'd just done sounded kind of perfect.
Taking her head out from Rose's thighs, Haley added, "We've never had a guy in a Mouth Party because guys don't tend to know what to do with themselves and are fucking assholes when it comes to having patience and gentleness and all that shit, but we like you, I think, and it's not like this is an official Mouth Party or anything, so, we can fuck with the rules."
"It's not like Dakota's here to tell us what to do, ladies; we can do whatever the fuck we want," Rose said, running her fingers through Haley's luscious red hair while the bustier cheerleader continued to go down on her.
"So, you wanna join, or you just wanna watch?" Brooke said, still slowly licking my cock clean and ending by sucking on my balls. With any other girl, I'd have thought that she was trying to coax me into the Mouth Party with this act, but with Brooke I knew that she was just that affectionate and sexual and was legitimately asking me whether or not I wanted to join.
"After all that excitement, I could use a little relaxing," I said.
Letting my balls drop from her mouth, Brooke exclaimed, "Awesome!"
She crawled over to the spread out blankets and lay down next to Rose and Haley, running her fingers through Rose's hair with one hand and gently squeezing one of her own nipples with the other. After the frantic insanity of our couch fuckfest, seeing an act so gentle, so sedate, so intimate as these three girls enjoying each others' bodies in such a relaxed way was almost a shock to the system, but once I fully wrapped my head around it, I knew it was something I wanted to be a part of.
I crawled over, laying down on my stomach next to Brooke and taking her other nipple into my mouth, lightly sucking and nibbling on it while she moaned.
"Mmmm, that's really nice," Brooke said.
"Thanks," I said, smiling. "I try."
"You do a not so bad job," Brooke admitted, running a hand through my hair. Rose moaned loudly as Haley continued to eat her out, stealing Brooke's and my attention for a moment, but only just. I leaned in and kissed her on the lips, enjoying the sweet giggle that it pulled from her.
"How are you, these days? Feels like I haven't seen you in forever," I said.
"It's totally been a minute, hasn't it?" Brooke said, leaning in and making out with me for a moment. My hand drifted down to her pussy, softly rubbing at her folds, and when Brooke parted her thighs to give me better access, I slowly began to finger her.
"I've been good," she said. Then, rolling her eyes up thoughtfully, she added, "Well, good by me. Not the kinda naughty that'd take me off Santa's list, but, definitely naughty."
"Kicking ass and taking names?" I suggested.
She laughed. "More like fucking ass (mine) and learning names of new people I'm fucking. Lotsa fun!"
Rose was moaning more steadily, her hands more fully pressed into Haley's hair, urging her on to eat her more and more. For what a bitch Haley was, she was doing what looked like a really good job at pleasuring her old friend. Whether it was some form of her apologizing for being such a bitch to Rose or she just loved eating pussy or some combination of those, it was hard to say, but it was fun to watch as Haley expertly brought her friend closer to an orgasm.
Brooke bit her lip and looked at me. "I kinda-sorta-definitely-maybe-but-really-definitely-sorta got a boyfriend."
She said this with great nervousness, as if she were revealing a great, embarrassing secret to me, the kind that would make me think less of her.
"Kinda-sorta-definitely-maybe-but-really-definitely-sorta?" I asked, hoping I didn't miss any words.
"Well, we're a thing but he's cool with me doing all of this too, and, you know... he's a really sweet guy, really cool, and I really like him, and..." Brooke trailed off.
Thinking on how similar that sounded to Josie and me, I nodded softly.
"As someone new to the relationship game myself, let me say: congratulations," I said, smiling and fingering her a little more insistently.
"You're happy for me?" she asked, her breath likely short from a combination of nerves and what I was doing with her pussy.
"Are you happy?" I asked.
"Yeah," she replied.
"Then I'm definitely happy for you. Totally," I said, throwing in one of her favorite words for emphasis.
"Yay!" she exclaimed, looking about as cute as I'd ever seen her. She leaned in, kissing me energetically.
Brooke King was someone I was used to seeing happy, since it seemed to be pretty much her default setting, but this, this was a whole new level of happiness for her, which radiated back easily and made me even happier for her. Though fingering her was definitely fun, she deserved more than that for opening up to me. I slid down the blanket, settling my face between her legs and started to eat her pussy.
Eating pussy had become one of my favorite things over the past few months, but since fewer were sweeter and more responsive than Brooke's tiny pink little slit, hers was always a particular pleasure to lap up. She was always responsive, laughing and giggling, squealing and cooing and offering naughty words of encouragement as I brought her close to another orgasm. She looked down at me and at Rose next to her in equal measure, the two friends smiling at one another, reaching out and holding each others' hands while they were orally pleasured. If I were in a rush, I might have felt competitive and tried to beat Haley to getting Brooke to an orgasm, but fully in the spirit of the "Mouth Party", I didn't. I ate Brooke at the pace that felt natural and sweet, not even picking up my pace when Haley brought Rose to another screaming climax.
Watching the two of them holding hands, first as Rose came, then as Rose helped Brooke through her own orgasm a couple minutes later, was undeniably one of the hottest things I'd ever seen.
Though the two of them seemed to be thoroughly wrapped up in each other through this, when she'd fully come down from her orgasm, Brooke looked down at me and smiled.
"Thanks, Ryan," she said sweetly.
"Anytime," I responded.
"I'm gonna go over and, like, make out with Rose and then finger her some more and we might make each other cum some more, 'kay?" Brooke said.
"You won't hear any complaints from me!" Rose said.
"Go for it," I replied. Brooke gleefully crawled over to her friend, and unable to avoid the opportunity I playfully swatted her on the ass as she went. The sight of the two blondes immediately embracing each other, their bodies intertwined, hands finding each others' pussies as their lips and tongues mashed together, it was undeniably erotic as fuck.
That it was interrupted by the two biggest jugs I'd ever seen filling my sightline was not something I was going to complain about.
"Let's make out," Haley said, a hint of her usual bitchiness in her voice, but this was more of a request than her usual demanding style.
"I'm good with that," I said, rolling onto my back. Though I would've been happy with her lips, the way she leaned in it was hard not to suck on her nipples they just looked so good. The way she moaned, and how her hand found my cock, I wasn't complaining that she took her time to find my mouth. When she did, it was every bit as passionate and fiery as I'd come to expect from her.
Haley rolled half on top of me, half off, kissing and jacking me and giving me ample room to reach down and finger her dripping cunt.
"You've been busy," I said, curling my fingers down into her.
"My friends have a way of doing that to me, what can I say?" Haley grunted as my digging fingers found her G-spot.
"So, we're friends now? Is that what we are?" I hissed, returning some of the usual venom she saved for me and fingering her harder. In response, she jacked me even more energetically. With my precum mixing with a variety of juices, it was already slick and responding very nicely to her touch.
"I don't know, mmm, keep doing that you fucker... I don't know what we are. I don't know you like I know them, but I know, fuck, I know I like being around you, because we always have fun, and you seem nice... and if you did this, not expecting this, you'd have to be nice... you did that for us, for me, even though I've been nothing but a cunt to you... so, yeah, I guess maybe we are friends, if you'd want me," Haley said.
I doubted Haley and I would be close friends, not like me and Tori used to be, not like Brooke and Rose were, not like Brooke and I were now, but with only a little thought I realized that having her as a friend was something I actually didn't mind.
I rolled so that I was on top of her, climbing between her legs and lining my cock up with her pussy. I didn't know if this was or was not within the spirit of a Mouth Party, but I was just following my cock at this point. The way Haley looked up at me expectantly, nodding and biting her lip, I don't think she minded one bit.
"Yeah... yeah, I want you," I said, sliding my cock back into her pussy.
"Oh good... oh good, you fucker... I could really use a friend like you," she groaned as I slowly fucked into her.
Unlike what sex with Haley was usually like, there was something weirdly sensual about being on top of her like this. In the past it had always been a dominance game, a frantic union where both of us were desperate to get on top of the other and not give the other an inch. Since I was pretty good at pleasuring her, it was easy for me to come out on top. Now, though, we felt like equals for the first time, I think. I just looked down at her, smiling and slowly pushing all ten inches of my cock in and out of her, watching as she dropped her defenses and smiled up at me with a pure, pleasured look.
I kissed her, a sweet, soft kiss that she returned in kind. Haley Campbell may have had a strong and defensive shell when it came to everyone else, but right here and now we were just ourselves. No edge, no nerves, no defenses, just two people joined with each other and enjoying some soft, steamy sex.
"Okay, if they're gonna do that, I'm gonna totally bust out my strap-on," Brooke said, breaking apart from Rose only long enough to run over to her purse. Rose looked from her to us, her hands at her pussy and watching the show. She slid over so there were only a few inches between us, the better for all of us to be close by while we fucked.
By the time she looked up at Brooke, Brooke had already expertly slid on the pink straps of her strap-on and inserted a shockingly large, red and white striped dildo with stripes that ran perfectly along the spiraling ridges around it.
"I call it my Christmas Miracle!" Brooke explained. "Longer 'n thicker than even Ryan's monster, I'd bet!"
"I don't care what you call it, so long as you're good to fuck me with it," Rose growled, pulling Brooke down on top of her. Brooke squealed, laughing and smiling as she crawled down between Rose's legs.
Though I knew I should've been more focused on Haley, it was almost impossible not to be transfixed by the monster of a dildo being pressed into Rose's pussy lips. Thankfully, Haley seemed to be about as distracted, her mouth open in awe at the large toy.
As Brooke enthusiastically slid inch after inch inside of her, Rose's eyes bugged out, her moan filling the room.
"Oh fuck yeah, yeah, that's definitely bigger than Ryan's; no offense, Ryan," Rose said.
"None taken," I said, my own jaw nearly dropping open as Rose, with only some difficulty, took the entirety inside of her. "Nicely done."
"Thanks," Rose grunted, looking down almost impressed at having taken it all. "That's fucking huge."
"Well, yeah! Do I know how to shop or, like, do I know how to shop?" Brooke asked.
"You know how to shop," Rose, Haley and I all said almost in unison. Then looking at each other at the insanity of the situation, the four of us burst out laughing.
"Okay... this is all fucking well and good and fun, but I'm really close to cumming, and I think Ryan is too, can we, you know, stop laughing and start getting off?" Haley asked, looking up at me and kissing my neck.
"Totally!" Brooke squeaked as she started to fuck Rose.
I looked back down at Haley and began fucking her again. "You're a lifesaver."



"And don't you fucking forget it," she said, pulling me down for a kiss. In response, I began to fuck her harder, angling for deeper penetration while taking slow, long thrusts into her. Her massive tits pillowing against my chest, her hard nipples, her tight little pussy, all of them conspired to try to make me cum before her. Sure, she was shuddering slightly, her muscles tightening as she readied herself for another powerful cum, but she really tried to set me off.
Squeezing her vaginal muscles the way she did... that didn't make it any easier.
"You really can be a bitch sometimes," I grunted, smiling.
She laughed and squeezed my cock again. "Sometimes?"
"Fine. Play it that way. I guess I'll just have to fuck you harder, then," I said, doing just that.
"And... this... is... a... punishment?" Haley groaned her hips matching my harder thrusts.
"If you'd like..." I grunted, fucking her harder and harder.
She was close. I was close. The sex was good. It wasn't a surprise to either of us that we managed to cum together any more than it was a surprise that Brooke had managed to make Rose cum yet again at the end of her Christmas Miracle. What was a surprise was... well, how good it felt. With Haley and I looking deeply into each others' eyes, my cock buried as deep as it could in her pussy and filling her as best it could with cum, our orgasms riding us hard, we felt almost like we shared the same body. Sure, a body that was also a twitching mass of pleasure and blind ecstasy, but one that felt damn good.
While Haley would no doubt still act a cunt at school, I knew I'd never look at her quite the same, and that that wasn't necessarily a bad thing.
I collapsed on top of her, panting and out of breath, kissing her as softly as Brooke was kissing Rose passionately.
"I love you, I love you, I love you, I love being friends again, let's always be besties and never let me fuck things up again!" Brooke whispered to her sweetly and urgently, kissing Rose and squeezing her breasts affectionately.
Rose looked at me, amused and grateful. She could've looked at me however she wanted. With one last, final kiss with Haley, I climbed off of her, unmindful of the river of cum that spilled from her pussy as I crawled over and leaned up against the base of the couch.
Panting, her own delicious chest rising and falling with each breath, Haley looked at the other two. "Hey, you didn't cum, did you, Brooke?"
"Huh. No I didn't. I'll cum a whole lot more, though, today, so ya know, it's no big whoop," Brooke said.
"If you'll let me use that strap-on, I can make you scream," Haley suggested.
Twirling one of her pigtails around a finger and flipping it aside, Brooke looked down at Rose with a conflicted, confused look that said she didn't want to abandon her recently rediscovered friend, but at the same time she had about as much difficulty as anyone would have turning down a chance for hot sex with Haley Campbell.
"Okey dokey, Red!" she exclaimed, pulling the dildo from Rose's pussy and crawling over to Haley. While the two of them negotiated with the toy, Rose looked up and around as if trying to figure out what the fuck just happened. When her eyes settled on me, I could see her mentally shrug before she crawled over and sat next to me at the base of the couch.
"This has been a strange fucking day, hasn't it, Ryan Collins?" Rose said, running her fingers down my chest.
"That's one way of putting it," I replied. Brooke had taken off the strap-on by this point but was having far too much fun sliding it around Haley's ample ass, squeezing and kissing her friend and even burying her face between Haley's ass cheeks to playfully lick her tight hole, an act that made Haley honest to god yelp.
"Next time you've an idea that works on sitcom logic, remind me of how today went so I can appropriately temper my skepticism rather than giving it complete free rein," Rose said.
Giggling, Brooke had gotten on all fours while Haley crawled up behind her. Though Haley's own experience with a strap-on appeared limited, Brooke was all too happy to urge her on.
"Come on, Red! I know you ain't used a strap-on before, but it's a piece of cake, honest! Just shove it in me and do all that back and forth deal that Ryan and the rest all do and FUCKING WOW, THAT'S WAY BETTER WHEN SOMEONE ELSE IS SHOVING CHRISTMAS MIRACLE IN ME, FUCKING AAAAAAWWWEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSOOOOOOOOOME!!" Brooke squealed as Haley thrust into her.
Watching a redheaded cheerleader with the biggest tits I'd ever seen in person fucking a tiny blonde cheerleader (who was also cute as a button, I might add) from behind in front of a roaring fire and not all that far off from a mostly decorated Christmas tree, well, that might well have been the greatest holiday special I'd ever watched.
"Give me this over the Grinch any day," I said, my hand drifting between Rose's soaked thighs.
Her hand finding my cock at almost the exact same moment, Rose said, "While I'll grant you that the Jim Carrey and Benedict Cumberbatch interpretations truly lack charm, I won't besmirch the true artistry of Boris Karloff and Thurl Ravenscroft by entirely agreeing with you."
"OH FUCK YEAH, HEY, GUYS, ISN"T THIS AWESOME!" Brooke squealed.
"But this is pretty nice too," Rose admitted, shrugging.
We watched them fuck like that for a good while, mildly pleasuring each other with our hands as we enjoyed the show. While I loved talking with Rose, there was a certain special something to being able to share such a comfortable silence with her. We didn't need to impress each other, we didn't need to fill any voids, we could just sit back and be comfortable with each other, enjoying a good (and increasingly loud) show.
"So," Rose said, finally breaking our silence. "Can I ask you a question that you should feel absolute freedom not to answer?"
"Sure," I replied.
"After today, and what you've done for us, how many names do you have left on your list?" Rose asked.
I seriously considered not answering her, as the contents of that list had so far been a secret that only Josie knew all the details of. I could have answered Rose without an answer, and I knew she would've been okay with that, but given how close we were and how good I felt, I saw no harm in giving her an answer.
I counted through the names in my head and then said, "After you three... seven."
"Seven left... and presumably many more already checked off," Rose said.
"Yeah," I replied.
"This many good deeds for this many people, there's a lot of people out there who'd say that this was a righteous thing you've done, and that you wouldn't truly have an obligation to do this anymore, that whatever you're atoning for has been well and truly righted by the good karma you've earned," Rose said.
"Yeah..." I trailed off, having thought pretty much the exact same thing more than once in my journey. I'd started this off by making things right as best I could for the McNeils, the people I'd screwed things up with the most, early on in my Christmas adventure. I could've let it sit at that and quit any number of times since, and I doubted anyone would have held it against me, and yet...
"I could do that, but I won't, 'cause that's not how this works. I set out to do this, I set out to do something nice for every woman I've been with this year, and I've been doing good. I've been doing damn good, if I'm being honest. I'm more than halfway done, and there's still a lot of good I can do for a lot of people, and I mean to do it. This is a good thing and I don't... I don't want to screw this up," I said.
Rose pondered what I said for a good few moments, looking back from me, to Haley fucking Brooke, then finally at my cock. Due to her ministrations and the show we were watching, I was already close to half hardness.
"When it comes to not wanting to screw up well earned good things, I understand where you're coming from entirely, Ryan Collins. In the spirit of that, I was wondering if you could help me with something on the imminent side," Rose said.
"Sure. What do you need?" I asked.
"To start, I'll need to suck your cock until you're nice and hard," Rose said.
"I have absolutely no problems with that, at all," I said.
"Good, because I'm sure you'll enjoy the next part even more," she replied, bending over and taking my cock into her mouth. Though it meant my cock was no longer in her hand and my fingers were pulled from her quivering slit, I'd found it best not to complain when a girl with a mouth as talented as Rose Ferris' has started sucking on your cock.
She bobbed up and down on me expertly, applying just the perfect amount of pressure and tongue to bring my cock back to life in a hurry. If she'd only meant to make me hard again, it was hard to tell with the way she kept sucking on me, taking more and more into her throat. Bent over the way she was, I was able to reach behind her and finger first her pussy, then her ass from behind, making her moan. We pleasured each other like this for a while, my attention torn between watching what Rose was excitedly doing in my lap and the Brooke and Haley still going at it.
My fingers still in her ass, Rose got up on her knees and called out to Brooke, "Hey, Brooke! You still want Ryan to cum in your no-longer-quite-so-tight-but-still-ever-so-delectable little pussy?"
"Totally!" Brooke exclaimed, her body being rocked back and forth heavily with Haley's thrusts. Even with tits as tiny as hers, it was rather exciting watching them bounce like this.
"Well, I got him ready for you!" Rose said with pride.
"Awesome!" Brooke said, crawling away from Haley. "Sorry, Red, we'll have to finish this later!"
Haley grumbled. Rose next turned her attention to her. "Oh, stop whining and take off the strap-on; I'm gonna fuck you with it 'til you scream."
Haley considered this, then rocked her head from side to side. "Fine. But you better do a good job of it."
"When it comes to making you cry out from the most world-shattering pleasure you've ever had, have I ever let you down?" Rose asked.
"Quite the charmer, you are," I whispered to Rose.
"You know it," she replied, crawling over to Haley. As she passed Brooke, the two exchanged some quick kisses and caresses I knew they wanted to be more than quick, but with her hungry eyes on my cock, Brooke saw me and crawled her way over.
"You better have saved some cum in those balls for little ol' me!" Brooke exclaimed, running her hand down my cock and cradling my balls.
"For you? Always," I replied.
"Sweet!" she said, pushing me onto my back on the blankets and straddling my cock, settling it once again in her deliriously tight pussy. As she was already well and properly fucked with the strap-on, she was already quite soaked by the time she settled down onto me, but even with the number of orgasms she'd had, she was still as energetic as ever as she began to ride my cock. Given how things had gone and how much these girls had taken out of me, I was fine with this arrangement. I knew this could go on for a while, and I wanted to be good for it. Letting Brooke take the driver's seat for now, well, that was fine by me.
"Oh fuck, that's fucking big!" Haley exclaimed. On her hands and knees, her giant tits hanging down beautifully beneath her, she closed her eyes tight as Rose slid the entirety of the Christmas Miracle into her pussy.
Watching Rose taking Haley from behind while Brooke rode my cock like an expert rodeo rider, knowing that this day was going to hold so much more to come, I gotta say it was beginning to feel like a truly magical season.
***
The doorbell rang, and though it was difficult, I managed to dress in a hurry in my t-shirt and sweatpants. I ran for the door and swung it wide open, revealing the pizza delivery girl. She was a cute Latina, college aged, slender and short with curly hair tied back in a ponytail and sneaking out from underneath a baseball cap. Her nametag read "Maggie", and she smiled at me with what might have been the most brilliant smile in the world.
"Hi, I'm here with your pizzas! That'll be twenty-five dollars and... are you okay?" she asked me.
"Yeah, why do you ask?" I asked, even though I knew the answer. I was flushed and mussed up from an entire afternoon of fucking, no doubt reeking of sex and sporting a pretty good erection that tented the front of my sweats. It would've been a small miracle for her not to know what was going on, but with the day I had, I didn't really care.
"Uh... nothing. That'll be twenty-five dollars and forty cents, please!" she said, chipper and trying to ignore whatever odd feelings this might have had. No doubt as cute as she was in this line of work, she'd seen some weird shit and had some inappropriate customers, and I didn't mean to add to that.
"Sure," I said, feeling around in my pockets and coming up empty. "Shit... one second."
I called out into the house, "HEY, CAN SOMEONE BRING ME MY WALLET, PLEASE?"
I probably should've specified "someone who was dressed", but didn't have the time. I just had to hope for the best, and... well, I lucked out, mostly.
"Here!" Rose said, plodding up in a long t-shirt and little more. Maggie goggled at the unexpected presence of a very beautiful girl wearing next to nothing being in my presence, but was polite enough not to say anything.
Though my funds weren't exactly in the best place this holiday season, I pulled out forty dollars and gave it to her for her trouble. "Keep the change."
Maggie looked at Rose and me with a deeply puzzled expression, but just said, "Sure. Thanks!"
"Did I hear pizza?" Brooke squealed, sliding into the hall behind us. To her credit, she had wrapped a clean blanket around most of her body. Less to her credit, it was pretty clear that she was naked underneath.
She exclaimed, "PIZZA! And a cute pizza girl too! Hey, you look sweet, wanna come in? We're kinda having a party and you're, you know, cute and all, could definitely have some fun..."
"Don't pay attention to Brooke, she's crazy," Rose explained.
Brooke continued, "No I'm not! I'm festive and cute and fun, and she's working hard and looks like she could use a break because I know delivering pizzas is hard and cruel and weird fucking work, and-"
"-and she needs to get back to work just like we need to eat our pizza. I'm sorry for the confusion, we'll get out of your hair now, Maggie," I said.
Maggie looked at us with a strange sense of bewilderment and... was that curiosity? Was that her looking each of us up and down?
"Oh, come on! We know how to have fun, and he's, like, got the biggest cock you've totally ever seen!" Brooke yelped as I forced the pizzas into her hands.
"You should probably get out of here before it gets crazy," I said to the pizza girl.
"Yeah," Maggie said, shaken somewhat, turning back down the walk to her car and sparing us an extra, confused glance.
"Awww, come on, she looks like she could've been fun," Brooke pouted.
"And we're not fun enough?" Rose asked.
"There's always room for more fun," Brooke said.
"Just like there's room for more pizza on the coffee table," I said, reaching under the blanket and fingering Brooke's naked cunt.
"Alright, alright, I get when I'm not wanted..." Brooke said, returning back inside, grumbling. "Better check on Haley, see how her ass is doing..."
Rose nodded at the house next door. "What's going on over there?"
I looked over toward where the Martinez family used to live to see a single car with a U-Haul trailer attached.
"New neighbors moving in, finally," I said.
From this distance, I could see two people emptying boxes from the back; a stout, middle-aged black woman, and a teenage girl I took to be her daughter. Her daughter was taller and lean, dressed in a long winter coat a few shades too warm for this weather, and her hair, natural and curly and dark with a healthy bounce held in a loose afro that stood up and out a good six to eight inches from her head. Turned to the side as she was, it obscured her face, though I was definitely curious to get a look. I'd heard about them when I last met Mr. Martinez before he moved out, though for the life of me couldn't remember their names. I reminded myself that I'd have to meet them later and say hello.
The daughter, perhaps sensing she was being watched, turned to us and revealed a very pretty face with a shy smile.
A very pretty face. The kind that could break hearts.
Seeing us, she waved. Rose and I waved back, casually. The new girl darted behind the U-Haul.
"She's cute," Rose said.
"Yeah," I admitted, lingering on the word a little longer than I meant.
Rose picked up on this easily. "Want me to get Brooke over here and so she can invite her to party with us too?"
I poked Rose in the side, shaking my head. "Let's get back inside, it's cold out here."
"Couldn't agree more," Rose said, kissing me as I closed the door behind us. With each and every step we took back to the living room, more clothes came off until we were naked again. Rose was as glorious as ever in all her naked beauty, even with a collection of new hickeys and her inner thighs seemingly permanently flooded by a wide variety of juices. Though it was a miracle from this epic, marathon four-way, I was still somehow hard and happily following my erection behind her. Watching her ass sashay toward the living room (an ass I'd had the pleasure of fucking twice today), I was reminded again of how happy I was with how today went.
When we entered the living room, the pizzas were on the coffee table and Haley was right where we'd left her, bent over the couch with her ass cheeks spread wide by a naked Brooke. Brooke had seemingly emptied an entire bottle of lube all over Haley's magnificently round ass, and sat thrusting three fingers into Haley's tightest hole.
Haley moaned, "Brooke said... you had a cute pizza girl..."
"Yeah, but today's about us. Maybe next time," I said.
Haley shook her head, laughing grimly. "A cute pizza girl? Seriously? And I thought today couldn't be any more of a porno."
"Well, once you've got Ryan's cock up your ass, it will be," Brooke said.
"I'm working up to it," Haley grunted.
"Yeah, yeah, that's what you always say; Rose has had him twice today, I've had it three times, I know it's big but Ryan's cock is amazing up the ass, believe me! You call yourself a slut, then you really gotta try it!" Brooke said, playfully pushing her fingers in and out of her.
Gritting her teeth, Haley said with some finality, "Okay, let's do this, then."
Brooke tossed a nearly empty bottle of lube to Rose, who quickly lubed up my cock.
I knelt down behind Haley, gently pushing Brooke out of the way and rubbing my cock up and down between her ass cheeks.
"You've got a really nice ass," I said.
"Thanks," Haley said, looking back at me.
"You sure you're good with this?" I asked.
"Definitely. You sure you can take an ass this perfect?" Haley asked, taunting and pushing me on.
Smiling, I pressed my lubed up cockhead against her tight and lubed hole, sliding in with only slight resistance.
"I'll manage," I grunted, sliding a couple more inches inside of her. She grunted and pounded on the couch, but still wiggled her ass back at me, forcing even more inside of her.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck goddamn, keep fucking my slutty ass, give it all to me, fuck, goddamn it's so fucking big, you guys weren't lying, but it's so fucking good, so fucking good, fuck, keep fucking me, FUCKING GODDAMN!" Haley roared as I bottomed out inside of her.
Grabbing her hips, I started fucking her properly, giving her almost the entire length of my cock with each stroke.
"See, this is why I got you doin' all that cardio; when this comes around, you're, like, super prepped to keep on fucking!" Brooke said proudly.



"You're... seriously, FUCK! Talking about your workout plan while you, fuckfuckfuck, fuck! While you're watching him rail my ass!" Haley asked.
"Totally," Brooke said, putting her hands on her hips proudly. Then, almost as if a light bulb went off above her head, she brightened with an idea. "We should totally invite him to the party!"
"What party?" I asked, not for a second slowing down on Haley's ass. She may not have worked out to a point where her ass was as tight as Brooke's or Rose's, but that didn't mean I wanted to savor it any less.
Haley explained, her hand dropping between her thighs so she could better work her clit while I fucked her. "Dakota's throwing a New Year's Eve bash... oh yeah, keep going, right there... all cheerleader thing, probably all sex..."
"So I take it I'm... god your ass is so nice... I'm not invited?" I grunted.
"We'll invite you," Brooke said.
"He'll be my date," Rose said, confidently.
"Are you invited?" I asked.
"No, but I'm coming anyway. I just wanna see the look on Dakota's face when we crash the party," Rose said.
"She'll probably flip her shit over you, but since she's wanted to fuck Ryan ever since Kaitlyn started boasting, I think he'll be your ticket in," Haley said, her eyes rolling back as she got closer to an orgasm. I was working up to one too, probably not as epic as usual (I'd already lost count of how many times I'd cum today), but I hoped it would be enough for what we had planned.
"Yeah?" I asked, an image of the cute yet intense cheer captain floating before my eyes. She wasn't someone I'd ever thought about in any seriousness, since she'd always kind of scared me a little (especially with how most of the cheerleaders talked about her), but she was definitely a looker. Besides, a New Year's Eve party with a bunch of naked cheerleaders? Yeah, that didn't sound bad, not one bit.
"Totally," Brooke and Haley said together, though Haley soon added "FUCKING GODDAMNIT!" into the mix when she came hard. Her ass tightened around my cock, squeezing me so deliciously exquisitely, pushing me toward my next orgasm.
"I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" I directed the three girls, pulling out of Haley's ass and standing up. At once, they all lined up before me on their knees, a perfect picture of depravity as I shot what I could across three of the most beautiful pairs of tits in the world.
"Go set it up, hurry before it all drips off!" Brooke directed as the three of them sat on the couch together.
"I'm doing it, I'm doing it!" I said, setting up my phone to camera mode, then setting the timer. I propped it up on the coffee table and ran for the couch, sitting between Rose and Haley and putting my arms around them. Brooke tossed the Santa hat on my head, the elf hat on Rose's, then laid out across all three of our laps, grabbing my cock and opening her mouth with a look of mock shock.
The camera flashed, immortalizing this picture of our depravity. Extricating myself from the girls, I picked up the phone and brought it over so we could all see the picture together.
"Now that is one I'd like to see on a Christmas card!" Brooke said, kissing my cheek.
"Only you'd be so big a slut as to have that on a Christmas card," Haley said, cocking her head to look at it. "But it does make my boobs look good."
"It doesn't terribly matter what the picture does or doesn't look like, it's what it means that counts, and what it means is that, ladies, we're back," Rose said.
"We're back," Haley repeated.
"We're fucking back! Yay!" Brooke said, jumping up in the air and splattering some cum on Haley's face.
"Nice one," Haley complained.
"Sorry, Red. You get first choice of pizza?" Brooke offered.
"I better!" Haley said, walking over to the pizza boxes with Brooke in tow.
Smiling, pressing her body against mine, Rose pulled me in for a kiss. "We're back, Ryan Collins, and we've got you to thank for it."
"Just doing what I can," I said.
"Well, what you should do next is grab some pizza with us before Brooke and Haley take everything," Rose said, smiling. She lightly ran a hand along the underside of my cock, then went to join the others.
There was nothing more that I would've liked to do than join the three of them, but there was something I had to do first.
Finding my discarded wallet, I took out the folded up piece of paper from within, then crossed out some more names with a pen. It was a cathartic process, and one that pleased me to no end to see what I'd accomplished.
ADDISON
X - BROOKE - X
X - HALEY - X
X - HOPE - X
JADE
JOSIE
KAITLYN
MALLORY
X - MARIE - X
X - MRS. LYNN - X
X - MRS. MCNEIL - X
X - MRS. SULLIVAN - X
NADIA
X - NOA - X
X - RACHEL - X
X - ROSE - X
X - SARAH - X
SOPHIE
X - TORI - X
I smiled. "Almost there. Almost there..."
"You better get over here, Ryan Collins, before Brooke steals all the pepperoni!" Rose called out.
Laughing, I replied, "Coming!"
***
(Author's Note 2: I know this was a ridiculously long chapter, but I want to thank you for your patience! I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews or shoot me some feedback, as they really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the criticisms!)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: 18-year-old Ryan Collins' quest to do something nice for each of the nineteen women he's had sex with this senior year before Christmas has continued at a swift pace. With assistance from cheerleader Jade Alvarez, Ryan got a discounted gym membership to athlete and aspiring Ninja Warrior Noa Kanzaki. Not long after, his offer to tutor more students pleased Mrs. Lynn to no end (as did his cock). The true challenge came when Ryan sought to reunite cheerleaders Brooke King and Haley Campbell with their former friend, ex-cheerleader Rose Ferris. Though the other girls had once shunned her for quitting the team and becoming a hipster, with some convincing from Ryan, the other girls reconsidered their opinions and made peace with Rose. Naturally, because this is that kind of story, a hot foursome ensued. With seven names remaining on his list for good deeds, who will Ryan help next?
Names Remaining on Ryan's Christmas List: Addison, Jade, Josie, Kaitlyn, Mallory, Nadia, Sophie
***
From September to November of the year I'm chronicling, I had sex with nineteen women from and around the periphery of Regan Hills High School, and by December I'd come to know a lot of them in different ways.
Like Brooke King, some of them were new friends.
Like Kaitlyn Pruitt, some of them were old friends made new again.
Like Mrs. Lynn, some were longtime crushes.
Like Rachel McNeil, some of them were old enemies made new friends.
Like Tori McNeil, some of them were old friends made... well, not friends anymore.
Like Josie Wong, some of them had even become more than friends.
I knew a lot of the girls I'd been with quite well and considered more than a few of them very close. If it weren't for the weird incest vibes, I'd even say I felt like a lot of them were family, but since that's a little weirder than I mean to go, I'll just say that I was really good friends with some fine women, and couldn't have been happier for it.
The tricky thing, though, was that I didn't know every girl I'd been with all that well. Sometimes it was because they were just a passing encounter, while other times it was just a matter of lousy scheduling and not being able to see any of them again. While there was nothing wrong with this, it did create some particular problems when trying to do something special for each of those nineteen women.
Take Addison Gonzalez, for instance.
That the 18-year-old cheerleader and homecoming queen was gorgeous was undeniable. The short, lean Latina had a kind, beautiful face with deep, friendly brown eyes and a bright smile that she loved to use often. With curly black hair that fell about to her mid-back and soft brown skin, she had a face made for magazine covers. Her body, however, was made for porn, with a tight, dancer's build, E-cup tits that she loved to have touched and an even bigger ass. I'd had sex with her on Homecoming while she wore her gown, sash and tiara, and found her to be a kind and enjoyable lover.
The problem was, unlike many of the girls I'd been with this year, I never really spent any serious time with her after Homecoming. I knew she was a kind and gentle person from reputation and what little time I spent with her, that she had lousy taste in boyfriends (if Kyle Bowman was any indication), and that she was friends with Kaitlyn and loved to throw parties and have fun with the rest of the cheerleaders, but beyond that she was a mystery. When I wanted to get her a gift during my mad Christmas plan, I thought it would be an easy task, one where I'd just have to ask one of my many Christmas co-conspirators from the cheerleading squad who could give me an idea of the sort of big thing she'd like.
The problem with that was, well, that most of them weren't of much help either. Jade and Rose were never particularly close to Addison, and though Brooke and Kaitlyn were closer, the most they could tell me was that in many respects, despite her outgoing exterior, Addison was a fairly private person when it came to what she really liked.
If I wanted to know what Addison would have liked, it came down to asking her myself.
Still, when I went to her house and found myself with her in her bedroom and its walls pretty much plastered with posters for Disney movies and princesses, I didn't quite expect the answer she gave me.
"Revenge?" I asked.
She nodded. "You asked me what I wanted, and what I want is revenge."
"I heard you, I just didn't expect... revenge to be part of your vocabulary," I said.
She sat down on her bed, smiling that winning smile. Wearing a pretty blue dress and a very fluffy pair of slippers, she looked perfectly comfortable and at ease, not someone who was, well, asking for my help with revenge.
"I'm a cheerleader. I'm the Homecoming Queen. I'm *not* stupid," she emphasized.
"I never said you were, I just thought..." I waved my arms around at her room.
She looked around, then rocked her head side to side slightly. "Okay, I can understand where you'd get some of that idea."
"And you being really nice," I said.
"There's that, too," Addison said.
"So, you'll understand why it might catch me off guard that you're looking for revenge?" I asked.
"I wasn't looking for it. Not until you came in here. Until you came in here, I was a girl with a problem she didn't properly know how to deal with, but now? Now I have you, who wants to help me, and a mutual enemy we both hate," Addison said.
Though I was confused for a moment, that moment wasn't a long one. "Kyle Bowman."
"Kyle Bowman," she repeated, patting the bed beside her.
My last encounter with Kyle Bowman was at Homecoming, and it was a bit of revenge of my own in response to him assaulting me a few days before. With the help of Kaitlyn, Brooke and Tori, I was put in a position at Homecoming where I could humiliate him by having sex with Addison, his girlfriend at the time and the Homecoming Queen to his Homecoming King. Couple his humiliation with the reveal of some of his low level criminal activities and, well, expulsion was easy to come by. Last I heard, he was at some private school back east where rich parents sent their problem kids.
Was wrapping myself up in the fucked up world of Kyle Bowman something I wanted to do again? Did I really want to press my luck by helping Addison seek revenge on him?
I sat next to her. "Talk."
She sighed. "There's not a lot to talk about, but I'll try to make it quick anyway because... yuck. After he got expelled, Kyle was texting me like crazy, trying to apologize and forgiving me for fucking you and telling me about how everything was a frame-up, but it wasn't, was it?"
"Well, we did frame him up, but it was for stuff he actually did, so I'm not sure what the official wording would be," I admitted.
Addison nodded. "Sounds right. Well... I thought I could ignore him. Block his number, change my number, but he kept finding a way in, kept trying to contact me and... I just hoped he'd lose interest, but he turned out to be a lot more persistent than I thought. He was... he wasn't the guy I thought I liked before. He started saying things. Vile, personal things. The kind of things, like... it made it feel like he thought that just because we had sex before, he felt he had a right to control what I did with my life, that he had some sort of claim over who I was just because we'd been together. He wanted to make me feel like less of a person because I wasn't the girl he wanted me to be, and..."
She trailed off unhappily, but it was easy to pick up where she was going. I said, "...and after a while it became difficult to not believe him, even in just some little way?"
Addison nodded. I said, "Kyle's got a way of doing that."
"I don't want to let him have that kind of power over me. I don't want his words, or the pictures and videos he's been sending of him with all these random girls... I don't want any of them to have any power over me, because I don't want that son of a bitch to take up any of my thoughts anymore. So, that's why I'd like your help for a little revenge," Addison said, standing up from her bed.
"What do you need from me?" I asked, eager to help.
Addison smiled. "Something you're uniquely qualified to provide."
Reaching up, she pulled off the shoulders of her dress, dropping it to the floor around her ankles and revealing herself to be quite deliciously naked, save for her comfy slippers.
Sensing where this was going, my cock twitched in anticipation.
"I'm listening," I said, smiling.
Sauntering over to her desk nearby, she toyed with her phone for a moment and propped it up so it was facing the bed.
"He thinks he can break my spirit by screwing random girls, well, I want to show him that not only doesn't it work, but that two can play that game. I want you to fuck me as hard as you've fucked any girl in school, to make me scream, and believe me I intend to scream. I'm going to scream about how lousy a lay that bastard was and about how you're so much better, and about how he means absolutely nothing to me. I could fake it if I have to, but I know you're good, and I know you can make it so, so real," Addison said, her hands dropping to her pussy and fingering her sweet, moist lips. My mouth watered at the sight, and it was now decidedly uncomfortable to sit still with how hard my cock was.
"So, Ryan, what do you say about helping me with a little revenge for Christmas?" Addison asked.
Looking her up and down and taking in her massive, sweet tits, I'd have been a fool to say anything but "yes". Even so, when she spun around, showing off her juicy, round ass, squeezing her bountiful flesh in a way that would've raised the dead, I thought my answer to be a pretty easy one.
I unzipped my pants and pulled out all ten inches of my thick, hard cock. "I'd say: Merry Christmas."
***
There were few joys in life I found greater than spending a nice, quiet moment hanging out with my girlfriend, Josie Wong. It was still something worth marveling at, that I could so freely use the term girlfriend, and that it in no way interfered with my social life as long as I didn't interfere in hers. I never really expected that I'd have a girlfriend in high school, let alone a curvy goth princess who could make me laugh as hard as her (and whose ass I found particularly hypnotizing), but here we were, and here I was, possibly one of the luckiest guys on Earth.
Sitting in a quiet booth with her on the second floor of Marsters' Secondhand Books, waiting for our drinks (and someone in particular) to arrive, I was feeling pretty good. After being all too happy to help Addison with her video to get back at Kyle, I only had six names left on my Christmas good deeds list. It was strange, reaching the end of such a long road, but it was a road I was looking forward to the end of.
I didn't know that, sitting here and talking with Josie, that I'd soon discover a complication that would change how the latter half of this year would go. Like many such discoveries in life, you don't know at the time how major something's going to be until its impact is fully felt, and this one was definitely one of those. I still had a few moments of blissful unawareness, sitting around and feeling the holiday spirit and a strong sense of love for Josie Wong without anything adding further complication.
I knew that she looked a little nervous, and I figured that it was just a matter of time before she told me why.
"So... there's something we gotta talk about," Josie said.
There we go.
"What's up?" I asked.
She bit her lip nervously, then let out her breath in one heavy sigh. "Ah, fuck it. I know we'd talked about spending most of winter break together after you're done with all your Christmas plotting, but..."
"But what?" I asked.
"...well, I'm not gonna be here for winter break after all," Josie said.
"You're not?" This hit me in the gut far more than I expected it would. I didn't have any claim on her time, but I was really looking forward to having some good time with her and nothing else on my plate in the coming weeks.
"My grandmother on my dad's side, she's going in for cancer surgery right after Christmas-"
"Shit, I'm sorry," I interrupted.
Josie shook her head, a slight smile building on her lips. "Don't worry about it; she's tiny and frail-looking, but the bitch is indestructible. This would be round four with cancer, and she's gonna kick it's ass again."
"Sounds like you admire her," I said.
"The toughest lady I know? Yeah. Yeah I do. But that's beside the point; the point is that Mom and Dad want to take us to spend some time with her while she goes through surgery and recuperates, which is gonna be a couple weeks. Maybe longer. I love her, but I don't really wanna go for that long," Josie said.
A couple weeks, maybe more, without Josie Wong. It said a lot for how close we'd grown that I wasn't looking forward to this at all, and that I knew I'd miss her terribly. Sure, we could probably text and Skype, but I liked having her close. I liked to touch her, the sound of her laugh, to make her cum in her own powerful way...
"Will we still have Christmas Eve?" I asked, hopeful that at least some of our plans might still come together.
"Of course. I know I've got something I'd like you to unwrap and have some... fun with," Josie said, running her foot up against my leg, her voice full of promise.
"Sounds promising," I said. We'd had some discussions, nothing heavy or serious yet, to expand our horizons and maybe get a little (or a lot) kinky with our Christmas gifts for each other. I had an idea that I was a little nervous about, but one that I thought might prove fun.
I finished, "I'm still working on your present, but I've got a line on it for tomorrow."
"Goodie," Josie said, licking her full, painted black lips. I really, really wanted to take her then and there, I'm not gonna lie, but I still had enough propriety to keep my head together and not do something that'd completely embarrass myself.
No, I'd save that enthusiasm for private, later.
"So, where's this not-really-a-vacation gonna be?" I asked, trying to lighten the conversation further.
"Hawaii," Josie admitted.
"Winter break in Hawaii? Beaches and sun and surfer dudes? You sure you don't really wanna go?" I teased.
Pulling the top of her black coat open wide enough to show some of her pale, creamy cleavage, Josie sarcastically said, "Yeah, I really look like the beach bitch type, don't I?"
I laughed. "Point."
"Though I wouldn't mind getting gangbanged by some 'surfer dudes'; might be about the only thing I could do that'd keep me from missing your cock for a few minutes," Josie purred.
I knew I should've been jealous at the image, but it was hard not to instead be turned on by it, to be honest. "Well, if you swing it, be sure to send pictures."
Josie raised an eyebrow. We'd talked plenty about my exploits with other girls since we'd sort of become an item, but hadn't really talked much about her being with other guys. That I was every bit as encouraging of her as she was of me seemed to take her by surprise, but not in a bad way. (And for those of you who love to speculate, no, this isn't what caused the complication with us; that'll come up in a few chapters.)
Finally, she said, "You're on."
"Good," I replied.
"And you better tell me every juicy fucking detail of what kinda trouble you get up to while I'm gone," Josie said.
I laughed again. "You know I will."
Josie was not to be quieted that easily. "I want pictures. I want descriptions. I want tales that'll make me want to fuck you into unconsciousness when I get back. I want-"
"I hope I'm not interrupting a... private moment?"
We both looked up to see the barista from the coffee shop downstairs standing nearby with our two drinks and an amused grin on her face. With most of the baristas working here, that would have been an embarrassing moment, but when that smile belonged to the beautiful face of Mallory Dourif, that was something I could live with. Tall, willowy and beautiful with soft, pale skin, a light dusting of freckles across her cheeks, bright blue eyes and a shaved head, she was an unconventional beauty but undeniably one of the prettiest girls in senior class. I'd been with the beautiful cosplayer a couple times in October, and though I hadn't spent nearly as much time with her since as I would've liked, seeing her brought a familiar stirring in my pants.
"You aren't. Nothing more than usual anyway," Josie said.
"Hey," I said to Mallory.
"Hey," she replied, sliding into the seat next to me. "You said you wanted to see me when I was on break? Well, I'm on break. What's up?"
I'd come up with a whole speech about what I meant to do for Mallory and why, but when someone who can be as blunt as Josie Wong is sitting next to you (and is an integral part of the plan), things have a way of getting a little off script.
Before I could say anything, Josie said, "You hear about how Ryan's been doing his own naughty and nice thing for Christmas? Making a list and checking it twice, getting presents for all the girls he's screwed and all that?"
"I could've said that," I whispered to her.
"Yeah, but it'd have taken a while; I just helped you break the ice," Josie replied easily, smiling so cutely I couldn't hold anything against her.
Blushing slightly, Mallory replied to Josie's question, "Some. I'd heard rumors, that something bad's happened to you, but I didn't really think much of them. What happened? Are you alright, Ryan?"
Though mildly annoyed with Josie, I said, "Yeah, it's... it's a long story."
"Well... I'm sorry to hear you're having some rough times. If you ever want to talk with someone with an intimate knowledge of rough times, I'm here," Mallory said, placing her hand on mine for a moment.
"Thanks," I replied. I turned to Josie. "Do you wanna finish this, or can I?"
"It's all yours," Josie said, sipping from her coffee and sighing contentedly.
I returned to Mallory. "So... yeah, I've been doing something for every girl I've been with, and-"
"You don't have to. For me, I mean, if that's why you're here; if you want to for everyone else, you can, that's for you, but there's nothing I need, honestly. Thank you, though, for thinking," Mallory said.
"I want to, though," I said, squeezing her hand back. "Good people deserve good things, and you're about as good as they come."
Mallory blushed.
"You should at least hear what it is before you turn it down," Josie suggested.
Mallory bit her lip, her eyes cast to the side as if in deep thought. Finally, she said, "Okay. I'll hear what you have to offer before I say anything, even though I'm probably still going to say no."
"But you'll wait 'til you hear me before saying no?" I asked.
"I'll wait," Mallory said.
I took a deep breath, hoping I could pull this off. "So... how much, on average, would you say cosplaying glamour shots go for?"



Whatever Mallory was expecting, this wasn't it. "Too much. Less if the photographer thinks he can score with me, but even then, too much."
"What would you say to a year of free glamour photography? Something like that could really help elevate your career, couldn't it?" I asked.
"I'd say the offer's too good to be true," Mallory said. "Or that it comes with some kind of terrible twist."
"Only a terrible twist if you consider time with me bad," Josie said, not setting her coffee down but sliding her phone across the table.
Mallory picked the phone up and took a look at some of the pictures from Josie's portfolio.
I started, "Josie's one of the most talented photographers you're going to find in the region, and though it took some coaxing..."
"Translation: multiple orgasms," Josie interrupted.
I finished, "...she's willing to take some really, really nice glamour shots of you for the next year, or so long as you're staying in Regan Hills before heading off to college."
Mallory looked from Josie to me, a skeptical look on her face. "He's serious?"
Josie nodded. Mallory's eyes went wider. "You are serious."
"Completely," I said.
"And you're just doing this... for, what? Guilt? Christmas spirit?" Mallory asked.
"A little from Column A, a little from Column B," I said.
"I don't have any of the guilt, but I've got plenty of Christmas spirit. And if you, the semi-famous-but-bound-to-be-very-famous-cosplayer, give me all the credit and let people know where your awesome glamour shots come from, well, that'd be just fine with me," Josie said, smiling proudly.
"Of course I would!" Mallory said, looking back to Josie's portfolio.
"Well, then what's the hold-up? You gonna accept our gift or won't you?" Josie asked.
Mallory bit her lip again. "This... this is too much. I can't... shit. Okay. Fuck it, I'll take the pictures."
Suddenly, she threw her arms around me in a tight, powerful hug, before reaching one hand out to touch Josie's wrist gratefully.
"Thank you both, so much," Mallory said.
I looked across the table at Josie, who in spite of the sarcasm she brought to the conversation had such a look of genuine joy on her face that I reached out to her too. I knew I loved her, but seeing her unrestrained happiness in a moment of doing something nice... that was something else entirely.
I'd put it off and made excuses long enough. Then and there I vowed that it was finally time to check Josie Wong off my list.
***
Though I'd always intended for the McNeil women to be the first ones checked off of my Christmas good deeds list, I'd always meant for Josie to be the next one in line. My goal for her was a simple one, namely reuniting her with her best friend, 18-year-old Mia Roth, an emo rocker who'd been with Josie through the darkest days of her last breakup that left her close to suicidal. Early in November, Josie had introduced me to her, and to say things went badly would be putting it extremely lightly. Mia was pissed at me, thinking that I was going to break Josie's heart and put her in a similarly bad place. I, not knowing what to do, ran off and let Josie and Mia fight it out, leading to a breakup in their friendship that hadn't been mended for nearly two months. Josie said that she was fine without Mia while her best friend was being a bitch, but I wasn't nearly so convinced. There was a certain slight sadness to her without Mia as a friend, and if there was something I could do about it, I would.
The problem was, well, Mia.
I'd tried for a few weeks now to track her down so I could talk to her.
I'd say a good 70% of the time she was good at completely avoiding me. Another 25% of the time when I was able to catch up to her in school, she would just walk around me and keep going.
The other 5% would be those rare moments I actually got to talk to her for a few seconds. They usually ended with her beating a hasty retreat, but I got an additional "Fuck you" before she moved on.
I'd had more than one occasion so far where I seriously reconsidered what I'd do for Josie, but the more of a pain in the ass Mia was about this, the more determined I was to try to talk to her, even for just a few minutes. I won't say that I was obsessed, no, I know I wasn't that creepy, but as challenges went, it was one that got harder the more I threw myself at it, and that somehow only strengthened my resolve.
I was going to talk with Mia Roth, and god-willing, I was going to get her to talk to Josie.
If I didn't... well...
Alright, I didn't have another plan. If I failed at this, I was fucked and I knew it.
Thankfully, I had a little help on this task.
I strode nervously up the front walk to Mia's family's house and pressed the button for the doorbell. It took about thirty seconds, but I heard some fiddling with the lock on the other side. My heart was pounding, my hands shaking slightly, but I balled them up and somehow willed myself to calm down.
I could do this.
I could do this.
I was going to do this.
It was just a matter of-
The door swung open. The girl in front of me wasn't smiling, but the moment she got a look at me that not-smile became a sneer quick.
"If you're here for my twin, Brianna's off slutting herself out somewhere else with some lacrosse player. Otherwise, fuck off," Mia Roth said, slamming the door in my face.
Honestly, this went about exactly as well as I'd expected. I'd enlisted Josie and Mia's mutual friend (and my Christmas co-conspirator) Hope Harris' help to find out when Mia would be home alone and more amenable to talk. Sure, I'd had Hope arrange for a meetup between the two of them today, and instead of Hope showing up, I was here in her place. It was a shitty tactic to use (and one I was hoping wouldn't blow back on Hope), but I was getting desperate and running out of ideas, and since a similar idea had been so helpful in getting Rose, Brooke and Haley back together...
I pounded on the door. "Mia!"
"What part of 'fuck off' didn't you understand?" she called through the door.
"I just want to talk! I only want a few minutes of your time to try to convince you that Josie isn't insane, and that she really wants to be your friend still, and that I'm really not that bad a guy for Josie, or for anyone, really! I love her, and I want her to be happy, and I know you love her and want her to be happy too, but with the two of you enemies right now, she's not as happy as she could be! I know you seem accomplished at holding grudges, but if she's not feeling good about this then I have to think you're not feeling too good about this either, and if I can help you two work your shit out, then-"
The door swung open enough for Mia to sneak her face through. "Then what?"
I sighed. "Look, I don't think I'm the only one who thinks the world can use a bit of happiness right now, and if you don't want to be happy then that's all your choice, but I know you want Josie to be happy every bit as much, if not more, than I do, and if the two of you aren't talking then she's not happy. It creates a spiral of shit, maybe not as bad as the one you saw her through before when Jackson fucked her over but still pretty bad, and if you care about her as much as you've claimed to before, just give me five minutes of your time so I can prove to you that I'm not the demon you think I am."
Mia considered me for a long moment, her hand on the door and her face still taking up the gap in the doorway. Finally, grumbling, she swung the door wide open.
"Come in. And leave your shoes by the door; Mom'll kill me if anyone tracks dirt on her spotless rugs," Mia said, disgruntled.
It may not have been much, but this was still technically progress.
***
Though her family's house had the kind of suburban perfection to it that would've made Martha Stewart say they were trying too hard, Mia's room was much more indicative of her personal style. With walls covered in posters for bands I'd never heard of, decorations straight from Hot Topic, and bookshelves crammed to the gills with the dark and depressing, Mia's room looked exactly like the image that Mia herself tried to give off.
Not that Mia herself was a bad sight. Pale and with bright pink hair cut in a short bob, her already impressive curves were only accentuated by her short, 5'4" stature. Though her black jeans were just loose enough that it was difficult to get a good look at her ass, I knew it was nice and round. Her tank top, on the other hand, was tight enough to show off her immense F-cup tits (and that, in addition to not wearing a bra, it appeared her nipples were pierced). Her arms and upper chest covered in tattoos, her nose, ears and eyebrows pierced and her thick lips painted black, Mia was a strange mix of seductive and "stay away."
We hadn't spoken much since she brought me in here, but her scowl wasn't quite so harsh either.
I took this for progress.
"You know why I've hated you, right?" Mia asked.
"You've made that abundantly clear," I agreed. She used the word 'hated' in the past tense, though, so that was something.
"Good," she said. She had this look to her like a cornered animal, wanting to show her dominance while at the same time not fully sure of what the best next move was. In the end, she seemed to settle for needing a prop, striding over to her guitar and giving it a good once over. I stood where I was, trying to look as unthreatening as possible while still holding my ground.
"Good," she repeated. "Then I don't need to repeat myself."
I needed to play this safely, but I also needed to continue making progress. I asked, "Why'd you let me in here? Weeks I've been trying to do this, saying pretty much the same things whenever you gave me a chance to say a couple words... why'd you let me in today? I know it's not because I'm persistent, 'cause I think you're more stubborn than I'm persistent."
"I can still kick you out, if you'd like," Mia suggested.
"No. I'm right where I want to be," I said.
"Well, good for you, then," Mia said. Without looking up from her guitar, she sighed. "I don't want things to be like they are between me and Josie, but I thought... if I stood strong... that she'd miss me more than she wanted to be with you. I played that gamble wrong."
"That's one way of putting it," I muttered, loud enough for her to shoot me another scowl, enough that I took a step back and held my hands up placating.
"I don't like playing this manipulative bullshit because it's just so... high school... but I thought it might have been the only way to convince her. I was wrong, and now we're both miserable for lack of each others' company, and then there's... you," she said with some finality.
"What about me?" I asked.
Mia glowered at me. "What about you? Let's see... you're a guy who's just started having sex and is slinging dick all around the school without a lot of concern for what harm might come of it-"
"I'm getting better about that," I interrupted.
"-and even though you claim to be boyfriend-girlfriend with Josie, you still fuck around with all these other girls like it's no big deal-"
I interrupted again, "Because Josie and I have talked about this! She really gets off on it, and is free to fuck around with whoever she wants too, guys, girls, whether I'm there or not!"
Mia clearly wanted to continue, but rethought her next words. "That... that sounds like Josie."
"What we have is more than just sex," I pleaded. "Because... yeah, I have made some mistakes. I have done some stupid things because of sex, things I wish I could take back. I've hurt some people I never wanted to hurt, and I never want to do that again. Josie and me, our relationship's got more to it than just sex. We're together because we like to be together, because we love seeing each other and talking at the end of the day. She's everything to me, and I'd never, ever want to hurt her."
Mia looked up at me, considering. "Smooth words. The right words, even. Problem is, I've heard them before. With Jackson."
Jackson. Josie's old boyfriend, the one who broke her heart so bad she might've nearly killed herself if it weren't for Mia and her other friends.
Mia continued, "He was a pretty boy who was good with words and loved slinging his affections around school too. He was charming, he knew exactly what to say and when to say it, how to wrap Josie around his little finger to get her to do what he wanted, and when he got bored..."
She looked out her window, watching the wind through the trees outside. "If I could get away with killing that sonofabitch, I would. I really would."
"So you want to kill me, too?" I asked.
After a pause, Mia said, "I did."
"Then why am I different?" I asked.
"Because unlike Jackson, you're not trying to convince me that you're a good guy. A *nice* guy. Real good guys don't have to tell you that they're good, they just are. Even when he was stepping on her heart, Jackson was trying to make it look like he was the real victim, that his heart was breaking even harder than Josie's. You... you admit your mistakes. Not a lot of people do that these days. Too many guys want to look the martyr, to put all the stupid shit they've done on the women in their lives when all the blame rests with them. You take that blame. That's... that's rare. Commendable, probably, but definitively rare," Mia said.
Setting her guitar back down, Mia was clearly more confident with what she had to say. "Beyond that, I could still be angry with you for the way you're working your way through the women of this school, but I can't even entirely be angry with you for that, either, because I've got good sources who tell me that you're a considerate lover for a guy with a dick as large as yours is rumored to be. Most guys with a tool as large as you're said to be, they don't do much but get by on that size, but you try to make sure everyone has a good time. That's good and rare these days. Hope and Sarah have had nothing but good things to say about the sex you've shared with them, not to mention the good you've done in the name of your Christmas penance. You got Hope the girl of her dreams and Sarah a spot on the cheer squad? Though I wish they had more fulfilling dreams to aspire to, there's no denying that you helped them fulfill those dreams."
"I tried," I said.
"Yes, you did," Mia said. "It was still something you did out of a feeling of guilt, which doesn't make it entirely admirable, but it's also something you didn't have to do. You certainly didn't have to do it to the degree you did it to. You could've gotten everyone gift cards or tried to make it up to them with only sex, but you've been putting yourself out on the line, in situations where everything could easily explode in your face. I've been nothing but a bitch to you, but you've kept coming back, again and again, because you love Josie, don't you?"
"Completely and utterly," I said.
She looked me up and down, a little unbelieving. It was a look I was used to from many girls, and one that had stopped surprising and offending me a while ago.
"Whatever," she said, rolling her eyes and pulling her phone from her pocket. She typed a quick message into it and showed me the screen.
It was a message to Josie.
Mia: Your boyfriend's persistent. Maybe crazy. Still not sure I like him, but I still like you. Sorry I've been such a bitch. I don't want things to be like this anymore. Can we talk soon? Work this shit out like adults?
"Don't make me regret sending this," Mia said. "I don't like being wrong about this. I don't trust you, but I'm willing to give you a little trust, which is more than I give most people. Don't fuck it up."
"I won't," I said, meaning every word of it.
There was a silence between the two of us that lasted a good long moment, before almost simultaneously, both of our phones buzzed. We checked them at once. I laughed. She glowered.
Josie: Thank you thank you thank you!!! Didn't think it was possible for anyone, but you pulled it off! Have you fucked her yet? If not, why are you reading this when you could be fucking her and giving me all the juicy details?
"I'm gonna assume she sent you the same sort of message as me?" Mia asked.
"Depends," I said, showing her my phone as she showed me hers.
Josie: You have been a bitch, but you're lucky I love you. Let's talk when you two are done. You know you might like him more if you made him take off all his clothes and fuck you silly, right? Just an idea...
"Then, yeah, that seems about right," I agreed as we both put away our phones.
"So, she really wants us to have sex?" Mia mused.
"We don't have to," I said quickly.
"What, I'm not pretty enough for you?" she said, harshly.
Backpedaling quickly, I replied, "That's not what I-"
"I know," Mia laughed. I didn't know she could laugh. "Just having fun with you. No, it's just you being... you, call me crazy for being a skeptic. You're not really my type, but I've been with people who weren't my type because I knew what they could do and it sounded fun. I've shared guys and girls with my friends before, heard what Josie and Hope and Sarah had to say, but I look at you and it's not exactly something that's easy to believe."
"It might be hard to believe, but that doesn't mean it isn't true," I said, trying to sound smooth while I looked her up and down. It was difficult to argue that she wasn't hot in her own, unique, if absolutely bitchy way. I'd been gaining an appreciation for the offbeat-looking girls this year, and Mia certainly bucked a lot of traditional definitions of beauty in a way that I definitely liked (though most would be fools if they didn't at least have some appreciation of her amazing rack and what looked like a nice ass). It was enough that I was already somewhat hard, and having to adjust my position for it to be comfortable.
Mia took notice, looking down slightly. "So, are you really as good as everyone else says?"
"I haven't been on the receiving end of me, but I like to think so," I said.
"And with all your shuffling, I take it you think I'm sexy?" Mia said, rubbing her hands from her hips up to her massive tits, her eyes glancing downward again as she watched my reaction to her.
"Is it that obvious?" I said, sarcastic.
"Well... fuck it, I'm down," she said.
"For sex?" I asked, my heart beating considerably faster.
"If you think you can take me, yeah," Mia said, a hand going up to one of her breasts. I could see a hard nipple straining through the fabric of her too-tight tank top, just begging to be touched. She ran her thumb over it playfully, drawing my attention to it.
"I think I can. Yeah," I said, suddenly unsure of myself.
"We'll see about that. Now take your clothes off. All of them," Mia commanded.
I almost did a double-take, asking if I'd heard her correctly, but I held my tongue.
I didn't get the impression that Mia was the type who'd respond well to indecision, so instead I acted. I pulled off my shirt, revealing my bare chest to her.
Though I'd begun to develop something resembling muscles over the last few months of working out with Brooke, it wasn't enough to impress Mia. She said, "Keep going."
I removed my socks, then undid my belt, dropping my pants to the floor. With my cock straining the front of my underwear, Mia's eyes widened slightly. Her voice a little huskier, she continued, "Keep going."
I hooked my thumbs under the elastic of my underwear and pulled it down, leaving me completely naked in front of her. Now, I'd been naked in front of a lot of girls, but being naked in front of one while she was still completely dressed felt odd in a way I couldn't adequately describe. It felt instinctively embarrassing in its own way, not that my cock agreed with this. It stood tall and proud at all of its ten thick inches, bobbing slightly as I stood before her.



"Not bad," Mia said. "Not the greatest body, but you definitely have the tripod thing going on. Turn around. Let me see your ass."
My ass was never one of my more favorite parts, but I did as I was told, turning around so my back was to her. It was right about here that I started to feel like I might have gotten a bit in over my head, but it was also too late to back out.
"My, my, my," she intoned, walking up slowly behind me. "That is one tight little ass."
"Thanks?" I said, not fully sure how I was meant to take that.
"You're welcome," she said, pressing her body against my back. I could feel her breasts pillowing behind me, her nipples digging through her tank top, hard against me. Her hands, strong yet delicate, ran up the sides of my body, then wrapped around my front, caressing my muscles, pinching my nipples lightly, then harder.
I groaned.
"I've been told you don't freak out when things get a little... unconventional?" Mia asked, one hand traveling up my neck while another went down and lightly grazed my pubic hair.
My voice hitching up slightly higher, I replied, "Depends on how unconventional you mean to get, but, I've nothing against experimenting. What do you have in mind?"
She pressed two of her fingers to my lips. "Suck on my fingers, and we'll see."
I had only a slight idea of where she was going, but liking that image, I did as I was told. I sucked her fingers into my mouth, enjoying the sounds of pleasure she made almost as much as the feel of the fingertips of her other hand sliding down to the root of my cock. She reached around, grasping at my thickness with one hand.
Unable to make her fingertips touch, she said, "My, aren't you a big one."
Her fingers still in my mouth, I grunted a sound of approval. Cooing, she continued, "But I bet I know a way that can make you bigger."
I grunted again, inquisitively. While still slowly exploring my cock with one hand, she pulled her wet fingers of the other from my mouth and brought them down. Briefly, I was confused, but when I felt her part my ass cheeks and a wet finger pressed up against my asshole, I groaned in full understanding.
"How's this for unconventional?" Mia demanded.
I'd had the rare finger up my ass before, and finding it strange but enticing, I admitted, "Not bad."
She licked my shoulder. "Good. Then put your hands on the desk and bend over; I'm gonna have some fun with you."
Since this sounded like it could go to some fun places, I did as she said, bending over at the waist slightly and bracing my hands against her desk. Gently but forcefully, she spread my legs to give her better access to my ass, and with a little bit of pressure, pushed one finger inside of me.
"Oh, fuck!" I moaned as she penetrated me, at once unprepared and loving immensely what I was feeling. I wasn't very practiced with it, and the pressure of her finger inside of me brought almost as much pain as pleasure, but with her insistent thrusts I soon got used to the sensation. It was undeniably strange in its newness, but it was no doubt exciting.
"Oh you like that? You've been inside so many girls, what's it like when one of 'em's inside you?" she said, bending against me so she could reach around. She wasn't playing games with my cock this time, wrapping her hand around the head and swirling around the small drop of precum until I was nice and slick. She timed her jacking with the thrusts of the finger in my ass, creating a sensation that was unbelievably intense and pleasurable.
"Oh fuck... it's nice... so fucking nice... keep doing that..." I moaned. It was hard fighting the parts of my mind that told me how wrong this was, that instinctive voice that knew this was abnormal, but with little effort I could tell it to fuck off and just really let myself go.
"Think you can handle more? You're always shoving this fat monster up girls' asses, I think you could handle a little more on your end, couldn't you?" Mia taunted, running her second moist finger against my ass.
Though one finger felt surprisingly big up my ass, I couldn't say a second didn't sound exciting.
I gritted my teeth. "Do it."
"Oh, good answer," she said, pressing her second finger inside me with her first. "Such a tight little ass, you and me, we're gonna have a lot of fun."
I didn't know what she had in mind and what particular kind of fun we'd have, but when a busty girl is giving you an expert handjob while vigorously fucking two fingers in and out of your ass, you're a little past such things as serious internal debate. I was along for the ride, lost to pleasure as I grunted and groaned, feeling her magical hands working wonders on my cock and in my ass as she kept at me, harder and harder, the stream of words being whispered in my mouth at once vile and powerfully erotic.
"So this is the cock that's been setting the school on fire? Imagine if all those other girls could see you now, bent over and taking it up the ass like this, enjoying having your tight little hole violated by a pink-haired emo bitch, what'd they think of you then?" Mia hissed, her tone a mix of playfulness and threatening.
"The girls I've been with?" I grunted. "Most of them would... fuuuck... they'd be surprised... then they'd ask for their turn."
Mia barked a laugh. "Yeah, the sluts of this school would, wouldn't they?"
Beyond words for the pleasure I was feeling, I only nodded. She was going at such a furious pace, that it wouldn't take long before she had me cumming all over her desk. I was so close, I knew it, she knew it.
That was probably why she stopped when she did, pulling both of her hands from me. I was all at once oversensitive and completely empty, growling with need as she simply turned on her feet and walked over to her bed.
"Oh, don't be so whiny," Mia chided, pulling down her pants and panties to reveal an unkempt mat of dirty blonde pubic hair over a pair of swollen lips. "Geez, you put your fingers in a guy's ass and he thinks he's entitled to anything; if you wanna cum, you're gonna have to work for it, and if everything I've heard about you is true, I think you're going to like working for it.
Emphasizing this, she reached down and started playing with her delicious-looking pussy lips, spreading them out enticingly. From the moment we'd started fooling around, I was looking forward to when I'd get to go down on Mia. I thought it would be fun, intense in the way she had of bringing her personality into things, but this was a completely different animal. She'd made me into a beast driven by a carnal urge to fuck and cum and make others cum, so, yeah, I wasn't exactly my usual eloquent self when I saw her juicy pussy.
I certainly wasn't my usual self when I dropped to my knees and crawled for her, wrapping my arms around her thighs and pulling them wide open as I forced my mouth onto her pussy.
"Fuck... that shit's nice, that shit's fucking nice," Mia groaned, grabbing my head in her hands and forcing my face even harder against her pussy.
I hardly needed the encouragement, but it was nice to know I was doing something she liked. Mia was particularly vocal as I ate her out, moaning loudly when she wasn't cussing up a storm. Her pussy, with its fat, full lips and sweet juice that had a way of getting everywhere, was perfection. I could get really messy with it and not even care as I ravenously ate her out.
Looking up at her, barely seeing her face for her mountainous breasts, I could still see that completely smug and in control bitch who'd gotten me so close and left me teetering on the edge. While I was fine with her taking charge (and honestly found it quite exciting), I wanted to at least give her a bit of a surprise, and playing the odds I thought I had a good idea of how.
Once I was certain I had her close, I grabbed her by the hips and rolled her over onto her stomach, bent over the edge of the bed. She squealed in surprise, but not as loudly as she squealed as I first slid two fingers into her sopping wet pussy, and then started rimming her asshole.
"HOLY FUCK!" she yelled in surprise, craning her neck to look back at me, her body writhing and shaking on the couch as I fingerfucked her pussy and furiously licked her tight little asshole. I don't know what she expected when we began, but the way she wrapped her legs around my chest and pulled me in tighter, I knew I was going in the right direction.
"Motherfuck, you son of a bitch, fuck, god that's good, fucking great, keep going, like that, right there, I'm gonna cum all over you, I'm gonna... I'm gonna... OH, FUCK YOU YOU MOTHERFUCKER KEEP FUCKING THAT- FUCKING GODDAMNIT, FUCK, FUCK, FUUUUUUUUUUUUCKKKKKK YOOOOOOOOOUUUUUUUUU FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!! FUCK!!! FUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!!!!!!" she roared.
Her legs clamped down on me almost as hard as her pussy clamped down on my fingers, and for a moment I thought there was a good chance I might be smothered in her bountiful and beautifully full ass cheeks, but if this was how I was going to go out, this was how I'd go out. I kept fingerfucking her and eating her ass, keeping her going as she worked her way through the violent orgasm that drenched my wrist and even managed to splash some against my chest. I kept her going until she began to slow, then until she reached back and gently pushed me away.
"That was..." she panted, "...fuck."
"That's what I was trying for," I said.
"Well, you fucking succeeded," Mia declared, rolling over and sitting up so her massive tits towered above me. Almost smirking, Mia pulled the tank top over her head, revealing her massive, naked breasts to me. Her upper chest was almost as tattooed as her arms, and the small, pointed nipples at the tips of her wide, flat areolas were pierced by a pair of matching small metal bar piercings.
With the state I was in, I couldn't help myself but prop myself up on my knees and start licking and sucking at them, which by Mia's response sounded exactly like what she was looking for.
"Not bad, not bad, not as good as your mouth on my pussy and ass, but not bad, just keep fucking sucking on me, yeah, you like those giant tits, don't you? Everyone does. Somehow not the biggest in school, but who gives a fuck when they look this sweet, right? You wanna see 'em wrapped around your cock, don't you?" Mia intoned.
Without taking my mouth from her nipples, I nodded. I always loved a chance to fuck a huge pair of tits, and Mia's were undeniably exquisite in that department.
"Well, you're good, but if you want these tits, I'm still gonna work you some first," she said, pushing my head away before pulling me up on the bed next to her. She pushed me flat on my back so my cock was standing straight up into the air like a flagpole before bending over and taking it between her nice, soft lips. It took her a couple tries to get my entire length down, but considering how amazing her mouth felt, I was hardly complaining. She was hot, she was tight, she was attentive, and she knew how to use her tongue ever so nicely when it came to my cockhead.
No, I wasn't going to complain, not one bit.
Running my hand through her pink hair, amazed at how easily she'd downed my entire length, I groaned, "Is there, like, some class in school that teaches every girl how to be an expert at deepthroating?"
Mia came up for air, a single strand of saliva connecting my cock to her mouth as she responded, "Didn't you know? There's a secret elective for it; you just need to know the secret code to find it on the class schedule. It's right next to the classes on 'Why Every Girl's Secretly into Girl on Girl for Dummies', 'Taking Dick Like a Champ' and 'How to Grow Crazy Big Tits'."
Without missing a beat, she went back to sucking on my cock. I like to say I was slow to respond because of her amazing blowjob, but even then it would still have probably taken me too long to respond, "You're fucking with me, right?"
"Obviously," she said, rolling her eyes and kissing the head of my cock lusciously. "This town in general and our school in particular is an anomalous pornographic fantasy for anyone who chooses to take advantage of it; why complain?"
"I wasn't complaining, I was just curious," I clarified, moaning as she took my cock back into her mouth.
Almost exasperated, Mia pushed me down onto my back. "If you want to be curious, I can give you something to be curious about."
She didn't have to push a 69 onto me, but I wasn't complaining that she did, not one bit. I already quite enjoyed the taste of her pussy, and 69ing with girls in general, so getting the chance to do this with Mia Roth with her gigantic tits crushed against my chest and her excellent cocksucking skills was really just an added bonus for the day. It was difficult to tell with how good she was at sucking my cock and not really knowing how good I was at returning the favor, but given the intensity of her responses I liked to think we were pretty well matched when it came to giving some good, quality oral sex.
Overall, this was good, because who doesn't like getting some great oral?
The problem as I saw it (not that it was too much of a problem, to be honest), was that she was good.
Almost too good. Her lips, her tongue, her mouth and throat, all were perfect machines for giving me the best blowjob imaginable, and it was too much.
I stopped eating her out just long enough to say, "If you keep up like that, I'm gonna cum in your mouth."
Mia stopped, thinking on this. "Well, we can't have that..."
Before I knew what was happening, she was lifting off of my chest and stomach, propping herself up so she was sitting entirely on my face. I was dropped into darkness as my face was consumed in her ass and thighs, my whole universe now down to eating her out as furiously as possible as she continued to ride my face. Her sweetness was my only tether to the world, her moans the only things I could hear. With my eyes forced shot, I ate and I ate and I ate, licking and sucking and ecstatically licking up her juices with every intention of getting her off again.
Her hands were on mine, grabbing them and pulling them up so I could cup her breasts, pinch her nipples and generally just help keep her going. Every so often, she'd lean just enough to graze my cock with one of her fingers, playing with its oversensitivity and driving me even wilder, which in turn made me eat her pussy even harder. I knew this was working for her by the rapidity and intensity of her cursing, and the way she began to softly shake.
What exactly she said as she came that second time, I couldn't exactly tell you for the way her legs clamped around my head, but knowing her I can't imagine it was very family friendly.
(And yes, to those of you who feel like pointing out that what we did wasn't exactly PG, I'm pretty sure the word "FUCK" was used a lot)
It was a while before she climbed off of my face, and I couldn't tell you which one of us was panting harder. All I know was that she'd climbed further up her bed so she lay propped up against the pillows, her chest rising and falling in delicious swells as her mammoth tits stood up like mountains. Her hair was a tangled mess and her makeup was streaked heavily from god only knew how much oral and exertion, but even as I might've hoped for a giddy, or at least satisfied, smile, all I got from her was more of that beautifully bitchy face she seemed to know so well.
I rolled over onto my stomach, and the two of us just stared into each others' eyes for a while, catching our breath, not moving and trying to take in just what had happened between the two of us.
After a time, her hands dropped to her pussy and spread the lips of her labia profanely.
"Fuck me," Mia said. It wasn't a question, nor was it a demand, but something in between. A request, perhaps, but one that didn't have her drop her command of the situation for even a moment.
Without saying anything, still breathing heavily, I climbed further up the bed, between Mia's legs and over her body, lining my giant, pulsing cock with her soaked pussy. She'd gotten me close to the edge, so close it felt like I could boil over with only the slightest touch, so close that I was almost mad with the need for release. Here I was on top of her, the head of my cock resting up against her sweet, sweet pussy lips, and she was the one in control. She was the one who looked up at me, knowing that I was doing this exactly how she wanted it.
There was something oddly freeing in that, and knowing that she wanted me here, now.
With only the slightest effort, I pushed my cock forward, sliding the head easily into her sopping, hot cunt.
"Fuck..." Mia groaned. "Not bad... not bad... keep going, keep going you fuck, keep going... fuck."
I did keep going, pressing inch after inch into her tight pussy, giving her everything I had until my balls were resting against her ass. I was buried inside of this girl who'd hated me for so long, and who might even still have hated me a bit. There was very little love between us, or even affection, just raw animal lust of two people who were not only built for sex, but really good at it too.
When I kissed her for the first time, nothing truly changed between us, but it felt the ultimate culmination in what we'd been building toward.
"Is this it? Is this what you wanted?" I growled as I stayed there, buried to the hilt in her pussy.
"Not at first," she admitted, looking down in some wonderment that we'd pulled this off. "But now... yeah. You've got a cock, and it feels fucking nice, I'll grant you that, but let's see if you know how to use it. Fuck it. Make me scream. Destroy my fucking pussy and fill me with cum. Do all that, and you might even have earned a picture for your fucking trophy album."
I growled, pulling most of the way out and then slamming back into her. "It's not about trophies, but I'm still gonna make you scream."
"Good," Mia declared, pulling me down for another deep, furious kiss as we began to fuck properly.
I wanted this to last. I had to last. Even with what I'd shown her already, I knew she underestimated what I was capable of. She was in control and I was happy to have her there, but I wanted her to know what I could do, I wanted this to be an encounter she'd never forget. I was so close to cumming, and I didn't have any illusion that I'd be able to get her to cum again before I did, but I was going to make this good.
So, yeah, I fucked her as hard as I could. I drove down into her, pistoning my cock in and out of her with almost its complete length in each stroke, making her moan, making her scream every bit as much as she demanded and then some.
"FUCK YEAH, THAT'S NICE!" she declared. "You spend all your time fucking cheerleaders and preppy sluts, but at the end of the day you like it dark and stormy, don't you? You love the kinky fucking bitches with the tattoos, the losers and the outcasts because you know at the end of the day we fuck better than anyone else, don't you? You love this tight emo cunt, these big fucking tits, you fucking fuck me like an animal because that's how you like it, don't you?"
I didn't say anything, growling and fucking her harder, giving her every inch and feeling an enormous orgasm building in my balls. I wanted this to be fun, but I was getting past all rationality and only feeling an intense need to cum.
Mia was undeterred. Even though I was pounding away, making her scream and squeal, she just couldn't stop talking, trying to remind me of who was really in charge of our encounter.
"Maybe Josie was right. Maybe you are someone who's worth it. You're good, but you've still got a ways to go before you've proven to me you're all the hot shit she claims you are," Mia challenged.
"This... isn't... enough...?" I grunted.
"Oh, this is nice, but far... fuck... from enough. No, if you really wanna show me what you got, I want you to unleash that beast. I want you to just go fucking crazy on my pussy, 'cause I can take it, show me every bit of anger and rage you've held for me these past couple months and make me scream for it, and I want you to cum deep inside your girlfriend's best friend's tight, soaked little cunt," Mia continued, looking up at me. Her eyes were nothing but a cruel challenge, with little in the way of warmth or joy.



Hate-fucking's not exactly in my usual sexual repertoire, and though this wasn't quite that, I know right then that Mia was trying (and succeeding) to light a fire in me. For months now, she'd been a sort of boogeyman to Josie's and my relationship, an obstacle that needed to be overcome no matter how much Josie said she truly didn't matter. She'd made Josie miserable, and when Josie was miserable, I was miserable, and with her impaled on my cock like this, I could feel all those emotions building inside of me.
I'd fucked girls hard before and wondered at how they could come back from it so easily, but I'd never fucked any girl quite as hard, I think, as I did Mia then. I roared every bit as loudly as she screamed, pumping so hard my hips were a blur, living only for my own pleasure and the release of pent up emotions and frustrations, feeling as if every bad thing of the last couple months were building up at the tip of my cock ready to be unleashed.
I didn't wait long.
"FUCK! FUCK! FUCK YOU! FUCK YOU! GODDAMMIT FUCKING FUCK!" I roared in orgasm, thrusting my hips wildly as a flood of cum rocketed from me and filled her pussy. It had been building for a while since we began, and when it came it was a torrent. Shot after shot flew from my cock into her, draining me and hitting me so hard I thought I'd black out if it went any longer.
Mia seemed to love this, crying out and laughing, grabbing my ass and holding me close so I could pour every last ounce into her.
When my pace slowed, she leaned up and kissed me quickly. "Get out what you needed to get out?"
"Yeah," I replied, kissing her again.
"Good," she replied. "I'm pretty close to another; go grab your phone if you want, I'm gonna finish myself off and it'll probably be a good pic."
"Okay," I said, smiling weakly. I climbed off the bed and retrieved my phone, getting an excellent shot of Mia splayed out on the bed. Propped up on pillows so her tits looked amazing, her legs spread wide so I could get a great view of her stretched out lips and leaking cum, it was a perfectly profane picture to add to the album, especially when I took one at the moment of her orgasm.
Drained and utterly exhausted from this fuck, I collapsed beside her on the bed. Weakly, we reached out to each other, stroking each other gently as we regained our energy.
"Full disclosure?" Mia asked.
"Sure," I replied.
"Josie and I've shared everything in the past, and in case you've ever wondered, you're a lot better than Jackson. He was a terrible boyfriend to her, but an even worse lay," she said.
It wasn't something I ever seriously thought about, and something I'd never ask Josie, but it did swell my pride a little to know that.
"Thanks," I replied.
"No problem," she said, looking down at herself. "Fuck, I'm a mess."
"Only if you're doing it right," I said.
Again, I only got the faintest hint of a smirk from her before her lips curled back down.
"Can I ask you something?" I said.
"Is it gonna piss me off?" Mia asked.
"Maybe," I said.
She shrugged. I continued, "I'm not one of those guys who'll tell girls to smile more because it'll make 'em prettier, but I gotta ask... you do know how to smile, right?"
"Yes. I just choose not to," Mia explained.
"Oh," I said.
Mia shrugged again. "I smile when there's reason to, and when I don't, I don't. Been that way since I was little. Brianna and I were born two minutes apart, and though they claim we're identical, it's rarely been the case. When we were kids, she had a resting happy face, I had the resting bitch face. Now, she's got the resting slut face, I've still got the resting bitch face. Everyone likes her, pretty much no one likes me, and that's fine by me. I've got a handful of very close friends I'd trust with my life rather than a hundred maybe friends who could turn on me in a second over some high school bullshit."
As someone who was far from a fan of all that high school bullshit, I could relate. "Then... then I'm glad I was able to help you and Josie out."
"It's not fixed. I... I gotta get over my shit, I gotta make up for being such a cunt to her, but I can do that," Mia said.
"Good," I replied. "I think you'll both be a lot happier that way."
"You think a lot," Mia said.
Now it was my turn to shrug. "It's one of my things."
Mia rolled her eyes. I squeezed one of her nipples. She shuddered, slightly, still looking so gloriously lewd.
"I won't give you a smile, but I bet I can give you something you didn't know," Mia said.
"What?" I asked.
"I bet you Josie never told you we were each others' first kisses," Mia said.
For all the talks Josie and I had had about sex, Mia was right about this. "There more of a story to it than that?"
Mia continued, "Some. We'd been friends forever and both of us definitely had our eyes out for boys, but, with none of the guys we liked giving girls of our appearance more than half a glance, we just up and decided one day that we were gonna fix it ourselves and just made the fuck out. Josie... she's definitely more into girls than I am, but I have my fun too. Helps that she's really fucking good at kissing and fucking and all that."
"You're telling me," I said.
"What I'm trying to say..." Mia trailed off. She screwed up her mouth in concentration for a long moment, seriously considering her next words. I gave her her moment, because I knew when she had something to say that it would be important.
I wasn't disappointed.
"...Josie's special. I don't need to tell you that, though, do I?" Mia said.
"No. I don't think you need to spend long around her to know that. Even clothed," I said, trying to add a little bit of a joke.
Mia wasn't amused. "She's smart, she's funny, she's hot as all get out. You and I know all this, maybe better than anyone else. She doesn't try to ever let it look like anything gets to her, but she's a lot more sensitive than she lets on. I guess, what I'm trying to say, is that I don't want her to get hurt. You don't seem like the kind of guy who's gonna go around hurting her on purpose like Jackson did, but I'd appreciate it if you'd promise to do everything you can to not hurt her accidentally. I'm not gonna be crazy and expect you won't ever fuck up, because everybody fucks up, but if you can just promise me that you'll do everything you can to make sure she stays as wonderful as we both know she is..."
"I won't hurt her. I won't screw her over. I promise," I said. I'd made a lot of promises and said a lot of things in life that could be taken as promises, but I don't think I ever made any as serious as the one I made to Mia, naked and sweaty on her bed like that. I knew it would be a hard one to keep for all the variables involved, because it was pretty easy to fuck up on accident around Regan Hills High School, but with Josie Wong entirely worth it I was pretty sure I could keep my word.
Mia considered me for a while. "You really mean it."
"Why wouldn't I?" I asked.
"'cause a lot of guys are dicks about these sorts of things. They'll say whatever you want to hear without a trace of sincerity. You... you really seem to mean it," Mia said.
"Thanks?" I replied.
"You're welcome," she said, getting a good look down at my body.
I looked down with her at my cock, which had regained a little life while we talked. Given the close proximity to a busty and sexy as fuck girl, this felt about right.
"Huh. What do you know?" I said, amused.
"You look up for another round," Mia said.
"With a little help, I could be. You?" I asked.
"I'm getting there too. Want me to give Josie a call, make this a real party?" Mia asked, raising an eyebrow.
I thought about it. The image of Josie and Mia and me all naked together was pretty tempting... but...
"Don't take this the wrong way, but mind if we just keep this you and me for now? I'd love to go full threesome with you and Josie sometime, but I was kinda just enjoying getting to know you, and-"
"Say no more," Mia said, sliding further down the bed so she could better give my cock some attention. "I was hoping for that answer, honestly. As I said, Josie and me, we love to share, but there's times I really feel the greedy slut, and now's one of 'em."
She started slowly, methodically sucking on my cock, getting it nice and wet before sandwiching it between her massive tits. Watching my head slowly appear and reappear in her cleavage... that was enough to get me hard in a hurry.
"So, I'll get you hard, and then I'm gonna ride you, and then why don't we see how many more times we can both cum before we collapse from pure exhaustion?" Mia proposed.
Though I may not have been able to get Mia to smile, I wasn't afraid of doing the same myself. "You're on."
***
By the time I made it home, I was sore and limping and feeling both very satisfied but very tired. If I'd thought that our first encounter was running me ragged, I was unprepared for how much stamina that girl truly had. Though the entirety of our afternoon was something of a blur, as I rode back home and parked my bicycle in the garage, I couldn't help but get flashes of what we'd done before our eyes.
Mia bouncing up and down on my cock like an expert bull rider, her insane tits bouncing like I never would've believed possible.
Mia on all fours, taking my cock from behind as she looked over her shoulder and encouraged me with more of her filthy mouth.
My cock between Mia's tits, spraying cum all over her face and chest as she expertly tittyfucked me.
Showering with Mia after I thought we were done, only for her to bend me over and shove a couple fingers up my ass, coaxing me to jack off until I'd had one of the most intense orgasms I could recall.
These were but flashes of a truly marathon encounter, one that I was beyond happy to have all the picture evidence of, and one that I was, for now, glad to be over. What I needed was a hot soak in my bath for about a week, which would give me enough time, I figured, to focus on the last few names on my Christmas list. I had less than a week to go, but as I looked at the list on my desk and crossed off the last few names I'd worked on, it all looked too possible.
X -- ADDISON - X
X -- BROOKE - X
X -- HALEY - X
X -- HOPE - X
JADE
X -- JOSIE - X
KAITLYN
X -- MALLORY - X
X -- MARIE - X
X - MRS. LYNN - X
X - MRS. MCNEIL - X
X - MRS. SULLIVAN - X
NADIA
X -- NOA - X
X -- RACHEL - X
X -- ROSE - X
X -- SARAH - X
SOPHIE
X -- TORI -- X
Four names. All I had were four names to go. I could do the good deeds for these four girls. Some of them were already in motion, and some of them would be easier than others, but it definitely looked possible.
My phone buzzed. I checked the text.
Josie: I want pics. I want stories. I want every filthy detail because I wanna cum haaaaaaaaaaaard
Josie: Don't know exactly how you did it, but thanks. I owe you for pulling Mia's head out of her ass.
I smiled, I almost worked on a response, then, for reasons I couldn't adequately describe, my eyes darted up and out my bedroom window. I was so used to the view from this window being of the Martinez's house next door, the window opposite mine always closed with heavy curtains. It took me a moment to remember that the Martinez's no longer lived there, because the curtains were wide open, and standing in the room beyond was a beautiful girl.
A lean black teenage girl with an impressive loose afro of dark curls, I'd seen our new neighbor's daughter when they moved in not long ago. From a distance, I thought she had a face that was pretty enough to break hearts, with delicate features, big brown eyes and the sweetest smile, and now that she was closer I had to confirm my earlier assessment. She was dressed in a worn, old t-shirt and yoga pants that hugged her long legs nicely and talking on her phone. The conversation was animated and not terribly happy by the looks of it. She looked stressed out. Angry, even.
I watched for too long, taking in her beauty, before realizing that this wasn't a conversation for my eyes. As quickly as I could, I went for my curtains and closed them.
I was too slow pulling the chain, as just before they closed I saw her looking at me. Our eyes met. There wasn't any anger for me, just a strange, slight sadness from her for having been caught in the middle of a private conversation.
Before I could embarrass her anymore, I finished closing my blinds.
***
I didn't get the weeklong bath I wanted, but a long hot shower did the job just fine. Refreshed and wearing clean clothes (and still enjoying the hard-on I got thinking about my afternoon with Mia), I prepared to get in some dinner and homework time.
A brief flash of curiosity hit me, and I peeked through the curtains again.
The girl's curtains were closed, but pressed up against the glass was a note written on a piece of printer paper with a sharpie.
'YOU KNOW, YOU CAN SAY HI IF YOU WANT TO'
A sharp sting of fear hit me as I was taken by that classic "hand in the cookie jar" instinct, but after I thought it through, the note struck me as more amusing than anything else. Grabbing a pad of yellow lined paper from my desk, I scrawled out a note in bright red Sharpie and left it on my window.
'HI'
I hadn't yet had a chance to properly meet our new neighbors, but I'd made first contact. What that would mean was anyone's guess, but it never hurt to know the neighbors, right?
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews or shoot me some feedback, as they really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!)
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From September to November of the year I'm chronicling, I had sex with nineteen women from and around the periphery of Regan Hills High School, and by December I'd come to know a lot of them in different ways.
Like Brooke King, some of them were new friends.
Like Kaitlyn Pruitt, some of them were old friends made new again.
Like Mrs. Lynn, some were longtime crushes.
Like Rachel McNeil, some of them were old enemies made new friends.
Like Tori McNeil, some of them were old friends made... well, not friends anymore.
Like Josie Wong, some of them had even become more than friends.
I knew a lot of the girls I'd been with quite well and considered more than a few of them very close. If it weren't for the weird incest vibes, I'd even say I felt like a lot of them were family, but since that's a little weirder than I mean to go, I'll just say that I was really good friends with some fine women, and couldn't have been happier for it.
The tricky thing, though, was that I didn't know every girl I'd been with all that well. Sometimes it was because they were just a passing encounter, while other times it was just a matter of lousy scheduling and not being able to see any of them again. While there was nothing wrong with this, it did create some particular problems when trying to do something special for each of those nineteen women.
Take Addison Gonzalez, for instance.
That the 18-year-old cheerleader and Homecoming Queen was gorgeous was undeniable. The short, lean Latina had a kind, beautiful face with deep, friendly brown eyes and a bright smile that she loved to use often. With curly black hair that fell about to her mid-back and soft brown skin, she had a face made for magazine covers. Her body, however, was made for porn, with a tight, dancer's build, E-cup tits that she loved to have touched and an even bigger ass. I'd had sex with her on Homecoming while she wore her gown, sash and tiara, and found her to be a kind and enjoyable lover.
The problem was, unlike many of the girls I'd been with this year, I never really spent any serious time with her after Homecoming. I knew she was a kind and gentle person from reputation and what little time I spent with her, that she had lousy taste in boyfriends (if Kyle Bowman was any indication), and that she was friends with Kaitlyn and loved to throw parties and have fun with the rest of the cheerleaders, but beyond that she was a mystery. When I wanted to get her a gift during my mad Christmas plan, I thought it would be an easy task, one where I'd just have to ask one of my many Christmas co-conspirators from the cheerleading squad who could give me an idea of the sort of big thing she'd like.
The problem with that was, well, that most of them weren't of much help either. Jade and Rose were never particularly close to Addison, and though Brooke and Kaitlyn were closer, the most they could tell me was that in many respects, despite her outgoing exterior, Addison was a fairly private person when it came to what she really liked.
If I wanted to know what Addison would have liked, it came down to asking her myself.
Still, when I went to her house and found myself with her in her bedroom and its walls pretty much plastered with posters for Disney movies and princesses, I didn't quite expect the answer she gave me.
"Revenge?" I asked.
She nodded. "You asked me what I wanted, and what I want is revenge."
"I heard you, I just didn't expect... revenge to be part of your vocabulary," I said.
She sat down on her bed, smiling that winning smile. Wearing a pretty blue dress and a very fluffy pair of slippers, she looked perfectly comfortable and at ease, not someone who was, well, asking for my help with revenge.
"I'm a cheerleader. I'm the Homecoming Queen. I'm *not* stupid," she emphasized.
"I never said you were, I just thought..." I waved my arms around at her room.
She looked around, then rocked her head side to side slightly. "Okay, I can understand where you'd get some of that idea."
"And you being really nice," I said.
"There's that, too," Addison said.
"So, you'll understand why it might catch me off guard that you're looking for revenge?" I asked.
"I wasn't looking for it. Not until you came in here. Until you came in here, I was a girl with a problem she didn't properly know how to deal with, but now? Now I have you, who wants to help me, and a mutual enemy we both hate," Addison said.
Though I was confused for a moment, that moment wasn't a long one. "Kyle Bowman."
"Kyle Bowman," she repeated, patting the bed beside her.
My last encounter with Kyle Bowman was at Homecoming, and it was a bit of revenge of my own in response to him assaulting me a few days before. With the help of Kaitlyn, Brooke and Tori, I was put in a position at Homecoming where I could humiliate him by having sex with Addison, his girlfriend at the time and the Homecoming Queen to his Homecoming King. Couple his humiliation with the reveal of some of his low level criminal activities and, well, expulsion was easy to come by. Last I heard, he was at some private school back east where rich parents sent their problem kids.
Was wrapping myself up in the fucked up world of Kyle Bowman something I wanted to do again? Did I really want to press my luck by helping Addison seek revenge on him?
I sat next to her. "Talk."
She sighed. "There's not a lot to talk about, but I'll try to make it quick anyway because... yuck. After he got expelled, Kyle was texting me like crazy, trying to apologize and forgiving me for fucking you and telling me about how everything was a frame-up, but it wasn't, was it?"
"Well, we did frame him up, but it was for stuff he actually did, so I'm not sure what the official wording would be," I admitted.
Addison nodded. "Sounds right. Well... I thought I could ignore him. Block his number, change my number, but he kept finding a way in, kept trying to contact me and... I just hoped he'd lose interest, but he turned out to be a lot more persistent than I thought. He was... he wasn't the guy I thought I liked before. He started saying things. Vile, personal things. The kind of things, like... it made it feel like he thought that just because we had sex before, he felt he had a right to control what I did with my life, that he had some sort of claim over who I was just because we'd been together. He wanted to make me feel like less of a person because I wasn't the girl he wanted me to be, and..."
She trailed off unhappily, but it was easy to pick up where she was going. I said, "...and after a while it became difficult to not believe him, even in just some little way?"
Addison nodded. I said, "Kyle's got a way of doing that."
"I don't want to let him have that kind of power over me. I don't want his words, or the pictures and videos he's been sending of him with all these random girls... I don't want any of them to have any power over me, because I don't want that son of a bitch to take up any of my thoughts anymore. So, that's why I'd like your help for a little revenge," Addison said, standing up from her bed.
"What do you need from me?" I asked, eager to help.
Addison smiled. "Something you're uniquely qualified to provide."
Reaching up, she pulled off the shoulders of her dress, dropping it to the floor around her ankles and revealing herself to be quite deliciously naked, save for her comfy slippers. Her soft brown skin begged to be touched, her wide, dark nipples erect and needing to be sucked. Her pubic hair had grown in some since I last saw her, a dark but well-groomed patch pointing to her sweet, delicious pussy lips.
Sensing where this was going, my cock twitched in anticipation.
"I'm listening," I said, smiling.
Sauntering over to her desk nearby, she toyed with her phone for a moment and propped it up so it was facing the bed.
"He thinks he can break my spirit by screwing random girls, well, I want to show him that not only doesn't it work, but that two can play that game. I want you to fuck me as hard as you've fucked any girl in school, to make me scream, and believe me I intend to scream. I'm going to scream about how lousy a lay that bastard was and about how you're so much better, and about how he means absolutely nothing to me. I could fake it if I have to, but I know you're good, and I know you can make it so, so real," Addison said, her hands dropping to her pussy and fingering her sweet, moist lips. My mouth watered at the sight, and it was now decidedly uncomfortable to sit still with how hard my cock was.
"So, Ryan, what do you say about helping me with a little revenge for Christmas?" Addison asked.
Looking her up and down and taking in her massive, sweet tits, I'd have been a fool to say anything but "yes". Even so, when she spun around, showing off her juicy, round ass, squeezing her bountiful flesh in a way that would've raised the dead, I thought my answer to be a pretty easy one.
I unzipped my pants and pulled out all ten inches of my thick, hard cock. "I'd say: Merry Christmas."
Addison looked at me skeptically, then burst out laughing. "Merry Christmas? That's what you've got to say to this?"
Not exactly expecting laughter, I replied, "Well, I was trying to be funny. A lot of girls find it cute."
"Oh, it's cute. A little silly and unexpected, but definitely cute," she said, leaning over and kissing me. Then, as if sensing my discomfort at her laughing at me, she bent over and kissed the head of my cock.
"I like cute," I said, my voice hitching up a little higher as she sweetly took my cockhead into her mouth before letting it free.
"Good, 'cause as you see, I'm all about cute. Today's not about cute, though," Addison said, sauntering back over to her phone. "You should probably get naked."
"Right," I said. If I should've been uncomfortable with an impromptu sex tape whose sole audience was going to be Kyle Bowman, you wouldn't have known it for how quickly I stripped down naked on Addison Gonzalez's bed.
She fiddled with her phone for a moment more, then stepped out of her slippers.
"As they say in the movies, lights, camera... action!" she declared, turning her phone's camera on.
"Hey, Kyle! Remember me? It's your ex, Addison! Yeah, I knew you couldn't forget me, not with, you know, all the videos you've been sending me lately?" she said cutely. Though I couldn't see everything the camera saw, she was bent over in such a way that I was sure only her face would be visible.
That wasn't going to last long.
"I'm sure you also remember this!" she said, stepping backward far enough to show off her impressive, naked body. "You and me, we both know I was the best you ever had, but, Kyle? You're not even close to the best I've ever had, at all. You didn't know shit about how to treat a girl, could barely give me an orgasm with a map and instructions, and your dick... well, I don't know how you make it look so big in all your pics, but I'm gonna assume a lot of zoom was involved."
I snorted at that. Addison looked back and smiled at me, perhaps the prettiest smile I'd seen from a girl who was known for her pretty smiles. Revenge looked pretty good on her, I had to say.
"I'm also sure you remember my friend here," Addison said, stepping aside so I could see the camera.
"Hey, Kyle! How's life? 'cause I really hope it sucks," I joked, waving to him and not doing a damn thing to hide my nakedness or my large, erect cock.
Addison strolled over to me, her ass swaying seductively with every step.
"You think you can win me over or break me down with your pitiful excuses for sex tapes?" Addison taunted, pushing me down so I lay flat on the bed. She sat next to me, still facing the camera. "You can't do shit to me because you are fucking nothing to me. I live my life how I wanna live my life and I do what I wanna do, and you wanna know what I want right now, bitch? I want to get seriously fucked like you were never once fucking capable of you stupid fucking son of a bitch, and Ryan here's gonna do it because he knows how a lady really needs to be treated, isn't that right, Ryan?"
"Damn straight!" I exclaimed, shooting a thumbs up from the bed.
"Good!" Addison squealed, gleefully. "Now, here's one of the many, many things you ain't never gonna get again, Kyle!"
No longer teasing, Addison bent over and took almost half of my cock into her mouth, giving me a perfect fucking blowjob. It was wet and it was sloppy, but her pace was perfection, bouncing up and down and taking a little more with every bob until she was deepthroating me. I couldn't see for sure, but I had to imagine that her bouncing tits looked positively luscious as she sucked on me, bouncing and swaying when they weren't pressed against my thigh...
I realized that we were making this for an audience, so I had to make this a good show. I took a handful of her silky black hair and helped guide her blowjob, moaning loudly so I could be heard.
"Fuck you know how to suck a cock! That's so fucking good, I can't believe you can take all of it in!" I exclaimed.
Addison pulled her mouth from my cock, gasping and trailing strands of drool from her sloppy blowjob. "It's almost too much for me, but I've always loved nice, big cock and a man who knows how to use it. Hey, Kyle! Remember how I wouldn't suck your balls? I let you down easy because I didn't want to tell you they smelled like ass. When you got a real set of balls and a guy like Ryan here who knows how to keep them clean?"
While her hands continued to jack my cock furiously, her fingertips barely touching each other for the thickness of my erection, she bobbed her head down and licked and sucked my balls as if her life depended on it.
"Oh god, Addison, your lips are so soft, you suck my balls so well! Feels so good!" I exclaimed, not exactly needing prompting for this one because I meant every word of it.
"Good! Because there's something I want from you," she said, her voice low and needy but easily interpreted. With my cock nice and wet, she wrapped her massive tits around it and started titty-fucking me. Even at her immense size, the head of my cock still poked through, enough that she was able to lick my cockhead as she bobbed up and down on me.
"God, your tits! Fucking amazing!" I exclaimed.
"You know it, and because you know what to do with them, you can do whatever you want to them, whenever you want to them, unlike you, Kyle!" Addison said.
"You shouldn't have been such an asshole!" I yelled, as much on Addison's behalf as because I wanted to call him an asshole. Between her blowjob and tittyfuck, I was getting really close. I didn't know if she wanted me to hold back or let loose, so I just thought I'd follow her cues.
"Cum for me, Ryan! Fucking cum all over my face and tits like he never will again!" Addison hissed.
That... that was a pretty good cue.
"Gonna cum... gonna cum... cumming... CUMMING! FUCK!" I roared.
I hadn't been saving up cum for this exact purpose, but I was glad it'd been more than a day since my last encounter, since it made for a pretty good fountain of cum. At the time, this wasn't exactly a concern since between Addison's lips and massive breasts I was pretty much in heaven, but with shot after shot drenching her face and the tops of her tits, it had to have made a great show.
"Mmmmm..." Addison moaned as the last drops dribbled out of me, licking her lips and tasting my cum. "Fucking tasty. Better than your nasty cum, Kyle, entirely."
Addison turned to face the camera, lifting her tits so she could lick as much cum from them as possible. It was an undeniably erotic sight, but one that would've taken her forever if she'd just kept up with a drenching like this. I saw her reach for a towel, and she almost made to clean herself up, but almost as if a light bulb had gone off over her head, she stopped.
"Oh, this'll be too good..." she muttered to herself, pulling her desk chair around so it was in front of the camera.
"What?" I asked.
"Just follow my lead," she said, her voice soft to me, then louder as she faced the camera properly. "So you really think you're hot shit when it comes to sex, Kyle, but when you're done, you're done. Ryan here... he's gotta recharge like any other guy, but he'll be back and ready for more in no time. You wanna know the great thing about him, though? He gets off on getting girls off. He isn't a selfish little prick like you, Kyle, he's the kind of man who knows how to make a girl feel real good, ain't that right Ryan?"
She placed her hands on the back of the chair and thrust her ass out toward me, giving me a great view and an even better idea of what she had in mind.
"I've never left a girl unsatisfied," I said, licking my lips and sliding off the bed. I crawled behind her, admiring the beautiful view of her full, round ass and the faint view I had of her pussy beneath. No doubt the camera had an excellent view of a cum-covered Addison looking pleased and cocky as I crawled up behind her, teasingly running my fingers along her slit.
Addison shivered. "Oh fuck that's good, fuck that's good. Do it, Ryan, show him what a real man's like; show him how to really please a lady."
"Gladly," I said, happily replacing my fingers with my lips and tongue.
"Oh fuck, fuck, yesyesyesyes, that's it, right there!" Addison squealed.
Tight and hot, wet and waiting, Addison's pussy was absolute perfection. I've said it before and I'll say it again: I love going down on a girl. I love the taste, I love getting to know each girl's perfectly unique and utterly sexy pussy, I love making them feel good and hearing that I'm giving them pleasure. I may have taken a little more this time than usual, because I really wanted to give Addison a good time while she was fucking with Kyle (and maybe because I really wanted to show that asshole up too), but I still wanted both of us to have fun.
Going by the way Addison carried on, shaking and gripping the chair tighter as I went to work on her, I thought I was doing a pretty good job.



"Oh it's so fucking good, he's so good... you'd never do this but you always wanted it in return, you always wanted head but never wanted to get it. You wanna know why I just gave Ryan a better blowjob than I ever gave you? Why I let him cover me like this? Yeah, that's why you fucking sonofabitch, he reciprocates! He gives back, and it's soooooo fucking goooooood!" Addison nearly wailed, turning back to look down at me with pride.
"Yesyesyes, keep going, like that, oh sweet fuck yes, right there, give me everything, give me your mouth, your fingers, play with my... play with my... play with my ass!" Addison demanded.
I didn't need to be told twice. Hastily, I lubed up two fingers with her pussy juice and started rubbing them between the canyon of her amazing ass cheeks, searching and finding the tight hole within. I didn't know how much experience she had with her ass, but with the company she ran with I was willing to take a chance. I pressed with both of my lubed fingers, spurred on by her moans and the way she flexed her ass as if beckoning me forward. Though there was some initial resistance, with a little pressure and a little of her leaning back into me, my fingers broke through and pressed inside of her ass.
"OH FUCK, YES!" Addison exclaimed, pounding the chair with her hands. "He's fingering my ass, he's fucking inside my ass like I never let you in you fucker! You wouldn't have known what to do with me one bit, you'd have just thrust away and fucked everything up, but Ryan's so fucking good you shithead! Keep going, Ryan, more, I can take fucking more when you're giving it so good!"
I was hesitant to use more than the fingers I'd already added, but that didn't mean I couldn't offer her more. With my other hand I began fingering her pussy, thrusting a couple fingers inside of her in time with my thrusts into her ass, rubbing at her clit with a free finger. Adding my tongue into the mix, playing with the folds of her cunt and occasionally up to joining my fingers in her ass, it was definitely a juggling act I'd put on par with rubbing my stomach and patting my head.
Unlike rubbing my stomach and patting my head, though, this time I was bringing Addison Gonzalez to an orgasm by double-penetration fingering her, so I was happy there was much more of a reward on the horizon.
"Ohmygod, yes, yes, sweet fuck yes! He's gonna do it, he's gonna do it, he's gonna make me cum! Oh fuck he's gonna make me cum so fucking hard! You could never make me cum, you bastard, you didn't know jack shit and were so fucking selfish! I was an idiot for letting you touch this perfection when you could never even do anything with it, oh my god, fuck, fuck, fuck, yesyesyesyesyesFUCKING HELL YES, GOD, I'M CUMMING, FUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!" Addison squealed.
From Homecoming I remembered that Addison tended to gush when she came, and she was no disappointment this time, either. A flood of juices rolled down my wrist, some into my mouth, some just dripping on the floor as I made her cum. Her pussy and asshole clenched down hard around my fingers, almost as if they were trying to push me out, but I kept thrusting them in alternating time with each other. I didn't let up on her clit even as her body was wracked by wave after wave of a powerful orgasm, one that sent her entire body shuddering and her legs shaking so hard I thought she was going to collapse.
When she actually did collapse onto me, giggling and laughing, it was finally enough to get me to pull out of her, if just so I could catch hher.
"Thanks," she giggled, looking at me like a cum-covered angel.
"No problem," I whispered back, not wanting to be caught by the phone's audio.
Addison looked at me with dreamy eyes, then quickly reached for a discarded towel by her bed and wiped herself clean of my cum. Finally mostly clean, she pulled me in close for a very enthusiastic, wet kiss that tasted only faintly of my cum and almost entirely of desire.
"Quick confession," she whispered. "He actually did make me cum a couple times, but nothing like that. He doesn't need to know that, but I thought you've earned some honesty."
I kissed her back, deeply. "Who gives a shit about him? Let's have some fun."
She looked down at my cock which was now impressively hard and ready for another round. Her fingers, almost as if they had a mind of their own, snaked around the head and started jacking me.
"Oh, I remember this in my pussy," Addison said, licking her lips.
"So do I," I hissed at her touch. Any image I might have had of her as a sweet and wholesome Homecoming Queen was long gone by now. Though I'd had a pretty intense threesome with her and Kaitlyn back at Homecoming, our coupling now only proved that, despite her innocent exterior, Addison was every bit the accomplished cheerleader slut Kaitlyn, Brooke, Haley and Jade were and more.
All told, that was fine by me.
"Come on. The show must go on," Addison said sweetly, kissing me and standing back up.
Narrating as she went, Addison picked up her phone. "Thought you'd lost us, Kyle? You should only be so lucky. Come on Ryan, let's get on the bed and fuck!"
"Alright," I replied, standing to join her. Addison had sprawled out on her back on the bed, legs splayed wide open obscenely. She held her phone up to almost eye level, giving herself a great view between her tits, all the way down to her expectant pussy. I didn't need much more of an invitation, but this was nice. I crawled up between her legs, and with her juicy pussy on full display I couldn't help but drop my face between her thighs for another long, languorous lick at her cunt. I knew this wasn't exactly what she was looking for right now, but when a pussy like that is on display and the girl looks at you with such want, it's an instinct that's hard to fight. I went down on her for a good, long while, getting her nice and primed for a long, messy fuck.
Addison practically purred with delight. "That's still nice, Ryan, but I want to get fucked. I want all of that cock, come on, give it to me and fuck me hard!"
"I'm working up to it," I said proudly. "It never hurts to have a little foreplay."
"Isn't that right, Kyle?" Addison said spitefully.
"He's not into foreplay?" I asked, climbing up over her and rubbing my cock against her soaked lips. "I'm shocked!"
"No you're not, he's an asshole!" Addison exclaimed, wrapping her legs around my thighs and urging me forward. I was all about giving this a little more buildup, but if she wanted me to fuck her, I wasn't going to deny her. With only the slightest thrust, I pressed inside of her, the head of my cock parting her outer lips as it burrowed inside.
"Oh FUCK!" she exclaimed. "GOD THAT'S BIG! SO FUCKING BIG AND IT'S JUST THE HEAD!"
"Wait until I give you the rest!" I said, forcing a couple more inches inside of her.
I still meant to take it at least a little slow, but Addison had other ideas. "Fuck waiting! I need that cock now!"
Her legs still wrapped around me, she pulled on me hard, forcing almost the entire length of my cock inside of her. I gasped in shock, consumed at once by pleasure and an overwhelming lust. Addison's eyes flew open, her mouth first dropping open in shock, then a scream.
"FUCK THAT'S HUGE! GODDAMN! SWEET FUCK IT"S TEARING ME OPEN! IT'S SO GOOD! SO MUCH BIGGER AND BETTER THAN YOURS, KYLE! FUCK ME, RYAN, FUCK ME BETTER THAN KYLE EVER COULD!"
Her wish was my command, as I fucked down into her with a savagery I usually only held onto for the most energetic girls I was with. To this day I couldn't tell you how she held onto her phone while I pounded her tight slit, but revenge has a way of making people capable of things that'd otherwise be pretty damn difficult. Even as I fucked her as hard as I could, even with her body jolting and her massive tits swaying, even as the moans and looks of ecstasy on her face made me wonder if she'd pass out any second now, she held strong. I tried to make for the best show possible, taking long, almost acrobatic strokes that would show off as much of my cock as possible as I fucked down into her.
"THAT'S IT, THAT'S IT, RIGHT THERE, MOTHERFUCKER IT'S SO FUCKING HUGE, SO FUCKING GOOD, LIKE THAT, YESYESYESYESYES, I'M GONNA, I'M GONNA... FUUUUCK YES, FUCK YES, FUUUUUUUUUCK YEEEEEEEEEEEEEAAAAAAH!" Addison cried out, her body jolting and her legs tightening around me as she came, hard. The way her pussy squeezed my cock, the way her juices flooded out against me, it would have been enough to get any weaker man to pop off, but with the experience I'd gained (and the fact that I came a little while ago), I was able to hold on and help her ride through her orgasm.
"Oh that was good, oh that was so good, just what I needed, so good," Addison said, setting her phone aside and kissing me deeply. Like everything else when she was really horny, the kiss was sloppy yet passionate, playful and intense. She smiled up at me with a look of such satisfaction that I almost forgot what we were doing for a moment. Then and there, we were just two people enjoying the aftermath of some pretty steamy sex.
Thankfully, Addison was still fully on task.
"So, I wanna give you the camera, and I wanna ride you now. It'll look really good, and I really get off best when I'm on top, and I'd really, really like you to fill my pussy so I can show it off, okay?" Addison said.
"I see nothing wrong with anything you just said," I said, rolling off of her and onto my back. I grabbed her phone and aimed the camera toward my cock, just in time for Addison to climb onto me and slide my cock back inside her.
"Oh yeah, oh fuck yeah, god, why did I put up with Kyle for so long? Why'd I deal with all his shit when the best fucking cock in school belonged to a nerd he bullied!" Addison exclaimed, bouncing up and down on my cock with an intensity I'd become used to when with a cheerleader.
"Well, I'm glad you saw the light!" I said, trying to thrust back up into her but having to admit that she was in control now. When giving up control like this meant letting a busty Latina cheerleader ride my cock, watching her giant tits bouncing up and down while she furiously fingered her clit, well, giving up control wasn't such a bad thing I'd say.
"I've seen the light, and I'm never again settling for anything less than the best!" Addison declared. "Life's too short to be dealing with assholes who don't know their way around a pussy, and from now on, the only asshole I'm dealing with is my own when I'm gonna shove something into it! Like your cock, Ryan!"
"Oh, fuck!" I said, grabbing her bountiful ass with one hand while I filmed this furious screw, squeezing it hard enough to make her moan. I'd admired her ass for a while and had gotten a little hopeful that I'd do something more with it after I fingered and licked her tight little hole, but I'd never dreamed we'd get that far at the rate this was going.
Even though I should've held back and saved up my orgasm, the way it was already building I knew I couldn't hold on for very long. I took my hand from her ass and reached for her clit. She'd already been fingering herself, but with the two of us and her own bouncing, I was able to help push her over the edge.
"Gonna be soon..." I warned.
"Almost, almost!" she exclaimed.
"Cumming..."
"Cumming!"
"FUCK!"
"OHMYGODFUCKFUCKYESYESYES!" Addison squealed.
Our orgasms may not have been exactly together, but they were close enough that it didn't really matter. The moment her pussy clamped down on my cock, I could feel my balls tighten up as I let loose another flood of cum deep within her pussy. It didn't feel humanly possible to have any more in the tank with what I'd shot over her earlier, but I'd long since stopped questioning what was and wasn't humanly possible when it came to sex and just rolled with it. Wave after wave of pleasure hit both of us like a ton of bricks, and though riding it out and trying to get every last drop into her was what I wanted to do, what I was capable of doing at the time was falling back and desperately trying to keep her in frame.
Addison came down from her orgasm hard, panting and looking almost ready to collapse on top of me. With half-lidded eyes, she climbed off of me, pulling my cock from her stretched open pussy lips and giving me (and the camera) a great view as a small river of our mutual juices rolled down her thigh.
"Look at that, Kyle. Fucking look at that. That's what you're never gonna get again," she panted, before falling against me. Again, the phone was tossed to the side as she pressed against me, cuddling close and kissing me deeply.
"Thank you," she whispered.
"Anytime," I replied, kissing her back.
"I haven't had it this good with a guy in a long time. It's... it's nice, thank you," Addison replied.
"Again, anytime," I said.
"It's too bad you're taken," she sighed, running her fingers down my chest. "All the good ones are, as they say..."
I kissed her again. "You'll find someone worthy of you."
"Yeah?" Addison asked.
"At Regan Hills High School it might take opening up your standards some, but, someone as amazing and kind and sexy as you? Yeah, you're gonna find someone easy," I said.
She kissed me, smiling. "Well, thank you for your vote of confidence. You think... you think you got it in you for one more round?"
We both looked down at my cock. Though it had deflated considerably since I'd cum inside of her, I was still close to half hard.
"With a little work, maybe," I said.
Addison smiled devilishly. "Well, I'm always up for a little extra work..."
Unhesitatingly, she crawled down and took my cock into her mouth, once again giving me the exact kind of stellar blowjob I'd come to expect from her. Though her face was a mess of tangled hair, sweat and smeared makeup, I don't think I'd ever seen a prettier or more contented girl than Addison was with my cock in her mouth. I wanted to make sure Kyle saw that, so I was more than happy to bring Addison's phone back out to get the best possible shot of this fantastic act of oral sex. There was no trash talking now, there was barely any energy for that anymore, but the way she looked at both me and Kyle with that look of pure determination...
I won't say I got hard in a hurry, because I didn't, but I was more motivated than ever to get back up and running.
Once I was fully hard again, Addison slurped the head lusciously and looked at her handiwork with pride. "Eureka!"
"Nicely done," I replied.
"Thanks!" she responded sweetly. "Want to put it in my ass now?"
"Yes. Yes I do," I replied.
"You have lube?" she asked.
"Always," I replied, going over to my pants to retrieve my emergency tube. The way these girls were working me lately, I was going to probably have to buy KY by the gallon.
Not that that was a problem, necessary, just something to be aware of.
Having taken her phone back, Addison was now on all fours on the bed, the camera aimed at her face. With her ass in the air and her tits hanging down beneath her, she was definitely a sight for sore eyes, and if that wasn't enough to make Kyle feel like shit, I didn't know what would. I watched her while I lubed my cock up. She looked at the camera with such determination I thought her glare alone might break it.
"You were good at pretending to be good to me, even though I could see when you weren't," Addison said. "You never got pushy on my ass, but you were trying to work up to it. I never let you because I knew you wouldn't be able to treat me right. You'd have had your fun, but you wouldn't have made sure I had mine. You never earned this ass. You never would've earned this ass. And now, you stupid fuck, you get to see what you missed. Ryan, you lubed up?"
"Yeah," I said, crawling up on the bed behind her.
"Good. Show him what he fucked up and missed out on," Addison said, passing me the phone.
It wasn't easy juggling the phone and lining my cock up with her ass, but it was a challenge worth confronting. I ran my cock between her ass cheeks, watching as she flexed her ass around me. It was almost big enough to completely wrap around my cock, the sight getting me even harder, if that were even possible. Smiling, I toyed with the head against her tight hole.
Addison tossed her hair over her shoulder, looking back at me encouragingly. "Please, Ryan... fuck my ass."
"Hang on," I said, lining my head up with her hole. "This is gonna be big."
"Just how I like it," Addison challenged.
"Remember you said that," I said, pressing forward. Even with her encouragement, it still took some force to break through , but break through I did.
"FUCK!" she exclaimed.
"Told you," I replied, pressing a couple more inches inside of her.
"MOTHERFUCKER THAT'S BIG! GOD, KYLE NEVER WOULD'VE BEEN THIS GOOD, HOLY FUCK!" Addison wailed as I pushed even further into her. I wanted to take this slow just to make sure she could take it, but it also didn't hurt that it made for a great shot. Focusing on that was all I could do to help me from losing it then and there with how amazingly tight her ass was. It probably wouldn't be after this, but I'd have fun with her while it was.
"How much is in?" she asked.
"About half," I said.
"Give me the rest. Slam it home," she said.
"You sure?" I asked.
Again looking at me over her shoulder, her eyes blazing, she said, "NOW!"
I did as she said, forcing the rest of it in all at once. She screamed, she wailed, she pounded on the bed, but damn it if it didn't look and sound like she was having the time of her life. I kept the camera angled low, fully taking in how deep I was in her and how stretched she was.
"Oh, wow," she said.
"Yeah, that's right," I replied. "I can fuck you. I can fuck you hard. I can probably fuck you harder than anyone ever has, but if I'm gonna do it, I think you'll need to take the camera."
"Deal," she said, reaching back with a shaking hand. She propped the phone on a pillow in front of her, getting a no doubt exquisite view of her face while I fucked her ass. I was a man with a mission, fucking her as hard as I could, cumming one final time to make this video every bit as epic as it ought to have been. Addison was almost just along for the ride, narrating as I pounded her ass.
"GODDAMN IT'S SO FUCKING GOOD! YOU NEVER COULD'VE DONE THIS AND YOU NEVER WILL YOU STUPID SON OF A BITCH, KYLE! FUCK! GOD IT'S SO FUCKING BIG IN MY ASS, SO FUCKING GOOD, IT'S TEARING ME APART BUT IT'S SO FUCKING GOOD, FUCK ME, FUCK ME HARDER!" Addison squealed.
I grabbed her by the hips and I pounded her for everything I had. She tried to keep up on her hands and knees for a while, but eventually dropped so her face and chest were pressed into the bed, giving her better access to finger her pussy. Whatever she wanted to say was garbled by lust and being pounded straight down into the bed, but by this point I didn't give a damn. I was here to fuck her ass, and I was going to fuck her ass hard. I was going to fuck her ass so hard her screams would make my ears hurt and she'd have trouble walking for days, but it was going to be the kind of fuck that both she and Kyle Bowman would never forget.
"HOLY SHIT! SWEET FUCK YES, YES, YES, RIGHT THERE, FUCK YOU KYLE HE'S FUCKING MAKING ME CUM AGAIN, FUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKYESYESYESYSFUCK! FUCK! FUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!"
The flood of juices against my thighs was enough to tell me I'd done it again, and the way her asshole tightened down on my cock told me that I wasn't long for this world either.
"I'm gonna cum soon, where do you... where do you want me to...?"
"Pull out!" she exclaimed. "Paint my face one last time, let that piece of shit see what he'll never get again!"
"Okay!" I grunted, pulling out and quickly crawling by her face, jacking myself furiously until I'd blasted my last few weak ropes of cum across her face. The way Addison smiled gratefully, you'd have almost thought this a religious experience for her, but revenge had a way of affecting different people different ways.



Completely exhausted, I fell beside her, panting and barely moving. She picked up her phone again and looked into it with my cum dripping down her cheeks and lips. She was filthy perfection, and this was an image I hoped to burn into my memory.
"Send me another video, or try to take revenge by sharing this video around with anyone else, and so help me I will send all the videos you sent me to the police. No way every one of those girls gave the okay to be filmed. I will fucking end you, Kyle Bowman. Good-fucking-bye!" Addison declared, turning her camera off and collapsing beside me.
I wrapped my arm around her and pulled her close.
"Well, that was fun!" she exclaimed, running her fingers up my chest.
"As a very good friend of ours would say: totally," I replied.
We both shared a good, exhausted laugh. Looking up at me dreamily with my cum still on her face, she said, "Thank you."
"Hey, it's my pleasure," I said. "Just glad I could get you exactly what you were looking for for Christmas."
Looking down at the mess we'd made of her bed, and at the mess she was, Addison replied, "Yeah, I'd say we did okay there."
"More than okay," I replied.
"Totally," Addison agreed, giggling. "And Ryan?"
"Yeah?" I asked.
"Merry Christmas," she replied.
Smiling, I returned, "Merry Christmas."
***
(Author's Note 3: This side story was a bit of an experiment, so please let me know what you think and if this is something you'd like to see more of down the line! While my main priority will always be Senior Year Memories until it's finished, I'm not averse to doing the occasional short and steamy side story as there are a lot of girls I'd like to use again that don't fully fit into the main story.
Writing Senior Year Memories is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews or shoot me some feedback, as they really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: 18-year-old Ryan Collins' quest to do something nice for each of the nineteen women he's had sex with this senior year before Christmas has continued at a swift pace. When Addison Gonzalez called on him to make a sex tape for revenge against her vile ex, Kyle Bowman, Ryan was all too glad to help. His goth girlfriend Josie Wong revealed that she'd be leaving town for a few weeks after Christmas to spend time with a sick family member, but still promised to help Ryan provide cosplayer Mallory Dourif with quality glamour shots. Wanting to make sure he checked Josie off his list before it was too late, Ryan sought out her estranged best friend, emo rocker Mia Roth, and convinced the two to reconnect. Then he had sex with her, because this is that kind of story. Returning home exhausted, Ryan ended his day by exchanging notes through the window with the pretty and mysterious new girl who moved in next door.
With four names remaining on his list for good deeds, will Ryan be able to finish in time for Christmas?
Names Remaining on Ryan's Christmas List: Jade, Kaitlyn, Nadia, Sophie
***
I'd been at this for almost a month now, and with only a few days left to do my last few good deeds before Christmas, I was finally seeing a light at the end of the tunnel. I'd spent a lot of money, run myself ragged and had some pretty amazing sex, but with a few days left and still time to screw something up, I was being careful.
Unfortunately, the words "careful" and "Kaitlyn Pruitt" very rarely went together.
As usual when we were together, Kaitlyn and I were in my room, and we were naked. With her tight cheerleader's body, round ass, DD tits that just begged to be sucked on, and straight, silky black hair, she was a knockout by all definitions. The kind of girl I'd have never dreamed about seriously being with, to be honest. We shouldn't have been in the same room together, let alone naked in the same room together, and yet here we were. If it weren't for that fateful tutoring session back in early September when she tried to take a shortcut out of tutoring by offering me a handjob that escalated into so much more, I'd have had a much different year.
To say I owed her a lot would be an understatement, and on any other day I'd have had her on the bed, screaming with pleasure as I gave her every bit of my ten-inch long, thick cock. She loved it, I loved it, we both looked forward to those moments when we'd get to fuck each others' brains out.
I don't think she expected that today's "tutoring" would involve me handing her a hefty multiple choice test, one that I made her take and then graded in front of her. The Kaitlyn I'd started out this experience with would've probably been flirting with me, distracting me and trying to play to my sympathies to get some extra points. That I'd seen Kaitlyn completely naked and laid bare, that I knew her as well as I knew any of my other best friends these days, let her know that none of these would work.
While I sat and graded her test, she sat on the edge of the bed looking worried.
Utterly gorgeous and lusciously naked, of course, but worried.
When I finally tallied up her results, I set the test down.
"So, I graded your test..." I said, my voice completely even.
Without even waiting for me to finish, she darted up from the bed angrily. "And I failed, right? I fucking failed your goddamn history test because it's bullshit, right? It's bullshit that I'd ever learn anything because I'm not the kind of girl who learns anything, because all I've got is a hot body and some slutty skills and that's all that I'm made for, right? You tried to teach me and I didn't learn shit about your precious American Revolution or Civil War or New Deal because I can't learn! I'm stupid and I suck at this and..."
She trailed off, but I could see that she was on the verge of tears. This wasn't exactly what I intended when I made this test as her Christmas gift, but knowing Kaitlyn this was something that I should've expected. She was bright, but had a tendency to underestimate herself as so many others had. I wanted this test to be hard, but also a way of showing how far we'd come in our tutoring sessions together.
That's why I smiled when I tossed the test onto my bed.
"Ninety-two percent," I said.
Kaitlyn looked down at it. "You're joking."
"I'm not joking," I said.
She looked down at the test, then flipped through the pages looking for all of my red marks to verify that I had indeed graded her down.
"With the exception of one question I gave an extra point on because I fucked it up while writing it (since this is the first test I've ever written), you got ninety-two percent. It's not quite an AP exam, but I tried to make it close, and you need to brush up more on your Cold War history, but if this were a real test, you'd have gotten an A," I said.
She looked down at the test, then back at me, then back down at it so she wouldn't have to look at me. "I bet you're proud of yourself, aren't you? Accomplishing the impossible?"
"I'm more proud of you," I replied. "When Mrs. Lynn first told me I was going to tutor you, I thought you'd be hopeless. When you and I first started for real, I knew you had it in you even when you were fighting me every inch of the way. Somehow, despite your best efforts otherwise, you managed to learn something from our time together other than how many orgasms you were capable of having during a study session."
I meant this last part as a joke, but not the rest of it. Kaitlyn, for all of her arrogance, was someone I knew to have a lot of doubts about herself. The gift of a test where she could show herself how much she truly knew was admittedly one of my stranger ideas, and one that I didn't fully know how she'd take, but it was one I felt a great fit for her.
I watched her look at that test a while longer, formulating the rest of her words before she fully knew what she was going to say.
"Thank you," she whispered. Her eyes, still uncertain, had a brightness to them that I liked. Maybe she still had a hard time believing in herself, but having someone else believe in her was a step in the right direction.
"No problem," I said. Then, deciding to end on a joke, I added, "Now if only we could get your grades up in your other classes..."
"One battle at a time," she said, her voice brightening by the moment as she approached me while I sat in my desk chair.
"I did it. I did it. I can do it. I can do it... FUCK YEAH!" she cheered with greater enthusiasm as her victory sunk in, jumping up and down and twirling around excitedly. Tits bouncing with every step, she jogged over to me, hopping into my lap and kissing me enthusiastically.
"Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!" she exclaimed, shaking her hips slightly in my lap. Her pussy, though not quite wet yet, rubbed against my already very hard cock, and she was groaning at the contact.
I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her close and getting a hold of as much of her large breasts as I could while I kissed her. Kaitlyn cooed, especially as I started to grind up against her more, searching for entry.
"This is good, but we can do better," she said, disentangling herself from my arms and going over to retrieve something from the nightstand.
"Better?" I groaned needily.
"Better," she said, proudly showing off one of my extra bottles of lube.
"Right, better," I amended, understanding her logic entirely.
Kaitlyn knelt between my legs, playfully licking and sucking on my cock for a few seconds before squeezing a large dollop of lube into her hands.
I yelped from the cold as she placed her lubed hands on my cock and started expertly jacking up and down. Though her body and individual skills may not have matched some of the extremes of other girls I'd been with, that Kaitlyn was one of the all-around hottest and most skilled girls I'd been with was close to indisputable. Pure porn star perfection, she handled my cock and balls so perfectly that she'd have been able to get me to do pretty much anything then and there.
"I'm gonna fuck your ass, aren't I?" I asked.
"Uh huh," Kaitlyn confirmed, standing up and turning around, squatting down over my cock. I helped hold her cheeks open wide while she angled herself down onto me, aiming her tight, almost cute little hole onto my massive erection.
"Yeeeeeeessssssssssss," she hissed through gritted teeth as the well-lubed head first met resistance, then broke through. I was far less eloquent than her, grunting loudly with pleasure, for there were few pleasures in life quite like fucking Kaitlyn Pruitt's perfect ass.
"Nobody believes in me, nobody's ever believed in me, nobody but you," she moaned as she took inch after inch of my cock in her tight ass.
"That's not true. People believe in you. People love you," I said.
"But nobody ever thought I was better than I thought I was, they always thought I was who I showed them. Why'd you believe in me?" she asked as she settled completely down on me, rocking her ass back and forth provocatively.
Reaching around her to grab her tits, pulling her in close, I kissed her passionately. "Because earlier this year, you took a chance on me. You believed I could be more than just another background nerd, that I was destined for more. You brought me into this new world I never thought I was worthy of. It seems that the least I can do is give you as many of the same opportunities as I can."
Smiling joyfully, she kissed me. It was a long, sweet kiss, the kind bearing a sweetness that would've seemed completely foreign to Kaitlyn just a matter of months ago. It was a sweet kiss of thanks, of promises for many more adventures to come, of want, of desire, and yes, maybe a little love. It wasn't love like what Josie and I had, but it was still nice all the same; definitely something past normal friendship (as if my cock buried in her ass weren't a clue already).
Bracing her feet on the ground, Kaitlyn started to raise and drop herself on my cock. The look she gave me was one of pure lust, one that promised an encounter that was bound to be epic even by our usual standards. I dropped my hands from her tits to her hips for better support, and though I wanted to get lost in the moment, I couldn't help but mentally check her name off my Christmas list.
X - ADDISON - X
X - BROOKE - X
X - HALEY - X
X - HOPE - X
JADE
X - JOSIE - X
X - KAITLYN - X
X - MALLORY - X
X - MARIE - X
X - MRS. LYNN - X
X - MRS. MCNEIL - X
X - MRS. SULLIVAN - X
NADIA
X - NOA - X
X - RACHEL - X
X - ROSE - X
X - SARAH - X
SOPHIE
X - TORI - X
Three to go, and only a few days left.
I could do this. Until then, I grabbed Kaitlyn Pruitt's hips and prepared to fuck her for all she had.
***
The last day of school before Winter Break officially began looked like something out of a very festive post-apocalyptic movie. With classes more or less an afterthought at this point and a large portion of the school already called out "sick", there was only a skeleton crew of students and staff shuffling around, waiting for the end of the day when everyone could hit the road.
If I wanted to, I could've taken this opportunity to ditch with a lot of my fellow senior class (and probably had some impressively wild sex with some of them), but with attendance as good as mine and old habits hard to break, I kept to school on that day.
It was fun in its own strange way, watching all the teachers as checked out as they were, like Mrs. Addams in English who just showed us How the Grinch Stole Christmas, or Sra. Lopez in Spanish who showed us How the Grinch Stole Christmas dubbed in Spanish. Mrs. Chan, my science teacher, at least had some creative fun by taking us out to the parking lot and launching a miniature plastic Christmas tree using a Diet Coke and Mentos bottle rocket. She got herself soaked in the process, but since Mrs. Chan had the kind of body that could make even a lab coat look good, I was hardly complaining.
Though I was enjoying the emptiness of the school and the half-assed festive environment that had taken over for the day, I was a man on a mission. I'd worked long and hard to check this next name off of my list, and I meant to check her off definitively. She wasn't easy to impress, but I thought today I might have something that'd catch even her attention.
Well, I hoped I did anyway.
Shortly after the lunch bell rang, I walked purposefully over to the Puma Press offices. With the USB drive I'd taken from my backpack grasped tightly in hand, I took a deep breath and entered.
Yes, I know facing Nadia Barclay is nothing like facing whatever mythical beast it sounds like I was preparing to confront, but with how much I'd neglected my Puma Press duties this last month, I thought it didn't hurt to be prepared.
When I went inside, the Puma Press offices were nearly empty. Nadia was, as ever, inside, hunched over someone's shoulder while they sat at a computer. Though intense as ever, the dark-skinned beauty with her long hair, wire-rimmed glasses and expensive-but-not-too-expensive clothing gave this place an air of confidence that managed to make it feel so much more real and important than I thought a high school newspaper would ever feel.
The girl she hovered over was a slender brunette with short hair, a short-sleeved shirt that showed off a small tattoo on the inside of her left arm and a much nicer smile than she might've otherwise had for how close Nadia was to jumping in and doing the job for her.
Nica Dubois. I didn't know her as well as a lot of other writers on the paper, but I was enjoying the show.
"I know what I'm doing," Nica said evenly.
"Just because you do doesn't mean I don't," Nadia said forcefully but professionally, reaching over to touch a key.
Gently, Nica pushed her hands away. "Were you jumping in on my text?"
"No... not quite," Nadia said.
"Touch my text and you might get cut," Nica said, her tone joking and her smile sweet yet some of the threat still real.
"You don't have the balls," Nadia returned.
"You don't need balls to cut," Nica replied sweetly.
I'd seen the two of them like this before, and while it always proved entertaining, I wasn't here today for entertainment.
I cleared my throat. Nadia looked up, while Nica continued on what she was doing.
"Hey, Ryan," Nadia said, not looking too terribly happy to see me.
"Saved by the penis," Nica mused. "Could you keep her out of my hair for maybe... ten minutes, Ryan? That's all I need to get this article past the point where even she can damage it. Take her to the Dark Room, tie her up, make her scream, I don't care I just need that ten minutes."
Nadia rolled her eyes. "Ever since Damon left and Nica got promoted to assistant editor, suddenly she's all full of sass."
"The sass was always there, just muted until I made my play," Nica said. Through the reflection of the screen on her conservative glasses, I could see that she was making some pretty rapid progress.
"Congrats, Nica," I said. "I didn't come here today for... that, really..."
"Merde," Nica muttered.
"...but I did come to talk to you, Nadia, if you've got a few minutes? Maybe ten?" I said, much to Nica's amusement.
Nodding softly, Nadia said, "Yeah, I'd say it's about time we had a talk. Let's grab a table."
Nadia and I navigated ourselves through the cramped quarters of the room before finding a table that was almost clean and far enough away from Nica to actually let her get her work done.
"I've been wanting to talk to you for a while," I said.
"And I you," Nadia replied. "A month ago, you and I had a talk about how what went down between Tori and you wouldn't affect your work on the Puma Press. That if you did let it interfere with the operations of this paper, I'd make you regret your choices. Tori has held up her end of the bargain. You haven't."
"Need I remind you that I offered to quit?" I said.
"You did," Nadia replied. "And maybe it was my mistake that I decided not to let you go. I like you Ryan; you're a solid writer and really great in the sack, but I like to think I'm a woman of my word. I've seen barely more than a couple hundred words from you all December, not even a single interview, and yet my sources tell me you've been running around like a chicken with your head cut off doing everything but helping out the Puma Press. So, I've gotta ask you: is working on my paper something you really want to do, or must I find someone else to cover the Current Events section and make you regret your choices?"
This was it. The moment of truth.
I slid the USB drive across the table at her. Nadia picked it up.
"What's this?" she asked.
I took a deep breath. "You said you haven't seen more than a couple hundred words and any interviews with me since the beginning of the month, that right there is me making up for lost time. That's a few thousand words and eight interviews. Good interviews with good (well, some of them are mostly good) people that with a little editing might meet even your lofty standards."
Nadia toyed with it, obviously conflicted. She clearly wanted to be upset with me still for spending so much of the month off the grid, but having spent a good chunk of that time pulling together interviews with some of my sources might have had a way of making it up to her.
"I'm listening," Nadia said.
I took another deep breath, not wanting to have to say this again if I could afford to. "Interviews with Mallory Dourif, Izzy Barnes and Mia Roth on their respective scenes: pro-cosplaying, pro-gaming and the indie music scene around Regan Hills in particular. An interview with Noa Kanzaki on what it's like to be an aspiring Ninja Warrior, and one with Jade Alvarez about the insane level of charity work she's done. For the less high-minded and niche crowds, I got an interview with the color guard captain, Daphne O'Connell, and even though it's late one with our beloved Homecoming Queen, Addison Gonzalez. Probably my favorite, though, and one I think you'll enjoy as well, is the Sarah Kent interview. From shy band girl to the newest Regan Hills High School senior cheerleader? It's trite enough to be a teen movie all on its own yet perfect for us because it's really happening. These are good stories; not enough to win awards on their own, but enough when put in a good high school paper with some other solid articles and amazing editing that it could be part of an award-winning team."
I didn't have to play to her ego, but it certainly didn't hurt. The way she looked at the USB drive, I knew she was torn. On the one hand, she wanted to be upset with me for not pulling as much weight as I might have been around here for the last month, but on the other hand I'd just given her about two months or more of work to sift through. She knew I was good at this. Not great, but definitely good, and that of the eight interviews I'd done, at least a few of them would be worth publishing.



The corners of her lips curled into the slightest ghost of a smile.
"Nice work, Ryan. I'll take a look at this. Now get the hell out of here, grab yourself some lunch and don't bother me while I try to make sure Nica doesn't fuck up our next issue," Nadia said.
"Get off my ass and nothing'll get messed up!" Nica shot back.
"Mr. Hopkins?" Nadia said with a raised voice.
The head of our faculty advisor stuck out of his office door briefly, as attentive to our dealings as ever. "Whatever she said, that's right!"
Nica grumbled. Nadia looked full of herself.
I was just happy to extricate myself from the situation, having made Nadia proud. It wasn't the most ostentatious of my Christmas gifts, but it was one of the ones I'd worked hardest for, and I was happy to see that it'd gotten the reaction I'd hoped for.
As I slinked out of the Puma Press office to the wondrous sounds of Nadia and Nica arguing, I pulled the list from my pocket and crossed off Nadia's name.
X - ADDISON - X
X - BROOKE - X
X - HALEY - X
X - HOPE - X
JADE
X - JOSIE - X
X - KAITLYN - X
X - MALLORY - X
X - MARIE - X
X - MRS. LYNN - X
X - MRS. MCNEIL - X
X - MRS. SULLIVAN - X
X - NADIA - X
X - NOA - X
X - RACHEL - X
X - ROSE - X
X - SARAH - X
SOPHIE
X - TORI - X
Seventeen down, two to go.
The next one would be one of the trickiest yet and would take something of a miracle to pull off.
Given that this was the season of miracles, however, I was getting hopeful.
***
I'd had a lot of unexpected girls spend some time in my bedroom since September, but after my new normal had been established I doubt there were few quite as unexpected as Sophie Cusack.
I'd been with plenty of popular girls and plenty of the more offbeat crowd, but a conservative, religious girl was not exactly at the top of my expectations list. She'd proven herself more than capable sexually back in October when Josie and I stumbled upon her extracurricular interests while trying to get her to cancel a planned Halloween protest, but seeing her actually in my room... that was something I never expected.
Especially at about mid-morning on Christmas Eve.
It was a cool, crisp morning, the air smelling of pine and feeling thick with good spirit and cheer. It was a morning when everyone should have been with their families enjoying holiday traditions, not... well, here. I had the excuse of Dad wanting to finish up a few last minute projects at the office before cutting off in the afternoon, but Sophie...
As if echoing my thoughts, Sophie said, "I shouldn't be here."
In my room of toys, games and posters for pop culture she'd probably never been exposed to, this assessment was spot on. At 5'2", she wore a plain sweater that wouldn't look out of place on a grandmother, a small gold cross that settled promisingly between her nice, large breasts and a long, loose skirt that might have been handmade. Her pretty, pale face had once seemed smug to me, but now looked vaguely worried, though since we'd last met her midback-length dirty blonde hair was no longer in a braid, but simply tied back in a loose ponytail. She still had some of that arrogance from before Halloween, but only a ghost of it.
I also couldn't help but notice she still wore her purity ring. She'd tossed it aside during our October encounter, so I had to imagine it was to keep up her image around her family and peers.
"You said you wanted to meet here," I said.
"You said you wanted to meet," she shot back.
"You said yes," I retorted.
"I did..." she trailed off. "I shouldn't be here, not in this den of..."
Sophie looked me up and down, her fingers toying with her purity ring before finishing, "...temptation."
I'll admit to smirking a little, if only because I was glad that I'd made an impact. Sophie had been an uptight virgin with a surprising interest in both art and pornography when Josie and I first met her, and by the time our meeting was done, Josie and I had exposed her to some pretty impressive depravity, I like to think. We didn't take advantage of her or anything like that, merely opening up something that was already inside of her, ready to burst. One of my big regrets of the year was not better following up with her, especially as she was wrestling with these new emotions we'd helped unlock.
I tried to ease her in with a joke. "Den of temptation? I honestly think that's the first time this room's ever been called that."
Sophie wasn't much in the mood for joking. "All appearances to the contrary, it's rather apt. You leave an impression, one that's been hard for me to shake."
"A good impression?" I asked.
Her face did not look like the face of someone who'd been left with a good impression.
"My parents would kill me if they knew I was alone with a boy," Sophie said. "I chose to meet you here because I have no other place where it's safe. I chose today because you said you wanted to meet before Christmas, and today is the only day I've got even a small window of free time away from the church for tonight's celebrations. I'm indulging you because... I'm not even fully sure why, but while I'm here, I'd like to know why you asked after me."
I was proud of how much progress I'd made on my Christmas Good Deeds list, but seeing the state I'd put Sophie in almost took it all away. What I was doing was supposed to be good for all the women I'd been with, not like this. Though it'd hurt my pride (and keep me from marking every name off the list), I knew what I had to say.
"I'm sorry. I don't want to get you in trouble. If you want to leave... that's up to you. I've got something for you, kind of a Christmas present, nothing you need to be worried about, but it can wait until we get back to school," I said.
Pride kept trying to stop me with every word, but I managed to get it all out.
Sophie seriously looked like she was considering leaving, but before she did, she let out a breath and said, "No. I've got the time. I need a break away from... I need to clear my head. If you want to talk, give me a present... I've got time."
Nervously, I walked over to my bedroom window. I should've had the curtains drawn completely, but curiosity made me keep them open a crack. I looked out out to the window of the house across the way, and though I was hopeful, once I saw the note I cracked a true smile.
'YOU'RE HAVING A BUSY WEEK'
I didn't even know the name of the new girl who'd moved in over there (which was, admittedly, part of the fun), but we'd been exchanging notes almost every day now. Nothing much, nothing major, but it was fun in its mysterious way.
Still smiling, I closed the curtains fully.
I walked back toward my desk. "If you're worried that I wanted to get you alone to seduce you, you needn't worry. That isn't my intent. I said I wanted to give you something for Christmas, and that's really the only thing I wanted to do."
Sifting through the papers on my desk, I found the red envelope and handed it over to her.
"I know it's cheesy, and I'm not really good at the whole Christmas card thing, but it's the best idea I had," I said.
Sophie looked at me and the card incredulously. "All of this... and you invited me over for a Christmas card?"
If looks could kill, I'd have been dead on my feet. Sophie had gone from abjectly terrified to being angry about being abjectly terrified so quickly, I could swear she was about to get whiplash.
Wanting to steer into the skid, I said, "It's what's inside the card that's important."
Still shaking with a mix of fear and anger, Sophie tore open the card and looked inside. Ignoring the pictures of the dancing snowmen looking for a lost carrot, her eyes quickly scanned the short message I'd written inside the card.
"A phone number?" Sophie asked, confused.
"For Rose Ferris," I said. "Do you know her?"
"Barely," Sophie said, still confused. "Why did you give me Rose Ferris' phone number?"
There was a chance that this next part would take a little time, and not wanting to make her uncomfortable I guided her to sit at my desk chair while I sat on the bed.
"You remember how this all started before Halloween, right?" I asked.
Sophie nodded. "You and Josie came by to view the Hell House, and then we..."
I stopped her. "Right before that, when we were in the Hell House. You'd been in charge of the Lust room, and Josie and I noticed the sketches you'd covered the room with. The ones you'd gotten from... you know."
I didn't want to make her uncomfortable, but it was hard getting around the fact that she'd made dozens, if not hundreds, of sketches of sex acts from some pretty hardcore pornography to decorate her Hell House room with.
"I do," she whispered, sounding embarrassed.
"Well, among other things, those drawings were good. Really good. Not even considering the subject matter, I could tell that you're a really good artist. It's something you have a passion for, isn't it?" I asked.
Her eyes looking down at the ground, she still only could barely manage a whisper, "It doesn't matter."
"What doesn't matter?" I asked.
"Drawing, sketching, art, whatever you want to call it," Sophie said, her voice rising with a sad strength. "It's only an idle hobby with no true meaning, no greater purpose than to tantalize the senses momentarily before greater concerns need be focused on."
She said the words almost mechanically, repeating them like a parrot would. Her parents words, no doubt, or the words of someone else with an influence in her life she wasn't fully on board with.
"Do you really believe that?" I asked.
For the way she looked at me, I might as well have slapped her in the face. "Do I have a choice?"
"There's always a choice," I said.
"Not for me," she said.
"For anyone," I replied.
"What makes you so sure?" Sophie asked.
"Because... when I started this year out, I was on a preordained path. Everybody knew where everything was going to be for me, everyone knew who I'd end the year as, and that was that. Opportunity came knocking for me, and I couldn't be more grateful. This year's been insane, and I've made mistakes, but I wouldn't trade it for anything. It's difficult, sometimes, stepping off the path that everyone expects, and if they can't handle it it's their problem, not yours," I said.
Sophie laughed humorlessly. "You say it as if it's just that simple. As if I haven't spent my whole life absolutely certain of who I was and where I'd end up? I'm supposed to graduate high school, if I'm lucky attend Regan Hills Community College to get a degree that will afford me a clerical job until I'm married with some boy from the Young Christian Purity Brigade. Then I'm supposed to lose my virginity on my wedding night, say goodbye to any aspirations and spend the rest of my life as a good Christian housewife cooking and cleaning and pumping out babies. That's the life I'm destined for. That is not a life of... art."
"Bullshit," I said, evenly.
"Bullshit?" she asked, scandalized.
"Yeah, bullshit. I get that you got people in your life who aren't exactly supportive, people who might even make it difficult for you to follow your dreams, but... if you don't follow your dreams while you've got them, you're going to end up resentful and regretting all of your choices. You'll lead that life that's expected of you, and you'll hate every minute of it because you'll know you could do so much more. Is that what you really want to do?" I asked.
Sophie wouldn't meet my eyes. I doubt this is how either of us expected Christmas Eve to go, but now that it had started, we both had something to think on. She tried and stopped herself a few times from saying something. I could see the battle raging on inside of her, and I only hoped that when it was won, it was by a side that she could be happy with.
She sighed, looking back down at the card. "I'll ask again: why did you give me Rose Ferris' phone number?"
"Two reasons. First, because she's one of the best artists I know and someone with a ton of resources and motivation. If anyone in this school can help you follow this as a passion, without judgment and with nothing but support, she's the girl you want to go to. The second... she's someone who knows what it's like to follow a different path than everyone around them. She's disappointed people, fought against the grain, and she's all the better for doing it. I think, on the surface, you two have pretty much nothing in common, but if you get the chance to actually talk with each other... I think you'll find that you two have a lot in common. I think the two of you might be able to help each other quite a bit, actually," I said.
Sophie pondered this. "I'm not going to turn my back on God."
"No one's asking you to," I said.
She continued. "I've had some questions, some serious internal debates, ever since Halloween, about who I am and what that means for me and my faith. I still choose to walk a path of righteousness in the light of Jesus. I also know now that I don't agree with much of what's been told to me over time by the people in my life, especially about who I am and... of sex."
"Oh?" I asked.
Sophie almost blushed. "I used to think the pleasures of the flesh were meant as a temptation, for us to be better people and rise above it, but when I experienced it with you and Josie, I saw only light. Anything that wonderful, that feels so good while hurting no one, that cannot be wicked... it must in some way be a gift granted to us by God."
While I was hardly a religious person who had much in the way of understanding, let alone interpretation of such issues, that wording made me smile. "Good. That's really good to hear you say that."
Now she was definitely blushing. "I know there are many people who would call what I did with you and Josie sinful, but I cannot agree with them. Nor with what I've done... since."
"Oh?" I repeated.
"I shouldn't say anything," she said, even though she clearly wanted to.
"Well, they say confession's good for the soul," I said.
"Wrong denomination," Sophie corrected.
"Sorry. I am a heathen after all, this is all new to me," I said.
"I never called you that... or did I?" she asked.
"Not that I remember, and if you did... well, it probably wouldn't be that inaccurate. Anyway, continue, this was sounding good," I said.
Sophie blushed. "I can't believe I'm admitting this to you, but I have to tell someone... I've been... naughty."
"Naughty how?" I asked.
Though still looking rather embarrassed, her eyes darted from the floor to me every so often, her smile curling into a look that might very well have been pride.
"After everything we did before Halloween... you and Josie left an impression. I thought at first, that it was a moment of weakness, that it was something I could ignore and then it would go away, but then the carnal thoughts wouldn't go away. At first I could put them at bay by... touching myself... finding release... but after a time, that wasn't sufficient anymore. I needed more. So I went to my friends at the Brigade..." she trailed off.
"And they're not quite so pure anymore?" I finished.
She nodded. "The boys fumbled, they didn't know what they were doing. The girls were better, but everyone seemed to lack a certain amount of imagination. I thought it would be a challenge, but either they weren't as devoted as I initially thought, or I'm more persuasive than I expected."
From experience, knowing her amazing ass and her insane F-cup tits, I said, "Persuasive is one way of putting it."
Briefly, I saw a look of her old anger flash across her face, but it became a smile quicker than I think even she expected. "So, you think I'm... attractive?"
"Attractive doesn't even begin to scratch the surface when I think of you," I said. "Why is that even a question?"
"Well, you've a reputation with some very beautiful girls..." Sophie trailed off.
"And you don't think that you're one of them?" I asked.
"I... I don't know. There's a lot I don't know anymore. I used to know everything, but now there's so much uncertainty. Some is exciting. Too much is frightening," she said. It looked like she was stuck in thought, but biting her lip, I could see her screwing up her courage. "There's one thing I'm not uncertain of."
"What's that?" I asked.
Her breathing was slightly heavier, the swell of her breasts pronounced as she leaned forward, almost conspiratorially. "Ever since the three of us met, I haven't been able to stop thinking about you and your..."
She'd trailed off, the word she wanted to say clearly uncomfortable. Taking a stab at it, I finished for her, "...cock?"
Licking her lips slightly, Sophie nodded.
"It leaves quite an impression," she said.
"It seemed to," I replied.
"The other boys... they didn't know what they were doing, and none of them could match up to you. I can't stop thinking about being your 'cumslut' again, because it was so much fun last time," she said, putting special emphasis on the title Josie had thrown at her while she shuffled uncomfortably in her seat.
Though I wasn't fully sure she really understood what that term meant and kind of wanted to talk to her about it, I couldn't help but look down at her shifting. I had a fair guess as to why she was moving this way. "You're wet, aren't you?"
"Quite," Sophie replied.
"Do you want to do something about that?" I asked.
"Yes..." she whimpered softly. "Do you?"
I glanced down at my pants, beckoning her to do the same. Though the jeans I wore weren't the best at showing it off, my straining erection was still quite visible.
"What do you think?" I asked.
Nervously, Sophie smiled shyly, standing up from the desk chair. She shuffled out of her shoes and tossed her purse on my bed. She approached me slowly, each step done with the greatest hesitation and anticipation.
This was probably why I yelped in surprise when she practically launched herself at me, knocking me flat on the bed as she fell next to me. Even with the wind knocked out of me, it was easy to start laughing along with her.
It was even easier to start kissing her when she went in for it. Sophie may still have had more enthusiasm than experience, but she was a lot better than she was when we first got together. Fooling around had done her well, and with her luscious lips now crushed against mine, her tongue playfully dancing with mine as they ran up against each other, I had to admit that she was much improved.
With a body like hers, I couldn't keep my hands off of her, cupping her massive tits through her sweater with one hand while my other reached down and squeezed her beautiful, round ass. Her hands explored me in equal measure, with one rubbing up against my chest and the other reaching down for my cock.
"Oh my goodness... I've been wanting this again for so long," Sophie moaned.
"All you had to do was ask," I said, kissing her back passionately.
"I've been in torment, fighting with myself and everyone else, but I know who I am and I know what I want now," she said. Sophie hiked up her skirt just enough to let her swing one leg over mine, then rotated her entire body so she was straddling my hips. Looking up at her in her conservative clothes, that little gold cross still prominent between her breasts, her face a look of pure serenity... I had to say she seemed about as close to angelic as I've ever experienced.
"What's that?" I asked.
She pulled off her purity ring and set it on my nightstand. "I want you to keep that so I can stop lying to myself. I want to be righteous and good with God, but I want to follow my own path. I want to be a good person without denying myself the pleasures this world has to offer."
Sophie leaned over, pressing her massive breasts against my chest so she could whisper into my ear. "I want to be a slut. Won't you help me?"



Who was I to turn down a request like that? "Gladly."
"Wonderful," she said, sitting back up on my hips. She reached down and pulled her sweater and shirt over her head, revealing her amazing bra-clad tits. I'd been with girls with tits as big as Sophie's, and one with even bigger, but that didn't make me any less appreciative of how utterly insane they were.
"Wow," I whispered in appreciation.
"Thank you," she blushed, looking down at them. "I always used to think they were a nuisance that brought me a lot of undue attention, but now... I've started to like them. Especially how sensitive they are when they're in the right hands. Are yours the right hands?"
"Only one way to find out," I admitted.
With more than a little pride, Sophie smirked, then reached behind to undo her bra. Though gravity definitely had an effect on tits this enormous, that was hardly a turnoff as I took in Sophie Cusack's bare breasts. Her areolas were wide and flat, about the size of the palm of my hand, with a fiercely hard nipple standing proud in the center of each. I couldn't help but reach up, caressing and toying with each nipple, squeezing them, rolling them between my thumbs and forefingers.
Sophie closed her eyes. "Mmmm, that's nice. Keep doing that, keep doing that..."
I had no problem with continuing doing just that. When life gives you a pair of mammoth breasts to play with, you appreciate them and treat them exactly how they want to be treated. I was going to do exactly that, bringing Sophie the kind of pleasure and release that she needed, and if I happened to enjoy myself a little while doing so? Well, that was icing on the cake.
I leaned up, lips parted to take one of her nipples into my mouth...
...when her phone's ringtone nearly scared me half to death. Not just from surprise, mind you, but from the intense church choral song she'd set as the ringtone.
Her eyes widened in surprise, for a moment, but rather than completely lose herself to fear she merely reached over for her purse. "I have to take this."
She unlocked her phone and put it to her ear. "Hello? Oh, Mrs. Cobb! Yes, I'm still around, just working on some other projects before the service tonight!"
I couldn't help but notice that she was still straddling my cock, topless and looking perfectly luscious. I'd leaned back down the moment she took her call, my hands falling by my sides. Sophie looked down at me, annoyed, before grabbing one of my hands in hers and placing it back on her breast.
Well, if this is how she wanted to handle things.
I went back to taking a tit in each hand, squeezing and massaging them in a way that made her smile and bite her lip in appreciation. She looked down at me with a conspiratorial grin and shot me a wink, nodding approvingly at what I was doing with her tits while she ground her groin against mine.
Sophie continued with her call. "Yes, we received that new projector bulb you ordered for the projector; it's in Pastor Miller's office. We haven't tested it out yet because Mr. McCambridge hasn't been around, but he should be back today. Just call him and ask him to bring his ladder so you can test it out. You did save the warranty info for it, right? Because I told you we should've ordered OEM instead of equivalent, and if it doesn't work..."
I squeezed one of her nipples, causing her to stifle a moan. She looked down at me chidingly, but her eyes were full of more approval than disapproval.
"...yes, Mrs. Cobb, I'm sure it'll work. Alright, I'll see you soon too!" Sophie said, ending the call and tossing her phone back on her purse.
"Was that really necessary?" I asked.
"Hey, you've your responsibilities, I've mine!" she declared, leaning down to kiss me. "I'm helping out with organizing the Christmas Eve service at the church tonight, and if I don't answer my phone, folk will get worried and send out a search party, especially ones as nosy as our high and mighty church secretary Mrs. Cobb. Can't have that when I'm having my virtue defiled in a den of temptation, can I?"
Sarcastically, I replied, "You know, you really know how to add romance to a situation."
With a mocking pouty look on her face, Sophie sat back up and crossed her arms under her breasts, bringing them together in a positively hypnotic sight. "Well, I'm sorry I broke the mood. Oh, is there anything I can do to make it up to you?"
For emphasis, she ground herself against my cock even harder.
I got her meaning. "I can think of a few ideas..."
"Let me see if I can read your mind..." Sophie said proudly, climbing off of my hips. Kneeling beside me on the bed, she quickly undid my belt and zipper, pulling my pants down and fishing my cock out of my underpants. Taking my massive tool in her small, delicate hands, Sophie slowly jacked it. With her jaw slack, she brought her face in close to get a real good look at it.
"Oh my goodness! It's even bigger than I remember!" she declared.
I wanted to come up with something witty in response to that, but when she dove in with the same enthusiasm she tackled me with earlier, licking my shaft and sucking my balls, jacking me with such energy I was soon slick with precum, I didn't feel a witty comeback was all that necessary. I leaned back, enjoying the show as this busty girl played with my cock with her mouth, doing everything shy of giving me a blowjob but getting closer, oh so teasingly close. The way she looked into my eyes, I knew she knew exactly what she was doing, and rather than be annoyed I found myself oddly proud with how well she'd taken ownership of her sexuality. This wasn't the unsure, repressed girl Josie and I had first met. Sure, she had a long way to go still, but she was more confident, more in control, and overall more talented than before. I didn't know what she'd be like by the end of the year, but I was looking forward to seeing the woman she'd become.
With her body perpendicular to mine as she played with my cock, it gave me ample opportunity to reach behind and play with her amazing ass. It took some doing, pulling up her oversized and dowdy skirt until I'd bunched it all up around her waist, but once I did and was granted access to her nice round butt and everything beneath, I went to town on her. I stroked, I squeezed, I brought my fingers agonizingly close to her panty-covered pussy without diving in. If she was going to tease me, I was going to tease her.
The way she was whimpering and moaning as I ran my fingers over her inner thighs, it was little surprise to me that she was the first to break.
"If I... if I stop playing games and suck your cock... will you finger my cunt, please?" she asked.
I didn't let up with my teasing.
She whined. "Pretty please?"
I grinned, pressing my fingers lower and pushing her panties aside, thrusting two deep into her steaming slit.
"Oh yes, oh yes, OH YES!" she cried out, diving in and taking my cock in her mouth.
She may not have had the expertise of many girls I knew, but she was definitely learning, and definitely far better than she was the last time we'd been together. Sophie sucked my cock with gusto, timing her bobs almost perfectly with the thrusts of my fingers as I pleasured her cunt.
For how intense a moment it was, us sharing this, there was an undeniable sweetness to it too that I couldn't ignore. Looking down in Sophie's pretty eyes whenever she flitted them up toward me, I could see an intense and distinct gratitude that pierced to my core. I didn't know what kind of person Sophie Cusack would end this year as, but that I had a part in making her a different (and happier) person she was at the start of it was something that warmed my heart.
We stayed like that for I couldn't tell you how long, fingering, sucking and just generally making each other feel good because it was fun to make each other feel good. There was still much that needed to be accomplished today, so we couldn't have stayed there like that forever, but for the time being it felt pretty fucking amazing.
On one of her many moments of finally coming up for air, Sophie looked at me and smiled, kissing the head of my cock seductively. "There's something... I wanna try. Something Josie did that..."
"Sure," I said, "whatever you want to try."
Sophie smiled at me a little sheepishly, but then climbed off the bed. She reached under her skirt, wiggling her hips slightly in a maneuver I knew all too well as a girl pulling off her panties. Seeing where this was going, I made the last few necessary maneuvers to get completely naked on the bed, letting her guide the action in a way she felt comfortable with. Sophie Cusack still had a lot to learn about communicating and doing what she wanted, but whatever help I could be, I was going to be.
She sauntered on over to me, climbing up on her knees onto the bed next to me. With her beautiful, bare breasts hanging down beneath her, Sophie crawled over to me.
"I'd be lying if I didn't tell you I've thought a lot about what went down in that Hell House room. Almost every night since, honestly. I think about what you and Josie did, and I can't help but touch myself. The feelings... they're confusing, but the memories, I know what they make me feel. You'd think I'd have the fondest memories of this cock..." she said, lightly stroking me as she passed. I shivered at her touch.
"...and while they are... very fine... memories, the kinds of memories I'm hoping we'll be able to recreate soon, there's one thing that's haunted me even more," Sophie said, stopping with her knees beside my head.
"What's that?" I asked.
She hiked her skirt up around her waist, giving me a tantalizing view of her pussy lips and the untamed, dark thatch of pubic hair above it.
"Your mouth," she said, inexpertly swinging one of her legs over my head so she was straddling my face, her steaming and hot pussy descending upon my mouth as she fully sat on my face.
I remembered that Sophie tasted particularly sweet, and our reunion did nothing to change that opinion. She settled down onto me, grinding her hips against my face as I ravenously ate her pussy, taking control in her own slow, confidence-building way.
"Yes, yes, yes, right there, oh my goodness, yes, right there, please, keep going, keep going," she whined, pressing herself down harder onto my mouth. I didn't need any further motivation to give her the best oral possible, but it certainly didn't hurt any.
I brought my hands up, reaching blindly for her breasts. Thankfully, she seemed to know exactly what I was looking for and grabbed my wrists. My hands were brought to her tits, and once again I enjoyed having free reign over her tits, her nipples, playing with the sensitive nubs and using them to bring her even closer to the brink of orgasm.
"I shouldn't have... fuck... I shouldn't have let myself be in such torment... this is... this is divine... this is amazing... there's no way this can be wicked... I want to do it all, I want to do it all the time, I want to do it with you and... oh my goodness, it's sooooo gooooooooood, so close, please, don't stop, please let me cum, make me cum, I'll do whatever you want just make me cum, please, keep going like that, right there, oh fuck, fuckfuckfuckitssogood, please, right there, yes, now, cumming soon, soon, soon... OH!" Sophie cried out, her thighs squeezing my head as she came hard.
My tongue and mouth were able to keep up with the copious flow of juices from her pussy, but the way she squeezed my head only tighter and tighter, her body bucking wildly with the power of her orgasm, I thought there was a very good chance she might choke me out. I knew, rationally, that she didn't want to hurt or kill me or anything like that, but hey, accidents happen, especially before we all get a lot of experience.
She didn't hurt me, though, and I didn't lose consciousness. Once she'd finally slowed, Sophie crawled off of me and fell onto her back on the bed. Looking up at her, breathing heavily and flushed from a good cum, her chest rising and falling and jiggling her tits ever so slightly, it was the kind of sight that might drive a man wild.
Being a man who was fully capable of being driven wild, you could say it did the job for me.
I rolled over onto my knees and pulled her skirt off, throwing it beside the bed and leaving her lushly and beautifully naked (save, of course, for that little gold cross that hung around her neck). Neither of us said anything, knowing exactly what was going to happen next. Her eyes were expectant and a little nervous, darting from mine, to my cock, back to mine again. Her lips were parted slightly, her hips still rocking, her thighs separating and drawing me forward. I didn't know how much fooling around she'd done since she'd lost her virginity to Josie and me, but I had my doubts that any of the guys had a cock like mine.
I crawled between her legs, lining my cock up with the entrance of her pussy. I rubbed the head up against her slit, loving the anticipatory moan that pulled from her mouth. Even with only the slightest pressure, I knew that she was still almost impossibly tight, and that this would be a challenge.
Thankfully, when it came to sex, it was rare that I wasn't up for a challenge.
"Do it," she commanded, her voice low and husky. "Please!"
I pushed forward, fighting through what resistance she had and forcing the head inside. Her eyes went wide and she moaned, loudly at the invasion. I might've joined her, it's hard to say, but pushing on, forcing in a little bit at a time, we could've been screaming for all I cared. It felt so good, and the way her beautiful face lit up as I buried more and more of my cock inside of her... well, I was just about in heaven.
"More, more, more, please!" she whined, wrapping her legs around me and pulling me in deeper. The last few inches found their way inside of her somehow, and for a moment I just lay there on top of her, once again marveling at how my cock could fit inside of a girl this tight.
"Fuck," I groaned.
"Yeah," she agreed, looking down to the point where our two sexes met. "That's... amazing."
"I kind of want to just stay here in awe of it for a moment, you know?" I said, looking down myself, admiring both my handiwork and the insane beauty of her body.
"I do, but I think I want you to fuck me more. You helped me find my slutty side and now I want to feed it," Sophie said, squeezing my cock with her pussy.
"You know what you're asking for, right?" I asked.
"I'm not asking," she said, kissing me sweetly. "I'm telling."
I smiled, kissing her back. "Someone's learning how to take charge."
She rocked her hips, trying to coax me to start moving. Slowly, I did. She groaned, "I've always loved to take charge, I just didn't know how to take charge with my own body. I'm definitely beginning to enjoy it, though..."
Though it may not have looked like it with me being the one on top, I had to agree that this was definitely her show. Whatever she wanted, I wanted to be here for, and whatever fun was to be had I was glad to let her set the pace. Call it a bit of the Christmas spirit, call it wanting to help someone discover a side of themselves that I'd only recently become familiar with in myself, call it whatever you want, but with the two of us on my bed everything felt perfectly natural and absolutely fun. Here I was, fucking one of the most unexpectedly hot girls in school (and that's a competitive fucking list, let me tell you), buried balls deep in her pussy while I got to look down at her bouncing tits and sublime smile.
Earlier I might've said that I felt "just about in heaven", well, this had to settle it. This right here was its own special heaven, the kind reserved for the oddballs and the unlikely who'd been given a chance by improbable fate and took it. Neither of us should have been here doing this now if the year had gone on its most likely path, but now that it had diverged in our favor we were doing everything to take full advantage of it.
So I fucked her. I fucked her hard. I fucked her until she moaned as loud as she screamed, her vocalizations only cut off when we made out.
Or when she had something to say.
"Harder... faster... deeper!" she groaned, parting her legs as widely as she could to allow even more of my cock inside.
Taking a cue and having an idea, I shifted into a semi-kneeling position and grabbed her legs, locking them over my shoulders before I leaned down and really started to fuck deeply into her cunt. If she'd thought I had a good angle before, this was a new depth entirely that filled her pussy. At first, her eyes slammed open in shock, her mouth dropping open in disbelief at this new, seemingly impossible position. Thankfully, she was quite flexible, and as I kept fucking down into her, she got more into it with each passing moment, urging me on, encouraging me, wanting so much more...
I was building up to a pretty epic cum, I'm not going to deny, and I wasn't sure I'd be able to match her. My balls felt swollen, so in need, I was going to cum soon, so soon, so hard, deep inside of-
Her ringtone once again nearly scared me half to death. It almost sent me flying off of her, but seemingly unperturbed she held onto me, grabbing her phone and answering it while I sat stock-still, cock still buried deep inside my pussy.
"Oh, hello?" she answered, doing a surprisingly good job at not letting on that she was naked and with a cock buried deep inside of her cunt. "Oh, hi Pastor Miller!"
Still listening to the man droning on on the other end of the line, Sophie rolled her eyes at me and mouthed, 'Keep going.'
Now, I'd been in a lot of surreal situations over this past year, but being balls deep inside a sexy as fuck religious girl after she'd snuck away from church on Christmas Eve day, while she fielded a call from her pastor about the night's service... well, that one was a strong contender for the weirdest thing I'd done yet.
But if she wanted me to keep going, I'd keep going. I kept a slow pace, one that wouldn't make too much noise, I hoped. Though I knew I should've stopped, I was so close to cumming that this felt like a fine idea as stroke after stroke kept me inching closer and closer to cumming.
"Yes," she said, stifling a groan. "Mrs. Friedkin? I don't know why her phone's off, but I assure you she has been working on the nativity costumes, uh... oh! No, sorry, I'm just, busy, moving around a lot, trying to get things ready, you know how it goes!"
She giggled.
I was starting to wonder if I'd be going to Hell for this.
"She said there was nothing to worry about, some scraped knees she fixed, a couple tears, some stains from when one of the Blatty twins threw up on the other, but nothing that couldn't be taken care of. She's going to have them ready for tonight, I'll check on her myself once I'm done on my current errand. Was there anything else?"
I really hoped there wasn't anything else, because I was about to burst.
"Oh, there is something else?" Sophie said.
I groaned in frustration. Sophie mouthed, 'Sorry!'
"No, that's not a problem at all, what's going on?" Sophie asked.
I couldn't hold it back any longer. I mouthed to her, 'Cumming soon!'
She bit her lip and nodded, mouthing, 'Do it!'
I didn't fully trust her judgment, but I really didn't have much of a say in the matter anymore. For a moment, I fucked her harder, quickening my pace so I could finish the inevitable. Her face was one of ecstatic agony, of a woman who desperately wanted to join in but couldn't for reasons of her own making. I felt for her, I truly did, but that didn't stop me from doing what I had to do.
With a few final, conclusive thrusts, I came and I came and I fucking came, flooding her pussy with what felt like an entire river of cum. I was sorry that she couldn't enjoy it as much as I did, I promised myself I'd make it up to her, and maybe, still maybe part of me wondered if I was going to Hell for quietly fucking her while she fielded a phone call from her Pastor, but still I came. I came so hard it was as if my entire self drained into her, and though I desperately wanted to collapse on top of her and go into the darkness for a bit, I didn't. No, I still held on by my knees and elbows, waiting for my energy to return so I could return the favor to her once the phone call ended.



Or earlier, if it kept going on like this.
Sophie looked positively pleased with herself as I unloaded into her, for somehow she managed to hold back any sound that might have given away what she was doing while she still fielded the call from her pastor. I'd known some girls who really knew how to multitask, but let me tell you, I think Sophie might have been able to give some of them lessons.
"Mercedes can take care of that, easily. If you can't find Mr. McCambridge, ask her and she'll do it; that girl will do anything if you light a fire under her," Sophie said proudly.
My cock was still buried inside of her and beginning to lose hardness, and Sophie still had yet to cum. This was something I meant to remedy promptly, even if she still hadn't finished her call. Propping all of my weight on one arm, I reached down with the other and started fingering her clit. At first, her eyes bugged out and her mouth dropped open as if I'd handed her a great betrayal, interrupting her call by trying to get her off. When I tried letting go, though, she shook her head and simply mouthed, 'Don't stop.'
So I kept going. I kept going while she did her best to hold onto her conversation with her pastor. I kept going as her body started to shudder and shake from my ministrations, never once breaking eye contact with this beautiful girl.
To her credit, she was really good at keeping a straight face on the phone.
"I know... oh... I know it seems like it's a lot to worry about... but we've... oh my goodness... no, nothing at all, it's just, we've got it under control, Pastor Miller. You don't have anything to worry about at all, just focus on your notes and the rest of us will... can I set you down for just one teensy second? Thanks!" Sophie said, setting the phone down and grabbing one of the pillows from my bed. She shoved it over her face and pressed hard, screaming and cursing into it to muffle her orgasm. I could tell she was trying to get it over with to finish her call, but her body and my fingers didn't allow her that luxury. She was going to ride out her orgasm, and she was going to ride it out well.
The tension finally drained from her body, she collapsed and tossed the pillow aside.
She grabbed the phone again. "Sorry about that, Pastor Miller; just had to drop off some Christmas cheer. I'll be back shortly, and I'll make sure everything goes off without a hitch, alright? See you all in a bit."
Ending the call, she tossed the phone aside. Smiling, she exclaimed, "You are evil!"
Considering how passionately she kissed me after this pronouncement, I was pretty sure she meant it in jest. "I have my moments."
"Pretty good moments. Nice and... wicked..." she growled, kissing me again rather fiercely.
I pulled my mostly deflated cock from her, then rolled over and lay down next to her. The river of cum that fell from her pussy meant I'd have to do laundry today, but with the number of girls who'd been through this room I'd gotten pretty good at laundry lately.
We lay next to each other, breathing heavily and rather satisfied for the vigorous, if unconventional, sex we'd just had. Eventually reality would have to set in, and both of us would have to get back to our Christmas Eve plans, but right now it felt nice to lounge next to one another.
Rolling onto her side, her breasts looking absolutely amazing as they stacked on top of each other, Sophie ran her fingers down my chest and purred, "So... was I a good little cumslut for you, Ryan?"
This brought me back to a thought that had been in the back of my mind since this encounter started, and was as good a time as any to bring it up. "I gotta ask you; do you even know what that word means?"
Sophie paused. "I thought I did until you asked me. I thought it was about girls who enjoyed being shameful and... Why? What should it mean?"
I racked my brain for a good answer to this question, and it was harder to do than I'd thought. I'd spent a lot of time with a lot of girls who proudly called themselves 'sluts', and had to admit that by all definitions I was pretty much a slut myself, and had come to find a more nuanced and layered definition of that word than I ever would have expected before senior year began.
"It's... normally, it's a bad word. A word to demean and diminish women who have a libido and take pride in their bodies. Man, that word's more loaded than a gun, I swear. Around here, with all I've seen, all the girls I know, all the proud 'sluts', it means something more than that, I think. I've had my own experiences with the word, but here's what I think," I said, rolling over to face her.
"There's girls I know like Kaitlyn and her friends, they call each other sluts with a big smile on their face, they mean it in a completely different way from most people, I think. They use slut to describe women who own their sexuality, who enjoy sex and refuse to let anyone shame them for it, because sex is not shameful, at least, it shouldn't be. I think... I think they want to reclaim it. They don't want the word slut to be derogatory, they want to take it back and mean something positive, or at the very least fun and playful. And some people get off on doing stuff they think they're not supposed to do, as I think you've figured out," I continued.
"That... that makes a lot of sense," Sophie said.
"It's complicated, and weird, and a lot of it sucks because society sucks about shit like this, but... here's what I definitely know, Sophie. You can call yourself whatever you want, slut, cumslut, whore even if it suits you, but I hope that when you do you're not trying to hurt or shame yourself when you say it. Don't punish yourself because you think you've done something wrong. There's nothing wrong or sinful about wanting to enjoy sex, no matter what anyone else says. They'll want to call you these things because they want to pigeonhole you into one box, but being a slut, that's just one part of the rich tapestry of whoever you want to be. I mean... I'm not a theology major or anything, but you said it yourself, if it feels so good, maybe it's a gift to use from a higher power? I don't know, I'm rambling..." I trailed off.
For the first time in a while, her eyes didn't meet mine. "It was a good ramble."
I took one of her hands in mine. "I just don't want you to be hurt, by you or other people's expectations of you, okay?"
She looked into the distance, thoughtful for a long while more. Though I still held one of her hands in mine, her other hand had drifted up to her cross, stroking it thoughtfully.
"I'll call Rose. If she knows... if she knows as much as you say she does... I think she sounds perfect to help me discover my new path," Sophie said.
"Cool. I think... I think the two of you will have a lot to talk about," I said.
Sophie smiled, softly. "Talk about or, 'talk about'?"
It wasn't the best attempt at a joke, but it wasn't a bad one either. "Primarily the first. Maybe the second. Depends on how well you two hit it off, I guess."
"I guess," Sophie replied.
"Seriously, though, she's one of the best people in school to talk about anything. I owe her... I owe her a lot, and I think, if you give her a chance, she'll be willing to do a lot for you too," I said.
Sophie's smile was hard to read, but I took it for grateful. She still had a long way to go, but with the right people by her side she could make a lot of progress.
She rolled toward me, closing the gap between us enough that she could kiss me. I kissed her back. We began to make out, slowly, with a passion that hadn't been there from our previous, more frantic fuck. I knew in my heart of hearts that Sophie Cusack was a girl I'd never fully understand, but one that I'd always have a strange, unique connection with. Maybe it was because I'd been there when she'd lost her virginity, or maybe it was because I'd talked her through some tough times, or maybe it was just some greater destiny, but there would always be something between us that wouldn't be matched with anyone else, and that was fine by me.
Our making out had intensified slightly, our tongues exploring each others' mouths as our hands took on each others' bodies. Without saying a word, Sophie broke our kiss and crawled down the bed, taking my cock into her mouth and starting to blow me again. Again, there was a slowness, a sensuality to it that spoke to a new side of Sophie that she was still exploring. It was an unbelievably erotic sight, the way she looked at me, and it was one I meant to encourage.
Thankfully, my cock had no trouble encouraging her in her attempts at getting me hard, as I was soon ready for what she had to offer. At once confident and timid-looking (a combination I wouldn't have thought possible, but she found a way), Sophie straddled me and sat on my cock, burying me deep in her pussy once more. Still as heavenly a feeling as ever, I worried that we'd once again be interrupted by her phone, but that wasn't meant to be this time. She rode me slowly, rocking her hips and angling herself for maximum penetration.
Sophie closed her eyes and bit her lip as she rode me, her face a mask of pure concentration. Her hands dropped to her clit and started rubbing it urgently. Eager to help her find the release she was looking for, I reached up and cupped her swaying, bouncing breasts, squeezing them gently and rubbing her hard nipples with my thumbs.
Sophie groaned, looking down at me with half-lidded eyes as she rode me a little faster. Though I was definitely here and definitely enjoying myself, this was very much her fuck and I was not going to deprive her of it. She rode me only slightly faster, but enough to send her breasts swaying in my hands.
Her massive tits were too much to hold on at this point, so I dropped my hands to her hips, helping her keep pace and giving me the perfect opportunity to squeeze her ripe, perfect ass.
Her voice nearly a whisper, Sophie intoned, "Almost, almost, almost, so close, please, almost, keep going, so close, almost, almost, almost..."
This orgasm didn't hit her as hard as the last one did, but with a heavy grunt and a groan, she shook and collapsed against me. Her hips still rocked, still urgently fucking me while she came, even though she herself was a blubbering mess, groaning and kissing me as she came down from her second heavy cum of the day.
With one final, lingering kiss, she said, "Thank you."
"My pleasure," I said, squeezing her ass playfully.
She giggled, then flexed her ass against me. "I should really get going soon."
"Alright," I said, a little disappointed, but understanding since I had a schedule of my own to keep.
"But... I'd really like to take care of you first," she continued. "And I was thinking about something Josie said..."
"What?" I asked.
"Well..." Sophie responded, climbing off of me and getting onto her knees beside me. Slowly, she jacked my cock, keeping me ready for whatever it was she had in mind. "She said if I thought it felt good with you in my pussy... that I should wait until I felt you in my ass."
My disappointment evaporated swiftly. "Really?"
A little nervous, Sophie nodded. "I haven't done much with it, I put a couple of my fingers in, the handle of a hairbrush, even made one of the boys from the Purity Brigade lick it while I touched myself for a very long time (he really liked that), but never a cock. I... can't lie that thinking about having that in me is a little scary, but I want to know what it's like to have a cock in my ass. Please... won't you to fuck my ass, Ryan?"
It was impossible for me to ignore the sheer weight and responsibility of Sophie's request, especially if she'd never actually had a guy fuck her in the ass before. I won't say I didn't want to do it, because with an ass as magnificent as hers that would be a huge fucking lie, but her question did hit me in a way I hadn't fully expected. This was something she was clearly looking forward to, something she wanted to have fun with.
I had to be careful.
"Get on your hands and knees," I said, playfully yet firmly. Sophie smiled a very pretty smile and did as I directed, turning around and getting on her hands and knees so that her ass faced me. Her ass, so nice and round, parted naturally in anticipation, her tight little hole waiting so perfectly. Whatever plan I had went out the window on seeing that utterly perfect sight, and I decided that I'd have to improvise.
Still, when improvising meant sitting up and planting my mouth on that perfect little asshole, was that really such a bad plan?
"Oh my, oh my goodness!" Sophie exclaimed as I ate her ass, licking and probing gently while I gently slid two fingers into her pussy. I was going to take it slow for her sake, but still have some fun. I purposefully slid my fingers in and out of her tight, wet pussy, lubing them as much as I could on our comingled juices while I got her ass nice and wet with my mouth.
Truth be told, I went at it a lot longer than I probably had to because, well, her ass was positively delectable. That I'd be fucking it shortly only upped my enthusiasm, which only elicited greater sounds of pleasure from Sophie.
Even probing her hole with my tongue, I knew this would be a tight fit, but since she seemed about as ready as ever I pulled my fingers from her slit and pressed one against her tight hole.
"OH!" she groaned as the pressure against her changed. Thank god for her readiness and wetness, because my index finger slid in with surprising ease.
"That good?" I asked.
"So good," Sophie moaned. "More... please."
I wanted to take this slow, but if she wanted more I wouldn't say no. Pulling my index finger most of the way out, I put my pussy-slicked middle finger alongside it and inserted both of them into her tight ass. Sophie moaned more loudly, beating her hands against the bed as I fucked my fingers in and out of her asshole. I twisted and curled them, testing and probing her and seeing how ready she was to take my cock.
The answer was, "not very", but she could've been a lot worse off if she hadn't already been experimenting some. It'd be a tight squeeze, but with enough lube it would definitely be possible.
"Please, oh... please..." Sophie pleaded.
"Please, what?" I asked, as much wanting to hear her say it as wanting to be sure that she was sure this was what she wanted.
"Please, Ryan, please fuck my ass. I'll beg if I have to, but I want it, so bad," she moaned.
"Okay. If you say so," I said teasingly, reaching over to my nightstand and pulling out my oh so trusty bottle of lube. I squeezed a generous amount into the palm of my hand and jacked it up and down my cock, making sure I had good coverage. To be safe, I also squeezed a little between her ass cheeks and pressed it into her tight hole with my fingers.
"Oooh, that's nice," Sophie groaned, looking back at me and biting her lip.
"Well, wait until you get this in you," I said, showing off my erection.
"I'm ready," she said.
"Good," I replied, crawling between her legs. I lined up my cock between her ass cheeks and rubbed it between them, savoring the valley of her perfect ass around my cock. Playfully, Sophie squeezed my cock with her ass.
"You've been looking forward to this," I said.
"You have no idea how much," she said, squeezing my cock with her ass again.
"I think I might," I said, grabbing my cock and rubbing the head up and down her asshole. She groaned deeply, so instead of rubbing it against her sensitive hole, I started to press forward. Just a little bit at a time, just enough to stretch her out slightly.
"Oh, wow," she said as I pressed against her.
"Good wow?" I asked.
"Very good wow," she said through gritted teeth.
"We can stop anytime if it gets to be too much," I said.
"I know," she replied, determined. Then, softening slightly, she said, "Thank you."
"Don't mention it. Especially since this is gonna get a lot more intense... right... about... NOW!" I exclaimed, pressing forward and sliding the head of my cock into her impossibly tight ass.
"FUCK!" we both cried out in unison. Sophie pounded the bed in a mix of agony and ecstasy. For how painfully tight she was, I might have done the same if it weren't for the fact that the only thing I had to pound on was her ass, and I probably would've destroyed her for how hard I wanted to slap that ass. It was a shock, for sure, how tight she was, and if she'd given any indication she wanted me to stop I would have then and there. I could've sworn she would've, since this must have been painful for her.
The funny thing, though, was that she didn't ask me to stop.
The two of us just stayed like that, the head of my cock buried inside of her asshole, getting accustomed to each other until we grew used to the sensation. It was quiet in the room right then, save for our mutual heavy breathing.
Then Sophie looked back at me. Her face was a mask of fear and desire. This had to be a lot for her.
And then she gritted her teeth in concentration and pressed back against me.
Slowly, she began to push inch after inch of my cock into her unbelievably tight asshole.
"It's... goodness... it's tearing me apart, it's not supposed to be like this, but it feels so... fucking... good!" Sophie exclaimed.
"You want me to keep going?" I asked.
"I don't want you to ever stop!" she cried out as she pressed another inch inside.
If she insisted...
Carefully, I grabbed her hips and started pulling her back onto me. It was slow, agonizing going, every bit as much pain as pleasure, but this ass was a challenge worth conquering, for both of us. Inch by inch, groan by exquisite groan, the pleasure building as more and more of me was gripped inside of her hot... tight... perfect... ass...
"Wow," I said, marveling at the sight of my cock bottomed out inside of her amazing ass.
"Wow," she repeated. "That's... that's it... that's all of it..."
"Yeah," I said. "Pretty cool, huh?"
"It's... it's something..." Sophie said.
"You want me to stay here like this, for a little while, let you get used to it?" I asked.
Sophie looked back at me. "No. I want you to fuck me. I thought I was clear about this?"
I smirked, grabbing her hips a little tighter. "Just wanted to give you the option."
"I think I- OH FUCK!" Sophie yelped as I pulled nearly my entire cock from her ass and slammed it back in. Though it took her by surprise, I gave her another, similar stroke not long after, making her yelp with pleasure again.
"Oh fuck, keep going, like that, don't want it to stop, oh my..." Sophie wailed as I began to seriously fuck her ass. I grabbed her by the hips, helping her slam back onto me as hard as I was thrusting into her, giving her the assfucking she was looking for by the sounds she was making. Though I was worried she didn't know what she was going for at first, when she leaned into the bed and reached down to finger her pussy, I knew we were on the right path.
Spending a good period of Christmas Eve day with a hot girl, buried balls deep in her impossibly tight ass, I had to admit it was a pretty perfect moment.
Too perfect for the laws of chance that my life seemed governed by. Something was bound to ruin it, and Sophie's ringtone once more filled the room.
She groaned in frustration almost as loud as I did, propping herself back up on her hands. Looking back at me with one of the most lustful faces I'd ever seen, she said, "Whatever happens, don't you dare stop!"
"Okay," I said, slowing my pace only slightly as she reached for her phone. After our last couple interruptions, I would've thought I'd be ready for anything.
When she cheerfully answered, "Hi, Mom!", that was almost enough to stop me. If she hadn't been looking into my eyes almost threateningly as I continued to fuck her ass, I probably would have, but I wouldn't dare deny that look anything.



"No, I know, I know where I'm supposed to be, it's just... had an errand to run... it's a surprise, I swear it'll be... no, I'm fine, I'm fine, just working hard. Really hard," Sophie emphasized, looking back at me and almost rolling her eyes. I'd slowed my thrusts considerably, but even that wasn't enough to keep the fucking out of her voice. I hoped for her sake that she'd be able to keep quiet, but she was doing a good job of it so far I thought.
"No, you don't have to put him on, I'll be fine and back to church soon and, yeah... and, no, you don't have to- HI, DADDY!" Sophie practically yelped as I gave her one heavy thrust. "No, I'm fine, just thought I pulled a muscle, but, I'm fine. Yes, I'll be back at the church soon, I promise; just doing something I need to do, I won't let Pastor Miller down. Okay? Love you guys too, be there soon!"
She ended the call, tossing the phone aside and screaming, "FUCK ME HARDER, POUND MY SLUTTY FUCKING ASS AND CUM INSIDE OF ME, RYAN, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK!"
I pulled her up so she knelt in front of me as I fucked her, grabbing and squeezing her massive bouncing tits. She turned to kiss me, her hands dropping down to her pussy as we both furiously worked toward what would no doubt be our final orgasms with each other for the day.
I didn't know how much what I did here would change Sophie's life, but I hoped whatever happened for her it was welcome. When our final, catastrophic orgasms came, when she tensed and bucked against me with what was no doubt the hardest cum of her life and I filled her ass with semen, I was still proud of everything we'd done today. I'd delivered her gift, and it sounded like it was welcomed.
Maybe it was a Christmas miracle, maybe it wasn't, but when we collapsed next to each other on the bed, panting and laughing and making out as we came down, I couldn't help but do a little bit of mental math.
X - ADDISON - X
X - BROOKE - X
X - HALEY - X
X - HOPE - X
JADE
X - JOSIE - X
X - KAITLYN - X
X - MALLORY - X
X - MARIE - X
X - MRS. LYNN - X
X - MRS. MCNEIL - X
X - MRS. SULLIVAN - X
X - NADIA - X
X - NOA - X
X - RACHEL - X
X - ROSE - X
X - SARAH - X
X - SOPHIE - X
X - TORI - X
Only one name to go. I could do this.
Kissing Sophie passionately, I then said, "Merry Christmas, Sophie."
Kissing me back sweetly, she replied, "Merry Christmas, Ryan."
***
Me: I'll be there in two minutes
Me: Where should I meet you?
Jade: In the parking lot
Jade: I'll find you
Me: Cool. See you soon.
I pocketed my phone as Josie and me turned the corner toward Blair Valley's Open Hands Shelter. It was in a complex a few shades better than a strip mall, built between a couple warehouse-looking operations and hardly looking homey in its own way, but if the work they did was as good as Jade claimed it was, what it looked like on the outside hardly mattered. A small handful of people manned tables out front, and a large number were lined up out front to receive various care packages of supplies from them.
I'd never really done any serious volunteering in the past, so I was a bit nervous at the prospect, but with Josie at my side, I knew I could do anything.
"So this is the place?" she mused as she pulled her car into the parking lot and found us a space.
"Yeah," I replied, getting a nice, long look at her. Josie hadn't changed her gothic look in the slightest, even for Christmas Eve, but with her customary coat a rich, dark red and her lipstick a dark emerald green, she was making more of an effort than I'd have expected.
"Do you think Jade's got any idea what's coming her way?" Josie asked.
"I sure hope not; then it won't be a surprise," I said, keeping my eyes scanning for her.
After a few seconds, the front doors to the Open Hands Shelter opened and out strode Jade Alvarez. A busty and beautiful Latina cheerleader, in a roundabout way she was one of the major people responsible for my whole Christmas season extravaganza. If it hadn't been for her and Hope's timely intervention when I was feeling pretty low, I don't know what this last month would've been like.
I had a lot to thank her for, and a lot to pay back; I was just hoping what I'd arranged today would be enough.
Josie and I got out of the car in time for the festively dressed Jade to meet up with us and throw her arms around me in a hug.
"Thank you, thank you, thank you!" Jade exclaimed. "We're really short-handed tonight for some reason (it probably rhymes with isthmus), so, seriously, thank you guys for making it out here!"
"It's our pleasure," I said.
"Doing good on Christmas? What's not to like?" Josie said.
Jade smiled. "That's exactly the kind of attitude we need! If you guys're ready, follow me, I'll get you with our volunteer coordinator and get you settled in. We got a lot of care packages to give out, food, toys, clothes, personal supplies, all sorts of things. We've got packages that need to be made and packages that need to be handed out, never enough to go around, but every extra pair of hands help!"
Before she could pull us over to the building, I gently grabbed her by the wrist and said, "That's... that's partly why I wanted to talk to you before we go inside."
"Oh?" Jade asked.
"You... you've been a lot of help to me this month. More than I ever could've expected. You helped me pull off something crazy, and I think I want to return some of that crazy to you," I said.
"That didn't come out right, did it?" Josie asked me.
"No, it did not," I said after some thought. "But... the point's the same. I've... I've wanted to do something special for you especially."
"You don't have to. Honestly," Jade interjected. "You and Josie being here? That's a lot right there. That's more than I could've asked of anyone really, especially on Christmas Eve."
"Yeah. I figured you'd say something like that," I said, pulling out my phone and sending out the text from my phone's drafts folder to the group chat I'd set up. "That's kind of why I already set it in motion, so you might not be able to convince me otherwise."
"What?" Jade asked, an eyebrow raised. "What've you got up your sleeve."
I turned the phone to face her, showing her the simple message:
Me: Time for a dramatic entrance
"You've... got me interested, but what's that supposed to mean?" Jade asked.
"Wait for it," I said, hoping that nobody had trouble with traffic or got held up by family.
It was a minute before the first car pulled into the lot, barely having time to pull in and park before the driver came flying out and practically tackled Jade.
"Hey Jade! Merry Christmas!" tiny blonde cheerleader Brooke King exclaimed as she threw her arms around her friend. "We came soon as we could!"
"Who's 'we'?" Jade asked, extricating herself from her pigtailed cheerleading teammate.
"The rest of Fox Force Five! We got the band back together! Pretty, like, sweet, right?" Brooke asked, motioning to her car as beautiful brunette Kaitlyn Pruitt, stacked redhead Haley Campbell, and blonde hipster Rose Ferris stepped out. They weren't nearly as enthusiastic as Brooke (since I doubted anyone was), but the way Jade's eyes goggled at them I knew they didn't have to be.
"You guys! I tried asking you for weeks, and you show up now?" Jade chided, a little angry but mostly ecstatic.
"What can we say? Ryan's persuasive," Kaitlyn mused.
Jade looked at me. "I should ask for your help more often."
"Wait for it; there's more coming," I said.
"More?" Jade asked.
"Oh yeah," I said as the next car pulled in.
Or, should I say, cars.
The first to pull in was a van that held Josie's friends, busty emo rocker Mia Roth, meek blonde dancer Sarah Kent, stunning track star Fatima Hassan, gawky band geek Hope Harris and her new girlfriend, redheaded color guard captain Daphne O'Connell.
Following them were a pair of cars, the first holding another busty Latina cheerleader with Addison Gonzalez, the second carrying tight-bodied aspiring Ninja Warrior Noa Kanzaki. Only a few seconds behind Noa was the ancient, coughing Vespa that held motormouthed, blue-haired gamer Izzy Barnes, who probably could've given Brooke a challenge in the energy department.
The last car in the caravan I saw come in held Nadia Barclay, and a face I didn't expect to see with her. Utterly gorgeous even with her shaved head, cosplayer Mallory Dourif was friends with Nadia once upon a time until they'd had a falling out over how Nadia behaved when Mallory's brother got sick. Seeing them share a car... it felt like they might have been trying to fix things.
It wouldn't be the first Christmas miracle.
Jade just couldn't help but stare at the incoming flood of people with slack-jawed wonder.
"Some of them can only stay for an hour or so because of Christmas, but this is one of those 'many hands make light work' situations, right? Tell us where we need to be, and we'll be there," I said.
As if finally noticing me for the first time since the others started flooding in, Jade quickly turned to me, wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me long and hard on the lips. It was the kind of kiss with fire and passion that most people only dreamed of, the kind that made me really grateful that Josie wasn't the jealous type for the fire in it.
"Wow," I said when our lips parted.
"You're the big 'wow'," Jade said. "Giving me a lot of work to do, helping everybody out..."
"Hey, this is your show. I just did some networking. Do your thing. Be the hero everyone should know you are. I'll be wherever I'm needed," I said.
"Thanks," Jade replied, then raising her voice. "Alright, new volunteers! Follow me! We got a lot to do and not a lot of time to do it in; let's get that Christmas spirit flowing!"
With some mixed cheers from the group and more than a few girls shooting me glances before they followed her, Josie and I moved to pick up the rear.
At least, we almost did, until Brooke grabbed me by the arm. "Hey, Ryan! Can we, like, talk for a sec!"
"You got it all together?" Josie asked.
"Totally," Brooke replied.
"Got what together? You two colluding on some evil scheme?" I asked.
"Not evil," Brooke replied.
"Yeah, who do you think we are?" Josie replied.
"Though, if you say collude but mean 'we fucked and then thought of something totally sweet for you for Christmas' then, yeah, we did that," Brooke said.
"You and her?" I asked Josie.
"Yeah. You jealous?" Josie joked.
"Only that I wasn't there," I said.
"Next time!" Brooke said cheerfully.
Passing by Addison as we went, I smiled and nodded at her. In response, she had an even more devilish smile and said, "Heads up: after what we did last time, Kyle's been crying like a little bitch and actually sicced his mommy on me to try to get me to stop being mean to him. She's probably going to be after you soon too, so, you know, be careful."
I shook my head. "Just what I need. Thanks."
"Hey, thank you! You have no idea how fun this is for me right now," Addison said, walking after the others into the Shelter.
"What was *that* about?" Josie asked.
"Long story," I said as we arrived at the back of Brooke's car.
"Do you wanna, like, explain it, or, like, should I?" Brooke asked.
"Listening to you explain things is more fun than it ought to be, blondie; this one's all you," Josie said.
"Woohoo!" Brooke exclaimed, popping her trunk and pointing proudly to the cardboard moving box with a pink ribbon wrapped around it inside. "Merry Christmas, Ryan!"
"It's a box. Just what I've always wanted," I joked, getting an elbow to the rib from Josie for my efforts.
"It's more than a box, it's, like, it's kind of our thank you to being, like, so totally awesome to us this last month, and it's not like it's anything as special as anything you got us, but , the idea we had was to kinda make the rest of this year as awesome for you as possible," Brooke explained without really explaining anything.
"Maybe I should explain so we can get inside," Josie said.
"I got this!" Brooke exclaimed. "I can totally do this!"
"Okay, okay, then do it so we can get inside," Josie said.
"Okay... look, it's no secret anymore Ryan that you're totally having sex with like so many of the yummy chicks in school and out, and you're talented, and you got all sorts of skills from a lot of us, but you're gonna, like, run outta tricks eventually, so Josie and me put our big brains together and talked to a lot of the girls you've been with and we, like, put together one big and shiny sexy care package for you! Each of us chipped something in; it's got all sorts of toys and goodies you can bust out to really impress the girls, or that the girls can use while you're busy with another one, and, like, everyone can have so much fun like you wouldn't believe!" Brooke exclaimed.
I looked back at the box, impressed. I wasn't expecting or asking for anything in return for my Christmas good deeds. I just wanted to do the good for the people who'd made my year special. This, though, set up by two of my favorite women in the world?
"Thank you. Both of you. All of you," I said, first kissing Josie, then Brooke, then rather enjoying watching the two of them kiss.
We really had to do something about that one of these days.
"Hey, our pleasure! Doin' good and sharin' stuff feels, like, totally sweet!" Brooke said.
"Speaking of which..." Josie said, looking over at the Shelter. "...Jade's probably gonna come looking for us if we don't get in on orientation soon. Shall we?"
Taking one of them on each arm, I said, "Let's!"
As we walked toward the building's entrance, I couldn't help but notice that one last car had pulled up. Its occupants had already stepped out and prepared to follow us into the building. One was a shorter girl with wavy blonde hair, the other a redhead with an untamed mop of flaming red curls that I'd notice anywhere.
April Martel and Tori McNeil.
I'd sent the invite to April, since we still chatted from time to time, but whether she'd show and whether Tori would show with her after all that had happened between us was something I was unwilling to bet on.
Briefly, Tori's and my eyes met. There was no smile, but on seeing me she gave a brief nod of recognition. It was the most cordial we'd been in close to a month, and though there was every chance this softening came more from Christmas spirit than any form of reconciliation, I returned the nod.
There may have been room for some drama in the near future, but I wasn't planning on letting that take over the afternoon.
It was Christmas, and we had work to do.
***
At the end of the day, I was tired, I was sore, but I was satisfied.
If I could've, I would've stayed with Jade and the rest of the volunteers at the Open Hands Shelter all night. I didn't exactly know what I was doing, but I was good at following orders, being where I needed to be when I needed to be there and dispensing whatever supplies they had on hand to the people that needed dispensing to. It was a powerful, humbling experience that I won't go into too much detail on here because that's not why you're reading this, but when Jade made the offer to have me help out some in the future, I eagerly took her up on it.
Josie and I lasted longer than most of the girls who had to go back to Regan Hills and spend Christmas Eve with their families (save for Mia and Fatima who didn't celebrate Christmas), but eventually I had to give in and bow out so Josie and I could spend Christmas Eve proper with Dad.
Since Dad and I didn't have the best history of making holidays work, you can say I was glad to retire to my bedroom with Josie so we could sit on the floor and sort through the box of goodies Brooke had delivered. Even though Brooke had given me fair warning about what was inside, it didn't make the sheer breadth of the sex toys inside any less surprising.
Pulling out a purple vibrator with an attachment on it that made it look like a cock designed by H.R. Giger, I asked Josie, "This one's from... Addison, and... what would you call that Lovecraftian horror?"
"Oh, sweet!" Josie exclaimed. As usual when she was spending the night, she was dressed in a comfortable and loose t-shirt and pair of sweatpants, her hair tied back. It didn't exactly fit her usual overly made up Goth appearance, but since she was comfortable she was beautiful to me.
Taking the vibrator from my hand, Josie explained. "This one's a 'rabbit' vibe; the weird-looking protrusion thing hits the clit and it's... well, it's pretty great."
"So, add it to the 'Fake Cock' pile?" I asked.
"Definitely," Josie said.
I set Addison's rabbit aside with the other dildos and vibrators, including Sarah's RC vibe, Jade's bullet vibes and the double-ended dildo that Mia provided and Josie assured me would be a lot of fun when we had another girl over. Though Josie got excited with every toy pulled from the box, the one that got her going the most was the Hitachi magic wand that Kaitlyn provided. Though it looked less like a magic wand and more like R2-D2's dick to my eyes, I remembered even Tori talking about how they were one of the top-sellers at the sex shop she worked at, so I took her as a fair authority.
"You got some kinky friends," Josie mused, pulling what looked like a collection of handmade masks and blindfolds with a tag saying "From Mallory" on them before tossing them in the "Kinky" pile.
"I like them," I said.
"Me too," Josie said. "And your dad..."
"My dad's not kinky. At least, I hope my dad's not kinky," I said, rather hoping to not get any more into this than I had to.
"I wasn't saying that, it's just... it was a nice dinner, that's all. I didn't know that he was such a good singer. It was a lot of fun to listen to," Josie said.
I smiled. "Ah. Yeah, Dad was part of a hair metal band back in the 80s. Back when he had hair. They were terrible musicians, but he was always a good singer."
I reached back into the box and pulled out what appeared to be a large box of KY from Costco. Of course, this most practical of presents had to come from Nadia, but it would definitely get some use. I put it in the "Miscellaneous" pile, along with the non-slip shower strips that Rose had provided (if it finally made shower sex practical, I was all for it), Noa's recipes for stamina improving shakes and smoothies, and the stack of used Far Cry games that Izzy provided.
With Izzy, I didn't know if she hadn't gotten the message for the care package's theme, or if they were just for fun or a sex thing, but since I enjoyed a good shooter like anyone else, I wasn't complaining.
Josie also wasn't complaining, though for very different reasons. She sorted through the "Kinky" pile with a look of glee on her face. In addition to Mallory's masks, we had a brand new set of vibrating nipple clamps courtesy of Haley, a collection of restraints from Daphne, a book on safe bondage practices from Hope, and Josie's own contribution: a truly epic collection of butt plugs.
Holding up a pair of handcuffs, she said, "Admit it, you're gonna miss me while I'm gone."
"Of course I'm gonna miss you," I said. Not long after Christmas, Josie was supposed to travel with her family to visit her grandmother in Hawaii who was going to be recovering from cancer surgery. She'd be gone for a couple weeks at least, and it was really an absence I wanted to think about as little as possible.
"Really? Even with all the girls you're gonna be slinging that cock around to in the meantime, you'll still be thinking about little old me?" Josie teased.
I crawled over to Josie and pressed her against the bed, kissing her hard. "As much as you're gonna be missing me while you try to get a surfer gangbang off the ground? Yeah, I'm definitely gonna miss you."



Josie smiled at me sweetly. "Touché."
I sat down next to her, wrapping an arm around her shoulders and pulling her in close. It had been a crazy month, but I honestly couldn't think of a more exciting period in my life. I didn't know what life would have in store for me next, but I was looking forward to some good, solid relaxing time. I'd have preferred it with Josie by my side, but if that wasn't an option, I'd do the best I could to make do.
"So, has it been a good Christmas for you?" Josie asked.
"Well, it all depends on what tomorrow has in store, especially after we visit your folks to drop off presents, but I'd say yeah. You?" I asked.
"I've never really been a Christmas person, but with you? Yeah, it's been pretty fun," Josie said, kissing me on the cheek. She craned her neck, looking into the box. "Looks like one more present. You want the honors?"
"Sure," I said, reaching inside. I pulled out what was an impressively large gift basket wrapped in cellophane. Though the bows and ribbons around it were very cute and Christmasy, all of the contents inside of it were bright pink. Dildos, vibrators, nipple clamps, anal beads, a strap-on, handcuffs...
"Brooke doesn't half-ass anything, does she?" I mused, setting the gift basket between the various toy piles.
"Totally," Josie teased, doing a pretty good impression of Brooke's ditzy tone. "You know who else doesn't half-ass anything?"
"Who?" I asked.
Standing up, Josie dropped her pajama bottoms and panties to the floor, bending over the bed and spreading her ass cheeks to better show me her tight hole. Jokingly, she said, "This ass!"
I smiled. "You want me to fuck your ass?"
"At least once. More if Sophie didn't wear you out too much earlier," Josie said, looking back at me.
"I can do that," I said.
"Excellent," Josie said, hopping into bed and tossing her shirt at me so she was completely naked before sliding beneath the covers. "And if you've still got it in you - or if you don't - I've got half a mind to try out some of those new toys."
"Sounds like fun," I said, standing up.
"So, are you gonna just talk about it, or do something about it?" Josie asked.
"Just one thing I gotta do first," I said, going over to the chair where I set my pants.
"Well, I'm gonna start fingering myself, hurry it up if you wanna take part in my first cum!" Josie said, her hands dancing between her legs under my blanket.
I found what I needed in a hurry, the well-worn list of names I'd been working off of this past month. I still hadn't crossed off Jade's name, and found myself looking for a pen so I could finally finish it off. When I realized what I was doing, I crumpled up the piece of paper and tossed it in my trash can. I turned on my heel and walked over toward the bed, stripping off my own sleep clothes as I approached Josie.
"Merry Christmas," I said, climbing into bed and kissing my girlfriend.
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews or shoot me some feedback, as they really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!)
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My name is Ryan Collins. If you already know me, fantastic, pull up a chair and feel free to continue on with my adventures. If you don't, here's a little backstory to catch you up.
I turned 18 right before my senior year at Regan Hills High School, and because I was an almost friendless nerd I expected it to be a year like any other.
To my surprise, it's been anything but.
I thought I was doing a simple favor for my favorite teacher when I agreed to tutor cheerleader Kaitlyn Pruitt. Kaitlyn was an old friend I hadn't talked to since we were little, ridiculously hot, and a major league bitch who didn't want anything to do with tutoring. She offered me a handjob as a way out, and being that I'd never so much as touched a girl before, I took her up on it.
She didn't count on me having a ten-inch long and very thick cock.
I didn't count on her being so enamored with it.
The two of us had sex, and while that should've been the end of it, it wasn't. You see, Kaitlyn had friends, and those friends had friends, and my reputation sort of started to grow. I got to fool around with cheerleaders, teachers, Goths, band geeks and gamers and everything in between. I knew Regan Hills High had some of the hottest girls I'd ever seen, I just never knew how many there were. And how creative they were. It's been a year run by cliché and happenstance, and I'm willing to call myself a lucky fucking guy for the crazy experiences I've had.
I've had a lot of fun this year, made a lot of friends. Even found a girlfriend, who may be the kinkiest girl in a school full of kinky girls.
I've made some mistakes too, lost my best friend. That one still hurts.
The bottom line: I had a lot of adventures this year, some of which I haven't found a good way of fitting into my main story but still deserve telling.
This is one of those stories.
***
Generally, I've learned to seize opportunities when they come. After a lifetime spent thinking I wasn't good enough or that nothing good would ever come my way, senior year had taught me to seize the day. Sometimes that wasn't always the best approach, but more often than not I'd been rewarded for taking chances.
Sometimes, though, an enticing opportunity came up that gave me pause, because I had to weigh the pros and cons of something that could potentially blow up in my face.
Take the e-mail I received on that cold and wet Friday in winter.
"Ryan,
I hope this message finds you well. I've been thinking a lot about what happened between us back in November, the good and the bad. Though I could have done without the bad, I believe that ultimately more good than bad has come from it. Don has shown remarkable restraint in remaining faithful while vehemently encouraging me to take advantage of the "hall pass" he's granted me so I can better make up for the time he cheated on me.
Well, today I'm going to finally take advantage of that. I've gotten a room (# 402) at the Pinewood Hotel in Blair Valley, and will be there tonight after 5:30. I'm content to have the room to myself if I must, let Don's imagination run wild with what I might be doing, but if you're available I would enjoy your company. More if you'd be willing.
I know things between you and Tori have been strained of late, and I'll understand if that causes you to turn down my offer. I'm sorry that what transpired at Thanksgiving damaged your friendship as severely as it has, but I'm not sorry about what we did. You showed me more compassion and excitement than I've received in a long time, and we were two consenting adults who found a way to bring some happiness into each others' lives on an otherwise bad day. God knows there could certainly be more happiness going around these days. Tori may not approve, but since when does she completely rule our lives?
I hope to see you, but if I don't, I hope you have a lovely day.
Sincerely,
Lauren"
Lauren McNeil. Mother of my former best friend Tori. I won't go into agonizing detail about what happened, since I've gone over that one at length in my main story and don't want to linger on it any longer than I have to, but the short version's this:
Tori was my best friend, and I had a crush on her. I maybe also had a bit of a crush on her mom growing up, since she was hotter than hell. After my senior year got as crazy as it did, Tori and I had sex and I told her I loved her. She said she didn't want to be in a relationship with me, which I thought I was fine with, but when she wound up falling for a girl she met on Halloween, April Martel, I didn't handle things as well as I might've.
Mrs. McNeil was there to comfort me after I didn't take this news well, and since she was nursing her own bad news at the time with her husband, Don, cheating on her, we both kind of fell together and had sex. It was awesome, and certainly inventive, even if we both knew it was a terrible idea.
Flash forward to Thanksgiving, and I'd also befriended Tori's older sister, Rachel, and with one thing leading to another in the way my crazy life goes (and because I really liked Rachel), I wound up having sex with her at the McNeil house while Thanksgiving dinner was still in the oven. Tori found out I'd had sex with her mom and her sister and... well, things didn't end on a happy note. Tori and I weren't friends anymore, and I'd stopped holding out any serious hope that I'd hear from her.
I still fooled around with Rachel sometimes on Skype, but Mrs. McNeil... Lauren (it was so hard to know what to call her in my head sometimes after what we'd shared), she was another issue entirely, one that I wasn't sure I knew how to handle.
Unlike Rachel, who was more than a state away, Lauren lived only a matter of blocks away from me. I'd been over to her house almost as much as my own when I was growing up, and after we'd had sex I couldn't pretend I didn't want her anymore. I hadn't made any move to reconnect with her because I didn't want things to get any worse with Tori, but with things with her about as bad as they could get...
The e-mail gave me a lot to think about.
I had a rare Friday without plans, and memories of what had happened between Lauren and me back in November swimming in front of my eyes (made easier by the pictures of her in the Senior Year Memories album on my phone), I had to pro-con the situation to decide.
Pro: The sex would be great
Con: If she found out, Tori would want to kill me
Pro: Tori was already about as mad at me as she could get, so I doubted it could get any worse
Con: If she found out, Tori would want to kill me
Pro: I really liked Mrs. McNeil; she was fun to hang out with and talk to, and it had been a while since we'd last talked
Con: If she found out, Tori would want to kill me
Pro: The sex would be really, really great
Con: If she found out, Tori would want to kill me
It was a tough call, but let's be honest, you knew coming in here how this story was going to go, didn't you?
***
Okay, so, fun fact. Contrary to popular belief, even down here in Southern California we have seasons. They're random and they don't behave like they do pretty much anywhere else in the country, but they do exist. They even come in their own flavors: mild and apocalyptic.
The winter rainstorm that came as I rode my bike over to the Pinewood Hotel in Blair Valley fell under that apocalyptic description. It was cold, the drops were heavy and came in sheets, and as usual in this area, once it began to rain people on the roads lost their fucking minds. How I survived the half hour ride to Blair Valley is the kind of arduous adventure that Tolkien or Martin would talk about in lengthy detail, but since that's a voyage I'd rather forget I'll forego it in favor of getting to the part of this story I much prefer to remember.
The Pinewood Hotel was, on the outside, much less quaint and cozy than its name would imply and was more a five story, gray business hotel for on the go travelers who wanted to be near but not too near an airport. Though I got some odd glances as I chained my bike up underneath an overhang outside and walked through the lobby while soaked to the bone and shivering, I walked with enough purpose that nobody tried to slow me down or stop me.
Still dripping and half-frozen and telling myself that this had better be worth it, I rode the elevator to the fourth floor and found Room 402.
I knocked, and seconds later when the door opened, I knew that this trip had been entirely worth it.
"Oh my god, Ryan! Tell me you didn't ride your bike here!" Lauren McNeil said, her eyes wide as she looked me up and down.
While this would have been a perfect time for a witty retort, seeing her always had a way of taking my breath away.
Though in her early 40s, Mrs. McNeil took really good care of herself through a regular regimen of yoga and running. Matching my 5'11" height, her face had a youthful beauty to her that had always made her a lot more relatable than most moms. With flawless, porcelain pale skin and long, straight red hair that went to her middle-back, she was as stunning as ever. Though wrapped in a fluffy white bathrobe, it did little to hide the insane body I knew was there. DDD tits and an amazing, round bubble butt, all accompanied by a tight, fit body...
Yeah, she left an impression.
When words finally found me, I said, "I won't tell you that, then."
"Please, come in, come in!" she said, taking me by the wrist and guiding me inside, closing and locking the door behind us. For how Spartan the hotel appeared, it was a nice room with a king-sized bed, a large flat screen TV and windows that looked out over a dark and stormy Blair Valley.
She continued, If I'd have known you'd have tried to bike today, I'd have driven over, or sent you an Uber. Why didn't you get a ride?"
"It's surprisingly hard to grab a ride on a Friday?" I said, not wanting to admit that I just hadn't thought of asking for a ride.
"Well... that was foolish, but thank you for coming," she said, pulling me into a soft, warm hug. It was a warmth I liked, the kind that reminded me of good days before things had gotten complicated between us. Realizing I didn't mind the complications that much, especially with how welcoming and familiar the hug felt, I returned the hug with as much warmth as I was capable of.
"You're freezing, aren't you?" Mrs. McNeil said, letting me go.
"Little bit," I admitted.
She laughed. "I know I wanted to bring you here to seduce you, but when I suggest you strip down and take a shower now, that's the mom in me talking. We need to warm you up so you don't freeze to death in my hotel room (housekeeping would pitch a fit, wouldn't they?); get you under some hot water so you'll feel like a new man. Does that sound good?"
It sounded better than good, but I repeated, "Little bit."
"Come on," she said, wrapping her arm around my shoulder.
She looked good. She felt good. Fuck, she even smelled good.
I couldn't help but lean in and kiss her. It surprised her, briefly, but she soon kissed me back eagerly. Our tongues briefly grazed one another, tasting, probing, with no urgency or franticness and only a fondness and warmth for one another exchanged. It could have gone on longer, led to something more immediate, but with as much time as we wanted before us and no chance for interruption, there was something unhurried to it that I really liked.
Smiling at me, Mrs. McNeil said, "Come on, hop in the shower; I'll figure out something to do with those wet clothes."
"Thanks," I said gratefully, taking off my jacket and walking toward the bathroom.
***
She was right: standing under the spray of hot water really did make me feel like a new man. I don't know how long I was under the hot, steamy spray, but I was enjoying the nice, large shower/tub combo her hotel room had to offer. When I might have felt shaky and uncertain when I got here, a little time spent in the heat made me feel more like myself again.
Her kiss lingering on my lips brought back memories I really liked, and even if I'd been crazy to ride here, it all of a sudden felt very worth it.
I thought back to our encounter back in November. We had a good time. A really good time. The kind of time that brought my erection to life in all its glory. I really wanted to touch myself, but had to remember that Mrs. McNeil was there waiting in the next room, looking for-
The bathroom door opened. I looked through the clear shower curtain as Mrs. McNeil stepped in, closing it behind her.
"Wow, you've really worked up some steam in here," she said.
"They've got good water here," I said, trying to sound cool with my newfound vigor and confidence and utterly failing.
"Any chance you'd want an old lady to help you heat things up even more?" she said.
"You're not old; you're a goddess. And yes, I'd enjoy the company," I replied.
"Oh, you've still got that silver tongue," she said with amusement, dropping her bathrobe to the floor. When I'd first gotten in, part of me suspected that she wasn't wearing anything underneath, but seeing all of her pale, toned and absolutely naked body revealed... it was quite nice. Her DDD tits with their large, thick nipples and wide pink areolas looked positively mouthwatering, while the warm pink lips of her pussy were topped with a well-trimmed landing strip of fiery red hair.
"You know where you want me to put that tongue?" I asked, turning so she could better see my hardness.
Giggling softly, she slid the shower curtain to the side, climbed inside and said, "I can think of a few ideas..."
I closed the curtain while she stepped under the water, her pale skin flushing almost immediately as the hot spray coursed down her body. She ran her hands through her hair, making sure to get completely soaked, before turning with an impossibly sexy look. Looking so luscious my cock may have even grown a little bit extra, she bit her lip softly.
I couldn't say who made the first move, but we were in each others' arms in a flash, her tits pressed against my chest as my cock rested against her belly, the two of us making out furiously as months of pent up frustration and desire for more time together burst out at once. Our hands roamed over our bodies, though I couldn't help but grab her sweet, sweet ass. It was the perfect mix of soft and tight, utterly delectable, the kind of ass I wanted to bury my face in until she screamed (and, who knew, we might make that happen).
Mrs. McNeil rolled until her back was against the wall, then reached down and gently grabbed my cock, lining it up with the tightness of her pussy. I didn't need any further instruction, thrusting upward slightly and burying almost my entire length in her tight, hot, wet cunt.
"Fuck!" she groaned, grabbing my ass and pushing me even further until I was buried completely inside her. "Fuck I needed this, fuck I've wanted this... fuck, fuck that's so fucking amazing!"
"You're not so bad yourself," I said, savoring her wet warmth, lingering on how much like home it truly felt. "You're really wet."
Smiling, Mrs. McNeil kissed me. "Absolute honesty: I didn't know if you'd be coming here or not, so once I checked in, I got naked and spent some quality time with my Hitachi. My goal was to cum so many times tonight, tomorrow and Sunday morning that I lost count whether you came here or not."
Playfully, she squeezed my cock with her pussy muscles. In response, I slowly started thrusting in and out of her, making her groan. She continued, "Obviously, I love my well-worn Hitachi and how it can make me cum like just about nothing else ever could, no offense, but it lacks a certain human connection. I want to be fucked by someone who knows how to use their fingers, their mouth, their... cock, but more than that, I want to be fucked by someone I care about, and respect. In short, I really want to be fucked by you, which is why I'm very, very, very glad you were able to make it here in one piece."
"Me too," I replied, fucking her harder against the wall.
Now, if you've read my story so far, you probably know that I don't have the highest opinion in the world of shower sex. Screwing around while standing up is difficult enough as is, and with the added difficulties of everything being soaking wet and hotter than hell while trying to stand on a surface without the greatest traction, it can be less than fun. That being said, when you've got the right partner (especially one with some height on her so you don't destroy your knees), it's easy to get lost enough in the moment enough to ignore such problems.
Mrs. McNeil definitely fell under that "right partner" category.
"God, fuck me, Ryan, right there, like that, FUCK! I've missed this cock, I've really needed some serious cock like you wouldn't believe!" she exclaimed as I fucked her against the wall.
"Well, I've got that!" I grunted, holding on for dear life and thrusting into her as hard as I could.
"And now you've got a real woman's pussy. Best you're, FUCK! Best you're ever gonna find! Because I've got the experience, the fucking body, the skill, I'm built to fuck like none of those high school girls you're wasting yourself on and... FUCK!" she exclaimed as I reached down behind her, pressing the tip of my finger against her asshole.
"FUCK! You know what I like!" she said, her eyes blazing as she kissed me hard.
"And I know how to give it," I said, trying to match her level of cockiness. While normally one of the sweetest people you'd find, I'd found that Lauren McNeil had a habit of dirty trash talk when she got horny, and though I wouldn't talk shit about any girl I'd ever been with, I was willing to encourage this for how much fun she was having. Especially when her pussy was so tight, so sweet, her body such perfection that it might just drive me over the edge here and now...
This wasn't my ideal position for sex. I liked greater access to the body, and with someone pressed against the wall there is only so much flexibility. I was plenty warm by this point, and though I was definitely having fun, I was eager to transition us over to the bedroom for some real, serious fucking.
However, when properly motivated, I'd found my share of tricks to get things moving along.
While the two of us were properly braced against the tub, I kept one hand on her ass and dropped my other to her clit, fingering her vigorously while I continued to piston in and out of her. While she'd been moaning and crying out with ecstasy already, this only amplified her pleasure as I kept fucking her.



"Oh god, fuck, you motherfucker you're gonna make me cum, gonna make me cum you motherfucker..." she groaned, looking at me sternly yet hungrily.
"You like calling me a motherfucker, don't you?" I grunted, squeezing her clit slightly.
Mrs. McNeil squealed. "It's kind of apt, isn't it?"
"How's this for apt?" I said, slowing my thrusting just enough that I could give a renewed burst of energy with my fingers on her clit. It took all the self restraint I could to not just fuck her into oblivion and cum deep inside her tight, wet pussy, but since it seemed like she'd been looking forward to this even longer than I had, I wanted to make it memorable.
It worked.
"FUCK!" she cried out, her body going rigid against mine, then shaking uncontrollably as the orgasm overtook her. I felt her legs go weak and did my best to hold her up, all without giving up my delicious attack on her clitoris. I kept it going as long as I could, thoroughly enjoying as wave after wave of pleasure took her over. It wasn't easy holding onto her, especially as her pussy clamped down onto me, trying to coax my own orgasm out, but somehow, thankfully, I did.
As her orgasm waned and sanity returned to her eyes, she leaned over and kissed me hungrily.
"I've needed that," she practically growled.
"Glad to provide," I said, kissing her again.
Reaching down, she gingerly pulled my cock from her pussy. "You gave me one helluva cum, now it's my turn to return the favor..."
Unhesitatingly, Mrs. McNeil got down on her knees and practically inhaled my cock, burying its entire length in her throat in one bob before pulling back so she could suckle on the head like a lollipop. She looked up at me with loving eyes that were a sharp contrast to the lewdness with which she worshipped my cockhead with her tongue and lips. She rolled her tongue over it, sucking on it with loud, luxuriant pops of her lips before inhaling my cock again and again, sucking on me with a vigor that was truly amazing.
Taking my cock from her mouth again, she looked up at me smiling, speaking with an unbearably sweet voice punctuated by licks or sucks to my cockhead while her hands slowly jerked my shaft. "You helped me cum really hard, and I appreciate that, but you don't have to hold back anymore. I want you to cum for me. I want you to fill my mouth with your seed and then have you watch as I swallow all your sweet juice. Cum for me, drain your balls in my fucking mouth, Ryan."
"Yes, Mrs. McNeil," I groaned as she took my cock back into her mouth and truly went to town.
I put my hands in her hair, truly lost to the pleasure as she gave me one of the greatest blowjobs I'd ever had. I felt my orgasm building, faster and faster, almost ready to burst, the pleasure building, ready...
"Oh god, I'm cumming, I'm cumming, I'M CUMMING!" I warned, holding onto her head tightly as the dam broke. I fired shot after shot into her mouth and she did her best to swallow it all, but it was a flood the likes of which I'd only rarely accomplished. She tried to keep up with swallowing it, but eventually it was too much. She took her mouth from my cockhead and I watched as a few last, stray ropes blasted her lips, her chin and even her massive tits. The water that sprayed down around us washed a fair amount away, but it was still an impossibly lewd sight I wanted to have burned into my memory forever.
Once I stopped cumming, still glad to be on my feet, I looked down at her as she smiled at me sweetly, then opened her mouth to show the positive lake of cum she'd gathered inside. Then, with one final, resounding gulp, she swallowed it all down.
"Delicious," she said, smacking her lips.
If it were possible, I'd have taken her right then and there again, but with my cock drained and the heat of the shower starting to get to my head, I said, "That was amazing, but I think I need to step out and dry off now."
"Good idea," she said, getting back to her feet and kissing me on the lips. "Give me a couple minutes to do my hair, and I'll join you in the bedroom?"
I smiled. "Sounds great."
***
A couple minutes turned out to be closer to twenty, half in the shower and half listening to a hairdryer through the bathroom door, but since I was lounging on a comfy bed, regaining my strength and watching TV, I was pretty content. I'd just had some pretty amazing sex with Lauren McNeil, and barring any disasters, I was looking forward to some more with her soon.
(Spoiler Alert: there were no disasters.)
It was a couple moments after the hairdryer off before the bathroom door opened again. Mrs. McNeil stood in it, posing sexily. She ran her hands through her long hair and let it cascade down around her as if she were in a shampoo commercial, only one where the model was completely naked.
"That was... nice," she purred, sauntering over to me on the bed.
"Seriously. That was more than nice," I said, still in absolute awe of her body.
"I know, but I didn't want to set too lofty a set of expectations for what's coming next," she said, plopping down face-first on the bed beside me and laughing playfully. I didn't know what to admire more, the lovely smile that crossed her face, the way her immense breasts pillowed out underneath her, or the marvelous peak of her ass.
Instead of choosing just one thing, I decided I'd rather enjoy the whole picture.
"So..." she said. "...how've you been doing? We haven't talked much since..."
"Thanksgiving," I finished, not much caring for how the word sounded. As one of the more miserable days of my life, it was one I didn't want to think about any more than I had to, but Lauren was right; we hadn't talked much since then. We'd chatted a little in December after I began my mad Christmas effort to do something nice for every woman I'd had sex with and I'd gotten her husband to stop cheating on her, but not much since then.
Even though my cock had a mind of its own when it came to what I wanted to do next, the thought of catching up with someone I really liked had a way of holding it at bay for a time.
"Pretty good, actually. Really hectic with the holidays, but good. I've got a lot of friends now. Even got a girlfriend," I said.
Her eyes went wide for a moment, almost worried. "She's okay with this?"
I laughed. "Are you kidding? She loves this. She loves me coming back with stories and then fucking me like crazy afterward. I'm very discreet, and she knows how to keep a secret, but... yeah, things are good with us. Really good."
Looking relieved, Mrs. McNeil replied, "Oh, good. I know... I know things are a little weird on my side of all of this, but I wouldn't want any of what's going on with me to reflect badly on you."
"I'm cool," I said.
"Good," she replied.
"How about you? How've you been doing?" I asked.
She sighed, rocking her head back and forth. "Some good, some bad, but more good than bad. Since I like to get the bad out of the way first... Tori's still... she's still figuring herself out, after everything on Thanksgiving. That girlfriend of hers, April, has been really good at smoothing things over, but Tori and I have our good days and our bad."
"I'm sorry about that," I said.
"Well, it happened, and it probably needed to happen in one way or another. Tori needed to understand some of the harsh truths about her dad, and that she doesn't have sole claim over what you do with your life, and the sooner she understands them, the sooner she'll get her head on straight," Mrs. McNeil said.
I nodded. "Yeah. Yeah, that sounds like Tori."
"Yeah," she grumbled, clearly wishing things were easier. "In better news, Don's been really trying to make things up to me after you got his mistress to break things off with him. Rachel and I have really been talking, and though we've still got our issues, I think we've made some breakthroughs lately."
I had nothing but good feelings toward Lauren's older daughter, Rachel, so this greatly warmed my heart. "I'm really glad to hear that."
"I'm glad to be living it," Mrs. McNeil admitted. "And... believe it or not, I've actually been getting out more."
"Dating?" I asked.
She laughed. "No, nothing like that. I realized that I was spending too much time identifying myself as either a successful businesswoman or a dedicated mom, but with both of my girls 18 or older, I realized I needed to start taking care of myself and getting to meet people more. So I joined a 'book club'."
"I can't help but hear the air quotes when you say the phrase 'book club'. Spill it," I said, teasing her.
"Well, officially it's a book club, but it's mostly an excuse for a lot of us moms to get together, drink wine and dish on our sex lives. Or lack thereof," Mrs. McNeil said.
"Sounds like fun," I said.
"It has its moments," she said, with a sly smile. "Especially when Viola Kent brings out the case she uses for one of her side businesses and tries to sell us on her products."
"Oh? What does she sell? Makeup? Tupperware? Protein bars?" I asked.
Without even a hint of embarrassment, Mrs. McNeil said, "Sex toys."
"Oh," I said. That made sense for how smug Lauren was.
She reached over the edge of the bed, grabbing her white Hitachi magic wand vibrator.
"It's a lucrative business, especially when there's so many housewives out there, in our fair town and beyond, who need a little more than they're getting at home. I love Don, but I don't think he can make me cum as hard as this bad boy can," she said, beaming with pride.
Getting a bit of an idea, I said, "Show me."
"Show you?" she asked.
"Yeah. Cum for me. I'm always busy when I try to make you cum, I think I'd like to just watch it happen," I said.
Of all the things I could've said, this one seemed to take her off guard the most. She smiled, almost blushing, and said, "Okay."
Mrs. McNeil rolled over and scooted up the bed so she was sitting against the headboard, and I slid up to join her. Somewhat timidly, she turned the vibrator on and pressed its buzzing head against her clit.
"Mmmm, fuck..." she groaned, tensing up slightly as the powerful vibrator went to work on her.
"Looks nice," I said.
"Nice doesn't even begin to cover it," she said, her eyes rolling back before she closed them entirely.
"I know, but I didn't want to set too lofty a set of expectations for what's coming next," I said, repeating what she'd told me earlier.
She barked a short, harsh laugh, then turned the vibrator up an extra setting.
"Ohmygod, ohmygod, ohmygod fuck, fuck, fuck!" she said, bringing a hand up to cup one of her tits and squeeze her nipple. I was tempted to help her out, but I wanted to watch her do this to herself. I wanted to watch her cum, in part because I thought there was nothing quite as perfect as watching a woman cum, but also because this seemed to be getting an interesting reaction from her. I didn't think she was used to putting on a show, but despite some initial nerves, she was really getting into it.
Her eyes opened again, locking onto mine as she began rocking her hips against the powerful toy.
Giving her something to look at, I began jacking my already hard cock.
"Yes, like that, jack that cock for me, fuck, keep going like that, right there, fuck, fuck, fuck," she whined, rocking her hips faster and faster as she continued vibing herself. I wasn't entirely sure who she was talking to, but I had no intention of jacking off any more than I was. I had plans for my cum, and this wasn't the time.
With a sudden lurch, her body jerked explosively as she cried out in a high, formless sound of pure bliss. The orgasm took her almost by surprise, but she rode it out marvelously, getting every last jolt of pleasure that the vibrator had to offer her.
Mrs. McNeil looked at me expectantly, setting the vibrator aside.
I smiled at her devilishly. "You're not done with that yet, are you?"
With an equally wicked grin, she replied. "You're not jealous?"
"Not in the slightest. Keep cumming for me; I'll let you know when I'm ready."
Licking her lips and bringing the toy back to her pussy, she said, "Deal."
I watched her cum three more times after that with the vibrator pressed firmly to her clit, each one bringing out a more uninhibited, wild side to a woman I already knew to be fairly uninhibited and wild. The first time she came, she screamed so loud I would have sworn the neighbors would pound on the wall.
The second time she came, they actually did.
The third time might have been a show at the Bellagio fountain for how much she squirted on the bed, an act that took her almost by as much surprise as it did me, but one that finally broke my admittedly impressive restraint.
I couldn't watch anymore, not when she was looking so positively delicious. I dove between her thighs, pushed her toy to the side and placed my mouth on her sopping cunt, licking and sucking like my life depended on it. I always loved going down on the women I was with, because I loved giving pleasure as much as I loved receiving it, and for the act's unique ability to unlock the side of them they usually kept hidden from the world.
With your face buried between their thighs, your tongue going to work on their pussy, you can often see the person they wished to be that society would never let them be, and it was a side I always loved to bring out, if just for a little while.
That Mrs. McNeil happened to have a particularly delicious pussy was only icing on the otherwise very tasty cake.
"God yes! Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!" she exclaimed, digging her fingers into my hair as she frantically gyrated her hips against my face. "Oh fuck I've missed that tongue, missed those lips, keep going, keep going, like that, fuck yes, god you know what I need you motherfucker, right there, keep fucking going, like that!"
I wasn't quite as efficient as her vibrator, but I still knew what I was doing. Though it took a while longer than her toy, it wasn't all that long before my tongue (with a little help from my fingers to push things over the edge), had her cumming against my face.
With my mouth still on her moist, quivering lips, I looked up at her through the insane canyon of her cleavage. With tousled hair and half-lidded eyes, her face was one of pure lust, a lust that was only just rising.
Forcefully, she pushed me onto my back, climbing onto my hips and sinking my cock deep into her pussy.
"Your turn," she grunted, bouncing up and down on me energetically.
"If you insist," I said, planting my hands on her jiggling ass as she rode me and rode me hard.
"I do insist," she said, bending over just enough to hang her beautiful tits above my mouth. I took the hint and suckled on them. It was no easy task for how furiously she was riding me, but where there's a will, there's a way, and I definitely had the will.
Mrs. McNeil continued, "I insist because you've got a nice, thick, young cock and you know how to show a lady a good time. It's not every guy who'd make sure I got off before anything else, and I want to return the favor. So, I'm gonna fuck you, or you can fuck me, whatever works, but we're not gonna stop until you've filled my tight pussy with your cum, okay?"
I agreed with her, but with a mouth full of tit the only sound that came out was one I'd hesitate to even attempt to put into words here, so let's just agree that I agreed with her and get on with the sex?
I'm cool with that if you are.
While there's nothing in life quite like having a fit, redheaded MILF bouncing on your cock, I'd been rock hard and building to an orgasm for quite a while now. I needed to get off, and even though I knew she was more than capable of getting the job done, I was close to an animal by this point.
Wrapping my arms around her and pulling her in close, I rolled on top of Mrs. McNeil and started fucking her. Considering the squeals of pleasure this got from her, I figured this was the right move.
"GOD, YES!" she roared as I pistoned in and out of her like a machine. "FUCK ME, RYAN! FUCK ME SO FUCKING HARD YOU MOTHERFUCKER! FUCK ME, MAKE ME FUCKING SCREAM, FILL MY FUCKING PUSSY WITH CUM, FUCK, FUCK, LIKE THAT, LIKE THAT YOU MOTHERFUCKER, KEEP FUCKING ME, GODDAMN IT'S SO FUCKING GOOD!"
While I loved her dirty talk about as much as I loved anything else in this world, her mouth was so tempting that I couldn't keep away from it. I kissed her almost as hard as I fucked her, the taste of her pussy still fresh on my lips. Almost voraciously, she returned the kiss, licking and sucking her own taste from me.
My hips were a blur at this point, my cock almost taking a full stroke with each thrust. The pleasure of her pussy was overwhelming, but it was the whole package that was Lauren McNeil, her beauty, her kindness, her warmth and how insanely hot she was, that set my mind ablaze. It wasn't just one thing that set off my orgasm, but when it came, when I roared formlessly and fired what felt like a fire hose's worth of cum deep inside of her pussy, it felt like it was a long time coming.
I almost blacked out from the pleasure, but pulling back at the last moment, I climbed off of her once I was completely drained and lay down beside her. We stayed like that for a while, panting, sweaty and basking in the afterglow of some pretty quality sex.
After a silence, she said, still panting, "I should've reminded you, when I get horny, I get a little crazy."
"I remembered... from last time," I replied, panting.
"Good," she replied.
We were silent for a while longer, when a thought that had been bugging me for a while finally came out, "Not that I'm complaining about being naked with you, but what happened with my clothes?"
Mrs. McNeil laughed, "I sent them down to the hotel's laundry. They should have them back here in a bit."
"Cool," I replied.
"Why? Did you think I'd thrown your clothes out so you wouldn't be able to leave here and I'd be able to make you stay here with me forever?" she said with a raised eyebrow.
"Not exactly, but the thought hadn't slipped my mind," I said.
Smiling, she rolled over and kissed me. "Would if I could, but the room's only paid through until Sunday morning."
The full scope of what she was saying began to hit me. "So you've got this room for two nights, one day?"
She nodded, but when she spoke again her voice was almost timid. "I needed some time away from the world, and it felt like it might be enough. Why?"
This wasn't exactly something I'd planned out in advance, but the more the idea spread, the better it sounded. I proposed, "Well... I don't really have any plans this weekend; if you're looking for some company for more than tonight... I'd be game for that."
"Yeah?" she said, her eyes twinkling at me sweetly.
"Yeah," I replied.
"I mean... I'd hoped, but I didn't want to assume, and-"
I cut her off with another deep kiss. It would be a little while before I'd be able to do anything, but I wanted to make it a promise of what I meant to do from there.
Mrs. McNeil got my message. She was in a daze for a moment after we broke the kiss, but once she got her senses back, she smiled at me devilishly. "I just want you to know, that if you stay here, there's gonna be a lot of sex. And I mean... a LOT of sex."
"I figured," I said, smiling.
"I knew you might, but I want you to understand something, I intend to have all the sex with you. Every chance you're able, I want your cock in my mouth, my cunt, my hands, between my tits or buried deep in my ass. I want you to fill every hole I've got with as much cum as you've got. I want you to make me scream every bit as much as I want to push you to your limits, and I intend to push you as close to your limits as possible. I've told you before that I may go crazy on you, but if you agree to stay with me... you'll see crazy like you never knew possible," she said.



I looked down at my cock, which had already regained some of its capabilities. Her eyes trailed and saw that as well, and encouraged, she gently wrapped her hand around me, slowly jerking me back to life.
"So... are you sure about this?" she asked.
Unhesitatingly, I replied, "Positive."
Nodding, Mrs. McNeil crawled down the bed and planted a single kiss on my cockhead.
"This is gonna be fun," she said, inhaling my entire length.
***
Now, I'd had some marathon sex sessions before, but spending half a weekend with Lauren McNeil might just have put any of the rest to shame. When we weren't eating takeout delivery or sleeping or regaining our energy while watching the hotel's laughably bad (but undeniably hilarious) pay-per-view porn channel, we were fucking, a lot. To go into exact detail would take a full novel's worth of words, but a few choice images come to mind.
Her feet on my shoulders as I pounded down into her ass for all she was worth.
Fucking her from behind, her tits pressed up against the glass window as we both overlooked the dark and rainy Blair Valley.
Waking up with her lips wrapped around my cock on the first day, only to return the favor by waking her up on Sunday with my mouth on her pussy.
Cumming all over her lubed up tits, watching as she tried to catch drops on her tongue and only wound up with a cum splattered face.
And then there was our finale, our last morning together, where we fucked for everything we were worth. By the end, I had what might have been the single lewdest picture added to the Senior Year Memories photo album on my phone, as right after I filled her ass with one more load of cum, Lauren rolled over and spread her legs wide, revealing her face and tits to be covered with, while her stretched out pussy and asshole leaked, my cum. It was a glorious, painfully erotic sight.
But, like many good things in life, it was one that couldn't last.
After we felt good enough to stand, we got showered off, got dressed, grabbed some food at the complimentary continental breakfast downstairs, and checked out. The hotel people seemed to be glad to be rid of us, but I don't think either of us minded for the marathon sex weekend we'd had.
We picked up my bicycle, packed it up in the back of Lauren's car, and then took the dark and rainy drive back to Regan Hills, and our real lives.
We hadn't talked a lot that morning, perhaps because the end of this encounter felt so bittersweet, but by the time we got close to my house it couldn't be avoided.
"I had a really good time with you," Lauren said.
"Me too," I said.
"I can't... it's all so complicated... I can't promise we'll be able to do this again, but I'd like to, sometime, if we can make it work," she said.
Putting my hand on her thigh comfortingly and knowing there was a good chance we'd never be able to do this again, I said, "Me too."
"You're really good at this," she said, smiling.
"I think you've got me beat," I replied.
"Well, I may have the looks, and the skill, but you've got the skill so..." she trailed off, jokingly.
Laughing, I poked her in the side.
Finally at my house, she pulled into the driveway. It was about as final as it could have been, but it was still a moment neither of us wanted to end. All we had to accompany us was the sound of the rain, which had become an impressive downpour by this point. As far as we were concerned, there might have been no real world beyond this car.
We looked at each other awkwardly for a moment, then broke down and began to make out. It was frantic and furious and the last ditch effort to not have to end this lost weekend of lust, but damn did it feel good.
"If you... finger me one more time... I'll give you the best blowjob you've ever had," Mrs. McNeil groaned.
Since that sounded like an excellent way to end things, I reached underneath her skirt and said, "Now who's the one with the silver tongue?"
***
(Author's Note 3: Writing Senior Year Memories is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews or shoot me some feedback, as they really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!)
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***
In the days after Christmas, I was gifted with something I hadn't known for a very long time: peace.
I'd spent so long focusing so hard on a big plan I often thought I wouldn't be able to pull off, and once I had... I was at peace. I'd done what I'd set out to do, I'd made nineteen women who'd meant something to me these past two months happy, and I was finally free to just go on living my normal life.
Well, as normal as things had gotten since everything changed after September.
With so many of the people I knew on vacations with their families, or busy with other holiday activities, in the days after Christmas I was on my own for a good few days, and don't think I'm crazy but I kind of liked it. I loved all my time with my new friends, and I'll never criticize all of the sex I was getting, but there were occasions where I wanted a little more time to myself, and this allowed me to recharge quite handily.
And that's not to say I was entirely alone, either. Dad was around more than he usually was, and I was Skyping every so often with Rachel McNeil, who was always one of my favorite people to chat with (and have some occasionally very creative cybersex with; man that girl was kinky), and texting as much as humanly possible with my girlfriend, Josie Wong. She'd left the day after Christmas with her family to visit her ailing grandmother in Hawaii, and I felt her absence pretty hard in this period. I loved her, and in spite of enjoying my free time, I wanted to spend my every free moment with her, and since this was the first time we'd been apart for this long, well, I was missing her something fierce.
The most interesting of my long distance connections was also perhaps the most bizarre, in that we were only a short walking distance apart. For a little while now, I'd been exchanging messages with the new girl who'd moved into the house next door to us. I didn't know her name any more than she knew mine, but with our bedroom windows across the way from each other, we'd taken to exchanging notes in the window. Sometimes it was only one a day, other times we actually managed brief exchanges.
I'll admit I was a bit smitten with her, the distance between us adding a little extra thrill to our correspondence. That she was gorgeous didn't hurt either. A pretty black girl with delicate features, big brown eyes and perhaps the sweetest smile I'd ever seen, she was the kind of girl you knew was capable of being a heartbreaker if you let her. With a lean, tightly athletic body, long legs and an impressive afro of loose, dark curls, she had a way about her that left an impression on sight alone.
Aside from her being beautiful, black, and having some truly impressive hair, I'd learned that she was 18, had moved to Regan Hills with her mom after her parents divorced a few months back, and that she seemed to take great amusement in the fact that she'd seen a number of girls come in and out of my house since we'd been neighbors. It was hard to explain via notes in a window what exactly this year had been like for me, but since she seemed to mean her jibes in good humor, I took them in kind.
I couldn't tell you why we hadn't exchanged names yet, or even introduced ourselves since we lived next door to each other, but there was something kind of fun about getting to know someone without actually knowing them. So many of the people who'd been a part of my life this year were women I'd known my entire life, but getting to meet and know new people was still a weirdly intimidating prospect. Exchanging notes like this, it was a stress-free and fun way to get to know someone new.
Even if her sense of humor got a bit pointed, sometimes.
'3 DAYS WITHOUT A NEW GIRL, THAT A RECORD?' she wrote on her small white board, looking at me through the window with some amusement.
At the rate I was going through printer paper, I was going to have to make a trip to Target to get a white board of my own. I scrawled my response, 'NO, THE 18 YEARS BEFORE THIS ONE GOT THAT BEAT'.
She laughed, writing a new note. 'POOR THING.'
I wrote, 'NOT POOR ANYMORE. HAVE A LOT OF FUN & A GIRLFRIEND. IT'S A GOOD YEAR.'
She nodded. 'AT LEAST ONE OF US IS HAVING A GOOD YEAR.'
I responded, 'NEW YEARS RIGHT AROUND THE CORNER. TIME TO MAKE YOUR OWN GOOD YEAR.'
'YOU'RE OPTIMISTIC,' she wrote.
I replied, 'IT'S A NEW THING FOR ME, BUT I'M ENJOYING IT.'
'SEND ME SOME OF THAT OPTIMISM ANY TIME,' she wrote.
'GIVE IT TIME. ONCE SCHOOL STARTS BACK UP, I THINK YOU'LL LIKE REGAN HILLS,' I wrote, then pulling a new piece of paper to put beside it. 'IF A GUY LIKE ME CAN HAVE THIS YEAR, PRETTY AS YOU ARE, YOU'LL CLEAN UP, EASY.'
She smiled a smile I'd come to like, even from a distance. I was hoping to get the chance to see it up close sometime in the near future to confirm that. She wrote, 'WE'LL SEE.'
Looking to add a joke of my own, I replied, 'STOP STALKING ME, AND I MIGHT INTRODUCE YOU AROUND TO SOME PEOPLE.'
She laughed again. 'NO PROMISES. TRYING TO FIGURE OUT HOW YOU GET SO MANY GIRLS IS MORE FUN THAN ANYTHING STREAMING.'
'I CAN SUGGEST SOME GOOD SHOWS,' I replied.
'OR YOU CAN CLOSE YOUR CURTAINS AND KEEP ME IN SUSPENSE,' she retorted. I'd never left my window open while I was spending time with a girl, but that I'd made my neighbor so curious was exciting in its own way.
I responded, 'AND END OUR CONVERSATIONS? NAH, YOU'RE TOO FUN.'
She smiled again, a very sweet, friendly, almost fond look. She eyed me for a while before writing, 'YOU'RE NOT BAD YOURSELF.'
My phone started vibrating in my pocket. When I saw the name on the incoming text, I muttered, "Speak of the devil."
Kaitlyn: Back in town. Need to talk and ride your dick. You free today?
I thought about it, then responded.
Me: Free now, come on by whenever.
Kaitlyn: Sweet. See you soon.
Pocketing my phone, I wrote another note for the window. 'HAVE TO CUT THINGS SHORT. FRIEND COMING OVER.'
'FRIEND or "FRIEND"?'
'BOTH,' I replied. 'GONNA CLOSE CURTAINS SOON.'
'AH, RUIN ALL MY FUN,' she teased.
If she was in the teasing mood, I was more than happy to tease back, 'YOU COULD ALWAYS COME ON OVER IF YOU WANT.'
Again, she cocked her head from side to side, stroking her chin in mock thoughtfulness. 'TEMPTING. BUT MAYBE WE SHOULD KNOW NAMES FIRST.'
Joking back, I said, 'THAT'S A BIG STEP.'
'RIGHT?' she responded, looking almost a little sad that our conversation was about to end. 'WELL, HAVE FUN.'
'I WILL,' I replied, smiling wryly.
***
When it came to having fun, Kaitlyn Pruitt always had a way of delivering. Seeing the goddess standing in our front doorway, even bundled up as she was in her less tight than usual pants and warm coat with its fur-lined hood, clearly cold but still with that mischievous smile on her beautiful face, I was hard almost instantly. Though the outfit didn't flatter her as much as what she usually chose to wear, I knew what was underneath. I knew how perfectly pert her DD tits were, how they felt in my hands, mouth, wrapped around my cock...
I knew she had a tight yet curvy body from her years of cheerleading, with an amazing ass that'd be easy to become obsessed with. I also knew that behind her usually pretty resting bitch face was a girl I considered a friend, who'd helped me come into my own this year and I would be forever grateful to.
"Hey, Ryan. Your dad home?" she asked, arching her neck to look inside.
"No; his dojo's competing with their bitter rivals today, so he's gonna be out for a while," I answered.
Kaitlyn's smile broadened. Forcefully, she stepped inside and closed the door behind her. Pulling down her hood and allowing her silky black hair to fall about her face, she said, "Good, because I'm fucking horny and need some serious cock, and I don't know if I can make it to your bedroom."
I was trying to come up with an appropriately witty response, but when a girl as hot and so perfectly slutty as Kaitlyn Pruitt throws her arms around you and practically shoves her tongue down your throat, witty responses have a way of dying quick deaths.
We made out savagely, as if it had been years rather than days since we'd seen each other last, first with her pressing me against the wall, then me her. My hands found first her tits, then her ass, groping her through her clothes as she skillfully pulled all ten inches of my thick cock from my sweatpants and started jacking me.
"Oh, you've missed me too, huh?" she cooed.
"Missed, no. Wanted, maybe," I said cheekily, kissing her passionately and squeezing her ass playfully.
"Well, you're spoiled for choices, me, I just had to spend four days surrounded by family and only family and so much family I couldn't even fucking masturbate. I haven't cum in almost a fucking week," Kaitlyn complained, her usual bitchiness coming across in a way it hadn't in quite a while between us.
"We can fix that," I said, dropping one hand between her legs and rubbing her pussy through her pants.
"You better," she said, kissing me desperately, letting go of my cock so she could undo her pants and pull both them and her panties to the floor. From a brief glance, her pussy was as bare and beautiful as ever, but the whiff I got off of her rich cunt told me she might well have been even hornier than she said.
"We need to talk," she said, kissing me quickly. "There's a lot we need to talk about, but I need to be fucked, please, please fuck me, right now, please fuck me hard, make me cum... please?"
Grabbing her by the hips, I turned Kaitlyn around and bent her over slightly. She braced her hands up against the wall, spreading her legs as much as the pants around her ankles would allow her while I lined my cock up with her steaming entrance.
Sliding into Kaitlyn's pussy, still so lusciously tight, hot and wet, even after all we'd done together, it was like going home. I loved it for how good it felt physically, but even more for how it connected the two of us. Kaitlyn would be the first to admit she wasn't exactly girlfriend material, but the two of us had a unique friendship that defied pretty much any definitions that I knew and was accompanied by some of the hottest sex I'd ever had.
It may have been unconventional, but damn it if it didn't feel fucking amazing.
What we did now, though, with her braced against the wall right next to my house's front door, had very little affection to it. Oh, sure, we kissed and smiled at each other when we could, but both of us were in such a need of release, for human contact, that we weren't much for talking. I pounded into her with long, hard strokes, reaching around to grope her tits with one hand while fingering her clit with my other to help her find that pleasure she so clearly needed. Both of us were only naked from the waist down, pants and underwear around our ankles as we hastily fucked, wanting, needing that frantic release so we could better talk with each other.
It had been so long for Kaitlyn, though, that her first climax came quickly. Crying out with a sharp burst of ecstasy, she bucked against me. Her legs went weak, almost buckling underneath her. I did my best to hold her up in our awkward position, and it was only through experience and a minor miracle that both of us stayed standing, panting and holding close to each other as she rode out the rest of her orgasm.
I was about to ask if she was okay if I quickly finished myself off, when she helped make that decision for me. At first kissing me long and deep, her eyes full of lust and hunger, Kaitlyn then pulled me out of her pussy. Though I was aching for her moist slit, when she instead turned around and dropped to her knees, taking the entire length of my cock into her throat with practiced ease, I was hardly going to complain.
As with our fuck, it was a frantic, almost desperate blowjob, the kind that made her eyes water, makeup run, and strands of drool drop down from her mouth onto her coat and the tight sweater clad tits beneath. Kaitlyn looked up at me with the prettiest eyes, blowing me so expertly that I might've cried if I didn't so desperately want to cum.
Thankfully, in her expert hands (and lips), I didn't have to wait long. Though I warned her when I felt it coming on, that didn't stop a cocksucker as expert as Kaitlyn. If anything, it only motivated to go harder, sucking and bobbing with a greater intensity, her tongue swirling around the cockhead on every backstroke, playing with the bottom of my shaft as she sucked even more. She was an expert at taking me to the edge, pushing me toward it and leaving me teetering.
I was about ready to burst when she took her mouth off of me entirely, looking up at me oh so sweetly and sticking out her tongue to oh so slightly graze the underside of my cockhead.
That did it. That set off a stronger orgasm than I expected. Kaitlyn, the skilled slut that she was, kept her mouth wide open and managed to catch quite a bit of it, but that didn't stop the stray spurts that painted her cheeks, chin, even a few stray shots landing on her neck and sweater-clad breasts. Now it was my turn to be the one who had a hard time standing, but the sight of her coated with my cum, holding her mouth open so proudly to show off the lake of cum inside, it was enough to keep me going.
Once I'd finished, once she'd coaxed the last drop out of me with the tip of her tongue, Kaitlyn reached into the pocket of my sweatpants, pulled out my phone and gave it to me. I took her meaning easily, taking a picture and adding it to my Senior Year Memories album. She'd started it after all, I didn't blame her for wanting to appear in it as much as possible.
With a good shot of her added to the album, she finally swallowed, then looked down at herself.
"I think I'm gonna need to borrow your washing machine," she said, not at all angry.
"Yeah. That might have to happen," I said, still panting.
"Then we really gotta talk. You got the time?" Kaitlyn asked.
"For you?" I replied. "I got all the time in the world.
***
I started the load of laundry with Kaitlyn's sweater, coat and shirt to be safe, tossing in some of my own clothes for good measure. I'd gotten used to a lot of laundry and cleaning since this year began, more than I was used to, but if that was a sacrifice I'd have to make to enjoy the year I was having, then it was one I was willing to make.
Returning to my room, I was greeted by the luscious sight of Kaitlyn sprawled out on her stomach on my bed. She'd stripped down to one of my old t-shirts and one of her many thongs (today it was navy blue), her long black hair tied back with a hair band. She was facing away from me, giving me and looking at her phone, presenting an utterly perfect view of her glorious ass.
I'd seen it, hell, I'd fucked it more times than I could count, but that didn't make me drool any less at the sight.
I closed the door behind me. Kaitlyn didn't turn at the sound.
"Thanks for the orgasm, by the way," Kaitlyn said, still swiping through her phone.
"You too," I responded, walking up behind her. I ran my hands up her toned legs, savoring the feel as I cupped her ass.
"You know, I did actually come to talk today, not just to fuck you," Kaitlyn said.
I stopped stroking her. "Oh?"
"I didn't say stop," Kaitlyn said, turning back and looking at me until I continued, then going back to her phone. "I... I wanted to see how you were doing, after all your holiday stuff, and Josie leaving, and all that."
"Josie didn't leave," I clarified, pulling her thong off and tossing it aside. "She's just on vacation with her family. And hoping to get a gangbang off the ground while she's surrounded by surfer boys."
"Really? Awesome. That girl always knows how to surprise," Kaitlyn admitted, nodding appreciatively. I knew that Kaitlyn and Josie were about as opposite as it got and would never really be friends, but between the two of them, I knew that game understood game.
"Seriously. And I've been doing good. Keeping things nice and quiet with the holidays. You?" I asked, parting her legs as I continued to stroke her thighs and ass.
"Christmas at home with family, the next three days in a second-rate hotel watching all my family remember that none of them likes skiing very much, like they do every year. Having to deal with all the older family asking what my college plans are and not wanting to tell any of them that I haven't got a fucking clue. Fun," Kaitlyn said.
"Fun," I agreed, letting my fingers drop to Kaitlyn's pussy and enjoying the sound it pulled from her lips. "Just tell them you're going to Regan Hills Community College."
Kaitlyn laughed. "Yeah, that'd give 'em a heart attack. What do you tell people when they ask?"
I shrugged. "Probably that I'm going to Regan Hills Community College. I haven't got a plan on what I wanna do with my life, and it sounds like an easy and cheap way to get some credits out of the way."
Kaitlyn's eyes widened. "I didn't mean anything-"
"Nah, don't worry about it," I said, brushing it off by brushing her pussy with my fingers. "I've never been fancy, and a good friend who's done the college thing told me it'd be a good way to help me get my head sorted. I can't call that a bad plan, can I?"
Kaitlyn groaned. "Since you're twisting a couple fingers inside of me, I can't really argue with that, can I?"
Sheepishly, I pulled my fingers from her. "Sorry, wasn't paying attention."
Looking over her shoulder, Kaitlyn smiled devilishly, "I should get you to not pay attention more often."



"Maybe," I agreed, squeezing her ass with both hands.
"For what I gotta say, I need to keep a clear head, so maybe don't touch my pussy for a little while. Eat my ass, though, and, well..." she trailed off.
"Way ahead of you," I said, crawling up onto the bed and sliding between her legs. I parted her marvelous ass cheeks with my hands, getting a good look at her tight, puckered little asshole, and unhesitatingly dove in, licking and sucking her forbidden entrance.
"Mmmm, that's really good," Kaitlyn purred, looking back at me appreciatively.
Taking my lips from her hole, I said, "You wanted to talk?"
"Right," Kaitlyn said, "Get eating, I'll talk."
"Roger that," I said, diving back in.
"I know you and Rose are planning on crashing Dakota's New Year's party, and a few of the girls and I thought that someone should prepare you for what you're getting into. So, I'm here, preparing you while I get a really nice rimjob. I'm having a good day today, honestly," Kaitlyn said.
Right. That. I'd been told about some of the wild parties the cheerleaders had for some time now, with most of them sounding like truly impressive all girl orgies. I would be a definite outsider in the midst, but with the number of friends I'd made on the cheer squad, it didn't sound like that big a deal to me.
I replied, "What do I need preparing for? I know you guys, I know about Mouth Parties, I know-"
Reaching back, Kaitlyn shoved my face back into her delectable ass, and I was all too happy to continue pleasuring her.
"You know some, but you really don't know how things work when it comes to high and mighty cheer captain Dakota Lewis. You've heard about the New Year's Party, but you didn't know that it was gonna start on the 30th, did you?" Kaitlyn asked.
She was right, I didn't know that.
She continued, "Dakota's parents are out of town for New Year's, and since she loves overdoing things almost as much as she loves being a heinous bitch goddess, she's starting on the night before New Year's Eve. All of us who're coming, we get there then and we're gonna have us a sleepover on the 30th, and then pretty much party all day the 31st. You've never really been to a party before, have you?"
I thought about it. Homecoming was the closest I'd ever come, and that wasn't really a party (even though what happened afterward felt pretty close). It'd be a marathon, but with a bunch of naked cheerleaders on hand, that was a sacrifice I'd have to make.
"I'll manage," I said.
"You'll have to, because shit gets intense there. I don't know who in all is coming for sure, but Brooke, Jade, Haley, Addison and Rose I know for sure, including you. I'm really trying to talk Sarah into coming, part of her initiation, ya know? She's waffling, but if you could help any, that'd be great; she's a real hot little slut, I'd hate for her to miss out on something like this," Kaitlyn said.
"I'll talk to her. She's shy, but she wouldn't want to miss something like this. She's a real freak in the sheets as you know," I said.
Groaning almost nostalgically, no doubt thinking of the threesome she, Sarah and me had had earlier in the month, Kaitlyn said, "Oh, I know. Keep doing that thing with your tongue, feels fucking good."
I had no intention of stopping doing that thing with my tongue, especially with the way Kaitlyn's body was tensing. I could feel her body tightening, smell and feel the moisture coming from her cunt. I knew that she had a lot to say, and I was glad to hear it, this being my first party and all, but I was hoping I'd get to fuck her again real soon.
"It's the girls you don't know that're gonna be there, they're the ones you gotta worry about, 'cause they can take you off guard if you don't know what you're getting into," Kaitlyn said.
"I gotta worry?" I asked.
"What'd I tell you about keeping on with your tongue?" Kaitlyn asked.
"Sorry," I said, continuing as I was told. Kaitlyn wasn't nearly so bitchy as she used to be, but the moments when it came out during sex were, admittedly, fun sometimes.
"Mmmm, right there, yesyesyes," Kaitlyn hissed, smiling back at me prettily. "Now I'm not saying you need to worry about all of them. Sasha Pearl... she's a sweetheart. Kinda tall, skinny redhead, you got a thing for redheads, right? She's got big glasses and is kinda the nerd in our group, but don't underestimate her: get her horny and she'll destroy your fucking cock."
I didn't have a particular thing for redheads (even if I had fucked Haley and three women in the McNeil family), but that wasn't to say that what Kaitlyn said wasn't enticing.
"After her, though, yeah, you got some serious bitches to worry about. Like Gwen Savage. You know her, right? Trashy blonde, always wears too much makeup, would take a minor miracle to pull off her headphones out of class or cheer, has tits almost as big as mine? She may look like just another dumb blonde, but don't mistake her, she may be a little dumb, but she's tight. And greedy. Start fucking her and she'll hold onto you and never let you go until either she's worn you out or you've worn her down. Now, I know you're good, but that bitch can take even you out," Kaitlyn said.
Now that was a warning. One I was still looking forward to confronting, but definitely something I was ready to find out about in more detail.
"And then there's Cleo and... you know what, wait a second, this is bull, I need some cock and I need it now. Get naked and lie down, I'm gonna fucking ride you," Kaitlyn said, pushing me away. She sat up in the bed, pulling her shirt off and revealing her beautiful, bare tits to me, while I tried to set a speed record for getting naked and lying down.
Since I was already rock hard and Kaitlyn was ready and waiting, it didn't take long before she crawled on top of me and settled the entire length of my cock deep in her slick cunt.
"Oh god, I'll never get bored of this," she hissed, looking down at me with a look of contented superiority.
"The view's pretty good from this end too," I said, reaching up and squeezing her nipples gently. Smiling sweetly, she leaned over and kissed me hard. If she had a problem with me having spent a good long while making out with her ass not but a minute before, you wouldn't have been able to tell for how vigorously we made out. We stayed like that for a while, but soon she sat up on me, grabbing my hands and placing them on her ass as she began to ride me.
"Oh yeah, fuck, god you're so fucking big, so hard, I love it, I love it, I love it!" Kaitlyn yelled. I didn't know how much the girl across the way could have heard from her room, but if she was listening, Kaitlyn would have been hard to ignore. "Fuck yeah, fuck yeah, fuck yeah! Now... fuck... where was I?"
Wracking my brain for an answer that seemed to disappear the harder she rode my cock, I answered, "Cleo?"
Kaitlyn perked up, never once breaking pace as she fucked me. "Right! Cleo Price! You've had her in class, right?"
Not that I ever had talked to her, but I had seen her. Cleo Price was hard to miss. A dark-skinned black girl with her hair usually done in a set of long microbraids, at just a shade over six feet tall of nearly pure muscle with F-cup tits and wide hips, she was as imposing as she was beautiful.
"I've seen her around," I grunted.
"Well, she's one of our bases, the strong girls who lift our tops or toss our flyers, the tinier girls like Brooke and Riley and Kitty (those two aren't coming, so sad, you'd have had fun with them), and when she gets naked and started, god help you if you try to stop her. The girl's a machine and she'll fuck you so hard you won't be able to walk right for a week afterward," Kaitlyn said.
I nodded. "Death by snu-snu, got it."
"What's 'death by snu-snu' mean?" Kaitlyn asked.
I blinked up at her. Sometimes I still had to remind myself that there were still many things about Kaitlyn and me that were still very, very different. I said, "It's a classical reference."
"Ah," Kaitlyn said, as if that explained everything. "Well, even if you're prepared for 'death by snu-snu', you still won't be ready for Dakota motherfuckin' Lewis."
Now, I'd been hearing about the horrors of cheer captain Dakota Lewis for a few months now without ever having had the opportunity to meet her myself. Our classes never lined up in such a way, and given the different social circles we traveled in she was pretty much a complete mystery to me. I knew a lot of the girls on the cheer squad liked to talk shit about her, that she was a serious control freak, and that she threw the occasional cheerleader orgy that nobody had anything bad to say about. That gave her, well, an interesting legacy as far as I could tell.
I mean, if she let Sarah onto the team, she couldn't be that bad, right?
Slamming her hips down onto mine with impressive ferocity, Kaitlyn continued, "No matter what you do, no matter how hard you try, Dakota will always find herself on top just where she likes it. She likes to dominate and fuck people over if it means getting what she wants, and if she wants to cum, you better deliver or prepare to face the consequences. You think I used to be a raging cunt? You ain't seen nothing until you've seen Dakota motherfuckin' Lewis."
Given the way she was bouncing on my cock, I was inclined to believe pretty much anything Kaitlyn had to tell me at this point. When she slowed, though, rocking her hips to only take a few inches of me at a time, looking down at me with that beautifully smug look only she knew how to pull off so well, I was driven close to madness.
"There's one advantage you've got, though, that might help you tame the bitch," Kaitlyn said.
"What's that?" I groaned, wanting desperately to start fucking again.
She leaned over, crushing her breasts against my chest as she whispered in my ear, "I don't think she's ever fucked a cock as big as yours. I've told her about you before, and believe me when I say she's interested. Whip out this monster, and I think she'll be putty in your hands. You'll tame the bitch, and we'll have us a happy fucking new year."
As if emphasizing her point, she squeezed my cock oh so daintily with her pussy, no longer moving, but just prodding, urging me on to do what she wanted. Kaitlyn liked to toy with me and her friends, and though I'd become accustomed to it in her unique trickster way, when it put me in this state of sexual frustration, a dam was guaranteed to burst soon.
I was past the point of no return at this point, desperately needing to cum. Growling, I wrapped my arms around Kaitlyn and rolled over so I was on top of her. She squealed with glee, wrapping her legs around me as I pounded into her like my life depended on it.
"Fucking nice, fucking nice, like that, yes, yes, yes!" she squealed.
"Want me to do your dirty work?" I grunted. "Want me to tame her like I tamed you?"
"Nothing tames me, I just, got... some... new... perspective!" Kaitlyn yelped as I slammed into her.
"Then I'm gonna give her some new perspective too. If she wants this cock, I'm gonna give it to her, and I'll make her scream so fucking loud the whole town will hear!" I roared as I mercilessly fucked Kaitlyn.
"I wanna see! I wanna hear! I wanna know you, oh fuck, I wanna know you got her to chill the fuck out with that giant fucking cock!" Kaitlyn yelled.
"It'll happen, but first, I'm gonna make you cum!" I said, fucking her more determinedly.
"Only as hard as I'm gonna make you cum!" she taunted back, squeezing me and rocking her hips in time with me as I kept giving her everything I had.
For a moment, we looked into each others' eyes in complete understanding, an understanding that we sealed with a deep, passionate kiss, a kiss only broken when Kaitlyn shuddered against me and cried out.
"FUCKING HELL, YES, YES, YES, I'M FUCKING CUUUUUUMMING ON YOUR BIG FUCKING COCK!!"
Her pussy squeezed me so tightly, pushing my already extreme pleasure over the edge as I came inside her. Wave after wave of sweet, draining pleasure hit me as I pumped my cum deep inside her pussy, feeling like I was draining my entire body into her.
Panting heavily as we both came down, I kissed her one more time before rolling off and laying down beside her.
Breathing heavily, Kaitlyn looked at me dreamily and said, "You know, I think we're pretty good at this."
Trying not to think about how loud we were, and if we were being overheard next door, I said, "I think you're right."
"So, ready for the party tomorrow?" Kaitlyn said.
I laughed. "Maybe if you don't drain everything out of me first; something tells me I'm gonna need to train for this one."
Teasingly, she poked me in the side, "You'll do fine. Though I wouldn't mind an ass-fucking before I went on my way."
She knew just how to keep me interested. I looked down at my twitching cock. "Give me a few minutes, and then you're on. I've still got that box of sex toys you guys gave me for Christmas; there's some good stuff in there. It's under my bed if you want to play around while I get hard again."
"Awww," she said, kissing me hard. "You know just how to treat a lady right."
Getting up on her hands and knees and turning around to look under my bed, giving me a perfect view of her stretched out pussy lips dripping both of our cum down her thighs, I muttered to myself, "Now to see if I can treat a whole lot of ladies right."
***
In spite of its name, Regan Hills wasn't quite as hilly as its name might imply. What few hills it did have, however, tended to be where the richer end of the populace lived. As a kid who grew up smack dab in the middle of middle class suburbia, this wasn't exactly a part of town I frequented or even wanted to frequent, but the occasional exception had to be made.
Attending a nearly two-day long cheerleader orgy, for instance.
It was early evening on December 30th, and I sat in the passenger seat of Rose Ferris' car, looking on in some awe at the large house-but-not-quite-mansion that Dakota Lewis called home.
"You will never find a more wretched hive of scum and villainy," I muttered, thinking I was only loud enough to hear it myself.
"We must be cautious," Rose said in her painfully sexy, husky voice, finishing my quote.
I looked back at her, and as ever when in her presence I found myself sublimely impressed that I had someone so effortlessly cool in my life. "God, you're awesome."
Pushing her sunglasses up her nose, Rose replied, "This isn't news to me, Ryan Collins."
Rose was, as ever, a sight to behold. Dressed in her usual mishmash of hipster clothes, including distressed jeans that were barely pants anymore and a fedora, she was undeniably gorgeous. Soft, full lips curled into an intelligent smile that lit up her already gorgeous face, framed beautifully by her wavy, platinum blonde hair highlighted with blue streaks. Though she hadn't been a cheerleader for some time, she kept her body tight, with firm, C-cup tits and a nice, round ass. I'd have loved to hang out with her if just for how hot she was (and how intense a fuck she was), but it was her personality that easily made her one of my favorite people to be around. Always bright, always aware, always unhurried and unworried, she just had a natural cool to her the likes of which I'd always wanted but was never able to cultivate.
"How are you so relaxed right now?" I asked her.
She shrugged. "Well, firstly because this den of vipers is one I'm intimately familiar with."
"A lot of whom you haven't seen in a while and still might hate your guts," I said.
Rose mulled this over. Her quitting the cheer squad to follow her art was still a sore point among many of the cheerleaders as far as I knew, but she'd made inroads with a number of them during my Christmas Good Deeds spree.
Finally, she said, "Perhaps they might, but with allies such as mine, the distraction you'll no doubt cause, and everything my most capable tongue and fingers are skilled in... I believe most will forgive sooner rather than later, wouldn't you agree?"
I couldn't speak for the others, but from personal experience I knew that Rose Ferris could get me to do pretty much anything she wanted me to do if she only asked.
"And what's the second thing?" I asked.
"Pardon?" Rose replied.
"When I asked you about why you weren't nervous, you said 'firstly', which generally seems to indicate there'll be a 'secondly' and possibly more afterward," I said, wanting to keep this going for a moment or two more to steady my nerves.
Rose laughed, clearly knowing what I was doing. "It would typically indicate such a thing, wouldn't it, Ryan Collins?"
"So, is there a secondly?" I asked.
"Of course."
"Because you've got me on pins and needles."
"Patience is a virtue, you know," Rose chided.
"And I think you're being a tease," I replied.
"Fine, fine, you win. If you wish to know my 'secondly', it's simply this: this is hardly my first orgy."
Though I'd hoped for a more profound answer, I nodded as this made sense. "Kaitlyn already gave me her warnings about the people inside..."
"Good of her to do that," Rose agreed.
"...but... well, can you tell I've never done this before?" I said.
"And you need some orgy etiquette advice?" Rose asked.
Exhaling and grateful that she was able to get the answer right away, I replied, "Yes, please."
Putting her hand on my thigh pleasantly, she said, "There's not much to it, really. Don't force yourself into a spot where you're not wanted, but if you are wanted and just don't feel it, feel free to say no. Don't tire yourself out right away, since this is a marathon, not a sprint, and don't be afraid to take chances. You may not always hear 'yes', but if you don't ask, you'll never know whether you could've had the fun you wanted or not. And hydrate. Can't stress that one enough. Hydrate like crazy, and use the bathroom when you need to."
That... that all sounded practical. It didn't eliminate the butterflies in my stomach, but it did set them at ease.
Well, most of them, anyway.
"This would be the point where I'd recommend considering an orgasm to take the edge off," Rose said. "But, given your anatomy, I imagine you'd be better off holding off on an orgasm until you're ready for the big show, Ryan Collins. You'll want your cum, almost as much as the most delightful sluts inside will."
I was hard as a rock, and would have really enjoyed a good blowjob from Rose to take the edge off before going inside, but her point made sense.
"Still, should you be in need of something to help you focus before we call up fair Brooke, I can think of an idea or two..." Rose said, unbuttoning her jeans and showing me her pale blue panties. Her eyes sparkled over the edge of her sunglasses, and as if she didn't give me enough of an indication of what she wanted already, she bit her ever so luscious full lower lip.
When I first met Rose, I found out she had a thing for being fingered in public (or close to public), and though it never ceased making me a little nervous, I knew it thrilled her to no end. Thinking that a nice fingerbang might be as good an appetizer as any for this evening, I looked over each shoulder, checking and double-checking that we were alone. Satisfied that this empty street (or empty enough street, if you didn't count all the other cars parked in front of this house) was clear, I leaned over and kissed Rose.
She kissed me back, smiling against my lips, completely unhurried as she reached over and playfully stroked my erection through my jeans.
"You're bad," I groaned, reaching over to cup one of her breasts through her shirt, before dropping my hand between her thighs.
"I am many things, Ryan Collins," she teased. "And bad is a fairly subjective term. If you wish to call me names, might I request a little more precision?"



"Okay, fine," I said, slipping my hand into her panties and dipping two fingers into her steaming slit. "You're wet. You're hot. And when I'm done with you, you're gonna be cumming so hard on my fingers you'll forget where you are."
Applying pressure with my thumb on her clit, rolling it around in a small circle, I finished, "Better?"
"Much," Rose cooed with a truly satisfied grin.
As was often the case, Rose knew exactly how to focus my attention. Whatever nerves I might've had about going into that house disappeared almost as easily as my fingers did inside her quivering pussy. We locked eyes as I fingered her, alternating between a frantic desperation and the kind of patience I could only manage when I wanted to drag things out. She'd teased and taunted me, pushing me into this spot, and I wanted to play around in kind.
In truth, I knew that she was probably every bit as nervous as I was, if not more so, to meet a lot of her friends who'd once turned their backs on her. Rose liked to keep a cool, unflinching façade up, but she was just as human as any of the rest of us, and if she needed an orgasm for courage, I was going to give her an orgasm for courage.
It wasn't an ideal angle for fingering, but I knew what she liked and was able to get her where she needed to be soon enough. Her sunglasses almost entirely dropped down to the tip of her nose, Rose's bright green eyes locked onto mine.
"You know I'm about to cum fucking hard, Ryan Collins, the question is... what are you going to do about it?" Rose taunted, her breathing shallow and urgent.
Meeting her challenge, I rubbed her clit only slightly harder, putting just enough pressure on it to send her over the edge. Trying to echo her usually cool, collected voice, I said, "This."
"OH FUCK, YES, YES, FUCK I'M CUMMING, YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!!" Rose hissed, bucking her hips as she shook with pure, unadulterated pleasure. I kept working at her pussy as long as she'd allow me, savoring the gush of her fluids against my fingers.
When she slowed down, her breathing normalizing, I curled my fingers inside her for one last tease, then pulled out. Her scent intoxicating, I couldn't help but suck her juices from my fingers.
Without saying a word, she pulled my hand from my mouth and sucked on my fingers as well, savoring her taste. Soon enough we were kissing each other, both of us luxuriating in the sweet, pungent taste of her wet, freshly orgasmed pussy.
"Feeling better?" I asked her.
"Oh, I can't slip anything past you, can I, Ryan Collins?" she said, smiling like the cat that ate the canary.
"You could if you tried, Rose Ferris, but something tells me you wanted me to know," I said.
Kissing me quickly, she zipped up her pants and said, "I'll never tell."
I looked back at the house. "So, should I text Brooke so we can crash a party?"
Smiling at me wickedly, Rose said, "Why, Ryan Collins, I thought you'd never ask!"
***
So, fun fact about Southern California: our winters are fucking unpredictable. While when Kaitlyn came to drop some knowledge on me about the New Year's Eve party, it was reasonably cold outside, when Rose and I stepped out of her car to actually join that party, it had to be almost 80 degrees outside.
Personally, I blame global warming, but since that's a longer discussion better suited for a much different story, I'll get back to the point.
The one good thing about this unexpected heat was that, when Brooke King came around the corner of Dakota's house, she was dressed for the weather.
Now, I don't just say this because Brooke's one of my favorite people and best friends in the world, but she was ridiculously hot. At 5'1" of pure, petite, blonde perk, she was a walking ray of sunshine that wore pigtails. Her big green eyes always sparkled, small smile always found a way to fill a room, and she was genuinely one of the kindest, funniest, sweetest people I knew. Her tight, gymnast's body was petite from top to bottom, with her A-cup tits topped with nipples that always seemed perpetually hard through whatever shirt she wore. The only part of her that wasn't petite was her nice, round ass, which stuck out from her just enough to almost always make me drool in anticipation.
As I said, she was clearly enjoying the warm weather, wearing a tight, white, sleeveless crop top that showed off her abs, and a pale blue skirt so short that... well, go back to the part about how good she was at making me drool.
Padding over to us in her bright pink tennis shoes, she squealed with joy, first jumping into my arms and kissing me, then laying another kiss on Rose that lasted quite a bit longer. I was happy to see the reunion I'd connived between the two of them before Christmas had stuck, and that these two were close friends again.
Well, that and I still enjoyed watching two unbelievably girls make out as much as any red-blooded heterosexual man would.
Breathlessly, Brooke broke the kiss and squealed, "You guys made it, I'm, like, so excited!"
"Clearly," Rose mused, looking dreamily at Brooke after the kiss.
"Wouldn't miss it for the world," I said.
"Well, if you think it's hot out here, you should totally see what it's like in there. Totally!" Brooke said excitedly. "You guys did bring snacks and drinks and, like, all that jazz, right?"
Given that this was going to be a long party (and that we were gonna be crashing it), we had made a good trip to the store beforehand to pick up bags of chips, fruit, cases of soda and other odds and ends. It wouldn't smooth everything over, but, it couldn't hurt either.
"We came prepared," Rose told Brooke, popping the trunk of her car to show the bounty we'd collected.
"Sweet!" Brooke exclaimed. "Lemme help you guys carry and I'll show you the way; we're all in the guest house."
"Oh, lovely," Rose mused, rolling her eyes.
"What's wrong with the guest house? Also, there's a guest house?" I asked.
Brooke nodded. Rose explained, "That's where Dakota throws her parties when she thinks they're gonna get messy and she wants to isolate any and all damage away from mommy and daddy's mansion."
Brooke rolled her eyes now. "Oh it's not, like, that much of a mansion. Peyton Shaw, her parents, they've totally got a mansion, like, give her a tower and she'll totally be a straight up princess. This one's, like, almost a mansion. But still really nice."
"Whatever," Rose said, divvying up the bags.
The three of us couldn't have been any more different as we walked around the secluded back end of this very nice house, carrying our bags of groceries.
At the rear of the group, I was slow and nervous, definitely looking forward to what was going to go down, but suddenly wishing I had a little more in the way of backup. I wished Josie were here with me, and I hoped that wherever she was at this moment, she was having fun.
Rose was in the middle, cool, calm and collected, not letting any of her nervousness show.
Leading the caravan excitedly, Brooke was practically skipping, carrying the most bags of the three of us and reminding me that she was unusually strong for her size. There was something a little off, though...
"You alright, Brooke?" I asked.
"Never better! Why?" Brooke asked.
"Well, you're walking kinda funny," I said.
"Oh, yeah, right, I like, totally forgot!" she said, shifting all of her bags to one hand so she could flip up the back of her skirt, revealing first that she wasn't wearing any panties, and secondly that there was a toy with a jeweled end, bright pink and shaped like a heart, sticking out of her ass.
"Like my butt plug? It's not as thick as you, Ryan, but boy does it fill me up!" Brooke exclaimed excitedly.
"It's definitely you," I said.
"Totally," Rose agreed.
"It's more fun going in and coming out than just sitting in here, but it's new, and it's fun, so, like, I wanted to just leave it for a while and let it get all nice and comfy up my butt!" Brooke said, her voice so perfectly cheerful it practically sparkled.
Playfully swatting her friend on the ass, Rose said, "Well, play nice and I can make a real time of taking it out of you."
Brooke squealed delightedly, "Only if I get to put it in you afterward."
Nodding, Rose agreed, "It's a date."
Shifting around uncomfortably in my pants, I said, "God, I'm glad you two are friends again."
"Totally," Brooke and Rose said in unison, giggling as if thick as thieves.
When we made it to the rear of Dakota Lewis' house, I was unsurprised to find that its backyard was dominated by a pool with Jacuzzi, a nearby semi gazebo with a fire pit at the center and a guest house that looked almost as big as some of the cheaper homes in Regan Hills. Still leading the way, Brooke slid open the glass door at the side of the guest house and ushered us inside through the kitchen. Faintly, further in the guest house, I could hear the sounds of music and low conversation, as well as some low moans I knew all too well.
"Come on, set your stuff over here!" Brooke said, setting her stuff down on the counter, then taking off her top and skirt, leaving her completely naked save for the butt plug still sticking out of her ass. "Set it down and we gotta meet up with the rest! Come on!"
Brooke was dancing around on the balls of her feet like an excited puppy, but it was impossible not to follow energy that infectious. We let the naked little blonde lead the way into the guest house's living room, where we were greeted by the all too familiar sounds of sex.
Spreading her arms wide, Brooke cheered, "TA-DAH! Look what I found, ladies!"
Nine pairs of eyes looked up at us at once, each of them carrying a distinct deer in headlights look as they were interrupted by Brooke's arrival. I don't know if it was Rose's or my or both of our presence that shocked everyone more, but one look at the pile of naked girls collected on the blankets spread out on the floor told me that I might as well have just arrived in heaven for all I had to take in.
Large and muscular, Cleo Price was on her knees and fucking Kaitlyn from behind savagely with a strap-on. Although watching Kaitlyn's tits bounce from a hard fucking was always a sight to behold, watching Cleo's dark and massive F-cups jumping up and down with every thrust was something suitably epic to take in.
Busty and curvy Latina Addison Gonzalez, the prim and proper Homecoming Queen who was anything but prim and proper once she stripped down, was in the middle of a 69 with a big-titted girl with long, dirty blonde hair I took to be Gwen Savage.
The real show was in the middle of the room, next to a basket of sex toys. Three girls, one the giant-titted redhead Haley Campbell, one the lusciously stacked Latina Jade Alvarez, and the other a taller, thinner redhead with short hair, big glasses and a pair of C-cup tits I assumed was Sasha Pearl, surrounded a slender blonde who lay down on the ground, taunting and teasing her with their mouths and toys, looking like a feasting scene from an erotic zombie movie. Getting a better look at the girl on the ground, I realized it was Sarah Kent, one of Josie's friends, a shy girl who'd only recently gotten the courage to show the world how good a dancer she was and joined the cheer squad.
All of them looked up at us in their perfect, naked glory. Those who knew Rose and I were coming didn't seem to have a problem, while those who didn't had faces that ranged from wry amusement to complete shock.
If I was hard before, I was straining not to tear a hole through my pants now.
Nervously, I waved to the room. "Hey."
With one derisive laugh (yet not stopping fucking Kaitlyn for a second), Cleo said, "Oh, Dakota's gonna fucking love this shit."
"Dakota can love whatever the fuck she wants!" Brooke said daintily. With one of her small, delicate hands she rubbed my cock through my pants. "Ryan and me, we're, like, gonna totally fuck!"
Then, more quietly to me, Brooke said, "You do wanna fuck me, right?"
"Is that even a question?" I said, reaching down and squeezing her ass.
"Oh, it's on!" Brooke squealed, her deft fingers first tearing off my shirt, then swiftly undoing my belt and pulling my pants and underwear around my ankles. Even she could have made less of a show of it, but with a few new sets of eyes who hadn't seen my cock in person yet, I got the impression that Brooke was showing off to Cleo, Sasha and Gwen.
Though it was hard to take in the whole room at once, I could've sworn I'd heard Sasha whisper to herself, "Amazing."
I didn't have long to soak this in, though, as Brooke soon spun me around and had me on my back on the floor. She straddled my hips, rubbing her cute pink pussy lips along my cock as she giggled and teased.
"Well, I guess if no one's gonna kick me out, I'll just, you know, hop on in," Rose said, taking off her clothes where she stood. With her tight body, firm, round tits and shaved pussy, she was both a sight to behold and fit in with this room rather perfectly, even if she didn't take off her sunglasses.
"Man, she's hot!" Brooke exclaimed, looking at her friend appreciatively. That Brooke and Rose were practically enemies only a matter of weeks ago was something you could barely tell the way the girls looked at each other. That Rose had been (and might still be) a pariah among the cheerleaders would have seemed insane for how confidently she walked in to join the rest of the girls.
"Mmmm, like old times," Brooke mused, reaching down and lining my cock up with her pussy. "Oh well, time to fuck!"
Brooke settled down onto me with the practiced ease that only she knew so well, burying my entire length in her cunt without hesitation or discomfort from the large plug in her ass. She let out a satisfied sigh, looking down at me cutely as she bounced her loose pigtails from side to side. After a moment of adjustment, she started to bounce up and down on my cock oh so juicily.
"Now, I know you came here to, like, party with everyone, and we do this all the time and it's gotta get sooooooooo booooooooring with me, but I totally can't help myself. Gotta show all these bitches what it's like, ya know?" Brooke said, smiling down at me cutely.
Though I'd started to reach for her tits, I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her down close so I could kiss her deeply.
"Sex with you will never be boring, Brooke. You know you're one of the best things that's ever happened to me, right?" I said.
Though it was rare, I could've sworn I saw her blush right then. "Awww, thank you, Ryan! You're kinda totally the best sometimes, ya know?"
I kissed her again. "Sometimes, I can swing it."
Someone crawled up beside us, muttering a low, meek, "Hi."
I turned my head and caught sight of 18-year-old Sarah Kent.
One of Josie's best friends before I'd become acquainted with her, she was one of the more interesting people I'd met this year. A quiet, shy band geek, the only way she could think of to seduce me (even with Josie's encouragement) was to do it in costume on Halloween. I'd spent most of a month trying to track her down, and when I got to know her better (and had some more, very exciting sex with her), I found out she was a dancer who dreamed of being a cheerleader, and worked what connections I had to get her in with the squad.
That she was absolutely gorgeous certainly didn't hurt her chances, either. With shoulder-length, wavy blonde hair, green eyes only accentuated by her horn-rimmed glasses and a sweet smile, she had a pretty face when she wasn't hiding underneath her hoodie. Her tight, 5'2" dancer's body, with creamy, pale skin, a firm pair of B-cup tits, and tight, round butt made her an undeniably sexy package.
"Hiya, Sarah!" Brooke exclaimed.
"Hey," I said. "Looks like you're fitting in nicely."
"Stranger things have happened," Sarah said softly.
"Awww, nothing strange about it, Rookie!" Brooke said, still fucking me nice and hard. "You're, totally, like, one of the best dancers in school, and you're so nice and fun and cute I could just eat you up and make you squeal and just keep eating you up and making you squeal..."
Sarah smiled, licking her lips and looking at both of us. "That would be fun, but I was hoping, if I wasn't interrupting anything, I mean, that I could sit on Ryan's face while you two had sex?"
"That's sooooooo sweet of you to ask!" Brooke said excitedly. "I'd love you sitting on Ryan's face so we could make out while we played with each others' titties and came since that'd be, like a lot of super-huge fun, if that's, like, okay with you, Ryan? Please?"
I'd watched Sarah come out of so many shells since I'd known her this year, that my answer couldn't have been anything but "yes."
However, others had some different ideas.
A girl snorted. "Please? You just said please? Please don't get you shit; if you see something, you take it, and he's ripe for the taking!"
The voice belonged to a blonde girl on her knees a couple feet away from my head. At about 5'0", with a slightly curvier body than the rest of the girls here, her D-cup tits and firm, round ass were truly impressive. Though there was slight sag to her tits, the nipples were thick, pale brown and hard, while the bush of thick, dark hair by her pussy did nothing to cover her full, glistening lips. Though her face was undeniably pretty, with soft brown eyes and long, dirty blonde hair that fell about her chest and back, her bitchy sneer, smeared makeup and the poorly done tattoo hidden slightly underneath her right tit gave her every bit the trashy image I'd been warned about.
Gwen Savage. She was one to keep an eye out for.
Sarah eyed Gwen timidly. "I... well... he's my friend and..."
"It doesn't matter what he is or isn't, and by all I can see he isn't a lot, but if he's half as good and a quarter as willing as Kaitlyn and the rest says he is, I got half a mind to just take his face right here to teach you a lesson," Gwen declared, looking down at me. "That's how you like it, isn't it? All nice and dirty and ready to show you what a real ride looks like?"
She fingered her pussy, splaying her very delicious-looking lips for me. I could smell her from here, and even with Brooke riding me (and watching this go down), I will admit I was enticed for a second or two.
Looking between Sarah and Gwen, though, the choice was easy.
"All appearances to the contrary, it takes a little more romancing to get me going than that. Sarah's a friend of mine, and you were mean to her, so, while I may like it every bit as 'nice and dirty' as you promise, I'm not gonna give any of that 'nice and dirty' to you until you earn it. Apologize to Sarah, make it good, and maybe, maybe I'll finger you while these two fine ladies ride my face and cock. Sarah, climb on over; my tongue's missed that sweet pussy of yours," I said.
I don't know what made my day more, the delight on Sarah's face, the shock on Gwen's face, or the way Brooke laughed.
Wait, I know exactly what made my day most then: Sarah taking charge and straddling my face, dropping her sweet pussy onto my lips. I stuck out my tongue to meet her, savoring her sweet juices every bit as much as her moans of pleasure.
"Did he just... did you just...?" Gwen sputtered, confused.
"Face it, Gwennie, your milkshake don't bring all the boys to the yard," Brooke laughed, continuing to bounce on my cock.
"What does that even mean?" Gwen asked.
Brooke shrugged. "Some old song, I think."
"Yeah, Gwen, and you're missing out on some really good fingers," Sarah said, sighing contentedly. "So, if you stop being such a bitch and apologize, I might just put in a good word for you."
Gwen gasped. Brooke laughed.
"Nice one, Rookie!" Brooke exclaimed, accompanying her proclamation with the sharp crack of a high five. Though I personally couldn't see much except Sarah's exquisite ass, I held up both hands and exchanged high fives with her and Brooke.



"Don't fuck with me when I'm horny," Sarah said, rocking against my face.
"Totally," Brooke said. I felt her reaching down, and a strange change in pressure on my cock before she added, "I think that needs a prize, and since this is all I got, I think it's worth it; whaddya say, Rookie? It's still got a tonna lube!"
"Only if Ryan puts it in," Sarah said, handing the prize to me.
Brooke's butt plug. If my mouth were less occupied, I'd have quipped about this being a sacred, rare honor held for only the highest of occasions, but since I couldn't, that joke's only for you, dear readers.
Sarah bent over to better present her ass to me, and if the sounds of smacking lips were any indication, she was making a fair feast of Brooke's bouncing tits. With her tight, winking asshole perfectly on display (and knowing just how perfect it was), I had no problem sliding the slick toy into her slowly, tantalizingly, making her enjoy every second of its insertion until it passed the most flared out bit and settled inside her tightest of holes.
She groaned in appreciation, then said, "Thank you Ryan... Brooke... that's... heavenly."
"Oh, this is fucking bullshit," Gwen proclaimed.
"All you gotta do is apologize to the Rookie," Brooke squealed, rocking her hips to take me from a slightly different angle.
"I don't apologize," Gwen said.
"Then you totally don't get fingerblasted!" Brooke declared. To help out, I crossed my arms across my chest defiantly.
"That's not fair!" Gwen exclaimed.
"It's an orgy, we all make our own rules," Sarah said.
"'cept for the no shoes in the house thing, that's Dakota's rule," Brooke said.
"Right," Sarah agreed.
Gwen grumbled. "Seriously, this is how it's gonna be? You're a guy down, you got a big cock, you honestly gonna tell me you'd rather these two tiny bitches take you on rather than have all I got?"
I nodded under Sarah's pussy, never once letting up in my onslaught.
"Fine. I'm sorry, okay? I'm just teasing the new girl, I didn't mean to be such a bitch and try to steal your thunder or anything. I was just having fun. Can I please join you two and fuck the nerd with you?"
"He's got a name!" Brooke said defensively.
"Fine, can I fuck Ryan with you?" Gwen said.
"Well, what do you think, Ryan?" Sarah asked.
I thought it sounded like a pretty disingenuous apology, but having dealt with a fair number of girls all across the bitchy spectrum, I thought there might be something that could be done with fair Gwen Savage. Maybe not now, but definitely some fun could be had later.
Kindly, I extended a hand for her to sit on.
"Finally..." Gwen grumbled, crawling over and onto my hand. "...the things I gotta put up wi-OH, FUCK!"
In spite of her being a bitch to my friends, I still wanted to give a good impression and fingerfuck her nice and good. The way she was gyrating needily on my hand and moaning without restraint, it sounded like it was working.
"See, it's pretty nice when you're nice, ain't it?" Brooke asked.
"Oh, fuck off," Gwen replied.
"Can we just... oh god... can we just shut up and enjoy this...?" Sarah said, echoing something that sounded pretty fucking nice to me at the moment.
Though there was still some brief grumbling and arguing, it wasn't much more than token at this point as the three ladies ground and rode, cooing and moaning and groaning and trying to get off. When I felt another pair of hands gently take my unused hand and stretch it out, sitting down on my fingers and settling a soaked pussy onto them, I wasn't too surprised.
"Thanks, Ryan," the kind voice of Jade Alvarez said. "For coming, for this, for everything..."
There's a good chance I might've given her a little more in the way of fingering than Gwen at this point, but it's hard to be sure.
Now, I'm not sure how many of you reading this it has happened to (and I doubt it's many, but if it has, hey, mazel tov to you!), but, while having four hot, naked girls on top of you at once is pretty fucking awesome, it's got its share of downsides too. Perhaps the biggest among them is how much like rubbing your stomach and patting your head it can be. When you're focused on getting four girls off, it can be hard to give every one equal attention, while focusing on my pleasure was next to impossible. Don't get me wrong, in my head I was in fucking heaven, but even with Brooke's best efforts I knew it would take some extra time and focus to get off.
Instead, my efforts were focused on the ladies above me, trying to guess which one would cum first.
That Brooke, with a squeal and a squirt and a lot of "yesyesyesyesyes!" was the first wasn't a surprise, since she'd been at it the longest.
That Gwen came second... well, was a little bit more of a surprise, but not by much. I'd considered toying with her, keeping her for last to motivate her to be nicer, but realized that showing her what she could have if she really played ball would be an even better strategy. With my fingers buried deep in her steaming cunt, she came hard, writhing and moaning like a pornstar as her juices covered my hand.
Sarah was unsurprisingly next, and as usual when she cut loose she was a pure surprise for how much energy and vulgarity she brought to the table, riding and squeezing my head between her thighs as she screamed a truly impressive diatribe of expletives.
Late to the party but never late for a cum, Jade was last, a more subdued but no less pleasant orgasm.
The four of them disentangled themselves from me, allowing me to see again, and to kiss four absolutely lovely ladies. Sarah kissed sweetly, Brooke perkily, Gwen quite nastily, and Jade long and lingering. The beautiful Latina with the caramel skin, curvy, lean body, DDD tits and lusciously large ass was someone I owed a lot to, and one I didn't mind making out with a bit.
"You taste good, though that's probably Sarah, isn't it?" Jade asked, amused.
"Probably," I confirmed.
"I want to have a lot more fun with you before we're done here," Jade said, her voice husky and full of promise.
"That can be arranged," I said.
"Hey, get in line; that cock's still hard and you ain't the only one who wants a ride," Gwen said.
"Yeah, I'm, like, happy and all for what I got, but I really wish you'd filled me with cum for how much you got me goin' there, Ryan," Brooke said, jacking my slick cock. "We gotta do something about that."
"HEY, GUYS, CAN ANYONE, LIKE, HELP ME HERE!"
The plea for help came from the hallway leading further into the guest house, from a 5'4", petite Asian girl. Completely naked, I could see every inch of her tanned, tight body, from her A-cup tits with their dark, pointed nipples, to her toned abs and the trimmed landing strip of dark hair leading to her engorged and clearly wet pussy lips. Her face, with her big dark eyes, tiny nose and full lips, all framed by shoulder-length black hair, would undoubtedly have been cute at the best of times, but for now appeared quite distressed.
Possibly because her hands were cuffed behind her back.
"What's up?" Brooke called out to the newcomer.
The new girl, antsy and bouncing from side to side on her feet, said, "Dakota's been, like, edging me for forty-five minutes now, gettin' me close, then stopping, then she just let me go! She said she was punishing me!"
"Well, you have been late to practice a lot lately," Kaitlyn said.
"Yeah, but, I'm super horny and ready to burst, and I can't touch myself like this! Can't somebody help me, please?" the new girl pleaded. Her eyes were wild, and she shook with anticipation.
"IDEA!" Brooke shouted excitedly, running over to the girl and bringing her over to me. "This is the best cock in school, between him and us, we'll get you off nice and hard and lickety-flickety-split! If that's, like, okay with you two?"
The girl looked to me, and I to her. I asked Brooke, "Is she eighteen?"
"I wouldn't be here if I wasn't," the girl grumbled hungrily.
"Then I'm fine if she is," I said, rather enjoying the view of the girl's lithe body.
"I am," the girl said. "Can someone get me out of these cuffs?"
Jade looked at them. "No quick release on these love cuffs; well, isn't that nice and safe? I'd have thought Dakota would have more sense than that."
"I don't care about the keys, just, someone help me get on him?" the girl asked.
Like the oversized sex toy I sort of felt like lying on the floor, I stayed put while Brooke and Sarah led the handcuffed girl to me, helping her kneel down and straddle my cock. I reached down, helping angle my cock for better penetration, and as it pressed against the new girl's tight, wet lips, I was worried for a second that it wouldn't fit. I'd been with some tight girls before, but this might have been my limit.
Even with that, she was quite determined. Gritting her teeth with determination, and with Brooke's and Sarah's coaxing, the girl settled down slowly, the head of my cock finally breaking through and disappearing inside of her.
"Holy shit!" she exclaimed.
"I know, it's, like, totally awesome, right?" Brooke said, kissing this girl delightedly.
My cock was in heaven, and as this girl settled down more onto me, her eyes pinched shut in concentration as mine couldn't look away from the sight of my cock spreading her pussy obscenely, some of my best friends helping her through this... I thought this might well have been a pretty perfect moment.
Then she settled down entirely, the last of my cock buried deep inside of her. Her eyes now open, the girl looked at me with a truly radiant smile.
"Oh, yeah, btw guys, Ryan Collins, Alyssa Nguyen; Alyssa Nguyen, Ryan Collins," Brooke said, almost as if we were supposed to exchange a handshake instead of me being buried balls deep inside of her while she was handcuffed.
It said a lot about the year I was having when I realized right then that I hadn't gotten her name before we started, and that this was the first time I'd almost had anonymous sex.
"Hey," I said. "It's, uh... nice to meet you."
"You too," Alyssa said, looking down to where our crotches met. "Holy crap... you've got a nice cock."
"Well, you've got a nice pussy," I said.
"Thanks," Alyssa said, smiling bashfully.
"Hey, guys, say cheese!" Brooke exclaimed, taking a picture with my phone. Though our faces probably looked more baffled than sexy, I doubted this would be the only chance I'd get to take a picture with Alyssa Nguyen over New Year's.
"Alright, pictures are nice, and all, but, that doesn't, like, change my situation any, so, if you guys wanna, you know, help me get off or anything while I ride him, I wouldn't say no," Alyssa said.
Appearing at her side, Rose said in her take-charge voice, "Well, you guys heard the woman! We've an orgasmic rescue mission; who's ready to take the call?"
Impressively, the answer seemed to be: everyone.
For all the arguments and infighting and differing personalities the cheerleaders had among them, it seemed that Dakota's machinations had enough to get them all moving. Seeing ten gorgeous, naked women piling up around and behind and beside Alyssa as we fucked, watching them lend their hands, mouths and dirty words whenever their hands and mouths couldn't reach. With hands on her tits and more reaching down to play with her pussy as she fucked me (while I kept my hands on her hips to help balance her), Alyssa looked like she was in heaven. In the rare moments where she wasn't kissing one of her friends, her moans were high and full of absolute pleasure. Though I was more along for the ride on this encounter, I was happy to help and absorbing absolutely every bit of this singularly insane moment as something I wanted to never forget.
It didn't take long for Alyssa's first orgasm, powerful and screaming to tear through her body with her friends' efforts, and though her tight pussy squeezed me almost painfully, it wasn't enough to stop me from helping everyone along. Whatever she'd been building up for the last 45 minutes or so with Dakota's edging and teasing came out explosively as a gush of her juices covered my cock.
While this would have been a fine moment to start letting her come down, her friends weren't going to let her go that easily. Though there may have been a brief moment of slowing, of sympathy and kind strokes, of giggles and sweet kisses, they redoubled their efforts in no time, going at Alyssa again, starting her up and making her cum on my cock a second time.
Then a third time. Then a fourth.
They were insatiable, and only let her go when she was crying almost deliriously from the pleasure.
"Thank you, thank you, thank you everyone!" Alyssa exclaimed, before one final, conclusive cry of "Fuuuuuuuuuck!!"
Though all the attention was rightly on Alyssa with me acting as a bit of an oversized sex toy for this "orgasmic rescue mission", a couple did look down at me with some sympathy.
"You haven't cum yet, have you, Ryan Collins?" Rose asked me.
"Not bad," Cleo admitted, looking me up and down, her dark eyes still skeptical over the whole picture of who I was, but definitely intrigued.
"That's so much better than 'not bad', you don't even understand it," Alyssa said with starry eyes, looking down at me and smiling brilliantly. "Thank you, thank you, thank you Ryan for helping me! I really, really, really needed that and you were super sweet for holding on there and just letting me ride you. If you gotta go, lemme know and you can, like, cum in me, I don't mind one bit!"
Now, when you're buried balls deep in a cute, tight Asian cheerleader and she offers to let you fill her pussy, well, that's an opportunity you seriously need to consider taking. I mean, I barely knew this girl, and that definitely gave me some hesitation, but the way she looked down at me so cutely, her smile so sweet and genuine, I was pretty sure I wanted to get to know her more.
I began, "I think-"
With a jangle and a slight thud, a small key ring landed on my bare chest. The keys were almost so small as to be insubstantial, but they were no doubt the perfect size for the cuffs that bound Alyssa's hands behind her back.
"I leave the room for a little private time, and I find you've snuck a deserter and a boy into my party? If things are always going to get this interesting when I turn my back, I ought to turn my back more often," a firm voice said from the edge of the room.
I knew who it was even if I didn't already know the voice. Rose casually turning to confirm the speaker's identity, though, certainly helped.
"Hey, Dakota Lewis. What's up?" Rose said with perfect calm.
Though my view of this dreaded cheer captain was blocked by a wall of luscious, bare flesh, I could sense the girl prowling around the edge of the room.
"I see that you've earned back the hearts and minds of the other girls on the squad, Rose. Good for you," Dakota said, even though there was very little in her voice that sounded pleased with the turn of events. "Have fun, enjoy the party. I'm more interested with the boy on the floor with his pants around his ankles and, though I can't verify it from my current stance, presumably his cock stuffed up Alyssa's cunt."
Dakota walked around the edge of the wall of cheerleaders so that I could fully see her.
At once, she was exactly what I expected and nothing like I expected. Though lying on the floor made her 5'8" stature tower over me, that she was wearing her formal blue and white Regan Hills Pumas cheerleader outfit threw the intimidation factor off slightly. With blue, knee-high socks, a short blue and white-striped skirt, I knew she had long, toned legs. The top did little to flatter her breasts, and the long-sleeves and immaculate gloves were more sterile-looking than enticing, but it was her face that was truly confusing for the bogeyman image I'd been given. Her face was perfectly pleasant, ordinary even, in a pretty sort of way. Her dark brown hair hung just past her shoulders, while her soft blue eyes sparkled with something I couldn't adequately pinpoint. With high cheekbones dotted with freckles, a faint tan and a broad smile, she looked, well, like a cheerleader, not the monster from the depths the other girls made her out to be.
With arms crossed across her chest, Dakota drummed her fingers on her elbows as if considering her next move. She looked down at me curiously, as so many girls who'd heard about me without ever knowing me seemed to. It was that look I'd gotten to understand so well of, 'You're the guy?'
"Ryan Collins?" she said.
"Yeah," I replied.
Her smile twitched up a little more, only slightly. "Dakota Lewis. I've heard a lot about you. Let's talk. My room, main house, three minutes."
As quickly as she'd entered the room, Dakota disappeared. I looked around to the others nervously, settling my eyes on Kaitlyn. With a simple, short nod from her, I knew it was time.
It was time I finally got to know Dakota Lewis.
***
When preparing for conflict, it helps to go comfortable, and to that end I washed myself up a little in the bathroom and pulled my pants (if not my shirt) back on before making my way over to the main house. All the while, the girls around me gave me tips and warnings, making it all the more overwhelming. This didn't help my comfort.
Nor did my erection. After playing around with Rose in the car, then fucking both Brooke and Alyssa without cumming once, I was rock hard, and my balls felt like they were about to explode at any moment. Whatever reckoning I was due to have with Dakota, I hoped that it would involve some release.
After some stumbling around her house trying to find where exactly her room was, I made it with perhaps ten seconds to spare. The door was closed, but left open a crack, just enough to offer privacy while still being welcoming.
Taking a deep breath, I opened the door and stepped inside.
"Would you kindly close the door behind you? All the way?" Dakota asked from the depths of her room. She sat in a chair at her desk, looking away from me.
Without hesitation, I did as I was told. Smirking, I joked to myself in a low voice, "You know, there are better ways to control my actions..."
"Seeing as how my name isn't Atlas and this isn't Rapture (though this room has seen its share of that latter word), I've no doubt you're absolutely correct on that matter," Dakota said.
If she wanted to surprise me, well, mission accomplished. It was this that made me take in her room, which seemed more ornate an ornate library with a bed in the middle than the traditional cheerleader's bedroom I'd become accustomed to. Bookcases full to bursting with titles on almost every topic imaginable covered nearly every wall, save for the space dedicated to her trophy case and the few bare patches of wall she'd deigned acceptable for pictures of her accomplishing her many achievements.
Dakota spun her chair around to assess me. "Now, tell me... do you see yourself as the hero of this tale?"
"What tale?" I asked.
"The one you call your life. The one which all our lives have intersected with in one way or another today," Dakota responded.
This was taking an interesting turn. It wasn't one I was fully prepared for, but it was one I thought I could handle. "Usually. Not always. Sometimes... sometimes I've made mistakes. Sometimes I've done unheroic things. Things I'm not proud of. So, maybe I'm more my own protagonist, most of the time, rather than a hero, but aren't we all the protagonist of our own story."
"Those who are aware of their own self-destructiveness might disagree, but I see your point. So, you don't come to me today a hero?" Dakota asked.
"No," I replied.
She smiled. It was not a friendly smile. "You say you don't come the hero, yet why do I expect you're here like all the rest?"
"All the rest? Of what?" I asked.



"Oh, don't be modest. Every so often one of the girls on the squad will summon a hero like the Greeks of old. They'll find their Perseus or Jason or Theseus, a strapping, shirtless man they think can rein in the beast within me. You're less strapping than usual, but like those heroes who've all got their secret weapon, I've heard of what you're packing in those pants. Incidentally: nice," she said, nodding down at my cock, impressed.
I hadn't felt bashful in a long time, but the way her predatory eyes looked me over, I almost felt the need to cover up.
"You're supposed to defeat me and fuck me into submission, aren't you? Like the heroes who fought monsters that were often merely women who were victims of the gods' whims, you're supposed to take me down. You might even succeed, you know? I've heard of your prowess, and unbelievable though it may be to look at you, I don't distrust the word of my cheer squad sisters. You might actually have what it takes," Dakota said, crossing one leg over her knee.
"So, here I am before you in my finest armor," she said, motioning to her formal cheer outfit, undeniably beautiful and absolutely intimidating. "If I had a fluffy white cat to pet, I could complete the villainous image I'm sure you have, but since I lack one, you've only me."
Standing up before me, Dakota flattened her skirt trying to look her absolute best while still radiating power. In every facet of this, she was succeeding.
"So, Ryan, what kind of hero are you? Are you Perseus? Theseus? God forbid, Jason?" she asked.
She'd approached me with the kind of shock and awe I hadn't prepared for, and wasn't ready to consider with everything I'd been told about her. I had, in truth, had the image of her as some unyielding monster, a bitch goddess of bitch goddesses, the worst of the worst of the cheerleader stereotypes. After seeing how she left Alyssa, I wasn't inclined to change my view on what I'd been told about her.
None of that matched the woman standing before me. I'd come up here ready to fuck, but now... now I needed to try something else.
"I always favored Odysseus, personally," I said. "The clever hero was always more my style."
If it was possible to take her off guard, I think I did it. "Given your physique, I can understand his appeal."
"Say that with a little more venom and I might actually take offense," I said.
"Feel free," Dakota replied.
"I won't say that some of the girls hadn't heavily suggested I try to 'tame' you, but that's not why I'm here," I said.
"No?" Dakota said, unbelieving.
"Any guy who goes into a room with a beautiful woman with the intent to 'tame' her is a son of a bitch. I won't say I've never wanted to change a girl's mind before, but I like to get to know her and make a respectful request if there's something I want from her. Lacking that, persuade her, with my charm and intelligence, preferably," I said.
"But if those don't work, then with your cock?" Dakota said.
"If I must. And my tongue. And fingers. I like to diversify," I said with some pride. "But I don't need to do that, because I know that a lot of this big, bad bitch image is just a façade."
Dakota approached me with slow steps, her eyes sizing me up and down. "Explain your evidence."
"Sarah Kent," I said.
"What about her?" she asked, though there was a slight change in her voice that told me I found the right angle of approach.
"If you were as big a bitch as everyone says, there's no way a girl as meek and sweet and kind as Sarah Kent gets onto the cheer squad. I don't care how much sway Kaitlyn claims to have with you, how many favors she had to call in, Sarah wouldn't get onto the team if you were as coldhearted a bitch as everyone seems to think you are," I said.
Dakota stroked her chin, "What if I told you I was impressed by her dancing skills?"
"She's good, probably better than any other girl here, but that wouldn't stop you if you were that much of a cunt," I said.
Dakota tried a different approach, "What if I told you I thought she was hot and I just wanted to dominate and fuck the shit out of her?"
"I'd say you've got your pick of anyone in school, and that even if you wanted her, that wouldn't have guaranteed her a spot on the team," I replied.
"So, you're implying I did this out of, what, the goodness of my heart?" Dakota asked.
"I'm not sure why you did it, but it would take a better person than you let all the other girls on the squad see to do it," I said.
"And what about Alyssa?" Dakota proposed. "I stripped her naked and edged her with a vibrator for almost an hour with her hands cuffed behind her back because she was late for practice more times than I'd like. Doesn't that make me a villain?"
"A little bit of a bitch, yeah, especially for using cuffs without a safety release since, you know, that's not safe, but... while I don't approve of you feeling the need to punish her for something so trivial, you did send her back to her friends, knowing that everyone would come to her help so she could cum fucking hard. You could've left her in whatever state you wanted her, tied up, cuffed to a bed or something for hours, but you sent her to her friends knowing they'd take care of her while helping you look like more of a bitch. You could have been better about it, but you could've been worse. A lot worse," I said.
Again, Dakota stroked her chin. "Interesting theory."
"An accurate one?" I replied.
"Possibly," she replied, non-committal. "But that still doesn't help us figure out just what we're going to do with you, does it?"
"Not really," I replied.
"But, let's keep this simple and how the story plays out. You find me attractive, yes?" Dakota asked.
"Of course," I replied.
"And you want me?" she asked.
Looking her up and down, I couldn't deny how hot she was. "Yeah."
"Well... you're not what I'd call conventionally attractive, but skill trounces beauty any day, and I've heard you've skill to spare. So, lucky for you, I want you too. With some sex in our future (the kind that will no doubt have the girls lining up to listen outside the door), I'm curious to see how well you think you know me," Dakota said.
"I don't know you at all," I replied.
"Well, fine, I'm curious to see how well you've sized me up. When it comes to girls like me, they often but not always fall into two sexual classes. There are those who love to be in charge and live for domination and nothing more, the conquering heroes of their own sexual epics who will take on any hero who tries to tame them, chewing them up and spitting out the parts they don't like while picking their teeth on the hero's bones," she said, raising a finger on one hand to illustrate her point.
Raising a second finger, she said, "And there are those who give the image of that girl, but secretly, deep down are looking for the kind of partner they can let their guard down with. Someone who lets them cede control in a safe environment and allowing them a rare moment of submission in a world they normally must control every aspect of."
Stepping close to me, so close I could almost feel her body heat against mine, she said, "So tell me, Ryan, with your astute observational skills, which kind of girl do you think I am?"
The answer was easy. I stepped closer to her, getting as close as I could without touching. "I don't pity any guy who comes in here thinking he can tame you, because they don't deserve pity. You'd destroy them and pick your teeth with their bones, and they'd deserve it. You are fierce, and you shouldn't ever be underestimated. You are not putting on any image when it comes to that..."
Reaching behind her, I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head back. Her mouth lolled open from the action, her eyes focusing on me sharply.
I said, "But just because you're strong, doesn't mean there's any shame in enjoying submission from time to time. So, I guess what I'm saying is... I think you're both kind of girls. My question is, what kind of girl do you want to be right now?"
A slight smile curling on the edge of her lips, she said, "I think you know the answer to that."
"So do I," I replied, kissing her deeply.
On breaking the kiss, she said, "Oh, what fun we'll have, Ryan."
I spun her around, pressing her ass into my cock. With one hand still in her hair, arching her neck back, I let my other hand explore her body, squeezing her nice, sweet tits through her top before running down her tight abs. When I reached her skirt, I dug underneath it, searching as I ground my clothed cock into the space between her ass cheeks through her skirt. I can't say that I was completely surprised that she wasn't wearing any panties in this outfit, but it was still a pleasant discovery when my probing fingers found her hot, steaming cunt.
"What fun indeed," I said, forcing two fingers inside of her.
"Oh fuck..." Dakota groaned, grinding her ass further against me. She reached backward, blindly, fumbling for my pants and pulling them to the floor. Her hands found my cock in its aching rigidity, spreading the precum and slowly jacking me. For going in blind and behind her back, I had to say she was pretty good at it.
Taking my hand from her pussy for just a moment, I pulled the base of her top up and over her bare stomach, then her breasts, revealing them to be perfectly bare. Though I couldn't see perfectly from this angle, I knew they were a nice, round and full C-cup with a slight bit of sag and some thick, puffy nipples that responded well to the touch of my thumb and forefingers.
"No bra... no panties..." I whispered huskily in her ear, dropping my fingers back to her pussy. "I'd hardly call that wearing your 'finest armor'."
"A metaphor only goes so far, especially when I'm hosting an orgy and would eventually like that cock buried deep inside each and every one of my most exquisite holes," she said, letting go of my cock and pulling her skirt up, allowing my cock to slide between her ass cheeks. For emphasis, she squeezed me.
"I see your point," I said, fingering her even more fiercely.
"So, is this how you truly mean to take charge and bring out my submissive side? Because I have to say, while this feels nice, I could get any of the girls with a half-decent strap-on to do to me what you're doing now if I really wanted to," Dakota said.
If she wanted to get a rise out of me, well, mission accomplished. I let go of her hair, using that hand to smack her on the ass hard enough for the crack to echo throughout the room.
Dakota turned on me, her eyes blazing with... what was that? Surprise? Anger? Lust? Some combination of the three? That was a hypothesis worth testing.
I spanked her once. Twice. Three times more, her ass cheeks squeezing my cock each time. Though the first time I did it, she didn't make a sound, by the second and third times she let out soft whimpers. By the fourth, there was a sound coming from deep inside of her, something animalistic and hungry.
I had her where I think, well, both of us really wanted her.
"Bend over the bed. Right. Fucking. Now," I commanded.
Raising an eyebrow, Dakota almost looked impressed with me. She followed my order, sauntering over to her bed and bending over it at the waist. I took the opportunity to strip down completely this time (if I was going to give her a workout, I sure as hell wanted to do it comfortable), taking only my phone with me.
Dakota turned her head back to look at me, tossing her dark hair over her shoulder. "So, you think you've found my weakness? My Achilles' Heel? My kryptonite?"
I reached down, pulling her skirt over her magnificently round ass and admiring, as always, a tight cheerleader body. "I doubt that; but I know I've found something you like. How 'bout we start there?"
I spanked her again, once on each cheek. She bit her lip and looked back at me hungrily, mewling encouragingly as I swatted her ass twice more. Her beautiful, perfect cheeks were pink from the impact, and with an image that perfect I couldn't help but take a picture to add to my Senior Year Memories album.
"You like a good spanking, don't you?" I asked, swatting her butt again.
Dakota groaned deliciously. "Mmmmmhmmmmm..."
"You don't get it as much as you need, do you?" I asked.
"Few have the balls to try, and those that do more often than not aren't the kind of person I'd let get any further," she said.
"And what makes me so special?" I asked, letting my erection graze her ass cheeks, painting a thin line of precum across her pink flesh.
"You do it because you know I enjoy it, not to play some stupid dominance game. I'm my own fucking woman; I don't have the time to let some boy or girl looking to take me down a peg play with my immaculate flesh. You understand the truth of the power dynamics at play here and don't seek to change me in any way. You're just here for fun. I... I've read this correctly, yes?" Dakota asked.
Smiling, I said, "Yes."
Then, before she could get a word in edgewise, I dropped to my knees, spread her legs nice and wide, and leaned in toward her pussy. The fearsome-but-not-actually-so-fearsome Dakota Lewis almost said something in response, but when my lips and tongue found her lower lips, all words were lost.
Well, all words that weren't mangled or four-lettered at least.
"Oh, fuck, you... god... you bastard, fuckfuckfuck, right there, right, fuck... they weren't lying, they weren't lying, you're fucking good, fucking... fuckfuckfuck!" Dakota wailed, burying her face into the bed as she got lost somewhere between laughter and rapture before ultimately deciding that being lost wasn't such a bad thing right now.
I came up for air and decided a little playful taunting wasn't out of order, "Have you got a speech for this? Because, while I'm enjoying your speeches, I-"
"SHUT UP AND LICK MY FUCKING CUNT!" she practically roared, before she caught herself and said almost meekly, "Please?"
"My, my, my, what a mouth you have," I said, tauntingly swiping my tongue over her slit, not enough to give her maximum pleasure but enough to make her quake. With how good she tasted, it took a lot of self restraint not to dive in and lap up everything I could while I made her scream with my mouth. That wasn't the game we were playing, not how this was meant to play out.
No, I was patient. I teased. I taunted. I tormented. I brought her close to the edge of ecstasy before easing up, pulling her back. Never too far, mind you, I didn't want her losing the rhythm of things, but if she was going to be torturing some of these girls with the power of edging, well, I was going to show her that turnabout was fair play. And probably a lot of fun, too, the way she got whinier and more desperate as she went.
I brought her close, then I let up. I let up just enough that I was still keeping her going, but letting her calm ever so slightly. Once she'd calmed enough to be almost mellow (at least about as mellow as one could be with a tongue in their pussy), I'd start in on her more heavily again and bring her close to the edge.
Wash, rinse, repeat.
It may not have earned me brownie points with one Ms. Dakota Lewis, but it was a lot of fun hearing what she had to throw back my way.
"Oh you son of a bitch, you motherfucker, you think this is... FUCK! You think this is a game? You think this is funny, you bastard? Motherfucker, you can't just, AAAAAAAH!! Fuck, fuck, fuck you're good at that, please... please just let me cum, I'll be good, I'll do whatever you want, just let me, please, let me fucking cum!" she said.
With one long lick, I said, "Maybe."
Dakota grumbled. "What do I have to do to get more than 'maybe'?"
"Well, I'm pretty much game for whatever you're willing to offer; I was just hoping you might apologize to the other girls and, you know, stop being such a bitch to them all the time," I said.
"You're gonna make me do it, aren't you?" she asked.
"Do what?" I responded.
"Tell the truth," she grumbled. "If you... god, if you keep eating me out, I'll tell you the fucking truth."
"Deal," I said, diving back in and making her squeal.
"I honestly don't hate any of these girls, and I consider them all friends, okay? Yes, yes, yes, keep going, there, please... I'm hard on them as a group because a common enemy has a way of bonding people together; you have read Watchmen, haven't you? I may not be Ozymandias, king of kings, but I get results. Well, when they're all together, I'm a complete and total fucking cunt to them because it makes them work harder to spite me, but one on one, I'm friends with each and every one of those girls! I bet if you were to ask any of them after a while, they'd tell you that they know the secret to getting on my good side! Look on my works, ye mighty, and motherfucking despair!" Dakota moaned through my ministrations.
"So, they hate you and they don't hate you?" I asked. She nodded in reply. I continued, "That's a little manipulative."
"Yeah, well our regional trophies make up for it," Dakota said.
Not being able to argue that, but understanding the insane logic she spoke of, I stopped eating her pussy and stood up behind her. She mewled like a wounded kitten, pouting angrily back at me for that brief moment before I lined my cock up with the lips of her pussy.
Once I slid it home into her wet, eager cunt, she wasn't pouting anymore.
"GODDAMNIT FUCK! THAT'S BIG!" she asked, rocking her hips against me and begging for more.
Grabbing a handful of her hair and pulling her up, just enough to give me leverage to push the rest of my cock deep inside her tight little pussy, I said, "Just wait until I really start to fuck you."
"Oh, I'm waiting," Dakota growled. "Waiting to see if you're more than just talk and cock."
I forced her back down into the bed, grabbed her by the hips and, not to mince words or anything, but I fucked the shit out of her. I was so backed up, so close to cumming already from what had happened with Brooke and Sarah and Alyssa and the rest, that there was very little that could slow me down.
Thankfully, I'd gotten Dakota to a place where she wasn't very far behind. She reached down to finger herself, and I was more than happy to oblige her as I grabbed her beautiful ass in one hand and pressed my thumb against her tight, winking asshole. It was difficult to balance and juggle all the elements in play, but when she went tense and cried out, I knew I'd done her right.
"FUCK, YOU BASTARD, I'M FUCKING CUMMING, YOU FUCKING SONOFABITCH FUCK, FUCK YOU, FUCK, FUCK!" Dakota screamed as she came, her wails becoming high-pitched and formless as I pounded her mercilessly.
Her orgasm almost set me off, so I warned her, "I'm gonna cum too! Gonna cum..."
"FILL ME UP YOU BASTARD, JUST FUCKING UNLOAD IN ME, FUCK, FUCK!" she cried out.
She asked. I delivered. With pleasure so overwhelming it nearly blinded me, I unleashed inside of her, letting the floodgates go as I shot more cum than I thought it possible for my body to manufacture deep inside of Dakota Lewis' pussy. Her pussy milked me for shot after shot, urging every last drop from me and matching my slowing thrusts as we both came down from a truly hard fuck.
I was used to a bit of recovery time after a moment like this, but call it getting caught up in the moment and still being backed up from being interrupted back at the party, but I was still mostly hard. I'd need a little coaxing, but I knew I'd be good for more soon.
I pulled out of her, pushing her more onto the bed and rolling her onto her back. With her dress uniform all in disarray, her makeup smeared, her perfect tits hanging out, rising and falling with every pant and her pink, engorged pussy lips spread open and leaking my cum onto her pretty blue skirt, Dakota was an image of lewd perfection.
I crawled up onto the bed beside her, on my knees next to her head. I dangled my mostly hard cock above her mouth, enjoying her hungry look as she practically licked her lips in anticipation.



I didn't have to say a word, but in the spirit of the power game we were playing, I said, "Suck it."
A soft, clipped moan escaped her pretty lips, and all too eagerly Dakota inhaled almost the entire length of my cock. It wasn't the most skilled blowjob I'd ever received, but it was one driven by pure lust and enthusiasm. She sloppily sucked my cock, savoring its flavor as if it were the sweetest and rarest of treats in the world. When I experimentally pulled it from her mouth, she met the cue and began sucking on my balls, gently yet forcefully enough that I wouldn't be allowed to forget her lustful desires. I granted her wish by pushing my cock back into her mouth, reaching over to finger her some more in reward.
We must've been quite a sight, a nerd kneeling naked on the half-naked head cheerleader's bed, his cock in her mouth and his fingers buried in her cum-filled cunt. It was a testament to the year I had that I wasn't fully sure that this was one of the most intense first sexual encounters I'd had all year, but it was one I was looking forward to seeing continue further.
Feeling confident in my restored hardness, I pulled my cock from her lips and climbed back between her legs, sliding my cock once again into her pussy.
"Mmmmmmmmm, I think I'm beginning to see why you're so popular with my girls," Dakota groaned, wrapping her legs around me and looking up at me somewhat dreamily.
"You don't even know the half of it," I said, leaning down and kissing her. It lacked the fire, the wild intensity of our last furious union, but there was a strange tenderness to it I found I really liked. We kissed for a while like this, me buried deep in her pussy with her legs wrapped around me. It was pleasant, almost sweet, even.
And then Dakota had to go and make the moment filthier.
Breaking the kiss, she said, "You're right. I haven't had you up my ass, yet."
It may not have fit the moment, but I was pretty okay with her adding filth to the moment. Slowly, I began to fuck in and out of her.
"Oh, you like it up the ass, do you?" I taunted, keeping each stroke slow and delicious.
She purred. "Tell me, have you met a single girl on the squad who doesn't?"
"Well..." I considered. "There's a few I've yet to really talk to, so, I can't say for sure."
Grunting as I picked up the pace, Dakota replied, "Believe me: they do. But I'm not here to talk about the other girls; I'm here to talk about you, and me, and how much I want your monster cock in my tight, sweet little ass."
"Something tells me you're more dirty than sweet," I chided.
Dakota laughed. "I keep myself clean down there, but yes, that assessment is fair. Tell me, how did you know? Was it the cheerleader thing?"
Shaking my head, I said, "A wise woman once told me that all uptight girls really love it in the ass. While I've yet to confirm that theory, it's proven accurate more often than not in my experience."
"And your experience is legion, is it not?" she asked, biting her lip from pleasure as we still slowly fucked.
"It is," I replied. "And I've learned a few tricks along the way."
To prove this, I grabbed hold of her and rolled over so she was on top of me. Dakota seemed all too pleased with the change in position, taking to riding me easily. Her hips rocked pleasurably, and her tits looked so perfect I couldn't help but take them in my hands and squeeze her nipples.
"That you have," Dakota replied, impressed. "You know how to treat a girl and can rub a few brain cells together. Add that to your anatomy, and I think you and I might have to spend some more time together when I can have you to myself."
Thinking about how fun this had been so far, I unhesitatingly responded, "I'm game if you are."
"Oh, I'm very game," she said, bouncing up and down on my cock.
"Good," I said, pulling her down for a kiss. "Because I've still got cum for you. Lots of it. You get me nice and started here, build up a nice load you cum and you cum hard, then I'll take you and your ass and show you some hardcore anal fucking like you've never had before and fill you to the fucking brim."
"Hardly romantic," she said lustily, pulling off the top of her uniform and tossing it aside, "But infinitely enticing."
"Good," I said, swatting her on the ass nice and loud and loving the way it made her squeal.
Watching her writhe and squirm as she bounced up and down on my cock, her juicy tits bouncing freely in those moments that I let them go and grabbed her ass, the look of absolute release on her face as she let loose and fucked me... it was something special. The kind of special that made me glad I'd come so recently, honestly, because as much as I could feel a nice load backed up in my tanks, the fact remained I didn't want to pop off before I had her ass.
Being good and not filling her pussy again with my thick cum took Herculean restraint, and though I didn't have the physical strength of that particular hero, I did still manage to hold back no matter how much she bounced on my cock. I watched her, thoroughly enjoying the show as she let herself get lost in the moment, holding her hips and guiding her up and down on my cock so she'd receive maximum pleasure.
It was working. I could feel her tensing up again, her body shuddering as another orgasm threatened to make her first pale in comparison. Rather than let it threaten, I worked to guarantee it.
I reached down, rubbing her clit furiously as she bounced up and down on my cock, our eyes locking as she looked at me with this increasing sense of needy desperation. While a matter of moments ago I was holding her orgasms back to keep the game we were playing alive, now I was sure I couldn't deny her anything.
"You got it, you got it," I muttered to her. "Cum for me. Like that. Cum for me now, cum for me... cum for me!"
I could tell there was part of her that wanted to fight this, to keep it going and bring the narrative back to the place where she was usually in charge because she was on top. It was an instinctive thing, because I also knew from what she'd done and what she said that she was looking to cut loose. I saw this conflict pass her face, coursing through almost every square inch of her body as she considered holding back.
"Oh... FUCK IT!" she cried out, letting the orgasm hit her like a truck. She bounced oh so deliciously on my cock, bucking and shaking and losing control, the sight of her sweaty, beautiful flesh trembling only matched by the way her pussy tightened around my cock. It took the greatest restraint (and the great fortune of having cum quite recently) not to completely lose it myself, but I held on.
She finished against me, collapsing and kissing me, rubbing her breasts rather wonderfully against my bare chest as she smiled.
"That... you have a gift," she said.
"I don't know about a gift, but I've learned a few things this year," I said.
"And I'm sure I'm not the only one who's grateful for this development," she replied, kissing me again.
Doing some mental math, I said, "Twenty-five women and counting."
She scoffed, "Only twenty-five?"
"Hey, I only started in September, and I need time to eat, drink, sleep, do homework, hang out with my girlfriend and friends..."
"Oh, please; I've got early admission to Caltech and way more on the table than you do and I still manage to crush those numbers. You can do way better with what you've- HEY!" she yelped as I smacked her on the ass.
"I'll manage," I say.
"You better," she said, rubbing the tender flesh of her ass. "Because, unless you're Kyle Bowman, we only get one senior year and we need to do what we can to have what fun we can. We're not going to be granted this level of irresponsibility forever."
Having heard similar words from a number of my friends, I pulled her in for a kiss. "So, in the spirit of that irresponsibility, will you maybe consider going a little easier on the group every so often? Not all the time, I get the image you're trying to pull off with them, but, you know, maybe give them one day a week when you're not such a cunt?"
"What, like a 'Taco Tuesday'?" Dakota suggested, amused.
"If they like tacos..." I said, swatting her on the ass again for good measure. She groaned, a low, lusty sound as her eyes blazed.
"Officially, I can arrange for that. Unofficially... you want to be a hero?" Dakota asked.
"Not the kind who takes you down a peg or anything..." I said.
She shook her head, squeezing my cock with her pussy for emphasis. "I'm not asking for that, but, in the spirit of this newfound goodwill you've inspired in me, and because there's a ninety percent chance that most of, if not all of, the other girls are outside in the hall listening to this right now, might I suggest a little performance to help seal the deal? One that will let them know where I stand, since there's no way they could hear us now, and one that will allow you to look like such a hero you'll be fucked more this New Year's than probably any other man on Earth?"
This wasn't one of those questions that required a lot of serious, heavy thinking. "What kind of performance do you have in mind?"
Keeping her voice low, Dakota climbed off of me and outlined exactly what she had in mind. I had to admit, in a Machiavellian sort of way, it made a lot of sense. I didn't know if it would work or not, since there were more than a few smart girls, but with this being one of those rare deceptions where no one got hurt and all of the involved parties got to have a lot of fun... what the hell, it was worth a try.
She shed the last few vestiges of her clothes and walked to the bedroom door completely nude, having me talk to her a little louder than normal to make it seem as if all was going to plan in this room while she listened to the door. Satisfied that at least some of the others were out there, she nodded to me and beckoned me over. At her direction, I pulled a bottle of lube from her nightstand and brought over my phone, then joined her by the door.
With a mirror completely covering its surface, I got a perfect view of the both of us naked.
Whispering to me, Dakota said, "The show must go on."
Nuzzling behind her, I whispered in her ear, "If by show, you mean anal..."
She giggled softly.
It was showtime. I spanked her ass loudly, loud enough to echo throughout the room.
"FUCK!" she cried out, bracing her hands against the door.
"Well, if you're gonna be such a bitch, I'm gonna spank you like a bitch," I growled loudly.
"Really, that's the best you've got, you fucking nerd?" Dakota shot back.
"No," I said, squeezing a little lube onto my fingertips. "I've also got a couple fingers shoved right up your tight, fucking, slutty ass."
She groaned as I did exactly that, shaking against the door. Looking to immortalize this moment, and continue the rest of our show, I took a picture of this and immediately sent it to Kaitlyn.
"You didn't!" Dakota cried out in mock scandal.
"Oh I did, they need to know what a dirty fucking slut you are, and what I'm gonna do to you right here," I growled, fucking her ass with my fingers as she braced herself against the door.
"And what are you gonna do?" she taunted.
"I'm gonna fuck your tight little slut ass," I said.
She scoffed. "You couldn't handle my ass."
"Wanna bet?" I said, pulling my fingers from her ass and squeezing lube onto my cock. Softer, so the others couldn't hear, I whispered, "You ready?"
"Always," she whispered back conspiratorially. I rubbed my cock between her ass cheeks, pressing gently against her tight hole in a way that made her moan. It was going to be an interesting challenge, keeping up this act when fucking a girl up the ass normally kept my senses far from me, but it would be fun to try.
"Get ready," I said louder. "Here it comes."
Holding back a laugh, Dakota turned to me and mouthed, 'Here it comes?'
I shrugged. I thrust forward, pushing the head of my cock into her tightest hole.
"OH, FUCK! SO FUCKING BIG, YOU'RE GONNA TEAR ME APART!" Dakota cried out.
"That's just the head," I said. "There's almost a foot more to fuck you with. You said I couldn't handle your ass, but did you ever think you couldn't handle my cock?"
Though her eyes were wide from taking my cock in her ass, Dakota was doing a good job keeping to the act she intended, pounding on the door and groaning. "I've got... FUCK! You can't... no, I can take it, you don't... FUCK!"
I fed inch after inch inside of her ass, taking away her words and making her a moaning, shuddering wreck as she pounded on the door and cried out in a mix of pain and pleasure. When my hips finally met her ass, my balls resting against her soaked pussy, I kissed her on the shoulder in silent congratulations.
"This... is... amazing!" she whispered back, arching her neck so she could kiss me.
"You good to be fucked?" I whispered back, wanting to make sure she was okay.
"If you don't fuck me as hard as you can, I can't be held accountable for my actions with what I do to you," Dakota returned.
"Okay, so you're good," I whispered, pulling my cock out and slamming it back home in her tight ass.
"FUCK!" she cried out.
"So... fucking... tight! You... like... that?" I grunted as I grabbed her hips and started to fuck her ass nice and hard. She was so tight, so hot, her ass gripping my cock so perfectly I thought I'd pop off at any moment.
"GOD, it's so big, fuckfuckfucking hell, how can you... god, how can this be possible you... fucking... nerd! You're fucking my ass better than, fuck, anyone ever has!" Dakota exclaimed.
Reaching around to finger her while we fucked, I did my best to play up the character we'd discussed. "If you're a good little cumslut, I might tell you. If you're nice and play by all the rules and do everything I say, I'll let you cum harder than you've ever cum before."
"That's... not... fair!" Dakota exclaimed, smiling into the mirror cutely as we fucked. Letting go of the door for the moment, she reached down and grabbed my phone, taking a picture of us smiling and fucking and generally having an amazing time. Now, I'd had plenty of weird and amazing sexual encounters this year, but having an awesome time fucking Dakota Lewis' ass while we were pretending some grand and epic battle of the wills for the benefit of whoever was listening on the other side of that door, well, that at least had to crack the top five weirdest.
For now, anyway.
"I never said it'd be fair. I don't play fair when it comes to my friends," I grunted. "You're being a real bitch to them, and that's gotta stop. If you promise to be nice, I'll make you cum."
"Bastard!" Dakota shot back.
"I'll stop, if you force me to," I mock threatened.
"NO!" she yelled, as much an act as it was the truth. Both of us were getting really close to cumming, and we had to time this scene right. "NO! Please, no! I want it... I want it..."
"Then you know what you gotta say..." I taunted.
"FINE! I promise I'll be less of a bitch to them! I'll be good, I promise, I swear, just let me cum, let me fucking cum, please let me cum!" she replied, tossing my phone aside and bracing herself against the door for the hardest fuck I could manage.
"You got it," I said, pounding into her so hard I was afraid the door would knock itself off its hinges, but credit its engineering and her steadfastness, this didn't happen. Thank god it didn't, because it gave me the exquisite view of watching her in the mirror, her perfect, sweat-drenched body, her swaying tits with their hard nipples, our bodies colliding with each other so perfectly as our faces were screwed up in ecstasy. I never would've thought a connection like this was possible with Dakota Lewis after all I'd been warned of for her, but damn if it wasn't something special.
"GODDAMNIT FUCK, I'M CUMMING, I'M CUMMING YOU FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!" Dakota cried out, bucking and shaking against me as the orgasm hit her like a 2 x 4, her asshole squeezing my cock so tightly, so insistently it set off my own orgasm. Her asshole milked my cock hard, squeezing shot after shot of my cum into her. It was a sweet, maddening pleasure, one I didn't want to end as it felt like all the pleasure in the world was being drawn out through my cock and into her.
When we'd both finished, tired and panting, both barely able to stand, we looked at each other in the mirror and exchanged a satisfied, tired nod. I leaned in, kissing the back of her neck a few slow, soft times while we giggled and stayed close to each other. When she turned her head to kiss me, I took full advantage of kissing her back, savoring her taste as well as our victory.
"You should go out and greet your crowd, you conquering hero, you," she whispered, squeezing my cock with her ass.
I kissed her back fiercely. "In my eyes, you can never be conquered."
Dakota smiled back, kissing me and pulling off of my cock. "Thanks. But we've a charade to finish, and a charade we must finish. Go greet your crowd, I'll follow shortly."
On wobbly legs, she walked back a few steps into her room, enough to let me come out looking like the conquering hero. That I wasn't actually one, at least not like Kaitlyn was suggesting, was for only Dakota and me to know. I liked to think that we'd come to a mutually beneficial accord that the other girls would greatly enjoy, but only time would tell.
I opened the door and stepped out into the hallway. True to Dakota's prediction, we'd assembled an audience outside. While I'd only expected only a few of the more inquisitive, gossipy girls to be in the mix, I was surprised by the image of eleven naked cheerleaders standing in the hallway.
Addison. Cleo. Alyssa. Jade. Rose. Gwen. Sarah. Haley. Sasha. Brooke. Kaitlyn.
All of them eyed me with mixed looks of curiosity and lust, and all of them looked positively luscious. No doubt a few had been enjoying themselves while Dakota and I fucked, but now they really wanted to know what had happened between me and their captain.
Rather enjoying such a unique opportunity, I just said, "What?"
Somebody snickered. Kaitlyn stepped forward. "Did you two...?"
"We had a good time," I said, noncommittal.
"A good time?" Kaitlyn said. "That's all you have to-"
"DOES ANYBODY REMEMBER LAUGHTER?"
Dakota practically bounced out into the hallway behind me, her hands in the air and looking a royal mess. With cum leaking down her thighs from her pussy and asshole, her tits bouncing beautifully, hair a mess and makeup streaked down her face, she was hardly the composed image she greeted me as. The other girls looked on her and me with something that might have been awe.
"Oh, come on girls, this is supposed to be a party, isn't it? Let's head back to the guest house and have ourselves a fucking party!" Dakota proclaimed to the cheers of the other girls.
As she led them out with a new spring in her step, a few girls stopped to congratulate me along the way. The last to follow was Brooke King, who despite the mischievous grin and the naked body that still bore the marks of some of what we'd done earlier, still looked as sweet and innocent as ever.
"So, how'd ya do it?" she asked.
As I wagered she was one of my best friends these days, I decided against lying to her. "We talked. Got to know each other. Came to a mutual understanding."
Brooke nodded. "Sounds right. She's got her bitchy side, but, she's good, too. A lot of people don't get that, but, I thought you, like, totally would. And you did?"
"Yeah. I think so," I said.
Brooke smiled, kissing me sweetly. "You know this, like, is gonna be the most bitchin' New Year's party in town now, right?"
Part of me had been dreading this party almost as much as I'd been looking forward to it, but now that I understood who Dakota was and what she was all about...



"Yeah," I said, holding my arm out for her. Giggling, she looped hers around mine. "Never thought I'd say this before, but, I think I'm ready to party."
"Oh, Ryan, I've, like, said it before and I'm gonna say it again: we totally made a monster out of you!" Brooke laughed.
"Maybe," I agreed. "But if I'm the kind of monster who gets to spend his New Year's having awesome sex with a dozen hot cheerleaders, then, well, I guess I like being a monster."
She cooed, then dropped to her knees in front of me. Teasingly, she licked and suckled at my half inflated cock, still slick with my juices, and fresh out of Dakota's ass to boot. Brooke had to know this, but it didn't slow her enthusiasm at all.
"Oh, I like it when you get all monster talk on me," she purred, taking a few inches of me in her mouth and sucking cheerfully.
Grabbing a pigtail in each hand as she started to bob up and down on my cock, I muttered, "Happy fucking New Year's."
***
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: After a long, hard Christmas season, 18-year-old Ryan Collins had the chance to spend some of his winter break relaxing before being invited to a New Year's Eve party by some of his cheerleader friends, which, since this is that kind of story, can only mean an orgy with a dozen sexy cheerleaders. Accompanied by some of his old friends, including Kaitlyn Pruitt, Brooke King, Haley Campbell, Addison Gonzalez, Rose Ferris, Sarah Kent and Jade Alvarez, Ryan got to meet a few new faces. Though sweet and nerdy redhead Sasha Pearl, busty black Amazon Cleo Price, tiny spinner Alyssa Nguyen and trashy blonde Gwen Savage all left impressions, Ryan was most taken by the bitchy cheer captain, Dakota Lewis. Though warned that she was something of a monster, after spending time with her he realized she was a fiercely intelligent girl who cared about her squad. After bonding, the two had plenty of hot, three-hole sex that helped kick the party into gear.
***
Given that I live in a pretty decent area, I had a pretty solid sex education in school growing up. Even so, though, aside from the ins and outs of the old in-and-out, how babies are made and the basics of sexual health and consent, there were a few topics that sex ed never fully covered, however useful they might have been.
Take orgies, for instance.
I love 'em, you probably love 'em, at one point or another in our lives I think we all dream about what one would be like, but when you get to attend your first one, the etiquette is a little hard to figure out. During the New Year's Eve orgy of my senior year of high school, I had a bunch of friends on my side who helped guide me through some of the stickier portions of the first evening, which was nice, but sex was only part of the equation.
Since this was intended as an overnight, sleep would eventually have to happen and wasn't something I'd really planned for. With twelve girls and myself crammed into the guest house behind Dakota Lewis' almost-mansion the bed filled up in a hurry, and with most of the girls having brought blankets or sleeping bags, nearly every horizontal surface and couch was claimed just as quickly.
I hadn't thought this far ahead, and so spent my night underneath a thin blanket in an old rocking chair in the guest house's living room. It wasn't exactly comfortable, but with all the sex I'd had on the night of December 30th, I was too exhausted to really care.
When the morning of December 31st dawned sunny and warm (a benefit to a Southern California winter), my back was killing me from a night in the chair, and I was all too happy to hobble outside so I could stretch. Climbing over and around the girls in their sleeping bags without waking any of them up was challenge enough, but I managed.
Clad in jeans and t-shirt, I snuck back out into the expansive backyard, walking around the pool and shaded hot tub and staking a claim in the covered, semi-gazebo they had. With several comfy couches around a fire pit, it was as good a place as any to hang out and wake up, doing some of the stretches that Brooke had taught me to shake off the night while my phone fired up.
It was a warm morning that threatened to be a pretty hot day. Not my usual definition of New Year's Eve weather, but something I was happy for now.
It was about nine in the morning, maybe nine-thirty... too early for her to be awake, but not too early to check my texts.
Scrolling through the messages I'd received overnight, I found that I'd gotten several, including a few pictures, from my girlfriend, Josie Wong. She'd been away with her family, helping take care of her sick grandmother in Hawaii since right after Christmas. Since her grandmother's prognosis was good, Josie was using it as an opportunity to have some fun while we were away and missing each other.
The first picture she sent had a simple caption.
Josie: I love you. Missing you.
Though wearing her usual dark, long coat as usual, she was standing on a beautiful beach. A dark parasol shaded her pale face, though there was still a good-natured smirk to it.
I scrolled to the next picture.
Josie: Still having fun, though!
She'd pulled her coat open to reveal a dark bikini covering her tight, curvy body, her big, beautiful tits standing out quite nicely.
Josie: Been making some friends, too
A picture of her standing next to four college-aged guys and a girl, all toned and tan and blonde and about everything you'd expect out of a stereotypical group of surfers. Not exactly her crowd, but it was something she was looking for out of this trip.
Josie: Really good friends, maybe.
Pictures of her playfully kissing the girl, then each of the guys.
Josie: So...
Josie: Remember when we talked recently, about what I'd have fun trying over here?
Josie: Remember that you were kinda into it and said I should send pictures if I made it happen?
Josie: Hint: it rhymes with "gangbang"
Josie: Because it was a gangbang
Josie: Now, if you promise you won't get mad... I might have some fun pictures if you scroll down more.
She had talked about hopefully arranging a gangbang with some "surfer dudes" (her words, not mine) if she had some free time while in Hawaii. Admittedly, I hadn't exactly expected she'd be able to pull something like that off on short notice, but I knew better than to underestimate what Josie Wong was capable of.
Even with how much use my cock had gotten the day before, I felt it stir in my pants as I scrolled down.
I had plenty of pictures of Josie naked and taking cock, but these were the first I'd seen of her with a cock that wasn't mine, let alone four of them at once. One picture was her on her knees, surrounded by cocks and smiling with a face covered in cum. Then a series of pictures of her fucking each of the guys in turn, then the girl, then combinations therein, then a long series of her getting double-penetrated by two guys with another in her mouth, the fourth guy's cock in her hand while the girl, naked and blonde and stacked jumping in wherever she was needed.
Society's conditioning told me that I should be jealous of what she'd sent me, but with the unique relationship that Josie and I had forged and the even more unique year I'd been having, I couldn't help but be massively turned on. If none of these girls woke up soon, I might have to just find a good place to jerk off.
At the end of the series of pictures was one final, simple text from Josie.
Josie: So, what do you think?
I could sense the nervousness in that request, and I was all too happy to calm her nerves.
Me: I think it looks like you've been having fun
Me: But if you wanna catch up with me, you need to get some more people together
Me: I spent last night in a pile with twelve naked cheerleaders
Me: And knowing you, I think you can beat that score.
Me: So, get out there and beat me!
Me: P.S. Also, love you, miss you, get back here ASAP so I can fuck you silly!
With the time difference, it'd be a while before she woke up and got a good look at these, but I hoped she would see them and not worry about me. I knew it was unconventional, and if you'd told me a year before that I'd be having all the sex in the world and attached to a girlfriend I was happy to hear was having all the sex in the world herself, I'd have thought you were crazy, but as with many things this year I'd learned to roll with the punches to see where things took me, and things had worked out pretty well so far.
Well enough that I found myself looking at the pictures again and smiling.
"Good news? That's definitely a good news smile if I've ever seen one before," a calm, pleasant voice said.
I looked up from my phone and was met with the arresting sight of 18-year-old Sasha Pearl. Though I hadn't had a lot of time to get to know her yet, having only just become seriously acquainted with each other yesterday, I'd had plenty of sex around her already. It gave us an odd relationship, admittedly, having seen each other naked and having sex without having had sex or really talked ourselves, but I got a good hit off of her right away. She seemed pleasant and kind and had a goofy smile I couldn't help but like.
Not that she wasn't a looker like any of the other girls, either. At 5'9", she was only a shade shorter than me. With short, bright red hair, big blue eyes made even bigger by her surprisingly large glasses and full pink lips, her pale, freckled face was quite cute. Her body, on the other hand, was simply stunning. The oversized t-shirt she wore this morning barely did anything to hide her round, C-cup tits, and the tight sweat shorts she wore showed off her round butt and long legs marvelously.
I didn't really know Sasha Pearl, but I was definitely up for getting to know her.
"Yeah, you could call it good news," I said.
"Wonderful!" she exclaimed, plopping down on one of the couches next to me. "What kind of good news?"
Was this really a good time to tell the truth?
After all that had happened yesterday, why the hell not?
"My girlfriend's on vacation right now and was really hoping she could put together a gangbang, and, well, she pulled it off. Looks like she had a lot of fun," I said.
Sasha clasped her hands to her chest. "Awww, that's so sweet!"
"What is?" I asked.
"Well, that you two have that kind of relationship, right? I mean, my boyfriend and I, we kinda work the same way; we can have all the sex we want with whoever we want, so long as we talk about it and know where our hearts go at the end of the day. I think that kind of trust and communication... well, that's the life, really," Sasha said, sighing pleasantly.
"Yeah. Yeah, it just might be," I agreed. "I didn't know you had a boyfriend."
"Well, I didn't know you had a girlfriend," Sasha replied.
"Probably because we don't really know each other," I commented.
Sasha nodded. "And yet, we've seen each other naked. And having sex with our friends. So, we've seen more of each other than most complete strangers have."
"There is that," I said.
Cocking her head from side to side, her hair swaying as she did, she added, "And we're gonna have sex soon, so that's something, too."
"Are we?" I said, arching an eyebrow.
"You don't want to?" Sasha replied, pulling up the hem of her shirt to show her flat, tight stomach.
"I'm not saying that, I'm just noting that we're talking about how little we know each other, I was expecting a bit of a segue where we got to know each other first before we, you know, started fucking," I said.
"I think we can do both," Sasha said, pulling her shirt over her head and tossing it aside. Her breasts were firm and round, with bright pink, puffy nipples that stood out begging to be sucked.
"Can we?" I asked, readjusting my erection in my pants.
"Definitely," Sasha said, pulling down her shorts and panties. Her pussy lips were nice and full, a landing strip of well maintained, bright red pubic hair pointing down at them deliciously.
She continued, "I mean, there are so many ways to get to know a person you want to get to know, but to see them truly laid bare, doesn't it help to fool around a little? I'm not saying that it works with everyone, but haven't you seen someone hot and done something crazy with them, only to get a better understanding of who they were afterward?"
Her logic was sound. I agreed, "More times than I can count."
"Exactly!" Sasha agreed. "So, I propose some 'getting to know you' sex. You get naked, we fool around some, get to chatting, see where things develop, boom, we're friends, what do you say?"
"I'd say you've put a lot of thought into this," I said.
"After seeing you fuck a whole bunch of asses last night before cumming all over Haley's tits, you're darn tootin' I put some thought into this. If you'll have me, I'd really, really, really like to have sex with you," Sasha said sweetly, rocking back and forth on her feet and looking positively luscious. She was nice, to want to give me a choice, but she definitely wanted to stack the deck in her favor coming onto me the way she did.
And, admittedly, I was happy to have some memories of last night return. Memories of what happened after Dakota and I fucked in her room were hazy, but the images of an anal orgy coming back to me were nice. I mostly remembered a lot of tongues all over Haley's cum-smeared tits, but it was enough to get me harder than I already was.
"Here?" I asked.
"The skin of a ginger aside, I loooove the outdoors, and if it doesn't bother you..." Sasha trailed off.
"...then I better get naked," I finished.
Giggling and smiling that goofy smile of hers, Sasha nodded, "That'd be cool, yeah."
I got up just long enough to get naked, showing her my ten-inch long, thick cock. It wasn't anything that new to her, but the way her smile widened at seeing it this close up was enough to swell my pride.
"Sweet," she said, reaching down to give my cock a quick touch. I returned the favor, sliding a couple fingers along her pussy lips. Sasha hissed pleasurably, looking up at me with her great, big blue eyes. She didn't say anything as I pressed my fingers inside of her, gently exploring and discovering her tender folds. Neither of us said anything when her hand dropped down and began stroking my cock, but it felt damn nice.
"I should've stolen some time with you yesterday, but the others... they have a way of monopolizing everything," Sasha said.
"Well, it's a good thing we're both early risers, then," I groaned.
"I'd say so," she moaned as I rolled my thumb over her clit. She looked up at me, biting her lip and looking oh so luscious. I leaned in, only slightly, but enough that we were able to lock lips and kiss. It wasn't the same kind of passionate, urgent kissing I was used to with so many of the other girls, but the kind of relaxed kiss we could afford from a moment alone like this.
Breaking the kiss, I joked, "This probably won't be the best way to get to chatting, though."
"We can fix that," she said, letting go of me and moving to sit over on one of the couches. She motioned for me to sit next to her, then placed both of her hands in her lap.
Smiling at me awkwardly, Sasha said, "So, you know, to get to know each other, I had a sort of idea. The kind where we could still have fun, but, also talk."
"I'm all ears," I said, curious.
"Well, what I was thinking was, kind of like a game. That each of us could ask the other two questions. Anything at all, and you're free not to answer, but it would help if you did. While the answerer is answering, the other person goes down on them. If someone cums before they finish with their answers, the other one wins. And they have to be real answers, with weight and substance, not just two or three cheap words so you can get through as quick as possible, but honest, full truth," she proposed.
Honest, full truth.
Words that had gotten me in trouble a fair few times, but even more when I ignored them.
"Sounds fun," I said. It was also one I was confident I could win since, not to sound too proud, but I was very confident in my oral skills. Given the way Sasha was licking those full lips of hers, though, I was pretty sure she was every bit as confident as I was.
"I thought it might," she replied.
"What's the winner get?" I asked.
Sasha stroked her chin. "First choice of sex position?"
"I like those stakes," I admitted.
"Me too," she replied, shyly. "So, you wanna go first?"
"At what?" I asked. "Giving or receiving?"
"Hmmm... receiving?" Sasha suggested.
My cock twitched with anticipation. "Sure."
"Good," she said, pushing me back against the couch and leaning over so she could get a better angle on my cock. With practiced pride, she teased the head of my cock, gently licking and kissing it until she was certain she had my attention.
"So, for my two questions, I'm going with one serious, one 'beauty pageant'. Which one do you want first?" she asked.
I thought about this, especially considering the way she rolled her eyes when she said the phrase 'beauty pageant'. There was a certain air of joking to it, but a little bit of bite to the phrase that was difficult to get around. "Why don't we get serious out of the way first?"
"Good strategy," she said, giving my cockhead one nice, long kiss. "So... with gifts like what you've got, how come none of us heard about you before this year? And don't just put it all on Kaitlyn, either, because I know there's more of a story to it than that."
I meant to shoot a defense back at her, but it's hard to be defensive when a sexy redhead's inhaling your cock. Though her smile may have been a bit goofy, her oral skills were anything but, as her soft lips and enthusiastic tongue mixed with more than a fair bit of bobbing made for a pretty fucking amazing blowjob. She meant to win this game, and was doing a pretty good job of it; if I meant to stand a chance, I had to get moving.
"I... I knew what I had, but I didn't know how to use it. I was self-conscious, and horny, and stupid. I didn't know what I was supposed to... oh fuck that's so good... do or say around girls. I thought... I thought what a lot of people like Kyle and all his friends said, that I'd be a dateless, sexless nerd my whole life. I thought that what I had in my pants didn't matter, and that I'd never have the opportunity to become something, someone better than I already was. I didn't... wow, like that, keep going, keep going... I didn't believe in myself then. I'm still learning to, now, but... fuck... I think I'm doing a lot better," I said, barely able to hold myself together with the fantastic blowjob she was giving me.
Taking her mouth off of my cock, Sasha asked, "And do you think you deserve all this now?"
Gulping, I said, "I try to do everything I can to earn it."
Sucking on my cockhead, rolling her tongue over it luxuriously, Sasha said, "I accept that answer."
"And I still haven't cum," I said, a little cocky, trying to cover for how difficult that question was to work over.
"I noticed," Sasha said, kissing it again. "So, beauty pageant question time?"
"Give it to meEEEEEEEE," I yelped, easily losing concentration when she dove in and started swirling her tongue over the head. "Not fair."
"I never said I played fair," she replied, kissing it gently and looking up at me with her big, innocent eyes. "Alright, so, question number two: what do you want to be when you grow up?"



I laughed. Then I stopped laughing when she went back to giving an expert blowjob. It was wet, and sloppy, and thoroughly enthusiastic. She applied just the right amount of suction, and knew how to use her tongue so very, very, nicely. It was enough that I almost didn't want to answer the question, wondering instead what it would be like to fire a load down her throat, or paint her pretty little face with my cum.
It was then that I remembered: the day was young.
"I've no idea, to be honest. I'm gonna... oh yeah... I'm gonna go to community college, but then... I don't know. I don't think, fuckthat'snice, that I should have to know what I'm gonna do, at least, not yet. I mean, I'm eighteen... but push me to answer, and I'd say, fuck, I'd say that I think it'd be fun to be a writer," I said, answering as quickly as I could because she really did have me close.
Sasha looked up at me with almost pouty eyes, but an answer was an answer.
"Fine, you made it this far," she said, giving my cock one last good kiss. Then she lay back on the couch, stretching out as best she could to expose her pussy to me. "Your turn."
"Well," I said, crawling between her legs, enjoying watching her splay her pussy lips open with her fingers for me. "What do you want to be when you grow up?"
I hadn't had a lot of time to think through my own questions while getting a blowjob from her, so throwing her "beauty pageant" question back at her seemed the simplest way to get things going.
Well, that, and diving in and eating her pussy for all it was worth.
"Holy shit! Wow, that's a nice... nice tongue... yes..." Sasha groaned as I began to lick her slit.
"Gonna answer the question?" I taunted, right before diving back in.
She giggled, cupping her tits and pinching her nipples as I had my way with her pussy. "Is it too trite to say I wanna work with animals? Oh god, yes, right there, yes, fuckfuckfuckfuckfuck! I... I always wanted to be a veterinarian, ever since I was little, because I thought it was cool, at first, but then because... yeeeessssss... because I knew I could do it. I'm really, really good at math and science and...ohgodrightthereyes... and I love animals... and I love people... and I want to help... and fuck that's nice... and... god this is such a beauty pageant fucking answer."
Her pussy was warm and sweet, and I wanted nothing more than to keep eating and never let up, but I had to ask, "And that's a problem?"
"I fucking hate the pageant life..." Sasha groaned. "My mom... fuck... all she wanted me to be when I was little... god yes, right there... was for me to be pretty and cute and prance around looking pretty and cute and take part in all these stupid kid pageants when I knew I was too smart to only prance around looking pretty and cute in all these stupid kid pageants... that wasn't for me... fuck... that's not my life."
Being very familiar with what it was like leading a life different from what others expected, even wanted of me, I understood where she was coming from. It wasn't enough to make me stop eating her pussy, but I may have slowed down, just a little.
"Well, then I'll make that my second question," I said.
"Only if you promise not to stop," she said, groaning and grabbing my head in her hands, pulling me closer to her pussy.
I got the hint, eagerly lapping her up and enjoying how much she was loving this. I wasn't sure if she was even trying to win the game anymore or not, but I was still going to play it.
"Then... if that's the case... why did you want to become a cheerleader?" I asked.
Sasha looked down at me with need written across her face, biting her lip and looking down at me with those big blue eyes behind those big glasses like she was sizing me up for something even she wasn't fully sure of.
"I did it... because I wanted to do something on my own... that nobody could believe I'd do. FUCK! I was a nerd... a hot fucking nerd because I was every bit as cute as my mom wanted me to be... but still a nerd so people looked down on me. I knew I was hot... fuckfuckfuckfuckkeepgoingkeepgoing... but I couldn't... I can't... FUCK I'M CUMMING, YES, THERETHERETHEREFUCKYEEEEEEEEEEEEEEAAAAAAAAAAHHH!!"
Sasha screamed, bucking against my face as a stream of juices rolled down my chin. I kept going, lapping every last drop up and extending her orgasm for as long as I could. As she came down, slowing and cooing and generally just loving every minute of what we were doing, she looked down at me with gratitude.
"Thank you," she said.
"My pleasure," I replied, licking my lips.
She cradled my face in her hands, still breathing heavily but looking down at me pleasantly. "I wanted people to see that I was capable of doing what I wanted, no matter what it was, and pulling it off. I didn't expect to make friends; I didn't expect a boyfriend... I didn't expect any of... you know, this."
"A tale I know too well," I said, sitting up and going in close to her, wrapping an arm around her shoulders so we could cuddle. She cuddled up next to me, running her fingers up and down my chest.
"Want to know a secret?" Sasha asked me, smiling, amused.
"What?" I asked.
Leaning over to me, she whispered in my ear, "You've got a bigger dick than my boyfriend, and he's frickin' big."
I shrugged. "I got a bigger dick than most guys, I bet."
"Yeah, but he was always proud of how big his cock was. And being, like, the school's biggest ladies man until you came around, and on the football team, and..."
Well, this was going in a dangerous direction. I asked, "Should I worry?"
"About Peter? Never, he's a sweetheart," Sasha told me.
The details came together slowly, but once they all fell into place my eyes went wide.
"Peter Nixon?" I gulped.
"Yeah, you know him?" Sasha asked.
"Sorta," I said. What little I knew about Peter was that he was big and black and a member of the football team. Handsome and a wall of muscle, he had a reputation around school.
That wasn't what frightened me of him, no, that was him being friends with Kyle Bowman. From what I understood, the two of them were pretty tight, and after I helped get Kyle expelled, I'd seen him glaring at me from a distance on more occasions than I'd cared to count. I avoided him as best I could, but with this, I was afraid I might have been treading dangerous ground.
"He's not... gonna kill me for this, is he?" I asked.
"I told you... he's a sweetheart," Sasha said, kissing my neck. "He knows I fool around every bit as much as I know he fools around. We tell each other about it, but, we still love each other, and we're committed to each other, and... well, you know the drill."
I did, and it set me at ease a little.
Only a little, though.
She kissed my neck again. "Now, come on, I'm not here to talk about boyfriends and girlfriends any more than you are. You won the game, so you get to choose first position..."
Though I was still distracted and maybe a little worried about Peter kicking my ass, I also couldn't argue with the sexy and very naked redhead sitting next to me. She looked good, she tasted good, and she wanted me, and... well, perhaps I only had so much common sense.
Sasha disentangled herself from my arm, and lay back on the couch. "You want missionary?"
She rolled over, getting up on her hands and knees and pushing her ass toward my face. Getting a good look at that pussy and asshole... that was nice and hypnotizing. "Doggystyle?"
Looking over her shoulder at me, she then suggested, "Or should I just climb into that lap and ride you hard?"
Sasha's face was pretty and hopeful, but the way her ass looked was pointed at me, rocking back and forth, squeezing ever so temptingly... I couldn't help it. I dove in and began licking and eating her ass, fingering her steaming pussy as I continued my oral assault on her tight, puckered hole.
"Ooooh, not quite what I expected, but very, very fun," Sasha purred.
Her ass was almost every bit as tasty as her pussy (and she had a very tasty pussy), but I could only linger so long.
"Fair warning; when you said 'first choice', I should also note it's probably going to be the last choice. You're really good at giving blowjobs," I said.
"Well, you're really good at eating pussy. And ass, as it turns out," Sasha replied. "And don't worry about it, if you cum, you cum; there's still plenty more time in the day to have more fun. And I doubt this'll be the last we'll ever see of each other..."
That logic was hard to fault. Almost as hard as my cock, actually. In the spirit of that, I got up on my knees behind her. I ran the head of my cock against her soaked pussy lips, and slowly pressed inside.
"Fuuuuuuuuck..." both of us hissed as I slid inside of her. For a girl who was used to pretty big dick, she was still impressively tight, but very, very wet. That made entry easy, and bottoming out inside of her even easier.
"Fuck that's a big cock," she groaned as I rested inside of her. I ran my hands gently up and down her back, squeezing her ass once I got there and just savoring the sensation.
Sasha looked back at me, proud. "You still need to cum?"
"Kinda... pretty badly, yeah," I said, my swollen balls now very obvious to me when buried inside such a hot girl.
"Well, feel free to fuck the shit out of me and just unload inside. I've had my fun, I want you to have yours," she said.
"You're kinda perfect, you know?" I said, starting to pull out of her.
"That's what Peter tells me," Sasha replied, any other words completely lost to her as I slammed home and made her scream with pleasure.
"Remember what you said about boyfriends and girlfriends?" I asked.
"I'll take my own point," she whimpered. "Just promise you'll fuck me really, really hard."
"I promise," I said, doing just that. "But only if you promise you'll try to get off, too."
"Ooh, considerate. Very, very nice," she said, leaning down so she could brace the top half of her body against the couch while reaching back to finger her clit.
Once I was sure that she was properly trying to pleasure herself, well... that's about when I unleashed the beast. I fucked her as hard as I could, with long strokes that quickly bottomed out inside of her deep, hot, wet cunt while she fingered herself. I held back just enough, wanting to cum and wanting to cum hard, but I wasn't about to leave her unsatisfied if I could afford it. With a pussy as exquisite as hers, one that squeezed me and milked me with every thrust, trying to coax out my long held-off orgasm... it was difficult.
Thankfully, Sasha seemed to have a fair understanding of what I was going for, and really went for her pussy. Through her own ministrations and my savage fucking, she was moaning and quivering. With her face pressed down into the couch cushions and her ass jiggling with every thrust, it was a hard, beautiful fuck that I would have kept going indefinitely were that possible.
It wasn't, and I was about to unload whether Sasha was ready or not. I wanted to be good, I wanted to hold out for her, but-
"Cumming, cumming... cummingcummingCUMMINGFUCKI'MCUMMINGAGAIN!" Sasha cried out, her entire body quaking against mine as her pussy clamped down on me and a flood of juices poured down her thighs.
I was less eloquent, grunting as I finally came, filling her tight, wet hole with my cum. I wasn't lying when I said her blowjob was insane, and it seemed to have coaxed a lot of cum from me, because it just kept going, with little, short shots coming out of me even as I lay twitching on top of her.
"That was... amazing..." I said, out of breath.
"I know," Sasha replied, turning her head so she could kiss me.
We lay like that for a while, silent and conjoined, enjoying the warmth of a morning that promised to become a hot day.
And then we heard the clapping.
"That was, like, totally fucking awesome guys!"
Both of us looked to the side to catch petite and pigtailed blonde Brooke King standing not far off. Wearing a sports bra and spandex shorts and a fresh sheen of sweat, she'd clearly just come in from a jog. Given her usual sexual appetites, I thought it was a small miracle she hadn't stripped down and tried to join us.
"Hey, Brooke," Sasha and I said in unison.
"Hey both of y'all!" she said.
"How long were you waiting there?" Sasha asked.
"Oh, like, a while. You two just looked so good though I just wanted to watch (btw, got a pic and sent it to you, Ryan, should be great for your album!!) and be all quiet as a mouse, and I'm happy I did because, g-damn that was haaaaaaaaawt!!" Brooke exclaimed, rocking side to side on her feet and running her hands over her small tits.
"Well, you're more than welcome to join in, if you want," I said, looking to Sasha for confirmation. She nodded, smiling her goofy smile.
Brooke spoke at a mile a minute, "I'm good, for now, but, like, I was thinkin' that, you know what would be a totally amaaaazing surprise for the others? If, like, we went out and got a whole bunch of fresh pastries and coffee and tea and fruit for breakfast before everyone wakes up? Since, like, we've got food for lunches and dinners that Red's gonna cook up for us and all sorts of snacks, but nothing for breakfast, so-"
"I think that's a wonderful idea," Sasha said. "I'm in desperate need of a shower, but I think you two would be perfect for a job like this."
Sasha smiled mischievously as she said this, not that she needed to. Brooke and I knew how to get up to plenty of trouble on our own.
"Sure! You need a ride, Ryan?" Brooke said, half serious, half suggestive, twirling a finger through one of her pigtails.
I raised an eyebrow at her. "Well, you know me, I'm always up for a ride from you..."
***
"FUCKMYASSFUCKMYASSFUCKMYASS!" Brooke wailed as I did exactly that.
In our defense, we actually made it to the store and picked up a number of breakfast foods and drinks, more than enough for all the girls to have a good brunch whenever they decided to come to. We had to get dressed, but in a tight pink tank top and short pink skirt, Brooke looked sexy as fuck and she knew it. She pranced around the store, bending over, always giving me a good view of her tight round ass, or a look down her tank top to show off just how much of a bra she was wearing (read: none). With her cute as a button face and twin blonde pigtails swaying every time she smiled... yeah, it was hard not to want her. Whenever the opportunity presented itself while out shopping, I'd take an opportunity to slide in behind her and reach for something on a taller shelf, pressing my clothed cock into her ass.
It was probably a miracle we didn't wind up fucking in the aisles.
We made it to her car, and then even a good distance to Dakota's house before Brooke said, "Hey, I'm horny; let's find a parking lot so you can, like, fuck my ass?"
So, that's how we wound up in the abandoned parking lot behind an old, out of business Sears store, me sitting in the backseat with my jeans partially undone, Brooke with her panties on the floor, her sitting in my lap with my cock buried up her ass. She bounced up and down on me furiously while I reached up under her tank top, holding her tits and squeezing her rock-hard nipples.
Now, I'm about as much a fan of car sex as I am of shower sex, but at least here I could sit down, and Brooke was tiny, so it wasn't as bad as it might have been. Top that off with her ass being as much of an impossibly tight pleasure as ever and... I was having a good time.
"God, yes, I fucking love being an ass slut!" Brooke squealed with glee as she bounced up and down on my shaft. I reached down to finger her soaking wet pussy as she bounced, making her squeal even harder. "I love being your ass slut! Give it to me, keep going, keep fucking my ass! Make me cum, make me fucking cum with your big fucking cock up my ass, yes, yes, keep doing it, cum for me, cum in my ass, make me cum, set me off, make me your cumslut, your ass slut, whatever kind of slut you wanna, just make me... make me... HAHAHAYESYESFUCKYEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEAH!"
She came against me hard, actually squirting enough to splash the back of the seat in front of her. When her ass clamped down on my cock hard, I could only join her, cumming hard and filling her ass with my semen. Though she tried to keep the waves of pleasure lasting as long as possible, eventually I ran out of cum and she ran out of steam, and she collapsed against me, breathing heavily.
Panting, she looked up at me with those dreamy eyes and said, "Totally."
"Totally," I agreed, even if I wasn't sure what I agreed to.
With my cock still buried in her ass, she leaned back into me and cuddled up. "We should, like, really get back to the others soon, but it's just so comfy curling up here with you and your big old slab of meat up my ass, I could just, like, stay here and fall asleep like this."
While it was heavenly, I had to say, "Yeah, but someone's bound to find us, eventually."
"Totally," Brooke agreed.
Taking a whiff, I said, "Sorry about the cum in your car."
"Oh, no sorry! You think this is the first time I've gotten girl or boy cum on this backseat? I've become, like, an expert at getting it out," she said.
"Well, good," I said, wrapping my arms around her and pulling her in close. I loved having sex with her every bit as much as she did me, but it was moments like this when we were just close, hanging out as friends (even if I did still have my cock up her ass) that I loved in a way that was hard to describe. I never expected that one of my best friends in the world would be a tiny, ditzy blonde cheerleader who'd open up my world to so many things that I hadn't expected, and I couldn't have been happier it had turned out that way.
I kissed her.
She kissed me.
We stayed there kissing for a while, making out and smiling and occasionally laughing at nothing in particular, just loving being with each other.
"So... I was thinking... I had an idea, maybe it's too crazy, but, like, I wanted to talk about it with you, and see what you thought, because, like, I know we're almost besties, and we do some crazy stuff, but..." Brooke trailed off, biting her lip a little nervously.
"Now you got me interested," I said.
"Try telling me that in a minute," she said.
"Well, I'll never know how crazy it is if you don't spill it, so..." I said.
"Well..." she began, then shaking her pigtails nervously. "Ah, fuck it. I'll just totally spit it out. Just don't hate me for, like, saying it."
"I could never hate you," I said.
"Never? Never ever? Never ever ever?" Brooke asked hopefully, blinking up at me.
"Okay, now you've really got me interested," I said.
Brooke smiled, kissing me sweetly. "Alright, so, you know that, since, like, right after Homecoming when you and me and Kaitlyn and Tori had all that fun fucking each other, I've kind of become a little obsessed with my strap-on? I've had, like, so much fun fucking all the other girls with it, got all sorts of fancy dildos, and, ya know, I've been having a little fun with exploring my dominant side... and I was just thinking, you know, I'd be curious about... maybe... tryingitonaguysometime...?"
She said the last few words so fast, almost as if the act of saying them quickly would rob them of any power. It took a moment, but the pieces fell into place rather quickly soon. "You... you want to peg me?"
Biting her lip, Brooke nodded. "Kinda, yeah."
I thought about it. "You got the idea from watching Deadpool, didn't you?"
"Duh," Brooke said, smiling cutely and sending her pigtails swaying. "But then I had to look up some porn clips for it and it seems totally hot, and, like, the guys are having so much fun, and I think we could have so much fun, and, I wouldn't, like, start you off on the Christmas Miracle or anything, I've got some smaller ones, and I know you have fun when girls shove fingers up your butt or lick you sometimes and I thought, hey, maybe you and me we could have a little fun and I could make your tight ass as good as you make mine feel sometime? I'm not, like, asking for an answer now and I'm not saying we'd, like, have to do it at this party or anything (I think we'd both benefit from some privacy), but, think about it? Please? Pretty please? Pretty --please-with-sugar-on-top think about it? You can say yes or no and I'd totally understand because I know how a lot of you guys think of your butts, but, just tell me you'll think about it before you say no?"



I was thinking about it, and amazingly I found that my immediate instinct was to think about it rather than say 'no' right away. Brooke had come to me with a serious request for a deeply intimate sex act that she wanted to try out. She put her heart on the line, and I understood how brave she had to be to even propose something like that. I had to admit there was part of me that was intrigued (and probably had been ever since Hope had thrown out the idea earlier this month), and that I did love the occasional finger up my ass, but it was hard to commit to something like that after a declaration like this.
"I promise I'll think about it. It's... it's a lot to unpack... but it's not a no, either. If... if I was going to be pegged by someone, I'd want it to be by someone I trusted, and you're one of the people I trust most. It's not a yes, but it's not a no, either," I admitted.
"Yay!" Brooke exclaimed, kissing me. "That's all I asked! Thank you thank you thank you!"
"No problem," I said, kissing her back.
She smiled at me, devilishly. "My, my, my... that talk really got you totally hard again!"
For emphasis, she wiggled her ass against my cock.
"Huh, what do you know?" I said.
"I'd love to go again..." she purred, "...but if we don't, like, totally get that food back to the house soon, I think those girls're bound to eat us alive."
I stroked my chin. "That's a bad thing?"
"Ha!" she laughed. "Good point. But save that cock for everyone else, we need you to spread the love..."
I smiled, kissing her deeply, then said, "Sounds like a good day to me."
***
They didn't eat us alive when we got back, but it was pretty close. The girls, most of whom were awake by then, fell on the food and coffee and juice like a zombie horde. It was almost normal for a time, even, seeing everyone dressed and munching and only trading the occasional glance or suggestive stroke rather than the full on orgy we'd become accustomed to. For a while even, we sat down and watched TV and played some games while the food digested.
But, don't worry, after a little while, the clothes started coming off again. The suggestive comments and strokes became less suggestive and more actual, and eventually the blankets were again on the floor and the sex commenced again.
This is the short way of explaining how I wound up naked and on the floor with blonde hipster Rose Ferris riding my cock while the tiny Vietnamese cheerleader Alyssa Nguyen pressed in tight next to me, forcing one of her tiny A-cup tits with the dark, pointy nipples into my mouth.
"Fuck my ass, Ryan Collins, like that, like that..." Rose groaned as she bounced furiously on my dick. With her back turned to me, I didn't get a good view of her beautiful, bouncing C-cups, but I could get an exquisite view of my cock disappearing up her nice, juicy ass, and the sway of her wavy, platinum blonde hair with its streaks of blue. For how savagely she was riding me, it was truly impressive how well she managed to keep both her fedora and sunglasses on, but everybody's got to have their trademarks, I suppose.
"I think you're doing most of the fucking," Alyssa said, stroking my hair and arching her back to better push her tit into my mouth. "There you are just riding Ryan like he's a big, cute slab of meat..."
"Says the girl who rode him like a big, cute slab of meat before the two of you even exchanged names," Rose mused without breaking stride. With her hands on her pussy, furiously touching herself, I knew she wasn't long before she came.
"She's got a point," I said, taking my mouth from Alyssa's tanned boob.
Alyssa dropped her jaw in mock scandal. "You had a good time!"
"I did," I admitted.
"But Ryan Collins here needs a little more romancing, all appearances to the contrary aside. He likes his conversations before he can give you a truly proper fuck," Rose said, her voice quaking as her body began to shudder.
"Well, I thought it was fun," Alyssa huffed.
I began, "It was, but-"
"Ah, FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!" Rose cried out, collapsing back against me as she came and came hard. Her scream was loud enough that it almost drowned out all the other girls fucking around in the room, and her ass squeezed my cock tightly, trying to drain every last bit from me, but still I managed to hold off as she came down.
Once Rose calmed down enough to lean back and kiss me (completely uncaring about whichever direction her hat had rolled off in), Alyssa said, "Well, how's what we did any different from what you two just did?"
"Well, Rose and me've been friends and doing this for a couple months now, and I just met you, you know. That's a difference," I said.
"Well... we could be friends," Alyssa suggested.
"Could we?" I asked, curious, grunting as Rose pulled herself off of me, my cock landing against my stomach heavily.
"Gotta find my hat... get a toy..." Rose muttered as she crawled away.
"Uh huh..." Alyssa nodded, crawling over to my cock. She looked it up and down, smiled, and then without a care in the world that it had just been in Rose's ass, took it into her mouth. She sucked on it nice and hard, her cheeks hollowed out as she bobbed up and down on me, her tongue swirling over the head on every backstroke. It wasn't the greatest blowjob I'd had today, but it sure as hell had to be the most enthusiastic.
Her lips coming off of it in a pop, she said, "You'll find I'm a pretty good girl to have as a friend, since I'm, like, super slutty. I'm a real cumwhore."
"Yeah, but you know that you've got a lot of competition with the girls in this room, right?" I said.
"Yeah, but when I say I'm a cumwhore, I really mean I'm a cumwhore. I've, like, really got this fetish for cum, it's kinda crazy but crazy hot, I think. I mean- WHAT?" she exclaimed, cut off as I grabbed her legs and pulled her so she could straddle my face while her head was still at my cock. It was an inelegant 69, but I thought it'd be fun.
"Keep talking, keep talking, show me and tell me what kind of cumwhore you really are," I growled, pulling her ass down so I could stick my tongue in her sweet, well-used pussy.
She squealed, but she did a good job of kissing and licking my cock while expositing, "OH THAT'S GOOD, REAL GOOD, YESYESYES! I... I love cum... guy cum... girl cum... getting it in my mouth or my pussy or my ass or covered with it it just really gets me off like you wouldn't believe. It's why I'm late all the TIME, FUCK! First thing I have to do after school is get my face and my sweet titties fucking painted, then I need to clean off and I'm late, and I get punished for it but I fucking love getting punished... yes, yes, yes..."
It was a hot image and an even hotter story, and one I meant to indulge after we had ourselves some good times pleasuring her orally. Her pussy may have been one of the sweetest yet here, and the way she was shoving my cock down her throat I knew I wouldn't be able to last forever. I really loved 69ing and I would've had a great time cumming down her throat just like this, but when I saw Rose had come back, and just what toy she'd picked up...
I had to push Alyssa off of me.
"Hey!" Alyssa exclaimed.
"Get the lube and lube up my fucking cock. You're gonna bury it all up your tight little ass," I said.
"While I, Alyssa Nguyen, intend to shove this dildo all the way up your tight little cunt and fuck you 'til you scream," Rose said, motioning to the strap-on she wore.
"Oh, sweet!" Alyssa said, crawling for a bottle of lube and squirting a fair amount into her hand. She jacked it up and down my cock excitedly and exclaimed, "It's been forever since I've been DP'd!"
It's moments like this where I had to step back and remind myself how awesome and improbable my life was. I couldn't linger on it for long, especially when a tight-bodied little slut like Alyssa was dropping her impossibly tight ass down onto my cock, but it was worth noting.
When Rose leaned over Alyssa, sliding the dildo of her strap-on into the smaller girl's tight pussy, letting me feel the pressure of the toy against my cock through Alyssa's ass... well, I just about felt like I won the lottery.
***
Admittedly, when you're in an orgy full of a bunch of slutty cheerleaders who're all about fucking each other and you, a lot of opportunities are bound to come up that'll make you feel like you just won the lottery.
I'd had a bit of time to recover from DPing Alyssa with Rose when I was walking around the pool barefoot and only wearing my jeans, checking out the various pictures I'd taken of the party so far. The last one I'd taken, with Alyssa and Rose looking up at me, both of their pretty, smiling faces and chests covered in my cum... that was going to be a favorite, I was sure.
"Hey, Ryan! Got a sec?"
When I looked over and saw the paradise in the hot tub, I had to remind myself how quickly favorites could get overshadowed at an event like this.
There were five of them in the hot tub, five of the hottest and bustiest girls at the party, all of them naked in the bubbles, all of them utterly mouthwatering.
Haley Campbell. A pale, long-haired redhead with insane, H-cup tits and an ass to match, her mouth curled into something between a bitchy sneer and a cocky grin as she took me in. Her body was epic, and her capacities for insane fucking were even more impressive.
Addison Gonzalez. As sweet as Haley was bitchy, the curvy Latina Homecoming Queen was as friendly as she was slutty with a body to match. Her friendly face was framed by her curly black hair, but with her soft, brown, E-cup tits above the water, she was positively mouthwatering.
Gwen Savage. Though the girl with the dirty blonde hair looked trashy and was definitely something of a bitch, I couldn't deny that her body was luscious with her D-cups and utterly arrogant confidence. I'd fingered her once already, but had been avoiding her so far since she'd been a bitch to Sarah. I knew I'd fuck her before the year was over, but I was going to make sure she earned it.
Jade Gonzalez. Another girl who managed to pull the perfect combination of sweet and slutty, the Latina had an amazingly broad smile. Her silky black hair was pulled back in a ponytail, allowing me to see how utterly gorgeous her face was, but with her caramel skin and DDD tits just above the water line, I was mesmerized.
And then there was Kaitlyn Pruitt. I've probably spent more words going over her beauty and sexual prowess than any other girl I've known, but with her sultry smile and DD's beckoning me over almost as much as her words, there was no way I wasn't coming over to answer her.
"What's up?" I said, leaning against the hot tub and enjoying the sight of five sexy, hungry girls.
"Hop in with us? We need a guy's perspective on something, and since you're the only guy..." Kaitlyn trailed off.
"We're all naked, too, so, you don't have to worry about a swimsuit or anything," Jade cleared up, not that she had to.
"Well, good, being that this is an orgy and all," I said, pulling off my jeans.
"Oh, come on, it's not *that* simple; some of us like wearing fancy lingerie sometimes," Addison clarified.
"When it's all gonna end up on the floor anyway, what does it matter?" Gwen said, craning her neck to get a better look at my cock as it popped out.
While all of them made to get a good look, Haley was the least subtle when she said, "Man, that's a nice piece of meat."
"Thank you," I said, climbing into the tub and sliding in between Kaitlyn and Haley. The water was hot and pleasant, but did nothing to change how hard I was for being surrounded by so many sexy women. I turned to Kaitlyn and asked, "So, what did you need my perspective on?"
"Well, we know we're good at what we do, but we want to know who's the best," Kaitlyn said.
"At sex?" I asked.
Kaitlyn and a couple of the others laughed. "We're not that vain (well, I totally am, but...), no, but we wanted to know, from a guy's point of view, who was the best kisser here."
"We kiss each other plenty, but..." Addison said, cut off when Jade pulled her in close and started kissing her long and hard. The two busty Latinas made out passionately, their hands roaming over each other as they squeezed and caressed one another, their breasts crushed together.
"You talk too much," Jade said huskily.
"Sorry," Addison said.
"I'm not," Jade said, smiling and kissing Addison harder.
"Me neither," I whispered under my breath. Then, louder, I said, "So, let me get this straight: you want me to be the judge of a kissing contest-"
"More like a making-out contest; that's way more fun," Haley said.
"-so I can determine who's best at it here. I'm happy to judge, I really am, but, you guys know me, right? I like most of you, and you're all good, I'm probably just going to call it a draw because it's impossible to pick between you, right?" I finished.
Gwen rolled her eyes at me. "You're such a fucking white knight; do you have any idea how aggravating that stupid fucking bullshit is?"
"Well, I know someone who isn't winning," Haley taunted.
Flipping her off, Gwen responded, "Slut."
Crossing her arms under her insane tits and puffing up with pride, Haley said, "And damn proud of it, bitch."
Putting her finger on my chin, Kaitlyn tilted my head toward her, "We understand that, but it's a risk worth taking. Especially when there's so much fun to be had. You want us to have fun, right?"
This wasn't a question that required a lot of meditation. "So... who's first?"
I wasn't surprised when Gwen forced her way toward me and said, "I got this, bitches."
I didn't fully know what I thought about Gwen Savage, but that didn't mean I didn't find her attractive as hell in her own white trashy sort of way. Between her desperate, hungry brown eyes and the way she managed to wear too much makeup even at an orgy where makeup's got an easy way of getting smeared and her absolutely luscious body, she had a way that could make you forget she was a pushy bitch a lot of the time.
Especially when she was naked. And sat on my lap.
She was sitting on me sideways, one arm wrapped around my neck for support, the other resting in her lap, her outer thigh brushing against my cock. She looked deep into my eyes and smirked.
"You don't like me much, do you?" she asked.
"I don't know you very well, but I'm leaning toward no," I said.
"Doesn't mean you don't want to fuck me," she replied, matter-of-factly.
"And?" I said.
"And it just makes me think about this whole boy scout thing you got. Wondering about how good a boy you can be when you got a slut you don't even like that much sitting on your lap..." she said, wrapping her hand around my cock and jacking me. "...stroking you off, about to make out with you and-"
Irritated with where she was going with this, I grabbed a handful of her hair, pulling her head back and arching her tits outward. "And what?"
Her mouth lolling open from the position, Gwen smiled. "And it makes me think... this is gonna be fun..."
She leaned over, kissing me passionately, and all told... yeah, she was pretty good. Her lips were soft and eager, her tongue playful while still trying to shove itself all the way down my throat. Admittedly, we were more full on, filthy making out than kissing, with her furiously jacking me while my hands eagerly roamed over her bountiful tits and ass. I squeezed her nipples, ran a finger down between her ass cheeks and even managed to press its tip against her tight little hole. She squealed against my lips, only making out with me harder as I played with her body.
So, yeah, it was a pretty good kiss, I'd say.
"Okay, let someone else have a turn," Jade said as she pulled Gwen away from me.
"Hey!" Gwen proclaimed. I almost joined her, but when someone as sweet and utterly stacked as Jade Alvarez is straddling your hips, wrapping her arms around your neck while she grinds her pussy against your cock... well, it's hard to stay angry.
Jade looked deep into my eyes, smiling down at me as she ground against my cock. With her massive tits pressed against my chest and her full lips aching to be sucked on, it was impossible not to get even harder than I already was.
"You know, I know we've done this a few times, but I just realized you and me, we've never had any real alone time," Jade said, rocking her hips against mine as her pussy glided easily against my cock.
"Huh," I said, doing the math. "We'll have to fix that."
"We will, but for now..." she said, leaning into me and kissing me deeply.
While Gwen's kisses were intense and feverish, desperate for a victory over her friends, Jade's were tender and sweet. She pressed her body against mine without any sense of urgency, almost as if we were the only two people in the world. The kisses were deep and passionate, punctuated by moments where we sat looking into each others' eyes, completely lost, almost as if we were the only two people in the tub. I hadn't lost the fact that she'd sped up grinding against my cock, and with my hands gripping her ass and helping her rock, I felt her body tense up.
Whatever she'd been doing with the other girls before I was brought in must've had her pretty keyed up, because it only took a couple minutes like this before she was cumming against me. It wasn't an epic or loud orgasm, but one that still hit her and hit her hard, ending in one final kiss that felt almost like she was trying to suck the life out of me.
With a few more quick, final kisses, Jade simply said, "Thank you."
Jade was quickly replaced by Haley, and like Jade she took the 'straddling my hips' approach to this kiss. Unlike Jade, however, she guided herself down easily and settled her pussy down right on my cock. There was no grinding to be had here, just ten inches of my cock buried to the hilt in her tight pussy.
"Oh, fuck, that's nice," Haley said.
"Hey! You didn't say we could fuck him!" Gwen complained.
"No rules were ever settled on about that; we just said this was a kissing competition, and I choose to kiss him with his cock inside of me. And maybe me bouncing up and down a little. You're not complaining, right, Ryan?" Haley said.
I'd learned better than to argue with a stacked redhead who currently had my cock buried inside of her, especially one with a pussy that felt so good. I whimpered, "No."
"Good," Haley said, locking her lips onto mine.
Her tits were so huge it was difficult for the two of us to get very close, but with Kaitlyn, Addison and Jade cheering her on, Haley began to fuck me as we made out.
Now, being that she was one of the first girls I'd fucked this year, it actually bugged me a bit that Haley and me weren't closer. I mean, sure, she was a bit of a heinous bitch much of the time, but in the few occasions I'd hung out with her where I wasn't railing her, she'd proven to be pretty fun to be around.
Not that she wasn't fun while we were having sex, though.
"Never... properly thanked... you... for bringing Rose back... fuck," Haley groaned as she rode me. While her whole body was something I absolutely wanted, I would never deny that her tits were absolutely insane. I palmed them, rolling my fingers over her hard little nipples as she rode me.
"My pleasure," I said.
"You can never have too many friends, and Rose is one of the best. Thank you for pulling my head out of my ass," Haley said.
"No problem. Makes it easier for me to put something else in there later," I said, kissing her back hard.
Haley smirked at me. "You're presumptuous."
"Am I wrong?" I asked.
"Probably not," Haley said, her voice husky as she leaned into me and began to fuck me harder. I'm not sure if she was trying to get me off or get herself off harder, but I knew which one I preferred. I reached down and rubbed her clit, forcing her to ride me harder and harder as she found her own loud, less than subtle climax. She may not have won the kissing competition, but, we did have a lot of fun.



Nearly delirious from her orgasm, but smiling to no end, Haley crawled off of me, only to be replaced quickly by the sultry and sweet Addison Gonzalez. Her beautiful smile never leaving her lips, she straddled me and dropped herself straight down onto my cock as well, burying it into her perfect pussy.
"Having fun?" she moaned, looking down at me and squeezing her tits together to give me the best view possible.
Kind and friendly and a Regan Hills High School social butterfly enough to have gotten herself elected Homecoming Queen in the rare moment she wasn't throwing a party, Addison sitting on my cock in this hot tub would have surprised me not long ago. But, even the best and sweetest tend to have their sexy side, and she was no different. On two separate occasions, we'd each helped each other get revenge on her ex (and my tormentor), Kyle Bowman, and in the process found that we were quite compatible when it came to hardcore sex.
"I think I'm beginning to really like hot tubs," I admitted. Addison laughed sweetly (the others, except for Gwen, laughed much more raucously), then planted a firm kiss on my lips.
"Well, I wanna make out with you, then have you tell these other girls I got the best lips here, 'kay?" she said.
"No promises, but you can convince me," I said.
"Oh, I think I will," she said, locking her lips onto mine as she began to bounce on my cock.
Though sweet and unbelievably kind, Addison had a great capacity for being a truly greedy slut when she wanted to be, and the way she excitedly bounced up and down on my cock was more than enough proof of that. Addison splashed water every which way, squealing excitedly and cursing up a storm as she fucked my cock. We probably went on way longer than any other girl and me, and she might have gotten me the closest to cumming, but when her orgasm hit her and hit her hard, I was surprised by how glad I was.
Mostly because I wanted to see what Kaitlyn would do with this kind of challenge.
"Thank you, you're done, my turn," Kaitlyn said, lifting Addison off of me and dropping her next to the other girls (man, this was a big hot tub). "Let me show you girls how it's done."
"We know how it's done, bitch," Haley said playfully.
"Oh, I know, but when you get a chance to watch a master at work, you don't turn it down," she said, turning so her back was to me, then dropping down into my lap. With expert precision, she sat down right on my cock, forcing all ten inches up her tight asshole.
Even though I'd been buried up Kaitlyn's ass more times than I could count, the tightness and warm embrace of it, even in a hot tub like this, couldn't stop me from joining her in saying, "Fuuuuuuuuck."
"He's up your ass?" Jade asked.
"Oh yeah," Kaitlyn purred.
"Heaven, isn't it?" Jade asked.
"Amen," Addison agreed.
"A-fucking-men," Haley replied.
"This is soooo not fair," Gwen said, crossing her arms under her tits huffily. 'Fair' was a word I'd come to hear a fair few times since the orgy had begun, mostly in the context of Gwen not getting what she wanted. I normally didn't want to deny any girl I was with whatever they wanted, but until Gwen had learned some manners around my other friends more, I was okay with toying with her a little.
She'd get hers in time, but only when I said she could.
Until then, I had a beautiful, busty brunette with my cock balls deep in her ass, and the way she looked at me dreamily when she leaned back into me, I had no problem kissing her hard.
Kaitlyn and I, that's where everything started this year. A childhood friend who'd become a low-grade enemy by the time we'd hit high school, I was supposed to tutor her in history this year. She thought sex would be an easy way out of the tutoring obligation, and I, being a virgin at the time, couldn't turn her down. Since that point, we'd developed a friendship and a strange intimacy that I shared with only a select few other girls I'd been with this year, and it made every moment I was with her, unclothed and otherwise, special.
Maybe that, aside from the roiling, hot water around us, was what made this coupling so intense, so hot. Maybe that's why our kisses felt so much hotter than any of the others, or the way her ass gripped my cock as she rode me. With one hand massaging her tits and another fingering her clit, I was in heaven as we made out and fucked.
The others couldn't help but watch, either, knowing pretty well right away that Kaitlyn had won this particular competition. At first they might have watched with some bit of awe for something this hot going on, or perhaps a little bit of jealousy, but in no time the heat of the situation had gotten to them, and they'd paired off and began making out. Gwen and Jade were locked in a passionate embrace, each of them fingering the other almost as hard as they kissed, while Addison and Haley's massive tits between them couldn't stop them from kissing each other.
Looking up at me with both a sense of need and pride, Kaitlyn locked her lips onto mine and said, "Let's show them how it's done."
"I'm pretty sure we already are," I replied.
"Well, then let's make a big finish of it," she said.
That was music to my ears. I fucked her harder, fingering and playing with her nipples even harder. I'd gotten closer and closer, and by the time the cum in my balls had begun to boil, Kaitlyn was already shaking in my lap. It only took a little fingering, a little fucking, and before we knew it, both of us were cumming hard. I filled her ass with a nice load of cum as she bucked against me, squeezing out every last bit that she could.
Tired and breathing heavily, perhaps overcome a bit by the heat of the water, we looked at the others and smiled.
"Sorry, but, I think Kaitlyn wins," I said.
Though there was some jealousy and pouting, none could actually argue that what had happened wasn't ridiculously hot.
There were still some, though, who had a competitive side that needed feeding.
"How about another competition?" Addison asked.
Without hesitation, I said, "I would love another competition.
***
I was beginning to get a real taste for competition, but perhaps that was because the next couple mostly involved me getting tastes of the five girls. It was Addison who suggested getting my opinion of which girl had the best tasting pussy, and when that ended up meaning all five girls getting up and bending over the edge of the hot tub, sticking their asses out at me so I could get a taste, well, who was I to complain? I loved going down on girls and making them cum with my mouth, and I proceeded to do that for each of the girls in turn.
When I couldn't decide on an easy winner, it was Haley who suggested I break the tie by who had the sweetest ass, and, well, since I couldn't argue with that logic, I once again dove in face first to see if I could pick a winner. More than anything, I was just having fun with their asses, but, I still had my head in a good place to judge, I thought.
It was as I was eating Addison's ass that I became aware we weren't completely alone out here. It started out as one of those instinctive feelings, that gut knowledge that you're being watched, and though I didn't stray from my duties, I did look around as best I could.
Then I saw her.
It was Cleo Price, the one girl I hadn't spent any serious time with yet. Going by the hunger in her eyes, I knew she was thinking much the same thing.
Now, I'd been with girls of all shapes and sizes, but I couldn't say that I'd ever been with a girl quite as big as Cleo Price. I'm not saying she was fat, far from it actually, but, well, at just a shade over six feet tall and muscular, with toned but strong arms and legs and abs that definitely fell close to the six-pack description, she was more Amazonian than I was used to. With dark skin, microbraided hair held back in a loose ponytail, and a face that was surprisingly cute for a girl as otherwise buff as her, Cleo was an undeniably gorgeous, if somewhat imposing, black girl.
And that wasn't even taking into account her curves. Holy fuck, her curves. With a rounded, tight ass and tits that had to be an F-cup, at least, I knew sex with her would be absolutely insane, enough that I wondered how it hadn't happened already.
I'd seen her naked already earlier at the party, but now she was wearing a white tank top and a pale blue pair of panties. The tank top was tight, and too short, giving a great view of her abs. The fabric strained around her insane tits, with nipples clearly hard and poking through. I don't know if any of the other girls saw her, but Cleo definitely saw me and what I was doing. She licked her lips, moistening them just enough that I could see them glisten from even a distance.
Then she smiled. Fuck, she had a pretty smile. It was the kind of smile that could drive a man to distraction, but I still had a job to perform and damn it if I wasn't going to perform it.
When I finished on Gwen's ass, and could only just declare Jade the winner of the sweetest pussy and ass (if only just), it was Haley who put out the next competition of who had the best tits for tittyfucking. Admittedly, I'm sure she did this because she knew she'd win, but if that meant five beautiful, naked cheerleaders were rubbing their tits all over my cock, I wasn't going to complain.
Unlike the last two challenges, this one was hardly organized. Perhaps the lust I'd inspired (a phrase I never would've thought I'd say) had gotten them all going, but soon it was a mad rush of five girls cramming in tightly around my cock, rubbing their tits all over me, sucking me off, and generally proving to be an absolutely sexy as hell melee. Between the tits, mouths and hands of Kaitlyn, Haley, Addison, Jade and Gwen, I was pretty well in heaven, and with my phone in hand it was a sight I'd have forever immortalized, but as we continued it was my eyes that betrayed me.
I still watched Cleo Price.
She'd gotten a little closer, but was now standing so none of the girls could see her at all. Her eyes locked onto mine as the other five pleasured me, her hands running up and down her body suggestively. This girl I hardly knew had the confidence of at least three accomplished sluts, and the way she strode over, the way she looked at me, I knew being with Cleo would be something else entirely.
Teasingly, Cleo pulled the hem of her tank top up her stomach, bringing it up to show the underside of one of her immaculate tits. She raised an eyebrow at me, and I nodded. Even though I'd already seen her completely naked, there was something in the tease I couldn't fight, and when she pulled it up those last few inches and showed me her delicious-looking, dark nipple, I knew I was lost.
I really wanted to fuck Cleo. I may have even needed to.
She nodded at me. I nodded at her again.
That was all she needed. Purposefully, Cleo strode over to the hot tub and walked behind me.
"Sorry girls," she said, taking me into her arms and lifting me out of the tub. "But Ryan and me are long overdue for some alone time."
Though there was some definite disappointment, I realized that Cleo was one of the girls that not even Gwen wanted to cross. The way she easily carried me in her arms, my cock bouncing off of her covered tits, I could understand why.
"Bring him back in one piece, Cleo?" Jade suggested as Cleo carried me back toward the guest house.
"I might," Cleo purred, looking down at me and smirking. She bent over slightly, taking the head of my cock in her mouth and sucking it gently. I quivered at her touch. She said, "You want me to bring you back in one piece, Ryan?"
Not sure what exactly I was getting into, but wanting to find out, I said, "Let's find out."
***
Even though most of our fun in the guesthouse had been on the living room floor, there actually was a bedroom that worked well when a couple people wanted to break off and have some private time. With the appreciative looks of some other girls as we passed, Cleo carried me here. With one simple kick, she closed the door behind us and set me down, smiling.
"So, Ryan, got a question for you," she said, stripping off her tank top and panties and leaving herself every bit as naked as I was. Her tits were every bit as amazing as I remembered, and her pussy... the lips were dark with a beckoning pink beneath from how engorged they were, a trimmed landing strip of pubic hair above guiding one's attention to this utterly perfect pussy.
"Shoot," I replied.
"You been with many black girls before?" Cleo asked, licking her lips again.
I thought about it, cursing my limited experience. "One. A few times."
What I didn't say was that I thought I was developing a crush on one who lived only a short walk from my house, only because that wasn't what she asked.
"Well, then I shouldn't have to tell you the rules, but I'm gonna anyway in case she didn't educate you right, because what's become of our education system these days, amiright?" Cleo said. I chuckled.
She ran a hand through her braids, checking the tie at the back. "First rule of fucking a black girl, Ryan: don't touch her hair. We all put too much damn work and money into it, and if you were to accidentally pull even one of these out, I *will* kill your well-hung ass; I don't care how good that legendary tongue you got just licked my pussy. I'll let it go the first time, but there better not be a second, we clear?"
I'd met a few girls who could pull off commanding and sweet, but none of them could do quite as good a job as Cleo. There was a definite threat in there, but that pretty smile she had was about as sweet as they came.
"Crystal," I replied.
"Good!" she declared, leaning in close and kissing me. For a girl as commanding as she was, the kiss couldn't have been more sweet and tender. It was a kiss that lingered, one that made it all too easy to push in close to her, wrap my arms around her and get lost in making out with her. Our hands explored one another's bodies, and though hers easily found my cock and began to jack it, mine were lost for choices. Her soft, perfect tits, her delectable ass... but of course, my fingers eventually trailed down to her sweet pussy, eager to find out if those swollen lips were every bit as sensitive as they looked.
When I slipped my finger inside of her hot wetness and a low, deep moan filled the air, I knew I was right. I may have come here expecting something hot and intense, a fiery, vigorous fuck the likes of which I'd never known before, but here and now, with the two of us standing, making out and pleasuring each other with our hands... well, things felt surprisingly calm. She was every bit as good with her hand as I was with my fingers, and before either of us really knew it, I think, we were both quite ready.
There was so much I wanted to do with Cleo. I wanted to taste her, to fuck her, to become intimately familiar with every square inch of her body.
Cleo also had some ideas of what she wanted to do.
"You like 69ing?" she asked me.
"Absolutely," I said.
She laughed. "Just wait 'til you see how I do it."
This is one of those remarks I might have questioned if I'd put more thought into it, but before I knew it, Cleo was grabbing me and lifting me into the air again, only this time she'd flipped me upside down and placed my face a matter of inches away from her pussy.
It wasn't often that I was thankful to be as skinny as I was, but this was definitely one of those occasions. It wasn't the kind of sex position I ever imagined I'd be doing, but, while I was here I'd try to enjoy the inverted 69.
"I can't hold this for long, and I know this won't be as fun for you, but hold on tight and let's have us a good time while we can. Always wanted to try this with a guy..." Cleo said before sucking my cock down her throat.
Though the blood was rushing to my head, I couldn't argue with how good her mouth felt on my cock, and looking to return the favor I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled in close, close enough that I was able to latch my mouth onto her pussy.
Fuck, she tasted sweet. Sweet and wet and oh so perfect in a way that kept me wanting more and made it easy to ignore that I was being held upside-down by an Amazonian cheerleader. I knew it was dangerous, trying to give her an orgasm that might have her drop me, but the sheer surrealness of the situation kept me in a perpetual state of "fuck it". I went to town on her pussy with almost as much intensity as she inhaled my cock.
Was this the strangest sexual position I'd ever found myself in? Probably, but that didn't mean it wasn't hot.
I couldn't say how long we were like this, pleasing each other with our mouths, but I know when it ended. Cleo took her mouth from my cock, and unhesitatingly threw me onto the bed.
She climbed up onto the bed beside me. On all fours, her mammoth tits hanging beneath her and smiling her prettiest smile, Cleo looked absolutely stunning.
"You got a pretty nice fucking mouth," she said.
Now, I know that I wasn't the best judge of character at this point in my life, but I was pretty sure I had a good read on Cleo after a few moments with her. Despite her curves, she was definitely muscular and more often than not probably mistaken for butch, but she actually gave off a pretty girly vibe. Even so, I believed that she was probably used to her size and strength leaving her in a position of being in charge when in the bedroom, and that she might be looking for something new to mix it up.
Testing this thought, I sat up, grabbing her and rolling her onto her back. Cleo squealed, looking down at me with excitement in her eyes.
I crawled between her legs and got a nice, solid look at her pussy. Looking up at her hungrily, I said, "You have no idea."
She started to say something, but I didn't let her finish it, locking my mouth onto her pretty, soaked cunt.
"Oh fuck, that's nice, that's fucking nice, keep going, yeah, yeah, YEEEEEEAH!" Cleo groaned, her hands buried in my hair as she forced my face into her pussy. I was using every trick I had in the book with my tongue, my lips and my fingers, thrusting, licking, caressing, just taking in every nuance, every slight fold of her perfect pussy. She tasted so good and was so responsive to my every touch that I thought I'd have her cumming in no time.
It took a moment to realize I wasn't the only one with admirable restraint.
Cleo looked down at me, breathing heavily. I could tell that she wanted me to make her cum, but that she didn't want to cum too soon. My cock having been thoroughly pleased multiple times already today, I didn't see any harm in drawing this out.
"Oh god... you need to give guys lessons... this is just... this is crazy... never met a guy who knows a pussy like you do... you might be a keeper... fuuuuuuuck..." she moaned.
I came up for air, licking my lips of her amazing taste. "Does my 'legendary tongue' live up to your expectations?"
Without saying a word, she just grabbed my head and forced me back into eating her pussy. In short, I took that as a "yes."
I dove back in, licking and sucking, stroking and fingering, lingering on her tight, tasty pussy. Cleo's cries grew louder and louder with each passing moment, and though I suspected she might be a screamer, there was only one way to know for sure.
"This is too much... too good... keep going... please... fuckfuckfuckkeepgoingrightthererightthereohfuckohfuckohFUCKING SHIT, FUCKING FUCK!!" Cleo screamed, her thighs clamping down on my head as she came hard. The bed shook from how hard she bucked and my face was splashed by a good spurt of her juices, but still I kept eating. If she hadn't ever met a guy who could do what I could, then I wanted to make an effort to make this memorable.
That might have been why I started going again once she'd calmed. My cock was hard, my balls aching for release, but I wasn't done with her by a long shot. Sliding two fingers inside of her, I curled them until I found her G-spot, massaging it as I began a new oral assault on her clit. Even with this two-pronged attack, it took her longer than it did the first time to make her cum again, but I was patient. In almost no time at all, I once again had Cleo's fingers digging into my scalp, her delicious juices on my face and my ears ringing with her screams.



Between the massive peaks of her breasts, I looked up at her smiling, satisfied face. She was out of breath, but looked oh so serene, so pretty on her back like that.
"That was good," she said, her voice low and husky.
"Thank you," I replied.
"You fuck as good as you eat?" she challenged.
"I like to think so," I replied.
"Prove it," she said, easily.
"Oh, I will," I said, slowly climbing up her body. In my eagerness, I could've gone much faster than I did, but I savored the journey. I enjoyed the chance to lick and kiss her up her thighs, then her toned stomach, and offering some serious worship to her massive, insane, utterly perfect tits. I squeezed them, caressed them, giving her nipples all the attention they ought to have had with my lips, tongue and occasionally even a little bit of teeth. Cleo moaned at this attention, and when I latched my lips onto one of her immaculate nipples and sucked on it nice and hard, I locked eyes with her.
Her smile utterly satisfied, Cleo said, "You treat my nips nice, but I asked how good you were at fucking. That ain't fucking. That right there between your legs? You bury that in my cunt, and we might call that fucking."
With a pop, I let go of her nipple. "Well, I was trying to romance you a little first."
"Romance is nice," she agreed. "But it's been too long since I've had some truly prime cock, and that cock looks truly prime. Don't make me fucking ask you again."
Her words were arrogant, but her face was playful and cute.
Fine, if that's how she wanted to play it...
I climbed between her legs and took my cock in hand, batting it gently against the soaked lips of her pussy.
"Is that what this is? Truly prime cock?" I asked.
"It is and you know it; stop playing games and fuck me," Cleo demanded, playful yet needy.
"This isn't a game," I said, pressing the head of my cock between her hot, tight pussy lips. Fuck, she was tight. Almost tight enough to throw me off my game, but, no, I could do this. I finished, "This is hot... fucking... sex."
"GODDDDDDDDDD, FUCK!" Cleo cried out as I pressed more and more of my cock into her. I knew a lot of the girls on the cheer squad were tight from all their working out and stretching, but Cleo was another world entirely. Every girl I'd been with at this party could take my cock with relative ease, but Cleo was the first one I worried wouldn't be able to do it. I'd made it a few inches in, but with her eyes closed tight and her mouth screwed up in great concentration, I was a little worried.
"Are you alright?" I grunted.
"I'm fine!" Cleo yelped, wrapping her legs around me and pulling me in deeper. "Give it all to me, please!"
I wasn't one to deny a request like that, so I pushed on, inching deeper and deeper into her perfectly tight slit. I'd made it more than halfway, then three-quarters. The last bit was a little difficult, but with one last thrust, my balls slapped against her marvelously round ass and my cock was buried entirely within her.
"Holy fuck," I said.
Looking up at me, Cleo kissed me deeply and said, "Thank you."
"For what?" I asked.
"Doing that. I don't... I don't get with that many guys, even though I really want to, so, thanks for the cock," she said, kissing me again.
"You don't get with many guys?" I asked, disbelieving.
"Yup. Part of why I'm so tight, I guess," she said.
"*You* don't get with many guys?" I repeated, finding this impossible. "Are they fucking blind?"
"I think I scare them," she explained. "Big, muscular black girl in the middle of white suburbia? I scare off everyone but the cheerleader-crazed or the challenge seekers, and few of them are all that interesting. But you're not afraid of me."
"No," I confirmed.
"Good," she said, squeezing my cock playfully. "You just like a good fuck and a girl you can have a good time with; you don't intimidate easy, do you?"
"Plenty intimidates me," I admitted. "But I'm getting pretty good at reading people, I think, and I know I don't need to be scared of you. You've got muscles, but you've got a sweetness, too, and you want to have fun and fool around like anyone else in this school would."
"And some massive tits and ass," Cleo added.
"I was getting there, but, yes, those are amazing," I said.
She let go of me with her legs, but then wrapped her arms around me protectively. "Thank you, for not freaking out. I love fucking around with the other girls, but sometimes a girl needs some cock, and when there's not much good cock to go around, and most of the good cock goin' around doesn't want anything to do with you... it's easy to get discouraged. Thanks for not getting discouraged."
"My pleasure," I said.
Kissing me with a little more passion, Cleo finished by pulling me in close so she could whisper in my ear, "Now, I'm glad we had this heart to heart, but I meant what I said. I want you to fuck me with that nice, thick, white cock you've got until you make me scream and fill my cunt with your cum. You are up to that task, aren't you?"
"Let's find out," I replied, pulling almost all the way out of her before slamming back home.
"Nice," she hissed back, spreading her legs wide and encouraging me to truly fuck her.
I wanted to take it slow. Maybe even I needed to take it slow if sex with a guy, especially one with as big a dick as I had, was so rare, but Cleo was a fighter. When I started off slow, she wrapped her legs around me, pulling me closer and letting me pull back with a pace that more fitted her style.
Fine, if she wanted to get fucked, she was gonna get fucked.
I took up a quick pace, sliding my cock rapidly in and out of her exquisitely tight cunt. Though her legs were still wrapped around me, I no longer needed them for motivation, fucking down into her rapidly. Her tits bouncing beneath me, her face screwed up in a look of pure pleasure as she squealed from the sex, Cleo was a sight to behold.
"Like that, like that, fucking like that, deeper, harder, faster! Deeper! Harder! Faster!" she declared, looking up and kissing me passionately.
I was going as fast and as hard as I could, but there was always a way to manage deeper...
Though it took great strength to unwrap her legs from me, I was able to bend her so her legs were on my shoulders, allowing me to penetrate her even deeper. Her eyes went wide at this, but as our mutual orgasms began to build, there was only one place this could go. We were talkative before, but now it was only heavy breathing and animalistic grunts and groans as we fucked on the bed. Eyes locked onto each other, it seemed like it was going to be a battle of wills as to who would break first.
With a pussy as perfect as Cleo Price's, there was only one way it could end.
"FUCK!" I exclaimed as my orgasm hit with a jolt. I'd lost count of how many times I'd already cum today, and still I somehow had enough in me to fill her pussy. Her tight, powerful muscles milked me for every drop I had, coaxing every last bit out as she herself was soon taken by a hard climax.
"FUCKING HELL, YES, FUCK YES!" she squealed, her pussy tightening around me as a gush of her juices hit our joined sexes.
Out of breath, I was happy that this union had hit a bit of a break. When our orgasms subsided, I pulled out and lay down next to her. While I was an utter mess of sweat and panting, Cleo, of course, looked perfect. Her massive tits rising and falling with each breath, her muscular body glistening with the faintest sheen of sweat, her stretched-out pussy still leaking my cum... god she was gorgeous. Her head was turned to me, her pretty eyes and prettier smile warming my heart.
Cleo was a surprise, and the best kind of surprise at that.
"Hey," she said, her wide smile never once threatening to abandon her.
"Hey," I replied.
"That... was... AMAZING!" she exclaimed breathily, stretching out with the greatest satisfaction.
"You weren't so bad yourself," I replied.
"I know," she purred, looking down at my deflated cock. "Think I can steal you for one more go before I turn you over to the others?"
I thought about this. "Sure, but it might take a while."
"I'm in no hurry," Cleo said, pulling me close and kissing me with her full, perfect lips.
We rolled into each other, kissing deeply and finally taking some time to properly explore one another. With my hands running over her body as hers roamed over mine (well, mostly over my cock and balls; she definitely had a favorite there), we laid there kissing unhurriedly for a good long while, basking in the afterglow and pretty well enjoying each others' company.
"You're not a bad kisser, for a nerd," Cleo teased.
"Kiss a lot of nerds?" I shot back.
"No," she admitted.
"Then for all you know, I'm the worst kissing nerd in the world," I said.
Cleo mulled this over. "Maybe I should listen to Brooke about nerds more."
"She's got a good head on her shoulders," I said.
"For a tiny bitch, she's got a lot of good everything," Cleo replied.
"Ain't that the truth," I sighed, a little more heartfelt than I intended.
Cleo caught this. An amused smile crossing her lips, she rolled over onto her stomach. In addition to letting me see her amazingly big ass, it gave her a sudden position of dominance in our conversation. "You love her, don't you?"
That wasn't as easy a question to answer as I'd thought it would be. The easiest answer should've been telling Cleo that I was in love with Josie, and that was that, but love was a trickier beast than I ever knew possible. I was definitely head over heels in love with Josie, and that was the strongest feeling I knew, but I couldn't dismiss that I felt love for a number of other girls I'd been with this year. Kaitlyn was up there, my feelings for Tori were as strange as ever even in our estrangement, Rachel still held a particularly unique place in my heart, and Brooke...
Yeah, I had to admit that I was a little in love with Brooke King, too.
More than a little, honestly.
"What's not to love?" I said, noncommittal.
"Nothing. That's what's so great about her. But I'm gonna be honest with ya: be careful with Brooke. She's one of my best friends, and she's special. She's sorting through a lot of shit in life right now like any of us, but she stands on a razor's edge. If she fucks things up, she could be one of these tired old soccer moms who never left town and only remembers her high school cheerleading glory days, hoping that her husband's not having an affair and that he doesn't catch the way she looks at the gardener. If she doesn't fuck things up... that girl can bring light to a goddamn shitshow of a world, and I dunno what you think, but this world can use some fucking light right about now," Cleo said.
"I agree," I replied.
"Good. Then keep having fun with her, keep having a good time, but be careful where both of your hearts are. You break hers in any way, I'll come for ya, and I'm not afraid to fuck you up if I gotta. Blondie's special to me, if you haven't noticed," she said, getting up on all fours and crawling back down the bed.
"Oh, I've noticed. And I won't hurt her. I'd never dream of hurting her. Brooke... she's one of my best friends. Maybe my best friend now, I don't know, I'm still trying to figure that out. I would never hurt her, and if anyone ever did, believe me, I'd get in line right behind you for fucking them up. I promise... I promise I'll never hurt her," I said.
Amazingly, for my bad track record of promises, this is one I was actually able to keep. I probably should've left a spoiler alert, but, well, there you go.
Now crawled between my legs, Cleo considered me. "Call me crazy, but I believe you."
"Thanks," I replied. Seeing this dark-skinned, big-titted goddess between my legs looking so perfect and obscene, I couldn't help but gloss over the fact that she'd seconds ago been interrogating me. My cock was mostly hard again, a sight that had her licking her lips.
"So... let's get you all nice and hard then," she said, dropping her head down and taking my cock into her perfect mouth.
Whatever slow tenderness we might've had a moment ago completely vanished once she throated my cock. Though she was gagging a little, the way she looked up at me with those sweet, pretty eyes of hers, I was happy to let her do whatever she wanted with me. She bobbed up and down on my cock hungrily, slurping and drooling in a perfectly sloppy blowjob. I almost reached for the back of her head to guide her, but remembering what she said about her hair, I put my hands down.
Coming off of my cock, she said, "Good boy."
"I remembered," I said proudly.
"Smarter than a lot of guys, I'll give you that. I'll give you these, too," she said, crawling up slightly and wrapping her massive, soft tits around my cock. "That's what you wanted when you first saw me? You wanted a good shot at my tits, didn't you? You wanted them in your hands, you wanted these sweet nipples in your mouth, you wanted them wrapped around your cock, didn't you?"
It was really difficult arguing with a girl who was titty-fucking you with an utterly massive set of F-cups, so I didn't. "I... fuck... I wanted a lot of things."
She'd started taking the head of my cock into her mouth, which made it more difficult to consider more serious points (fuck, she had a nice mouth), but she still had enough in her to give me a hard time. "Oh yeah? What's the first thing you thought of when you saw my fine body in all its nakedness? Where's the first place you wanted to shove that nice, thick cock?"
Truthfully, with a body like Cleo's, this was like asking me which ride I wanted to go on first at Disneyland (alright, that's Star Tours; then the first ride I'd want to go on *after* Star Tours), but being a creature of some predictable habits, and a curious one at that, I had one thought.
"Your ass. Your ass is fucking amazing. I mean, all of you is amazing, fuckthat'snice, but, your ass is epic, and-"
My cock popped out of her mouth loudly, hard and ready. Cleo smiled, a bit ruefully.
"All you boys want the booty," she mused.
"I'd bet a few girls do, too," I said.
"Truth," she acknowledged, rocking her ass slightly for my benefit. "But it takes something special to get in my back door."
"I'll happily make you cum as much as you want," I offered.
Cleo smiled, getting up on all fours and turning away from me. She squeezed her ass, twerking it temptingly, showing me her cum-filled pussy and her enticingly tight-looking asshole. "Tempting, but I want your mouth somewhere else. You rimmed all those girls sweet asses, but if you wanna fuck mine, you're gonna have to eat a real ass first, all right?"
Her ass still gyrating hypnotically, I got one look at her tight hole winking at me and made up my mind.
I could've answered her with words, but when the opportunity to answer her by putting my mouth on her sweet ass and tonguing her tight hole presented itself, well, I pretty much had to take it.
"Oh yeah, right there, fuck, eat my ass, like that," Cleo whined, squeezing my face with her ass. I almost called her cheeky for doing that, but rather than engage in a war of terrible puns, I just slid a couple fingers into her cunt and began rubbing another against her clit. Given how responsive she was, I could've worked her up and maybe coaxed another orgasm out of her before we got things done, but, I was determined for her next cum to be when my cock was buried up her tight, epic ass.
So, instead of forcing her to cum, I simply played with her, thrusting my fingers in a way that would get her going without pushing her too far. I wanted her to focus on her ass and redoubled my efforts on it with my tongue, licking in luxuriant, tight circles, pressing harder and harder until I broke through, enjoying the groan that quickly became a squeal from deep within her core.
"Yeah, you just love eating that ass, don't you? You just wanna dig in and keep eating it, keep making me desperate, come on, keep eating that fucking ass... GOD! You're so fucking good, so fucking good, keep going, keep... fuckfuckfuck... fuck it..." Cleo said breathily, crawling away from me and retrieving a bottle of lube from the nightstand.
"Lie down," she commanded. I obeyed. Cleo squeezed lube into her hand and eagerly coated my cock with it, jacking me up and down enthusiastically.
"So..." she said, kneeling by me as she continued to jack my cock. "Cowgirl or reverse? You wanna watch my tits or my ass bouncing while I got your cock up my ass?"
The short answer was I wanted to see everything, but given the choices... "Reverse cowgirl? Don't get me wrong, you're one of the prettiest girls I've ever been with, but, I really just wanna watch your ass get defiled."
Turning around and squatting down over me, Cleo looked over her shoulder just long enough to say, "Good answer. Now hold on; it's gonna be a bumpy ride."
Lower and lower she crouched, reaching down and grabbing my cock to line it up with her puckered hole.
When it slid between her magnificent cheeks, I groaned.
When the head of my cock pressed up against her tight entrance, I quivered.
When she sat down with some force, spearing the first few inches of my cock in her unbelievably tight ass, I cried out, "MOTHERFUCKER!"
Hissing, she looked back at me and smiled, "Not a momma yet; not for a good long while, so can't call you a motherfucker."
She rocked her hips, taking a little more of me in with every squeeze. I wanted to return with a joke. Through a quavering, pleasure-overloaded voice, I said, "Well..."
Cleo laughed. "You've been with a mom?"
"Or two," I replied.
Fully sitting down on my cock with a satisfied sigh, she said, "You do get around."
"So I've been told," I said, running my hands up and down her back and ass. Her body was a pure work of art, and I meant to savor every moment with her, but I couldn't help but rest my hands on that magnificent ass. Holy hell, she was amazing.
We just sat like this for a good long moment, quiet and savoring what we were doing, knowing that once we got started, things would get fairly epic.
Of course, this was when the bedroom door had to open.
"Fuck," we said in unison.
"Hey guys," Dakota said, wearing not much more than a nice pair of bikini bottoms and strutting around like she owned the place. Admittedly, she kinda did, but, still. The slender brunette I'd taken to town last night looked as gorgeous and pompous as ever, enough that Cleo began to ride me almost as a means of claiming her territory.
"Can't you see... we're a little busy...?" Cleo grunted.
"Yeah, I got that, but I just wanted to let you know that Haley's fired up the grill and got a bunch of hot dogs and burgers going, and I'll be honest, if you haven't had Haley's cooking before, you're missing out on a real treat. That, and she'll cut your balls off," Dakota said, nodding to me, then turning her attention to Cleo. "...and hang you up by the tits."
"A chance... I'm willing... to take," Cleo squealed, riding me even harder.
Not wanting my balls cut off and interested in a good meal, I said, "Give us five minutes?"
Dakota eyed us, impressed. "I'll give you ten."
"Thanks," Cleo said, looking down at me and smiling. "Hey, Dakota?"
"Yeah?" Dakota asked.
"Think you can get a picture? For some memories?" Cleo said, cocking her head over at my phone.
"Of course. Without memories, what do we have?" Dakota asked, picking up my phone and getting a great angle on Cleo and me.
With a gorgeous Amazon bouncing up and down on my cock, I didn't have as philosophical an answer as I probably should've had, but, as the pleasure from Cleo's savage ride on my cock began to overwhelm me, I found it easy to reflect on my situation.
At the moment, I had good friends, good sex, and if what Dakota said about Haley's cooking was true, I was about to have some good food.



Honestly, who could ask for anything more?
***
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: After a long, hard Christmas season, 18-year-old Ryan Collins had the chance to spend some of his winter break relaxing before being invited to a New Year's Eve party by some of his cheerleader friends, which, since this is that kind of story, can only mean an orgy with a dozen sexy cheerleaders. After a morning encounter with sweet redhead Sasha Pearl, Ryan took another ride with tight blonde cheerleader Brooke King, where she propositioned him with an offer for some future kinky sex. Returning to the party, Ryan was brought in to judge a sexy competition in the hot tub with Kaitlyn Pruitt, Jade Alvarez, Addison Gonzalez, Haley Campbell and Gwen Savage, only to be stolen away by the gorgeous and statuesque black girl, Cleo Price. With almost a full day of hot sex out of the way, what will the rest of New Year's Eve have in store?
***
Now if you don't already, you might think I'm crazy after I say what I gotta say next:
Despite all the insane, hot sex I was having in the lead-up to New Year's, I find some of my most vivid, fun and even erotic memories of the occasion to be some of the moments in between sex when a bunch of us were just hanging out and recharging, and, yes, even clothed. I may not have been best friends with all of these girls, but with everything shared and the time I'd spent with many, I would definitely call a good number of them close friends. True, we may not have all had much in common, but there were some good, even smart people here that I didn't mind talking with as well as having sex with, and the moments I shared with them are moments I truly cherish.
Close to the top of that list of people had to be Sarah Kent.
A girl who normally wouldn't have been here any more than I would have, she'd come out of her shell incredibly since I'd known her this year. A shy band geek with killer dance skills who'd always dreamed of being a cheerleader, I'd pulled some strings to get her a spot on the squad. It was a difficult, begrudging transition for her, but she'd ultimately fit in quite nicely. Though she was still shy, she was smiling all the time these days.
She'd been especially smiley at this party, which, admittedly was a good look on her. At 5'2", she may have been petite, but her years of dance had made her lithe and muscular, with amazing legs and a tight ass. Her breasts were a modest B-cup (with very sensitive nipples, I knew from experience) and her face was cute as could be. With sparkling green eyes behind horn-rimmed glasses and wavy blonde hair, there was something about her that felt positively angelic.
That she was a freak in the sheets didn't hurt, either, not that you could tell that now. While many of us were lounging about in the guest house, soaking in the air conditioning on what had turned out to be a hot post-lunch afternoon, she looked like a positively normal girl at a sleepover to the casual observer. Her hair was tied back in a ponytail, and she was wearing a loose, blue, spaghetti-strapped top and a pair of pink yoga pants.
While the other girls watched some cheesy reality show about rich girls I didn't really care about, I found myself looking at Sarah from across the room occasionally, hoping that she was every bit as out of the loop on this entertainment as I was.
When I saw her looking back at me, I smiled. She returned the smile, a bit timidly, licking her lips.
We could've easily slipped away with the others distracted as they were, but instead we just stood there for a while, making eyes at each other (and fuck, did she have pretty eyes), laughing along when the others laughed, but focusing very easily back on one another. She turned ever so slightly, showing off her exquisite, if covered, body to me. She ran her hands up and down her tight, modest curves, pinching a nipple through her tank top and biting her lip to stifle a moan.
I couldn't match her sheer beauty and eroticism, but what I could do was readjust the erection in my underwear.
I know, real classy, right?
She smiled at the sight, looking nervously around at the other girls. Then, either convinced that they were all adequately distracted by the TV or just not caring, she quickly lifted her top over her tits, flashing me her succulent mounds and her very, very hard nipples.
I should've probably spent more time recovering, but the way these girls had me going I'd discovered nearly superhuman endurance and cum stores I never knew I had. Seeing Sarah so teasing, so happy, so completely comfortable and in her element when she was usually a shy and near-nervous wreck, it was an unbelievable turn on.
I wanted her. Part of me was even tempted to try to take her in my arms and drag her off to fuck like Cleo had with me not long ago, but I decided to be a little more subtle about it.
With a simple nod, I turned back from the others and walked down the hall toward the guest house's bedroom. Once inside, I worried for a time that I'd played this badly, and that she was still out there with the others watching their inane show.
The door clicked closed behind me. I smiled, turning to face her.
I wanted to say something smart, but when Sarah Kent closed the distance between us and passionately kissed me, smart took a vacation. I tore at her clothes, wanting her naked and getting her there quickly enough. Though I wanted my hands all over her firm, tight little body, she had other plans as she pulled off what little clothing I'd put on for the afternoon. My shirt was tossed aside, and when it came to my underwear she knelt down and pulled it off with such vigor that all ten inches of my thick cock smacked her in the side of the face.
"Sorry," I said.
"For what?" she asked, kissing the head before taking much of the length of my cock down her throat.
Time and again I wondered how the women of this town all got so good at deepthroating huge cocks, and time and again I realized that I didn't really care when they were all so good at it. Seeing Sarah's face, normally so cute and innocent, being defiled as it was was undeniably hot. With tears at the corners of her eager, satisfied eyes and her mouth stretched to the brim as she choked on my cock, she gave me a perfectly wet, and enthusiastic blowjob.
A blowjob was fun, but that wasn't where I wanted this to end (even though I really liked that thing she was doing with her fingers on my balls). So, difficult as it was, I pulled my cock out of her mouth and guided her back onto her feet so we could make out some more. She was definitely the more aggressive of the two of us, wrapping her arms around me tightly as she first flung me into a wall, then rolled so she was sandwiched between the wall and me.
"I wanna... fuck... need to..." Sarah said between kisses. Her voice had taken on a husky, begging tone, one that wasn't helped when I slid two fingers inside of her tight, wet cunt.
"Need to what?" I taunted, trying to match her tone.
"Fuck you don't make this easy..." she groaned, looking up at me with two of the prettiest come-fuck-me eyes that could very well have convinced me to do anything then.
"I need to ask you something... a favor... but not like this... not now... not when you got me all... fired up," Sarah moaned as I fucked her more urgently with my fingers.
"What should we do to fix that?" I asked, still taunting.
Sarah smiled naughtily. "Keep me against the wall, and hold me up."
"Hold you up?" I asked.
"Yeah. Hold me up," she said, lifting her right leg and bracing it against my chest so she was locked in a standing split. That she did this with my fingers still buried in her slit was all that more impressive, but I took her meaning well enough and braced her vertically with my arms and body.
Silently, she reached down and grabbed my cock in both hands, stroking me and spreading my precum so I was nice and slick for her, before lining it up with her pussy lips. Still looking into my eyes, she teased me, rubbing it against her lips.
"Tease," I joked, kissing her.
"You started it," she said, hissing as she pressed the cockhead inside of her. Sarah gritted her teeth for a moment as I slid my cock deep inside of her, my cock reaching deeper and stimulating her in ways it never had before with this odd angle.
She quivered.
She whimpered.
She looked up at me with one of the most intense looks of lust I'd ever seen from a woman.
No words were necessary between us at this point, our eyes silently communicating everything that needed to happen. She wanted it nice, and hard, and deep, and I was going to deliver.
With her hands wrapped around me for stability and mine holding her up on the wall, I fucked Sarah Kent as hard as I could while she held onto her vertical split. I fucked her with a vigor I never knew I had, one that threatened to lift her off the ground a little with every thrust. Though I could only gauge her level of pleasure by the tone of her moans and the way she trembled against me, I knew my cock was in fucking heaven. The splits tightened her pussy in a way I hadn't felt in a long time, gripping me like a vice and threatening to make me cum with every thrust.
It wasn't supposed to end that soon, though, not when we'd been waiting for this moment the last couple days. Bad timing and a lot of other girls demanding my attention had kept us from coupling for most of that time, but now that we were together we were going to make the most of it.
This is why I stopped power-fucking her after a minute or so, wanting to draw this out. Sarah whined with need, but a good kiss and a hard thrust let her know that I wasn't leaving her high and dry.
I kept up with this slower pace, looking down into her eyes, challenging her to cum as I slowly thrust in and out of her. Sarah smiled up at me, biting her lip and knowing full well what I was going for. She chanced a moment to drop her hand down to her clit, her fingers rubbing up against my cock with every withdrawal.
We kept this up for a few minutes more, but it wasn't long before she'd reached her limit. Sarah came against me and came hard, crying out and shaking, her one leg barely holding her up as I continued to thrust away inside of her. It would've been something if I'd managed to cum in her then and there, but even with the superhuman recovery time I'd managed these past couple days, I couldn't pull that here.
Satisfied that she could hold herself up, if only just, I pulled my cock from her and let her leg down. Sarah wobbled on her feet unsteadily, took a few steps, then collapsed to the ground on all fours. Worried, I went to help her up, only for her to look at me over her shoulder with one of the most intense 'come fuck me' looks I'd ever seen.
"Now," she growled.
With an ass and pussy that perfect just staring me in the face, I knew better than to refuse her request. I knelt down behind her, rubbing, squeezing her perfect ass, pulling her cheeks apart so I could get a better look at all of her. Her asshole, so tight and cute and perfect, winked up at me encouragingly, reflected in her beautifully confident smile.
I couldn't help myself. I dove right in, kissing and licking her tightest hole, utterly going to town on her ass with my mouth while I fingerfucked her hot, soaked cunt. This may not have been what she had in mind if her disgruntled mewls were any indication, but that didn't stop me from working both of her holes at once, wanting her nice and ready for the hard fuck I couldn't adequately deliver against the wall.
Once I was certain she was nice and ready, I lined my cock up with her pussy and pushed back inside.
This time wasn't going to take long. My balls were already swollen with need for release from the hard fuck we'd already had, and now that I'd already made her cum, I wasn't feeling the need to draw this out any longer than I had to. I fucked her hard, grabbing her hips for better purchase, grunting and groaning like a wild beast while she just encouraged me with some amazing filth from such an otherwise timid girl.
"God, yes, pound me, fuck me like a little slut, fuck me hard, pound my little slut cunt, harder, harder, fuckfuckfuck, keep going, fill me up, fill me with your cum, keep going, keep going, god I love this cock, harder, fuckmeharderfuckmeharderfuckmeharder, I love this cock, cum for me, cum for me, yes, yes, YES!!" she cried out triumphantly as I just let out with a formless groan. Pleasure flooded my body as I flooded her pussy with my cum, her tight muscles squeezing and milking me for every drop I had.
A fuck that energetic had me collapsing on my back on the floor after an orgasm like that. Though it looked like Sarah would've wanted to keep going, after a wobbly crawl, she seemed to decide on being safe and collapsed on her back next to me.
"Wow," I panted.
"Wow," Sarah agreed.
"So... did you learn that split thing from these girls, or was that...?"
"I knew that one before," Sarah confirmed. "Not a lot of guys can keep the balance and the fucking going like that, too many things to focus on, like rubbing your stomach and patting your head, so, thanks for being better than most. That got it really nice and deep."
"Glad to help," I replied, reaching over and squeezing one of her nipples playfully. She hissed with pleasure, then looked over me with those adorable fucking eyes that could probably get me to do anything if she asked.
Which brought something to mind I'd almost forgotten.
"You said you had a favor to ask?" I asked.
Sarah blushed.
"Bad timing?" I asked.
"No. Yes. I... I don't think there's ever a good time to ask you what I need to ask you. Asking you when I'm well fucked and still dripping with your cum might be one of the worst times, but, I'll need to ask you eventually, so..."
"You want to shower first?" I asked, motioning toward the attached bathroom.
"Tempting, but I'd feel obligated to invite you to join me since we're all so sweaty and sticky and stinking of sex, and if you join me, then I can't say what's going to happen, but will probably involve you fucking my ass," she said.
"That's a bad thing?" I replied.
Sarah smiled cutely. "Never. But, it'd still keep putting off what I wanted to ask. So... I'll ask now."
"Ask away," I said, smiling back at her.
She took a deep breath. "So... after everything you've done this Christmas season, it's gotten me thinking that I want to do something nice for the people I care about, and since there's nobody in this world I care about more than my mom, I want to start with her. That's where... god I can't believe I'm asking this... I need your help."
Thinking I was joking, I looked at her and grinned. "You want me to fuck your mom?"
Sarah looked at me with eyes that said that not only was I right, but that she wasn't joking.
"You want me to fuck your mom," I said more soberly.
"Yes," she confirmed.
"Wow," I said again, staring at the ceiling.
Sarah rolled over onto her side to better look at me. Admittedly, it also pressed her immaculate breasts together, which would have normally stolen my attention. Given the oddness of the request, though, I was able to avoid that temptation.
"I know it's weird, but will you let me explain why I'm asking?" Sarah asked.
"We're friends. Of course," I said.
She smiled at this. "Well... thank you... my mom's about the most awesome person I know, my best friend if I'm being honest, but she doesn't treat herself like she oughta. Since living in Regan Hills isn't cheap, especially for a single mom, she works about four different jobs at any different time to give us the life we got. She's got a part-time office gig, runs her dance studio, sells stuff on Etsy, even sells sex toys to a bunch of other sex-starved moms in town (even though she thinks I don't know about that)."
A couple puzzle pieces fell together quickly, a name I'd heard mentioned once before making being pulled from the depths of my memory.
"Your mom's Viola Kent?" I asked.
"You know her?" Sarah asked, hopeful.
"Of her. From... well, one of those sex-starved moms," I admitted.
Sarah thought about this. "Good. Good that you know. My mom, she works her ass off for us to have a good life, but she doesn't really have one of her own. I think she fools around with some of those other moms, just casual sorts of stuff, but, I know she'd really enjoy having a guy to have some fun with. Nothing serious, but a guy who knows how to press her buttons and is considerate and willing to show her a great time. Since it's dangerous out there for a lady dating these days with all your pickup artists and incels and all those other assorted assholes and the creeps out there, I want her to have fun but safe fun, and you... you make sense."
I'd honestly thought that Brooke asking to peg me was going to be the strangest request to come out of this New Year's party, but this might have taken the cake.
Sensing my hesitation, Sarah added quickly, "And she's beautiful, too. I know I'm not the best to judge, but she's always got guys heads turning when we're out, and she's a dancer, way more flexible and tight than even me. She's always telling me about the trouble she got up to in college because she thinks these stories are good for me and I need to finally get out there and lose my virginity so I can finally start having fun (and I'm too embarrassed to tell her anything else), so you know she's fun, and... yeah. That's my mom, and if you'd put some thought to showing her a good time, I'd really appreciate it."
As with many of the crazier requests I'd gotten in life, this was one I knew I needed to properly take the weight of before acting. In that spirit, I asked, "Can I think about it, or do you need an answer now?"
"Please, think about it. I don't want this to be something you'd rush into agreeing on, especially since I know how strange it is. Please, don't think I'm trying to trap or prank you or anything," she said quickly.
"I wouldn't," I said.
"Thanks," Sarah said. "I'm not used to asking things this serious, but I wouldn't have done it without a ton of thought. I love my mom, and I really like you, but I wouldn't want to fuck things up with you or her. I wouldn't have asked this if I wasn't sure that we'd all be able to keep having our fun and still be friends."
"And it wouldn't weird you out to be sharing a guy with your mom?" I asked.
Sarah shook her head. "No. Well... maybe a little, but if you clean up real good after and, you know, don't like fuck us in the same day or anything, I think that'd work on most of the weird."



I thought about it. "Just promise me... promise me that if this happens, that no matter what we'll be friends. I like all the sex I'm having, but I like the friendships more, and I wouldn't want to lose you."
She smiled at me sweetly, her voice barely a whisper when she said, "Thank you."
"Promise me?"
"Of course. I promise," Sarah replied.
I kissed her. "Then I'll think about it."
"Good," she said, rolling back onto her back and looking at the ceiling with me.
"I wouldn't mind that shower, though," I said.
"Yeah, ditto, I'm all kinds of sticky," she replied.
I grinned at her playfully. "That assfucking still on the table?"
"Let's get cleaned up first, but then... yeah, probably," Sarah giggled.
Putting my hands behind my head and smiling, I said, "Fuck this has been a weird, awesome party."
***
"Okay, girls, we can get the coordination of this working, this really isn't that hard, is it?" Dakota asked, hands on her hips and tapping her foot on the ground expectantly. The naked brunette with the slender frame, C-cup tits and bushy pubic hair looked commanding and intimidating, yet utterly gorgeous at the same time.
"Easy for you to say; you're just taking it, we're the ones doing all the work," Haley replied, arms crossed under her amazingly huge H-cup tits. The curvy and pale redhead was one of the few girls I knew bitchy enough to match up to Dakota's reputation, but even in her sass she seemed a little intimidated by her cheer captain. You'd have thought given the size of the strap-on she wore that she'd be the one in charge, but Dakota had a way about commanding a room when she was on.
And let me tell you, this time she was on.
"Well, I need to see what you've got, and so far what I'm seeing doesn't impress me one bit," Dakota said.
"Oh, relax, Dakota, we'll make it work. We always make it worse in the end," beautiful and busty dark-haired Kaitlyn said. Easily one of the most gorgeous women I knew (and fuck that was a competitive list), with her DD-cup tits and sweat-glowing body, she looked several different levels of hot, even with the large strap-on she was wearing.
"Don't you mean in my end?" Dakota quipped.
"My end too," Kaitlyn shot back, glancing at Haley.
Haley looked at me, licking her lips. "I'm ready. You ready?"
Even with my cock overtaxed by all the insane sex I'd been having lately, I was not going to turn down an opportunity this hot. "I'm always ready."
"Good," Dakota said, getting down on all fours. "Because this is a rare opportunity for you girls, and you better take it while I'm offering it."
Leaning her head on the floor, she reached back and spread her ass cheeks to show off her perfect, tight little hole. "One of you better shove a dildo up my ass while I'm offering, because this is a limited-time only sort of thing."
"Dibs!" Kaitlyn shouted, dropping to her knees behind Dakota before Haley even had a chance to realize what was happening.
"So not fair," Haley pouted. I'd heard a lot of girls claiming that things weren't fair these past couple days, and by experience I'd learned that those protests could usually be turned around with the right way of looking at things.
"Ahhh, fuck me..." Dakota hissed as Kaitlyn pressed the head of her lubed-up strap-on dildo into Dakota's ass. Since Dakota's ass was incredibly tight (something I knew from glorious experience) and the dildo was very, very thick, it made for a really nice watch.
"Take it, bitch," Kaitlyn playfully hissed. "You know that's how you've always wanted it, now take it like the bitch you are."
"Pissed that's not you?" I whispered to Haley.
"Beyond," Haley replied.
Carefully, I cupped her ass. "Well, it may not be like fucking Dakota's ass, but you'll at least get to fuck Kaitlyn's ass and really give it to her good."
"True," Haley said begrudgingly.
"And..." I said, sliding my hand between her amazing ass cheeks and pressing my middle finger against her tight hole, taunting, not enough to go inside, but enough to make her shiver. "...while the other two only have toys in them, you get ten inches of serious fucking cock inside of you, so in the end, wouldn't you say you're really the winner in this pile?"
"I got it!" Kaitlyn cheered as she bottomed out the strap-on inside of Dakota's ass.
"Lucky first try," Dakota whimpered, looking back in pained pleasure.
"You might be right," Haley said.
I pulled her in close, planting a long, deep kiss on her lips. When we broke, she looked at me dreamily.
"Okay, you're right," Haley said.
"I thought so," I replied.
"Okay, bend over, bitch, your ass is mine," Haley said, kneeling behind Kaitlyn and pushing her down against Dakota's back. With little gentleness, she pressed her large, lubed dildo against Kaitlyn's ass and slid it right inside. Though Kaitlyn was one of the most accomplished girls I knew at taking it up the ass, her eyes still went wide at the sudden invasion.
"FUCK, HALEY! A little romance, next time?" Kaitlyn insisted.
"Oh, whine, whine, whine," Haley mocked, leaning over and kissing her friend. "You and I both know this is how you love it. And besides, I called dibs earlier on Dakota's ass."
"Are we really having this conversation about dibs rules now?" Kaitlyn asked.
"If I weren't pinned to the floor, I'd be happy to help judge!" Dakota said.
"Well, you are, so fuck off," Haley said.
"I'm so over these one-time-only offers," Dakota grumbled.
Looking up at me expectantly, Haley said, "So... ready?"
Now I was licking my lips. "Definitely."
I knelt down behind her, rubbing lube onto my cock as I hungrily eyed the sandwich of gorgeous, naked cheerleaders in front of me. As always in moments like this, I took a second to thank the charmed kind of life that had led me here, but rather than linger on the unlikelihood of it all, I was focusing more on Haley's ass.
I slid my cock between her ass cheeks, taunting her, teasing her a little, enjoying my position of power and how I got to play it.
"Stop teasing, please?" Haley asked.
"Yeah, we're at an orgy, not a rom-com," Kaitlyn said.
"And I'm not gonna be on the bottom forever!" Dakota said.
I rolled my eyes. "Fine, fine," I said, pressing in against Haley's tight hole. She winced pleasurably as I worked my way inside, gasping when the head popped in and groaning out loud as I fed my huge cock into her ass. As always, sliding inside of her tightest hole was heaven, so tight and hot and eager, and feeling my balls brush against her pussy was enough to make me groan.
"So, everybody bottomed out?" Dakota asked, to all of our confirmation. "Alright, then start a rhythm. Everybody work together and finger the girl in front of you; I know it'll be hard, I know it'll be weird, but if we pull it off, it'll probably be fucking amazing, or at least something to boast about. Everybody ready?"
When we all answered her positively, Dakota said, "Then let's get down to business, bitches!"
Though establishing a rhythm where all three of us could effectively fuck the ass of the girl in front of us while fingering them, we were motivated to make it working. Soon, we were all a groaning, moaning mess, dancing a strange dance that we were the only ones privy to all the moves of while other girls around us fucked and cried out and watched us curiously.
If this was business we were getting down to, it was a kind of business I could get to liking.
***
I loved a good 69. This shouldn't be new to anyone who's read this far. I love the give and take of it, I love the taste of a good pussy, and I love a good blowjob. Put all those together and you've got one of the world's most perfect sex acts in my humble opinion.
Of course, there are many perfect sex acts, so if I were forced to rank them I'd probably look like a lunatic, so since I'd rather not do that I think I'd rather describe how much fun I had 69ing Rose Ferris in the midst of the New Year's Eve party.
After a lot of hot and heavy encounters, a laid-back encounter was just what the doctor ordered, and laid back was Rose's usual running speed. A tight bodied hipster with wavy, platinum blonde hair streaked with blue, a firm pair of C-cup tits, and some of the nicest lips I'd ever encountered (both up top and down below), I always knew I could relax when Rose was around. With a little help on the inside, we'd crashed this party together, though I realized too late that I hadn't spent nearly as much time with her as I'd wanted to.
I meant to change that.
Eating her delicious, shaved pussy while she deepthroated my cock seemed a good way to get started there. She tasted good, she felt good, and as long as we were taking our time on each other, we could both catch our breaths and let time in the party pass by. When I came looking for her after my anal orgy with Kaitlyn, Haley and Dakota, I didn't tell her what I was looking for, but she knew right away.
Rose Ferris always had a way of knowing.
When so many girls would've been all set for wearing me out, she was content to take her time, and oh did I mean to take my time with her.
Already she'd cum on my face twice. I thought she'd try to return the favor, but she played with my cock unhurriedly, suckling, licking and kissing it as if it were a delicious treat, occasionally dipping down to take my entire length down her throat before going back to her toying. Even in this relaxed a state it was rather frustrating, but only in the best way.
When she got me close again, close but not quite there, I decided to push things a little further. I slid two fingers inside of her pussy and another in her ass, thrusting them, curling them, pushing her to the edge and then well over it as she pulled her mouth off my cock and cried out in orgasm yet again. Her sweaty, shaky body sliding against mine was one of the most perfect feelings in the world, and I couldn't help but take great pride in what I could do for her.
"Okay, Ryan Collins," she said, panting for breath. Rose climbed off of me, only enough to turn around and then re-straddle my hips, taking my cock into her perfectly tight, hot and wet slit. "I'd say that's enough teasing."
"I'd have said that a while ago," I said, groaning with pleasure. "But this is a good way of making it up to me."
Slowly, she began to rise up and down on my cock, keeping her pace slow and distinct. "I thought you might agree."
Rose bit her lip, riding me deliberately and looking so completely beautiful as she did. I was unused to seeing her without her fedora and sunglasses, but at some point in the past few hours she'd completely just given up on them. Getting a rare opportunity to look her in the eyes, to see that complete and effortless confidence that made me like her when we first met.
I pulled her down toward me, enough that I could suckle on one of her perfect nipples. I flicked the hardened nub with my tongue, nibbling on it just slightly enough to make her moan.
It did the trick.
Rose smiled down at me, rocking her hips harder as she bounced on my cock. Not too much, not too fast, she didn't want to speed up what we'd started, but it was enough to tell me she was having fun.
In that spirit, I wrapped my arms around her and rolled on top. She looked up at me, no doubt fully expecting that this was when I was just going to go to town on her. Then I smiled, keeping the slow, deliberate pace. It wouldn't be enough to get me to cum right away, but I was in no hurry.
"Ah, you know how to treat a girl right," Rose said, grinning with satisfaction.
"Josie seems to think so," I replied.
"And what exactly are her thoughts on your orgy activities?" Rose replied, wrapping her legs around me and urging me forward a little more.
"She thinks they're hot. I think that's why she's trying to outdo me. She set up a gangbang with a bunch of people she met in Hawaii last night, looked like she had a great time," I said.
"And you don't have a problem with that?" she asked.
"Why would I?" I asked, thrusting into Rose for emphasis. "I'd have to be a major hypocrite if I had a problem with Josie having sex with whoever she wants when I'm... you know..."
"I know," Rose said, squeezing my cock with her pussy.
"We have each others' hearts. That's what matters, in the end. Who we fuck around with when we aren't together... well, that's just fun, isn't it?" I proposed.
"That it is," Rose purred, urging me on a little harder. "So, do you think she's going to beat you?"
I laughed. "I've my doubts, but I've also learned better than to underestimate her."
"A wise strategy," Rose laughed back, turning her head to the side. "Oh, look, we've an audience."
"I don't care about an audience," I said, only looking down at Rose, only wanting Rose here and now.
"Not even a greatly jealous-looking Gwen Savage without a partner in the world seriously trying to not watch us and touch herself?" Rose mused.
Admittedly, this probably would've been a great sight. Gwen Savage was a trashy blonde and one of the least pleasant cheerleaders here. Like all the others, she was unusually hot, but her pushy attitude toward my friends made me resistant toward her advances. I was interested in having sex with her before all this was over, but until then I was more than happy to make her work for it.
"Tempting," I said, quickening my pace slightly. I was ready to burst, and that necessitated a little more movement, something that Rose was all the happier to encourage with her legs wrapped around me. "But I'd rather keep making her jealous by cumming inside of you.
"Oh, Ryan Collins," Rose purred, "You really know how to make a girl feel SPECIAL!"
She yelped as I came, covering my groan as I pumped her tight cunt full of cum. It was an exquisite kind of pleasure, one I would never want to end as I kept pushing into her, filling her with everything I had. When it slowed, with me out of breath on top of Rose, I kissed her tenderly. It was an act she was happy to return.
Smiling slyly, I asked her, "Is Gwen still watching?"
"Uh huh, though it looks like she's on the hunt for a vibrator," Rose replied.
With some thought, I said, "Good."
Though not the funniest joke in the world, it was enough to make us both share a private laugh.
***
When you're at an orgy, sometimes it's best to join in, and sometimes it's just best to watch and see what was going on. Come across a sight as perfect as Cleo Price and Sasha Pearl locked in a passionate embrace and you'll understand the benefits of just letting something beautiful happen.
On the surface, the two of them couldn't have been more different. Sasha was a willowy, pale redhead, tall and gangly and carrying a modest pair of C-cup tits, with a goofy smile, freckles and large glasses. Cleo Price, on the other hand, was a muscular and tall black girl, curvy and fit with a big ass and even bigger F-cup tits. Sasha was timid but full of sexual energy, while Cleo was aggressive to a point where she easily hid how nervous she could be around guys.
They probably wouldn't be the kinds of people who'd hang out together if they weren't on the same cheerleading squad, let alone doing this with each other, yet here they were just utterly going to town on each other. They were kissing and caressing each other, eagerly licking at each others' necks and nipples while each had a hand buried between each others' thighs, fingering the other girl like crazy. It seemed like they were in competition with each other for who could make the other cum the most, and at the moment it appeared Sasha was ahead about 4-2, not that Cleo was complaining.
While they had their own little slice of heaven on the blanket they did this on, I just sat nearby watching and slowly jacking my cock, thoroughly enjoying the show. Occasionally they'd look over at me and smile, giggling softly to each other before continuing to go at each other. They made no effort to make more of a show of it for my benefit, and I wouldn't have asked them to; their fun was their fun. They didn't ask me to leave, though, and that was enough to keep me there, watching and masturbating, trying to figure out what my next move was going to be.
"That cock looks like it could use some attention."
That, for example, was a fine next move.
"I won't say no if you're offering, Jade," I said.
Jade Alvarez stood beside me, her mouthwatering pussy with its field of jet black curls around it almost at my eye level. If I wanted to lean over and lick it, I could have, but I was rather more interested in taking in her body. A Latina with soft brown skin, a round ass and some of the softest, tastiest DDD tits I'd yet encountered, she looked down at me with that prettiest of pretty smiles and nodded.
"I'm offering," she said. Her body was slick with sweat and her hair, long and black and silky, was a mess. She had the look and the smell of a girl who'd just been fucked a lot, enough that it made my cock twitch more for her in hope and anticipation.
"Then how do you want it?" I asked.
She answered me simply by walking over to me, standing over my cock and kneeling down. I entered her easily, her pussy as warm and familiar as coming home, and I let out a contented sigh as she settled herself entirely on my ten inches.
"This is nice," she purred, kissing me sweetly. "Though if we can, you know, rotate some so we could watch those two, I'd like that."
I did as she said, rotating just enough that both of us could watch Cleo and Sasha fuck each other silly while she rode my lap. Her tits, so juicy and tempting, bounced in my face, and given an opportunity like that I couldn't help but latch my lips onto the first nipple that got close enough. Between the pussy on my cock, the nipple in my mouth, and my hands on her perfect, juicy ass, you could say I was pretty content right then.
"So how's your first orgy treating you?" Jade asked, groaning as she fucked me.
I let go of her tit. "Really, you want to ask me while I've got my mouth full?"
She laughed. "You can fill it again. I just wanted to... damn that's some nice cock... just wanted to see how you're doing."
"How do I feel like I'm doing?" I asked.
Jade's attention was on Sasha and Cleo, both of whom looked like they were on their way to some pretty earthshaking orgasms. "You feel like you're having the time of your life."
"Well..." I groaned. "I am."
"Never thought you'd see something like this a year ago, did ya?" Jade asked.
"Oh, I thought I'd see it. I just thought I'd be watching something like it on Pornhub or something," I admitted.
Jade began riding me harder as it looked like Sasha and Cleo were about to cum. "Well, I'm glad you're here, and not just because you've got the nicest cock in school, but, because I like to see it when good things happen to good people. And, whatever mistakes you've made this year aside, you're a pretty good person, Ryan."
With Jade being one of the most genuinely kind people in school, the only appropriate response I had was, "Thanks."
"You're welcome," she said, kissing me again. It was a nice, long kiss, our tongues gliding against each other tentatively at first, then more enthusiastically as we began to make out harder.
Squeezing my cock with her pussy as she bottomed out on me, Jade said, "You know... if you're looking for a kiss at midnight, I'd be more than happy to steal you for one. I know I'd have to get in line, but-"
"There's a line to kiss me?" I asked.
Jade nodded, fucking me slightly harder, "You're a well-hung guy who's good at fucking, is kind of cute and is really nice at an orgy with only girls; you bet your sweet ass there's a line. I know Dakota, Kaitlyn, Sarah, Haley, Brooke, Cleo and Rose all got designs for you, but if it's up to me, I'd like to steal you for that midnight kiss, get the new year off to a good start. What do you think?"



What I thought was that it was a strange thing to be wanted by so many girls, even if it was just for a kiss.
What I said, or what I meant to say, didn't get said because that was the moment when Sasha and Cleo both catastrophically came, their cries and screams sending a chill through me that almost drove me wild with lust. I grabbed Jade and started fucking her harder, ready, waiting, needing to cum.
I was close, so close, so ready for her to cum and set me off and get me going and-
Petite and naked Alyssa Nguyen ran into the room, beaming and yelling, "Holy shit, guys, you gotta see this right now! Never seen anything like it, I mean, fuck, hurry, it's awesome! In the bedroom! Now, before it's too late!"
Cleo and Sasha and the rest of the girls in the room looked satisfied enough to drop what they were doing and go see what was happening.
"Fuck," I muttered, cursing at the timing. Part of me definitely wanted to know what was going on in the other room, but I also really wanted to finish fucking Jade.
Jade obviously saw the same conundrum. She blew a lock of hair out of her eyes while thinking about it, finally saying, "You want to see what's going on too?"
"Yeah," I admitted begrudgingly.
"You know, we can still probably fuck in there while we watch, right?"
I thought about it. "Fuck, I love your problem solving skills."
Jade shrugged, kissing me. "What can I say? It's a gift."
***
After a while in life, certain memories have a way of blending together, but as a general rule I've found that you most clearly remember your firsts. I clearly remember the first time I had sex, the first time I had anal sex, my first time with Josie, with Tori, with... well, you get the idea. Those firsts have a way of sticking with you better than a lot of later experiences, and will generally remain sharp in your memory over the years.
Having seen and done a lot before New Year's Eve, I didn't expect to add any true firsts to my memory bank, but I hadn't anticipated one thing.
Namely, that I'd see my first ever in person fisting.
"HOLY SHIT!" Addison Gonzalez exclaimed, watching as more of Brooke's hand slowly disappeared inside of her. The curvy Latina, normally so sweet and cute, was an utter picture of lewdness as she lay spread-eagle on the guest house's bed. Her normally exquisite makeup was streaked, her perfect dark curls splayed out all around her face. Wearing only her Homecoming Queen sash and tiara, she was otherwise completely naked. Every inch of her soft brown skin, her massive E-cups, and her bare, shaved pussy was on display for our viewing pleasure.
When Jade and I first came in here after all the others joined, Brooke only had three fingers inside of Addison, but when we finally got a better view she'd gone up to four. The petite, pigtailed blonde with the cute smile and tight body looked like she'd lubed her arm up to her elbow, and like she was having the time of her life.
"Awww, come on, we've, like, all totally seen you take bigger than that," Brooke taunted, twisting her fingers around inside Addison, further preparing her hole.
"Yeah... but it's not every day you get most of someone's hand in you!" Addison exclaimed.
"Hon', I think she's not stopping 'til she gets all her hand in you!" Cleo quipped, stroking the side of Addison's face gently.
"I know, and I want it, but... fuck..." Addison said.
"It's all right; I've got a lot of lube on me, and we'll take it slow, honest! Betcha you're gonna cum like you never cum before, too!" Brooke said, smiling joyfully at the whole room.
It was crazy seeing all the other girls gathered in this one room around the bed, watching and encouraging Brooke and Addison, stroking Addison, urging her on. It was a spectacle I doubted any of them had ever seen in person, and it had a way of drawing attention. Maybe it drew their attention like a car wreck would, or maybe it was the pure eroticism of the moment, but it had a way of stealing everyone's attention.
Even Jade's. I was a little miffed that she immediately jumped over to Addison's side, but knowing that the two of them were friends, I understood it. Jade stroked her hair, cooing to her calmingly, helping her through as Brooke began to slowly work her thumb in along with the rest of her fingers. I could've probably bent any one of these girls over and gotten off the good load of cum I'd been building up, and they'd no doubt have been eager to help, but it wouldn't have been the same.
Especially since I, too, really wanted to watch. What I was seeing wasn't the kind of porn I was usually drawn to online, but being reasonably open-minded I'd watched a fair few clips out of curiosity. Seeing it online was one thing, but seeing it happen in person? Well, that was something else entirely.
"How the hell did this happen?" I asked no one in particular.
"The same way everything else happens. Somebody thought it might be cool," a cool, arrogant voice said next to me.
I turned my attention to the voice and was met by Gwen Savage. Almost a foot shorter than me, the girl with the long, dirty blonde hair still had a sneer of supreme bitchiness on her otherwise pretty face. Despite all the action she'd gotten, she still managed to reapply her makeup a few layers thick, adding further to her trashy look. Naked and gorgeous as any of the others with her large, D-cup tits topped by firm nipples, round ass and glistening pussy with its full thatch of hair, on sight I wanted her, but in practice I'd kept my distance from her. She'd been a bitch to a lot of the other girls I considered friends, especially Sarah, and just radiated an aura of general unpleasantness.
It didn't mean I didn't want her, because, as stated she was still really hot, but it was something I wasn't hell bent on rushing.
Though in my state of arousal, I was still taking her in, Gwen continued, "We've all been talking about just having this big pile on of Addison in all her Homecoming Queen crap and she busted it out, and it was fun playing on her, putting toys and stuff in her, but then Brooke's got her brilliant fucking idea and says she's always wanted to try fisting, and Addison seemed down for it, so..."
"So we're here," I finished.
"Yup," Gwen said.
"Yup," I agreed, watching Brooke slowly finish pushing her thumb into Addison. Though there was still a fair bit of hand to go, this brought out a round of applause that nearly covered for Addison's moan.
"Do you want me to say I'm sorry? Because I can say I'm sorry," Gwen said.
I thought about this. "Would you mean it?"
Gwen huffed. "I'd mean it!"
"And would it just be to get my cock?" I asked.
"Is that too much to ask for?" Gwen asked.
"No, but it would be a bit shallow," I replied.
"Look, I don't apologize often, and when I came to you saying I was willing to apologize I meant it, but if you're gonna be an ass about it, I don't have to be here-"
"You want to apologize? I'll listen," I said.
"Here?" Gwen asked, eying the others nervously.
"Why not? You distracted?" I asked.
Brooke was slowly working the remainder of her hand in, the lube doing much of the work as it disappeared a fraction of an inch at a time inside of Addison. It was an odd, awe-inspiring sight, one that felt like we were waiting for the ball to drop on New Year's Eve. Slowly, slowly she worked her hand inside until...
It was gone. Only Brooke's wrist was visible sticking out of Addison's pussy.
"HOLY SHIT!" Addison repeated, looking down in awe as Brooke began slowly rocking her hand around, thrusting it in and out a miniscule amount to the sounds of the rest of the room's cheers.
"Okay, I see your point," I said.
"Let's get a drink?" Gwen suggested.
I could've stayed in here, and sort of wanted to if just to see how crazy things were going to get from there, but since it sounded like Gwen wanted a heart to heart (or as much of a heart to heart as she could manage), I said, "Sure."
***
I followed Gwen back to the kitchen where we both grabbed drinks from the fridge, her a beer, me a Coke. Then, hopping up onto the nearby bar, she cracked open her drink and took a long, chugging sip.
"I'm not sayin' sorry for who I am, because it's who I am and I don't plan on changin'. I've tried the nice and goody-two-shoes act before. It didn't take. Didn't suit me," she said.
"No, I don't expect it would," I said, taking a sip from my Coke.
"Even when I am bein' nice to people, it's got this way where it comes across fake and people don't trust it. It won't stop me from tryin' if nice is what I really mean to be, but it's annoying as fuck. So, I've stopped trying to look nice, and I just be myself. It doesn't mean I don't misread things sometimes. I just thought you were another fuckboy when I first saw you. A weird lookin' one, but, hey, fuckboys can come in all shapes and sizes. I thought you were in this for the pussy, the ass, whatever else you wanted, but you aren't fully, right?" Gwen asked.
"Not fully. I have my fun. I like to make sure the girls I'm with have fun. I'm... trying to not deny who I am anymore either. This is me. I get that. I just don't like it when my friends are being disrespected, and that's a lot of what I've seen you do these past couple days," I said.
"I'm direct. Sue me. When I want something, you'll know it," Gwen said.
"Some people would say that's you being a bitch," I replied.
"People call any girl who don't take shit a bitch. Am I a bitch? Fuck yeah. I'm a bitch and proud. And being a bitch hasn't stopped you yet, has it? I see you fucking Dakota and Kaitlyn and Haley and they're some of the biggest cunts in school," Gwen replied.
"Cunts with a heart of gold," I amended, even if the words came across cheesy.
"I don't have a heart of gold?" Gwen asked.
"Not that I've seen," I replied.
"Well, would that keep you from fucking me?" she asked.
"No," I said. "But I'd still like that apology you promised."
Gwen grumbled, "I was getting there."
"Good. Then, have at it."
"I'm... I'm sorry I was such a dick to you and the other girls. I get that way in the heat of the moment sometimes, and these couple days've been all heat of the moment. I should've watched what I been saying to them and to you, especially since I didn't really mean anything by any of it, not truly. I'm sorry," she said.
It was the apology of someone who was accomplished at apologizing, and maybe not the most sincere one, either, but it also wasn't all lie, either. There was something in that voice that felt like the closest she could get to genuine, which had me hopeful. Gwen was definitely a different personality from the kinds of girls I was used to, but she wasn't evil, either. She was naked, and hot, and inviting, and we'd already done a little bit of fooling around. I was certain I'd tormented her enough.
I took a sip from my Coke. "Apology accepted."
"It's like that?" Gwen asked.
"It's like that," I said, sliding closer to her. She looked good, and if I'm being honest, I already knew she felt every bit as good as she looked. Since I'd joined the party, I'd fingered her, made out with her, tittyfucked her and eaten both her pussy and her ass. She may have been a dirty, trashy kind of slut, but it sure put her in good company here.
"So, we're gonna do this?" she asked, licking her lips and looking down at my cock.
I walked right in front of her, spreading her legs on the bar to give myself a better view of her dripping cunt. Sliding my fingers between her thighs, meeting those perfect, moist lips and sliding inside, I asked, "What do you think?"
Gwen reached out and grabbed me by the back of my head, forcing me between her legs. "I think it's high time you stopped teasing and we started gettin' down and dirty."
Down and dirty. I liked the sound of that. I probably would've even commented on that if my mouth weren't so full of pussy then, but since it was I guess we'll just have to imagine what I might've said.
She may have had the look of white trash who'd been out in the sun for a while, but damn it if Gwen Savage didn't have one sweet pussy. I stayed buried between her thighs, hunched over and licking up her delicious nectar and wanting to make her squeal. I'd made her cum a couple times already in the last couple days, usually with others around or with encouragement or as part of a game, but right now with just the two of us here... yeah, I was prepared to get down and dirty.
That's why I wasn't particularly merciful on Gwen's pussy. There was little loving to it, just a pure, primal need to fuck and have fun with this bitchy girl. With two fingers slid deep into her pussy while my lips and tongue worked her clit and another hand working on her tits, I was plenty pleased with myself. The way her juices were flowing almost as freely as her foul fucking mouth, well, I knew we were off to a good start.
"Oh fuck, you fucking sonofabitch, you were fucking holding out on me, giving all these sluts your attention when you really wanted this shit, right? You played all fucking high and mighty, teasing me when you wanted to be all the boys who fucked me so hard? You just wanted to throw me around, fucking use me, choke me on your cock, fuck all my tight holes... fuckfuckfuck, keep going, there... yes... whatever you want, fuck, you can do it. You keep up with me, you fuck me good, you can do whatever you want, just drink my fucking pussy juice you fuckslut, like that, keep eating me..." she groaned, running her fingers through my hair roughly.
"Anything, huh?" I asked in one of my rare moments I came up for air. She was on the edge of a good cum. She felt it, I felt it, I could've done anything in the world to set her off and I wanted to make it a good one, but only when the time was right.
"Yeah..." Gwen moaned, throwing her head back.
"Good," I replied, getting up and pulling her off the bar. She yelped at the suddenness of my maneuver, but I had enough control to keep her from falling (thank god she was as tiny as she was). She landed on her feet, stumbling only slightly as I pulled her over to the blankets that had been laid out on the floor. They were already a little moist, from sweat, from combined sex juices, some combination of the two, I didn't know, but I wasn't worried about any of that right now.
I wanted to see what Gwen could do for me. I pushed her down onto her knees so her face was level with my cock. Her face had that perfect, trashy bimbo look to it as she eyed my cock up close with surprise, her mouth dropping open in an actual O of shock for seeing it this close up.
Taking advantage of that O, I thrust forward, shoving my cock into her mouth. It was only a few inches (I wasn't going to be that cruel), and at first she took to it as if sucking on the sweetest of treats. After a moment, though, she spit it out, gasping.
"But... I neeeeed to cuuuuum..." she whined, pouting up at me.
"Well, get sucking, do a good fucking job, and I'll make you cum so hard you won't see straight," I said.
"Fuck you," Gwen grumbled, leaning forward, her hands drifting between her thighs.
"No no no, no touching yourself. You can play with your nipples, but your pussy's off limits. I want you fucking gagging on my cock, make it sloppy, make it good, and I'll make you cum, I promise," I said.
"God, you're an asshole," she said.
"I thought I was an aggravating white knight," I replied.
"You can be both," Gwen replied, begrudgingly leaning forward and taking my cock back into her mouth.
Goddamn, she was good at sucking cock. Her mouth was tight and hot, her lips and her tongue perfectly designed for sucking. It didn't take long for her nose to brush against my pubes as she indeed did gag on my cock. She'd come up for air dribbling saliva and coughing, the makeup around her eyes running with tears, but she went back to sucking me for all she was worth.
To her credit, she never tried to touch her pussy, even though the way she was writhing about on her knees told me her pussy desperately needed attention. One hand played with her nipples, but in an effort to help push me along, her other hand gently played with my balls.
She was good at it, too. I wanted to see how far she'd go with that. I pulled my cock from her mouth, rubbing it along her cheek as I hissed, "Suck my balls."
Without even the slightest look of restraint or disgust, she went about doing exactly that. I had a feeling the way she was playing with me that it might be something she was into, and having only had limited experience with it so far I had to say, she was good. Really good.
Fuck she looked good. So dirty and an utter mess. Despite her complaints, in those rare moments I could see her mouth I saw a definite smile. Gwen was absolutely loving this, and even if it was a rare kind of encounter for me, I had to admit, it was a different kind of fun being with a girl who wanted to be fucked like this.
Keeping with the spirit of it all, I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her away from my balls, just long enough to shove my cock back into her mouth. She took to it like a natural, sucking and licking and trying her best to keep pace as I fucked her face nice and hard. If I could have, I would have fucked her until I came down her throat, or all over her face, but that wasn't how this was going to go.
Content that I'd given her exactly the face-fucking she was looking for, I pulled her off my cock and laid down on a blanket nearby. My cock stuck up thick and glistening above me, twitching and waiting for her.
"Well, if you want to cum, then you better sit on my fucking cock," I growled.
Gwen's face beamed with excitement, as if this were Christmas morning and she'd gotten exactly what she wanted from Santa. She crawled over to me, straddling me, rubbing her soaked lips up and down the length of my cock excitedly. Looking up at her with her tits hanging down, her face a mask of absolute lust, I think I might've actually gotten a bit harder, if that were even possible.
"You know, for what an asshole you've been, I should just leave you like this. I should just fucking grind on you, cum all over you and leave you high and dry," Gwen said bitchily.
"Yeah, but you won't," I said.
"Why not?" she asked, challenging me with a smirk.
Talking exactly how I knew she wanted me to, I said, "Because you're a slut for big dick and right here's the biggest one you've ever seen. You could grind it and cum on me and walk away, but after knowing that everyone else at this party's had this cock inside of them except for you, I don't think you can take not knowing how much it'll make you scream once you've got it buried in your tight cunt."
It was dirty logic, but it was logic she couldn't argue.
"Fine. Let's see what all the fuss is about," she said, reaching between her legs and lining my cock up with her entrance. She ran the head along her slit, cooing softly when it accidentally hit her clit, before finding her entrance and pressing it against her tight lips.
"Fuck, that's big," she grunted, gritting her teeth and trying to force the head inside.
"You can't take it?" I asked.
"I didn't say that, asshole," Gwen replied, forcing herself down and shoving a few inches of my cock inside of her. She was tight, but she was wet, so it went in easily, but... goddamn was it good. Forcing more of my cock in her, an inch at a time until she had my entire length, she finished, "I just said you were big."
"Nice... nicely done," I said, looking down to where our sexes met. "Wow."
"Yeah, that's some good fucking pussy, right?" she asked.
"It's good, but not as good as this dick," I shot back.
"We'll see," she said, not even considering a slow start as she rode my cock hard. Considering all the teasing that had gone back and forth between us, I granted Gwen this indulgence. After all, I was past due for a good cum every bit as much as she was.



"FUUUUUUUUUUUCK THIS IS SO FUCKING GOOD!" she cried out. "Keep going like that, like that, like that!"
I didn't know who she was talking to since she was doing all the work, but with both of our orgasms building to a head I wasn't one to complain. I planted my hands firmly on her beautiful, bouncing tits, squeezing them, taking in their perfect weight and heft and just taking them into memory. I cursed myself for not having my phone with me (it must've been around here somewhere), but not too hard.
It was a good fuck.
A really good fuck.
Her pussy was perfection, hot and wet and squeezing me hard with every stroke. This was a girl who was built to be fucked hard and she knew it. It only took a few moments of hard sex with her to realize that I wasn't the one in charge of this encounter, and all the big, dirty talk I came up with couldn't change that.
In retrospect, I probably shouldn't have spent all my time at this party messing with Gwen.
"God, your pussy's so good!" I groaned.
"The best you ever had, I fucking knew it, yes, yes, yes, fuck!" she squealed.
"I don't know about... best... but so good," I groaned, no longer even trying to challenge her, just wanting to keep up with her as she bounced on my cock like crazy.
Faster.
Harder.
Harder.
She was going to ride me to death, I knew it, but if death was the end then it would be an exquisite and rapturous one. Her sweat dripped down on me as she rode me harder and harder, her hips and ass a blur as she kept going with stamina that felt impossible. Impossible, at least, until she started to shudder as she fucked.
"Yes, fuck, gonna cum soon, you better fucking cum for me too, fill me up you fucker, you asshole, you beautiful, wonderful sonofabitch, I'm gonna fuck you 'til you cum in me, yes, yes ,fucking yes, right there, right there, FUCK YOU YOU FUCKING ASSHOLE, RIGHT THERE, FUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!" Gwen cried out in orgasm, her pussy tightening around me so hard I couldn't help but cum myself.
It wasn't as hard a cum for me as it was for her because I was drawing on reserves at this point even I was unaware of possessing, but it didn't matter, because it seemed I had cum to spare.
Breathing heavily, Gwen collapsed on top of me. She kissed my neck and my chest, giggling as we still lay connected.
Looking down at me, her face pretty and a mess, Gwen smiled. "Admit it; it was the best pussy you ever had."
"Possibly," I replied.
She snorted. "Yup, best pussy you ever had."
"Are you always this arrogant?" I asked.
"Yup. I think I've earned it," she said.
"Some of it," I admitted.
"Some of it works. I can live with some of it," she said proudly, squeezing my cock with her pussy. She sat back up on me, rocking her hips on my softening cock. "Now, come on, get it back up, that was just the appetizer fuck, I want the main course."
"Then you might have to wait a while," I laughed. "I've been running a marathon for close to two days now; it takes a little work."
"Nuh uh, no way, you gave all these girls their proper hardcore fucks and I want one for my own. You came in me once, and that's cool, but I want another, and I want it now," she said, still squeezing my cock and trying to ride a cock that just wasn't fully there.
"You can try, but I swear, it's gonna take a couple minutes," I said.
"Oh?" Gwen pouted. "Because if you could've manned up and gotten hard and fucked me 'til I came again soon, I was gonna let you fuck me in the ass."
Now, I'd had a lot of fucked a lot of girls' asses over the past couple days, let alone this year, so you'd probably think that one more wouldn't be enough to fix my problem soon. You would also be fucking wrong. It wasn't just that Gwen's ass was one of the most perfectly fuckable I'd ever seen (it was), but, well, if you've read this far you probably have a fair understanding that I really consider a good anal fuck one of life's greatest pleasures, and that I was fortunate so many of the women in my life were into it.
So, did this start to reharden my cock?
No, not right away. I may have my moments of superhuman capability, as did most of the women I knew, but I was still human.
"How 'bout I give you eyes on the prize, see if that gets you motivated?" Gwen suggested, spinning around on my cock until she was sitting reverse cowgirl.
This view helped. As did getting my hands on her perfect, big, round butt. Her hair stuck against her sweaty, tanned back, and even from this angle I could see the outer swell of her breasts, especially when she leaned back and put her hands on her head.
It wasn't record time for my cock to get back into the game, but it was definitely up there. Slowly my cock regained its usual hardness and vigor, and in a matter of moments I was once again impaled deep within her tight cunt.
"There..." she purred, rolling her hips in a circle on my cock. "Muuuuuuuuch better. See? I got the superior pussy. Completely verified, you love it, it loves you, I fucking win."
I grabbed a handful of that hanging hair and hissed, "You really are one cocky bitch, you know?"
"A cocky bitch who made you fucking hard in no time flat!" Gwen said in a sing-song voice, bouncing on my cock without a care in the world.
She had a point. She also really did have an amazing pussy. It gripped me like so few had, strong yet soft, welcoming yet intense. I realized I could fuck Gwen for a long time if I had the opportunity, and that that wasn't necessarily a bad thing.
I'd had enough of her fucking me, though; I wanted to get in on this. I pushed her off of me to the side, then got up behind her on her hands and knees, sliding my cock back into her from behind. I grabbed her hips and began to pound her hard, wanting her to squeal, wanting her to scream.
I succeeded on all attempts.
"GAAAAAAAAAHWD, FUCK ME LIKE THAT, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK ME YOU FUCKING ASSHOLE, THEN FUCK MY ASSHOLE, FUCK MEFUCKMEFUCKMEHARDER!" she declared.
I did fuck her. I fucked her hard, smacking her ass and pulling on her hair, pounding into her deeper and harder with every stroke until her words were no longer words but formless wails that communicated primal pleasure and little more.
It was around this time that I got the feeling that we might be being watched, but I didn't really care. I was fucking Gwen Savage and loving every second of it.
At some point in our fuck, her arms gave out, but rather than fuck her into the floor I pulled out of her and rolled her onto her back, climbing back between her legs so I could shove my cock back into her. I knew right away that Gwen wasn't exactly the girl built for missionary, but the way she squealed as I continued to fuck her, I didn't mind. She looked up at me so pretty, so vile, that when we started to kiss I knew she was one of the most fun people I'd ever had the opportunity to make out with. I loved her lips. I could've made a feast of her lips. Our tongues battled for dominance and never found a true victor, and that was okay, because it was in the battle that we had the most fun.
When she came beneath me, I felt such a surge of pleasure and relief that I might've cum again myself were I capable.
I didn't, though, because I had something to look forward to.
Gwen lay beneath me, writhing contentedly with my cock still buried deep in her pussy.
"Your ass," I growled.
"Yes, please," she said, stretching her arms out. "Best. Fucking. New. Year's. EVER!!"
I didn't care what she thought of New Year's at this point, all I cared was about fucking this bitch as hard as we both wanted. There was little in the way of love or even affection to this, just a primal need from both of us to get off in the dirtiest ways we could. In its way, the only natural conclusion to this encounter had to be with my cock buried up her tight, tasty ass.
I got off of her, then rolled her onto her stomach, pulling her onto her knees. I reached and found one of the many bottles of lube stashed about the room. There was whispering, no doubt from our audience who'd come in from the other room. Whether it was only one or two of them or all of them, I didn't care at this point.
I'd save caring when Gwen's ass was loaded with my cum.
I squeezed lube onto her ass, onto my cock, rubbing my cock between her ass cheeks, then against her hole.
"What, are you gonna tease me or are you gonna shove that in me?" Gwen taunted, her voice husky.
"I was gonna shove it in you, but I don't know if you can take it," I retorted.
"Oh?" she asked, turning her head to me and blinking. With an innocent, girly voice, she replied, "You worried about hurting my sweet, cute, innocent little ass?"
She squeezed me with her cheeks, playfully twerking on my cock.
"You and I both know that ass ain't innocent," I replied.
"No, but I can use it to get what I want. I can make your eyes roll back, turn you into an animal, I can even- MOTHERFUUUUUUUUUUUUUCKER!" she screamed out when I thrust the head of my cock inside of her. It was a tight squeeze, so tight and perfect and hot against my cock. She beat on the floor, crying out from equal parts pleasure and pain as I thrust forward, claiming inch after inch of her slutty, bitchy ass.
"OH GOD, IT'S TEARING ME UP, SO FUCKING GOOD, YOU SONOFAWHORE, FUCK, KEEP IT LIKE THAT, LIKE THAT, YOU MOTHERFUCKER, FUCK YOU, KEEP SLIDING IT IN, LIKE THAT, FUCK ME, FUCK ME WITH THAT COCK!" Gwen encouraged.
As encouragement went, I was sold. I was so sold, I bottomed out in her ass in what must've been record time for my first time with a girl, marveling at my swollen balls resting against her pussy and the way that tight little hole stretched to accommodate my girth.
"DAMN THAT'S FUCKING GOOD!" she roared.
I wanted to respond, to tell her off, to make her know that this was my fuck now. When the right words didn't come, a hard slap across her ass did. She snarled in response, looking back at me both scandalized and angry. I spanked her again. And again. And again. Harder, louder each time. Her snarl became a mewl, then a moan, and when I had her where I wanted her, I fucked her.
God damn did I fuck her.
I'd fucked a lot of girls, but at that moment I was sure I'd never fucked a girl's ass harder than I had when I fucked Gwen Savage's then and there on the floor. It was a fuck like no other, the kind that drains you but keeps you going all at the same time, the kind that felt like it went on for hours. We were grunting, cursing, yelling fools, our hips a blur as I pounded into her with everything I had. Somehow she'd managed to pull herself up onto her hands, her massive tits now bouncing savagely with every one of my thrusts.
I was close. I wanted more. I needed more.
I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled. She got the message easily. She pressed off of the floor and leaned her back into my chest, both of us kneeling, tightly pressed together as I fucked in and out of her ass. I let go of her hair and planted my hands firmly on her tits, squeezing them and pinching her nipples while she reached down to aggressively finger her clit. She turned to look at me, her eyes full of lust and something else, something more human than I'd seen in her in a while. I couldn't say what exactly it was, but it was enough that I mashed my lips against hers in a sloppy, ungraceful kiss that matched our sloppy, ungraceful fuck.
Our orgasms, when they came, were every bit as explosive and messy. I grunted and roared as I filled her ass with my cum, while her pussy let loose with what looked to be a fucking geyser of her own juices.
Panting and out of breath, I pulled out and fell on my back on the floor, while she collapsed on top of me, planting grateful, frantic little kisses on my lips while she giggled and cooed.
If that had been the end of it, I'd have called it an amazing holiday, but that wasn't how this day was meant to end at all.
Not when the flashes of the phone cameras started hitting us. Or when they started clapping and cheering.
Gwen and I looked at the direction all this came from, and we saw all eleven of the other girls watching us.
Kaitlyn. Brooke. Jade. Rose. Sasha. Addison. Sarah. Alyssa. Haley. Cleo. Dakota.
Some of them stood on unsteady legs as if they'd just been masturbating to what they saw, while others looked on with pride and lust.
Don't ask me how, but somehow I managed to find my footing and stand up to look at them appreciatively. They all looked so amazing, so perfect, and having fucked each and every one of them, I knew that to be every bit as true as it seemed. I might just have been the luckiest man on earth.
With a low, pleased voice, I said to myself, "Avengers, assemble!"
Though this got a few quizzical looks, Dakota understood immediately. Clapping once, she said, "Damn straight, ladies, is this an orgy or isn't it? We've only a few hours of this year left; let's fuck!!"
***
When a dozen hot, naked cheerleaders you've fucked charge at you with every intention of fucking you some more, you'd be forgiven for not remembering exactly every detail, but for those next few handful of hours before the old year was out and the new one rolled in, I remember distinct flashes of acts of debauchery I only imagined in my wildest dreams.
Dakota dripping my cum from her stretched-out asshole onto Haley's tits, only for Alyssa and Jade to lick it up as if it were the world's most delicious treat.
Brooke and Sarah 69ing each other for what felt like an hour, each of them just making the other cum over and over until no one could take it anymore.
Addison, Cleo and Haley wrestling all of their massive tits around my cock, all of them lubed up and perfectly fleshy until I came all over their faces.
For a good long while when I was between serious loads, I just lay down and let girls ride me. Kaitlyn naturally had to take a turn, but was soon followed by Gwen, Sasha, Brooke and Rose.
All of the girls getting together out by the pool, most of them naked or wearing whatever parts they'd scrounged up, most of them glowing with sweat, lube and sex juices, doing a dirty version of one of our school cheers while I filmed. Dear lord, I was definitely keeping that one for fun viewing later.
At one point, I was on the ground with all twelve of them on top of or pressed against me. I was blind to who was doing what at any time, but there were so many mouths, pussies, asses and tits pressed against me, fondling me, stroking me, rubbing up and cumming against me, I seriously thought I'd died and gone to heaven for a moment.
As midnight rolled around, we got a countdown live on TV. I matched the timer on my phone's camera to that exact moment, propping it in a corner of the room so it could get me and all of the twelve, naked, gorgeous women I was with.
The seconds ticked closer to midnight, and I could see more than a few of the girls jockeying for positions near me, looking to be the one to get to kiss me when it all ticked down to start the year off right.
"TEN!"
Kaitlyn licked her lips.
"NINE!"
Jade smiled at me prettily.
"EIGHT!"
Dakota nodded authoritatively, looking ready to tackle some girls to get to me.
"SEVEN!"
Haley pursed her lips in anticipation.
"SIX!"
Sasha and Gwen tried to push past each other.
"FIVE!"
Rose eyed me confidently.
"FOUR!"
Sarah smiled shyly at me.
"THREE!"
Cleo squeezed one of her nipples.
"TWO!"
Brooke cocked her head to the side, sending her pigtails swinging.
"ONE!"
Between "ONE!", "HAPPY NEW YEAR!" and the flash of my phone camera going off, there was a mad rush of flesh, first to me, then when someone found me, the other girls latching onto each other for that fateful New Year's Eve kiss. I could go and tell you who kissed me, but why don't we let your imaginations run wild with who *you* think I kissed (though between you and me, I think we all know the real answer). Suffice it to say, it was a nice way to kick off a new beginning.
***
After midnight, with the New Year declared and our energy finally completely drained, the rest of the evening sort of petered out. I know there was still some sex, some fun, a little partying, but with nearly two days straight of this, most of us collapsed exhausted into uneasy sleep. Personally, I was exhausted enough that it felt like I could sleep for days, but when I was naturally awake at seven in the morning, I knew that I finally had to get back to my everyday life.
I didn't know how you were supposed to recover from the kind of sex I'd been having for the last couple days, but I'd find a way. It was a new year, one of new opportunities, but also a return to the daily grind. Mind you, my daily grind had improved immensely over the past few months, so it was one I was looking forward to, but it would have to do a lot to top these last couple days.
I wasn't the only one up this early, thankfully. As I got dressed, I caught sight of Brooke hanging out outside, fully dressed and taking part in some early morning stretches, though if I'm being honest I was also pretty sure she was waiting for me. She waved to me, and looking to make as stealthy an exit as possible I went out to join her.
"You leavin'?" Brooke asked me.
"Yeah. You?" I asked.
"Yeah. Morning after's are always fun when you're stuck with one person, but when you got a dozen people, they're, like..." she trailed off.
"They can go on, can't they?" I asked.
"Totally," Brooke agreed. "Need a ride?"
"You mean, like, do I need a ride home, or...?" I asked.
She giggled. "Just a ride home, silly. I'm kinda fucked out for now."
"You?" I mocked.
Brooke laughed. "I know, right? Gimme 'til tonight and I'll be rarin' and ready to, like, totally go nuts again, but I could totally use a long shower and a longer nap in my own bed. Totally."
"Totally," I agreed, making her smile. God did I enjoy making her smile. "Hey..."
"Yeah?" Brooke asked.
"I don't really have a lot of money, right now, but... if you're up for swinging by IHOP on the way back to my place, I'll buy breakfast," I said.
Squealing, Brooke threw her arms around my shoulders and kissed me. "Ryan, I love you! I'd kiss you if I didn't, like, already do it. But, what's stopping me from doing it again?"
Leaning in, she kissed me again. Though it started off a quick and playful kiss, a "Brooke King Special" you might say, it soon transitioned into something much, much different. There was a lingering tenderness to it, a longing intensity that we'd never quite shared but often gotten close to. I knew things between Brooke and me had been transforming over time into something very different from where we started, but this was enough to tell me that I wasn't the only one who felt that way.
When we finally parted lips, I must've looked every bit as confused as Brooke did. Unlike me, she tried to save it with an awkward smile.
"So, maybe we should, like, get out of here before IHOP, like, totally runs out of pancakes," Brooke said.
"Good idea," I replied, watching her as she turned and walked out of Dakota's backyard.
To myself, I muttered, "This complicates things."
***
Breakfast with Brooke at IHOP wasn't nearly as awkward as I feared, and we were more or less our old selves once we got some food in us. Sure, there were strange glances here and there, and occasional sentences that we cut off when we didn't like where they were going. It wasn't completely unawkward, but it wasn't all that awkward either. Food helped bridge the gap and made it a pretty good start to New Year's Day.
By the time that Brooke dropped me off back at my house, there was a little of that strange energy between us back. When we kissed, it was still a friendly kiss, but one that still hid a little more that I don't think either of us fully understood. I considered inviting her in, to talk, to fuck, I dunno, but realizing that I needed some time to think about this (among many other things), I let her go her own way while I walked up the path to my house.



I was lost in thought, considering how I was going to tell Josie about this (god did I need to hear her voice), when my year took yet another sharp turn that morning.
"Hey."
The voice was feminine, pleasant and slightly accented. Turning to the source, I met the very pleasant sight of the girl who'd recently moved in next door to me standing in front of her house. Beautiful, black, and with a tight, athletic body, I was somewhat surprised that I'd actually met this mysterious girl who'd been exchanging notes with me through our bedroom windows recently. I'd always thought I'd meet her someday, but part of me never expected that someday to actually come.
She was dressed for a jog in a sports bra that held her firm C-cups nicely, while her workout pants were tight and showed off her lean legs. Though exercising meant she'd tied her impressive lose afro back, it only highlighted her delicate face, deep brown eyes and killer smile.
Realizing I'd been staring at her for a good few seconds, I said, "Hey."
"So, you have a happy New Year?" she asked, eyebrow raised.
"Yeah. It's a long story, but, something like that. You?" I replied.
"Can't complain," she replied. "A bit dull, since I don't know anybody here, but I can't complain."
"Well, you know me. Sorta," I replied.
"I don't even know your name," she said.
"And I don't know yours. Seems like a major oversight," I said.
"On both of us," she replied, her voice soft and silky. I could listen to her talk for ages, but exhausted and confused as I was, I could only do so much.
"Ryan," I said. "Ryan Collins."
"Alice Talbot," my former mystery girl said.
"So... is this where we shake hands, or something?" I asked.
Alice smiled at me, amused. "Or something? I don't know; what does 'or something' in this town mean?"
"Sorry, I was just meaning to be... neighborly."
"I know. I was just having fun. I haven't been accustomed to fun for some time, so, forgive me if I'm not that great at it," she said.
"Don't worry about it. That was pretty good," I said.
"Good. For friendly physical contact, I'm afraid I'm a right mess after that jog, so unless you wish to smell of my sweat, perhaps we should postpone anything," she said.
"I probably smell worse," I said.
"Oh? Of what?" she asked.
Of sweat and pussy and ass and all sorts of things other girls wear and-
"Stuff," I replied.
"Then I guess you should take a shower too," she said.
"Guess so," I replied. I was tempted to make a comment about how we could have shared one, but not knowing fully where her limits were, I held back. For now.
"But... perhaps after we're showered, we can hang out? You could tell me all about this lovely town you live in and the people I need to worry about once school starts back up?" she proposed.
While that sounded like one of the most fantastic ideas I'd ever heard, I... well, I was exhausted. From two straight days of a whole lot of sex and a strange mix of emotions, I needed about a day of sleep to properly catch up with everything. I wanted to get to know Alice better, but today wasn't the day for that.
How to tell her this without pushing away a potential new friend?
"Can I take a rain check? I've had a couple late nights in a row and I really need to get caught up on sleep," I said.
Her smile shrank, dejected, but didn't fully go away. "A rain check. Okay."
"I'm sorry," I said.
"Don't be," she said, pulling the tie from the back of her hair and shaking out her afro. "I understand; after all, it's not like we'll have a hard time finding each other."
"No," I said. "But... give me a day... maybe two, let me sleep this off, and I'll be happy to show you the sights."
"The sights?" Alice asked, eyebrow raised.
I laughed. "There's not much around Regan Hills, but there is some."
"You got a mall?" she asked.
"Most of one," I replied.
"Then that's a start. A couple days... a trip to the mall... I'll hold you to that," she said.
"I'm good for it," I replied.
Alice walked back toward her front door, turning back to flash me another great smile. "I'll see you around, Ryan."
"You too, Alice," I said, liking how her name rolled off of my tongue.
As I went inside to my room, I couldn't stop kicking myself for how I should've handled the situation differently. Alice and I had been half-assed friends through our window for a little while now, and I shouldn't have brushed her off the moment we actually started talking, should I?
Still kicking myself, I went into my room, ready to strip down for a shower and then pass out for a while.
That might've been easy, too, if I hadn't seen Alice through her bedroom window. Seeing her like this was nothing new, since it was more or less how we'd met and started communicating, but knowing she was about to take a shower I was seized by a conflicting set of instincts.
The decent one said to close my curtains and give her her privacy.
A much less decent one told me to just sit and wait and see what was going to happen.
Before I had a chance to even consider these instincts, with her back turned to me, Alice removed her sports bra. All common sense went out the window then, and it didn't matter how much sex I'd had or how many naked girls I'd seen over the past couple days, I wanted one last look before I passed out. It was stupid, it was impulsive, and it would've gotten me in a lot of trouble if she saw me.
Which, a few seconds later, she did.
Looking over her shoulder, Alice saw me and smiled.
I was fucked.
She started to turn toward me.
Okay, maybe I wasn't *that* fucked.
With an arm covering most of her nice, firm breasts, she bent over and wrote something on the small white board she used to pass notes to me with, then placed it in the window.
'NAUGHTY BOY'
Then, certain that I'd seen the message, she closed her curtains.
I sat down on my bed, sighing hard. Something told me that whether I wanted it or not, Alice Talbot was going to make the next half of the school year more interesting than I'd expected.
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews or shoot me some feedback, as they really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: After a long, hard Christmas season, 18-year-old Ryan Collins had the chance to spend some of his winter break relaxing before being invited to a New Year’s Eve party by some of his cheerleader friends, which, since this is that kind of story, can only mean an orgy with a dozen sexy cheerleaders. Though much fun was had, particularly with trashy blonde cheerleader Gwen Savage, as well as an evening spent in a pile with all twelve girls, by the New Year Ryan was ready to go home and get some serious rest, but not before finally meeting and chatting with his mysterious new neighbor, Alice Talbot.
***
Sleep.
Beautiful sleep.
Resting, recharging, sleep.
This is how I spent most of New Year’s Day. And the next day. There were only a few days left of winter break before I had to go back to school, but you wouldn’t know that for how little I was doing. I’d wake sometimes to go to the bathroom, to eat, or to text with Josie and see how her vacation was going, but other than that... my days were sleep. When I couldn’t sleep, I’d put on a movie for a while and wait for the tiredness to kick in, then I’d sleep in front of the movie.
All in all, I was happy.
Memories of what happened during the couple days of that insane New Year’s Eve orgy danced before my eyes whether consciousness held me or not. Good memories. Obscene memories. The kinds of memories I’d have never hoped for before and now were mine.
My body, on the other hand, was another story. When I wasn’t exhausted, I was sore from all the marathon sex, with limbs that felt like they weighed hundreds of pounds. It felt like my mouth would forever taste like pussy. It was a good taste, but I was ready to get back to my normal life.
Well, my new normal life, anyway.
December had been a madhouse of my own making, but without anything to my knowledge on the horizon, January looked like it would be a little cleaner. Sure, I’d get back to school and tutoring and the newspaper and Josie soon, but it would be the kind of life I knew and enjoyed and could make the best of.
Well, that wasn’t only it, was it? No, there was a complication I’d hoped not to think about, but when you’re doing nothing you’ve got little to do but think, and it was impossible to ignore.
A complication in the shape of a tiny blonde spitfire named Brooke King. We’d spent a lot of time together during the party, a lot of good time, and without question I’d call her one of my best friends. There was a moment toward the end, though, when we kissed that something felt different. Now, Brooke and me kissing, that happened all the time, but this time... I felt something intense. Something more than just our usual friendly, casual sex kissing. If I weren’t with Josie, this wouldn’t be an issue, but I was, so, I was conflicted. Confused.
I tried not to focus on it. I wanted to keep this for school, when I could actually talk with all the people involved.
Yeah. School would make this all better.
The first day after the orgy was hell. The second was better. The morning of the third, with only a couple days left before school started again and some motivation to take advantage of this free time growing, I felt like being up and about was a possibility. Maybe not one to get really frisky during, but I could spend more of my time awake than asleep and get caught up on the pile of texts I had to respond to that weren’t from Josie.
Life was getting back on track, a little at a time.
Pulling on a t-shirt and jeans after I got out of bed, I opened the curtains and looked outside. Sitting in the bedroom window of the house next door was a whiteboard with a simple message written on it. The person who usually wrote those messages was nowhere to be seen, but that didn’t mean she didn’t want to be in touch.
‘REMEMBER YOUR PROMISE?’
Below it was a phone number.
I thought about the message, then felt the phone in my pocket. I was still tired, nowhere near what I liked to think of as my “fighting shape”, but I had made something like a promise that she said she’d hold me to.
My phone was in my hand. I tapped it, uncertain of whether or not today was the day I tried to make the proper acquaintance of the girl next door.
“Fuck it,” I said, programming her number into my phone and sending a text.
I was long overdue to really meet Alice Talbot.
***
The last time we’d spoken, Alice said she wanted to visit a local mall, and if she wanted a mall, a mall she was going to get. The nearest one was in Blair Valley, our high school’s dreaded football rivals (for whatever that meant), and it wasn’t much of a mall. Only about half of the stores were open, the remainders closed or out of business after the Christmas season. It was decorated with a number of Christmas decorations I’d charitably call tacky, the background music was only on about half the time, and most of the halls were filled with temporary little kiosks with pushy salesmen that looked like they were ready to pack up and run the moment a cop showed up.
In its favor, it had a nice food court and a good, not that expensive chain movie theater.
If the Blair Valley Shopping Center was a mixed bag, though, 18-year-old Alice Talbot was anything but.
“You were right; this truly is *most* of a mall,” Alice said, smiling prettily in spite of her less than thrilled assessment of our nearest mall. She looked stylish and relaxed, a stark contrast to the gaudy mediocrity of the Blair Valley Shopping Center. She wore a flowing green skirt in a medieval print that hid what I knew to be nice, long legs, a tight-but-not-too-tight t-shirt for a band I’d never heard of, a stylish jacket and boots that boosted her height a couple inches, enough that we could meet eye to eye. Combined with her flawless dark skin, big, beautiful brown eyes, brilliant smile and impressive dark curls she held in a loose afro, and she looked like a model.
And since the Blair Valley Shopping Center was hardly used to seeing models, she managed to turn a few heads.
“I tried to warn you,” I said.
“You did, but I’m curious, and it’s one thing to take another person’s word for something and another to experience it for yourself,” she said, her faint accent somewhat intoxicating to me.
That’s probably why I asked, “So... can I ask you a question?”
“You can ask. Whether you get an answer, well that’s up to the question, isn’t it?” Alice returned.
“Okay... well, I’m having a hard time placing your accent...” I said.
“Ah. *That*. Does it make me truly stand out here?” she asked.
“Not really, but it’s unique, so-”
“My parents both worked in international law, so there was a lot of moving around. When I was three we moved to Australia, and didn’t move away until I was twelve. We’ve been bouncing around stateside since then, until they divorced, which is what brought us here. We’ve moved, but the accent has lingered,” she explained, her smile holding back some bitterness I couldn’t place.
“I’m... sorry?” I said.
She shook her head. “No. You’re not. Don’t be sorry. Dad was being a real prig at the end. To Mum. To me. The divorce was for the best. And Mum was getting tired of international law anyway, she found a nice job with a firm nearby, and we’ve got our suburbs, so... you know, ob-la-di, ob-la-da, life goes on.”
“Always,” I responded. I didn’t need to explain to her my own adventures living with an oft-absentee single parent after my own mother died, or the misadventures I’d had this year, since I’d already told her a fair few of these tales through our days upon days of communicating through notes exchanged in the window. Not all of the juicy details, I didn’t want to scare off a potential friend that badly, but enough. She knew well enough what I did with my free time that we just kept it a matter of playful taunting and teasing.
“So... is there anything exciting to do around here, other than your usual extracurricular activities, or is that truly it?” she asked.
See?
“Exciting wasn’t exactly my middle name until recently, so I don’t exactly know if I’m the guy you should be asking about stuff like that, especially since most of my fun lately comes from said extracurricular activities,” I said.
“Ah, then I guess I’ll be forced to make more friends so I can discover what excitement this town holds,” she said, her tone not particularly enthusiastic.
“Would that really be such a bad thing?” I asked. The way she didn’t look at me, I thought it might’ve actually been a bad thing.
“Friends... like family... can be a minefield. The people you think you can trust can turn on you in an instant, and what used to be the comfortable can rapidly become the terrible,” Alice said, dancing around something she wasn’t ready to talk about yet.
Being intimately familiar with what she was talking about, I knew better than to push her.
“Then... I guess I’ll have to start looking for fun outside of my bedroom and report back to you so, you know, you can have fun too,” I joked.
This brought her beautiful, toothy smile back in full force. “Only your bedroom?”
“Not only. Sometimes it’s their bedroom. Or a classroom. Or-”
“Okay, okay, I get the idea,” she shot back.
“I’m more surprised that you believe me so quickly. I hardly believe it myself most of the time, and I’m living it,” I said.
“Well, I’ve seen enough girls coming in and walking out looking disheveled and happy with themselves to know you’re doing more than playing Yahtzee, so, I’m inclined to believe you. It’s... actually kind of why I’ve been interested in making your acquaintance,” she said shyly.
“Oh?” I asked.
“Yeah.”
“Why?”
She bit her lip nervously. “The thing is... from everything I’ve seen, you seem like the kind of guy that girls would normally stay away from. So many girls, it seems like you must be some kind of player, a bastard who runs through women without a thought, but from everything we’ve discussed, everything I’ve seen, I just do not get that vibe off of you.”
“What kind of vibe do you get?” I asked.
Alice looked more nervous than I’d ever seen her before, like she wasn’t sure this was something she wanted to broach. Maybe she even regretted saying what she’d just said. Maybe she wanted a way out and I should’ve been trying to give her one. Maybe...
“You’re sweet. You’re awkward. You like women, but not just for sex. You seem to respect them and enjoy befriending them in addition to whatever happens behind your closed curtains, which puts you ahead of about 99% of the guys I’ve ever met. You... you watched that little bit of fun I had with you on New Year’s Day, and not once today have you ever indicated that that made you feel entitled to me in any way. It’s... it’s a nice kind of maturity to see in someone. Someone I might, one day, want to consider about making a friend, terrifying as that prospect is. But I can’t keep holding myself back, I need to put myself out there, and I guess you’re my first effort at that because you’re somewhat... unchallenging. Is that terrible? Please tell me I’m not terrible,” she said, looking like a great weight had been lifted from her shoulders.
I wanted to tell her what she wanted to hear, but I couldn’t do it, not quickly at least, not when I found myself wondering just what the hell had happened to her that put her in such a state. Some bad stuff had happened to her before, I was willing to wager it was really bad, and I hoped she would feel comfortable enough in time to tell me about it.
Until then, I needed to actually say something to this girl who’d just opened her heart to me.
“You’re not terrible. I completely understand, and, I’m good to be friends,” I said.
“Tentative friends,” she clarified, though the way she said it made it clear that she was only trying to play it safe.
“So long as there’s the possibility to be friends, I’m happy with it. I didn’t have many before this year and wasn’t looking for more, now, I’m always ready to welcome a new one,” I said.
“Into your bedroom?” Alice teased.
“You offering?” I joked back.
She rolled her eyes at me. “Why don’t we start with corn dogs at the food court and see where things go from there?”
I laughed. “You’re on.”
***
We didn’t actually go for corn dogs, but since I’ve already mentioned the Blair Valley Shopping Center had a pretty nice food court, this wasn’t a bad thing. I went for some teriyaki, she went to a nice kabob place, and over our shared meal we chatted about much more enjoyable topics than divorce and family.
“Regan Hills High’s actually not that bad a school,” I said.
“Do you know many to compare it to?” she asked.
“No, but, I like it,” I replied. “Then again, I’m also a nerd, so take it for what you will.”
“I will,” she smirked.
“But... look, it’s a public school, so it’s got its problems, but the teachers are really cool. Mrs. Lynn, she teaches history, she’s really nice, really fun, really knows her stuff. Mrs. Addams, she teaches English, she’s usually frustrated but she really loves literature and can talk like nobody else on the subject when she’s having a good day. Mrs. Chan, she teaches science, she might be one of the smartest people I know, and Sra. Lopez-”
“I can’t help but notice you’re only mentioning the female teachers. Are they a fascination of yours?” Alice taunted.
“I...”
This was one of those times where the situation was actually not nearly as bad as she was implying. True, I regularly had sex with Mrs. Lynn, but I hadn’t been with any of my other teachers (unless you count the librarian, Mrs. Sullivan). Not that I didn’t want to, because Mrs. Addams, Mrs. Chan and Sra. Lopez (among other teachers) were all quite hot, but it did leave me realizing that my focus was pretty easy to tell.
I repeated, “I...”
My phone vibrated.
“I... I’m getting a call,” I said, pulling out my phone. Saved by the bell, yet again.
Correction. Saved by Josie yet again.
“My girlfriend,” I explained.
“Ooh, the infamous Josie? Can I say hi?” Alice teased.
“If you want to,” I replied, looking at my phone. “Seems she wants to do a video call.”
Turning the phone to me before I swiped, in case Josie was wearing as little as Josie tended to do when she was in private, I answered the call.
“Hey!” she exclaimed on seeing me. Near as I could tell from the angle, she was at least wearing a black tank top, one that showed off her pale, creamy cleavage well, and though it stole my attention for a moment, my eyes were soon drawn to her face. Even with more than a week spent in Hawaii, she was still her pale, made-up goth princess self, with her cute face, full black lips and dark, glossy hair. Even seeing her here was enough to make my heart (and my cock), swell.
“And hey to you too,” I replied.
“Where are you?” she asked. “It’s noisy.”
“At the mall. You know the girl who moved in next door to me?” I asked.
“Yeah?” Josie responded.
“Well, turns out she’s got a name,” I said, turning the phone so she could see Alice. “Josie Wong, meet Alice Talbot. Alice, meet Josie.”
“Hello,” Alice said, a little shy.
“Wow, you’re even prettier than Ryan said, and he said you were really hot,” Josie replied, enough that I think both Alice and me blushed.
“You’re pretty damn hot yourself. Love the top,” Alice returned. The way she said that actually got me and Josie to do a double-take of our own.
“Aw, this old thing?” Josie asked. “I just threw it on.”
“It compliments you well. Makes your boobs look big,” Alice replied.
Josie looked at me. “I like her.”
“Is that a good thing?” Alice asked me, jokingly.
“Very,” Josie and I responded in unison (well, as in unison as a long distance video call would allow for).
“We should hang out sometime when I get back,” Josie said.
“That would be lovely,” Alice replied.
“We could talk Ryan stories, make him squirm,” Josie said, amused.
“I’m afraid I wouldn’t have many stories worth making him squirm,” Alice said.
“Why not? You’ve fucked him already, right?” Josie asked.
Alice blushed even harder. “No, we’ve not done that at all, actually.”
“Why not?” Josie repeated. “He’s really good, and not just ‘cause he’s got a big dick, but-”
Before either Alice’s or my faces could burst into flames from the embarrassment of Josie talking like this while we were in public, I interrupted her, “Not that I don’t love to hear from you, but can I ask why you called me?”
“Oh, that, right,” Josie said, shaking her head. “I need a favor.”
Fully aware of Josie’s “playfulness” when it came to things like asking for a favor, I asked, “What kind of favor?”
“An innocent one, honest,” she replied. “Grandmother’s surgery went well, but her mobility’s been severely affected; we’ve lined up a new apartment for her to help with that, but it’s smaller, so we had to get rid of some of the furniture. Since some of it’s antique, she insisted we keep it, so we shipped it home. Cost an arm and a leg to send that many crates, but, it’s supposed to arrive today. Would you help move it inside so nobody steals it or anything? We’ve a key under the mat, and my parents would be happy to pay you for the trouble.”
“No trouble at all,” I said. “Just tell me when to be there and I’ll go.”
“Pretty much any time between now and night is all I got. It might already be there for all I know,” Josie replied.
I sighed, unhappy to cut off my lunch with Alice. “Then I’ll finish my lunch, and be on my way.”
“Thanks. Some of it’s heavier than hell, but I’ll send help,” Josie said. There was something cryptic to the way she said that, but since Josie’s surprises were usually good, I didn’t question her.
“Thanks,” I replied, grateful for whatever I could get.
“And you...” Josie said, addressing Alice. “Have Ryan give me your number, we so gotta get to know each other.”
“Yes, I think we do,” Alice said, sounding dangerously interested.
“Good. Then if that’s that, I’ll leave you to it. Thankyouthankyouthankyou, Ryan, for helping out; I owe you for this one,” Josie said.
“You owe me for a lot of things,” I said.
“And you me,” she replied.
“Touche,” I admitted.
“Alright, let’s hang up. I love you,” Josie said.
“I love you too. Have fun with your surfer boys,” I said.
“You know I will,” Josie said, blowing me a kiss through the phone before shutting down.
Alice looked at me, her eyes somewhere between impressed and baffled. “You told me a lot about her, but I didn’t expect it to all be true. She really is rather... open, about her sexuality.”
“You have no idea,” I replied. “Were you being polite, or do you really want her phone number?”
“Are you kidding? Of course I do,” Alice replied. “She sounds like a fun sort.”
“You have no idea,” I repeated, wondering how dangerous it would be for the two of them to become acquainted. Then again, it could also be fun, so I programmed Josie’s number into her phone.



“Thanks,” Alice said.
“No problem,” I replied. “Say, you wouldn’t be interested in helping me move some furniture this afternoon, would you?”
Alice laughed. “Not bloody likely. I’ve moved so much furniture recently that I think I’ve had more than enough for a lifetime.”
“Fair enough,” I replied. “I’ll still, you know, see you around?”
“Definitely. If not through our usual window rendezvous, I’m starting school in a few days when the winter break is over. Why, do you miss me already?” Alice teased.
“No. But... I’ve enjoyed spending time with you today,” I said.
“And I with you,” she replied.
“And I’d enjoy having some more. You know, talking, hanging out, getting to know each other,” I said.
“I’d like that too,” she said, reaching across the table and touching my hand lightly. It wasn’t anything suggestive, just a simple sign of affection, but in the absence of Josie being here it felt really nice. “Though I think your girlfriend might go a little crazy if we don’t wind up having sex sometime soon.”
“You know, a year ago I’d have thought a sentence like that sounded crazy,” I said.
“Isn’t it great how some things change?” Alice asked.
“Sometimes,” I replied, a little nervous myself. I didn’t know if Alice was truly teasing about the sex or not, but I didn’t want to push anything when I sensed a friendship on the horizon. I definitely was interested in her, but without any real knowledge about how she viewed sex and love and friendship outside of her tendency to tease, I decided to take things slow and see how they developed.
I may have been imagining it, or maybe it was the mall’s air conditioner, but I could’ve sworn her nipples looked a little hard.
“So... you sure you don’t want to help me move furniture?” I asked, hoping to end things on a joke.
“Hard pass,” she laughed.
“Well, it was worth a try...” I said, looking back down at my lunch and taking another bite.
***
I hadn’t been over to Josie’s house much, but I had been enough times that I’d call myself familiar with it. Josie’s parents looked like fairly conservative people, but were open and nice overall, very gregarious and happy to see that Josie had a boyfriend. I don’t know what her father did for a living, but the size of the place told me that he made a fair bit, as did the fact that the inside of the place looked almost like a museum for how clean and nice everything was outside of Josie’s bedroom.
It was a cooler day than the last few, one that might have threatened rain for the clouds overhead. It made for a nice bike ride over to Josie’s after Alice dropped me off back at home. Though my muscles were still recovering from the New Year’s bacchanalia, it felt good to exercise them in a way I was more used to, especially before I got too into moving furniture when I would no doubt feel like death.
Josie didn’t tell me how much there was to move, or how much help she was sending, but I was optimistic on the ride over that it wouldn’t be too bad.
I was wrong to be optimistic.
There had to be about six large crates on her house’s front porch and another six out on the lawn when that wouldn’t fit, all of them looking very big and very heavy. There was a single car parked out in front of the house, but if that meant help, I couldn’t see them anywhere.
Pulling out my phone, I sent a quick text to Josie.
Me: You owe me for this one. Big time.
She responded even quicker.
Josie: Yup! Thanks!
I shook my head, chuckling lowly. This was going to be a serious pain in my ass.
“This is insane,” a familiar feminine voice uttered.
“Hello?” I called out, looking for the voice’s source.
A head peeked out from behind one of the taller crates on the lawn, revealing a pretty, familiar face.
“Ryan? Don’t tell me she roped you into this too,” she said.
“I could, Fatima, but then I’d be lying,” I replied, smiling as I walked toward her.
If you were running a competition for most beautiful girl in school, then track star Fatima Hassan definitely had to make the shortlist. Her face was pretty and delicate, with soft brown skin, a smart smile behind full but not too full lips and piercing brown eyes that could hold any man in place. Her hair was long, straight and black, so silky you couldn’t wait for her permission to touch it. At 5’11”, she matched my height, and had a tight, lean body from her years on our school’s track and archery teams. Today she wore comfortable jeans and a long-sleeved shirt, her bountiful hair held up in a bun, and a small backpack with her prayer rug strapped to the top of it. It was a less glam look for her than I was used to, but she still looked amazing.
We weren’t close, but since she was one of Josie’s best friends, we weren’t strangers either, and when we met on the lawn we exchanged a polite hug.
“If this wasn’t for Josie, I’d have run by now,” Fatima said.
I nodded. “I’d be joining you.”
“We still could, you know. Make some excuse, tell her ‘sorry, but...’ and roll the dice,” Fatima mused, even though I knew she wouldn’t.
“No we couldn’t,” I said.
“No, but we can fantasize...” Fatima said, smiling slyly as she looked at me out of the corner of her eye.
“You been here long?” I asked.
“A few minutes. Enough to know that we’re in over our heads,” Fatima said.
“We’ll manage,” I said.
“I know,” Fatima said, looking over the crates. “It’ll be a lot easier once we get them out of their boxes, but now... it’s...”
“Yeah,” I agreed.
She sighed. “Well, come on then, let’s get into the garage and stow your bike away, get some tools. Josie told me that they had some gloves and lifting straps, and there’s gotta be something we can use to break those crates open. A crowbar, a hammer...”
“Yeah, there’s gotta be something like that in there,” I agreed, stretching my tight arm muscles out in anticipation.
“Are you alright?” Fatima asked me.
“Yeah,” I said, unsure of how much detail I should or shouldn’t go into. I knew that Josie and most of her friends liked to fool around with each other, and that Josie was pretty open when it came to talking anything and everything related to sex, but I’d spent so little time with Fatima compared to Sarah, Hope and Mia, that I was uncertain of how much detail to give.
Ultimately, I settled on, “I’ve just had a busy few days, still kinda recovering from New Year’s.”
Fatima smirked, walking down the driveway toward the garage, “You should be, from what I’m told. More reason I’m amazed you came today.”
Watching her move with such confident control of her body (no doubt from her years in track), it was like looking on a work of art. When I finally pulled my jaw off the floor, I caught up to her, walking my bike alongside me so I could store it away.
“Josie told you?” I asked.
“Some. Some of what you were up to. Some of what she was up to. Sounds like both of you had a happy New Year. Probably best some of us did,” Fatima said.
“You didn’t?” I asked.
She shrugged in response. “It wasn’t an unhappy New Year, it just, you know, was. Dad took me and my little sisters and brother to go get ice cream and stay up to watch some fireworks in Blair Valley, which was cool, but honestly not what I would’ve preferred to be up to.”
I sensed an opening worth exploring. “And what would you have preferred to be up to? Trouble?”
Fatima thought on my cheesy line, then laughed, though it wasn’t necessarily a nice laugh. “Nice line. It’s not enough, but it’s a nice line.”
“A nice line for what?” I asked.
“Did you honestly think it’d only take a cheesy one-liner and then I’d be dropping my pants for you? Do you honestly think I’m that kind of girl?” Fatima asked, suddenly dead serious.
“No,” I said, defensive and worried that I might’ve done something terribly offensive in front of one of Josie’s friends. “I mean, that wasn’t what I was, I wouldn’t ever think that-”
Her serious face broke quickly, and she laughed again. “Relax, relax, I was just kidding around with you.”
“You were?” I asked, a little scared, a little hopeful.
“Yeah. I like to weed out the guys who think I’m just some badly strong stereotype, this uptight Muslim overachiever they either fear or lust after out of a misplaced understanding of exoticism. I can turn up the confusion and fear if I get the feeling a guy’s a real asshole, really mess with his head, but you... well, I just had to be sure, because I didn’t know anything 100% before, but I do now. Sorry for running you through the ringer,” Fatima said, earnestly.
Well, my heart had calmed down at least, now my mind just had to catch up. “I still... I’m sorry. I didn’t mean anything by what I said, honest. It’s just... you and I, we haven’t talked much, and I don’t know much of what else to talk about outside of certain... explicit topics, and when you started talking about Josie-”
“Relax, Ryan. There’s nothing to apologize for, and even if there were, you’d be forgiven quickly. I know you’re a good guy. Josie says so. Sarah says so. Hope says so. Fuck, even Mia says so, and I’m pretty sure she hates everybody. I trust them, so I trust you, now even more. That you didn’t react out of anger when I played my little game, well, that only confirms what I already knew from them,” Fatima said.
“And you had to play the game?” I asked.
“Hey, we girls gotta have our defenses these days; guys are capable of anything,” she said, stating something I understood to be unfortunately true.
We’d gotten to the garage door, and she pulled it open. There was still one car parked inside, while the other half was empty and had a solid collection of easily accessible tools.
“If it makes you feel any better, I’m pretty sure that Josie sent the two of us here today in the hopes that something would happen between us. She’s been bragging about you for so long, and one after another the others have too, so, I’m not taking anything off of the table. I just like to be a little more unhurried on these things than the others. It’s not a judgment on them, it’s not me being repressed or anything, it’s just how I like to handle things with people I barely know. Is that... does it make sense to you?” Fatima asked.
“Entirely,” I replied. “With the last week I’ve had... I could use some unhurried. I’m not expecting anything to happen, I’m not even saying I *want* anything to happen-”
“You aren’t?” Fatima teased.
“Well, yeah, it’d be fun, but I’d still have a good time just getting to talk with you and know you better than just being ‘Josie’s friend’, since that’s pretty much the only way I know you now. Let’s just do what we gotta do, try to make the most of this, and see if Josie’s machinations worked out, or if we just feel like collapsing on the ground for three or four days after all the heavy lifting we have to do,” I said.
She laughed. “Yeah, there is that.”
I surveyed the garage. “Well, if we run out of space in the house to put that stuff, we can always stash some on the other side of the garage here and let Josie know. It wouldn’t be inside, but it would be out of any rain.”
“That’s good. That might even be really good,” Fatima said.
“Thanks,” I said.
Reaching over at a tool bench, Fatima retrieved a crowbar and handed it to me. “You get a start on some of the boxes, get an idea of what we’ve got to work with, and I’ll start rounding up tools. I think they might even have a dolly stashed away in here, though I can’t be sure. What do you think?”
“I think it sounds like a plan.”
***
What we really needed was some 80s movie fixing things up montage music to really make the time pass by, but since I couldn’t find a decent set of speakers to sync to my phone and Fatima wasn’t enough of a fan of 80s music to really try with hers, we were stuck with only each others’ company while we unboxed and moved furniture.
Not that that was a bad thing. Fatima was lovely company, every bit as funny and smart as Josie once you got past some of her shyness and guardedness, if not quite as outgoing.
After only about two hours, we managed to bring half the furniture inside, unboxing and stashing away an odd collection of antique chairs, a couch, some dressers and a wardrobe that probably led to a fantasy dimension if we really took the opportunity to explore it.
Without any need or expectation of anything beyond helping Josie out on the table, we had a relatively relaxed time getting to know one another without any pressure of sex.
Not that it was far from our minds. I couldn’t help but be transfixed by Fatima’s beauty and the powerful grace with which she moved. Her clothes were form-fitting but not terribly revealing, but even I couldn’t not see she had a nice butt and some firm, if modest-sized breasts. I was sure she caught me looking at her a few times, and it was enough to get her to smirk at least a couple of those times.
Though she didn’t give me the same looks that I was giving her, whenever she felt relaxed enough, she’d throw questions my way. I could tell that she was incredibly curious how a guy as skinny and nerdy as me had managed this kind of reputation in a year, and I was happy to answer her when she asked them. At first the questions were simple, but after a while, she started getting a little more explicit.
“So... you don’t have to answer this question, but I kinda think that if you don’t that you’ll be answering it anyway,” Fatima started, straining slightly as we worked with our twin crowbars to open another crate. Between both of these bars, the hammer and gloves she found, we made easy work on the boxes, and though more of the furniture was heavy than not, the lifting straps and dolly made for easy transportation into the house.
“This is always the beginning of something good,” I replied.
“Ah, thank you,” Fatima said. “I’m not asking for an exact amount if you don’t want to give one, but... if you could estimate, how many girls would you say you’ve been with this year?”
Unhesitating, I said, “Twenty-eight. So far.”
She looked surprised by this. Honestly, I was a little surprised by it too.
“Wow. Keeping score much?” Fatima asked.
“Not at all,” I said.
“I just thought, you know, you’d take at least a second or two to do some math; you knew that number like that,” she said, emphasizing her point by snapping her fingers.
“You’d think I’d forget any of them?” I asked.
“A lot of guys would if they actually had numbers that high,” Fatima said.
“I don’t,” I said.
“Yeah?” she asked.
“Is that really so hard to believe?”
“Honestly, yes,” Fatima replied.
“You don’t have a very high opinion of guys, do you?” I asked.
“Have you met most of the guys at our school?” she shot back.
Okay, she had a point there. I didn’t have much higher an opinion of the guys at our school either.
“I know that number so easily because I remember every woman, and I value every experience I’ve had. Every woman I’ve been with has been a singular and wonderful experience that I’ve burned into my memory, each one of them one I had to learn to pleasure in her own specific way, each one her own unique adventure, and I’m going to do everything I can to hold onto those memories because they have been so special to me,” I explained.
Fatima thought about what I said. “Okay. I understand that.”
She looked like she felt guilty for teasing me, and I felt bad for making her feel bad. I barely knew Fatima, but I did like the girl I’d gotten to know, and I wouldn’t have minded getting to know her better.
She paused for a moment, thinking something over, before saying, “Since you were honest with me... You know that me and Josie and the others like to... have fun, every once in a while. I’ve been with two other girls, and four guys; three I went all the way with, one I only went down on because I wasn’t sure I wanted to go all the way with him. Turns out I made the right decision with him, but that’s another story for another time. Girls... they’re drama, but they’re easier than guys, sometimes. They at least know what another girl wants and how to offer it. Guys, they’re hit or miss. With having a sex life as difficult as it is in my house, I need to be careful of who I choose to be with, especially if all I’m looking for is some solid, no-frills casual sex. So, while my numbers may not be as impressive as yours, I’m happy with them.”
Looking at me, she added, “I know you’re all hit instead of miss, you’d have to be to have all my friends’ interest, but, still, you can understand some of my hesitations with guys.”
“I can,” I said.
“Doesn’t mean I don’t like some of what guys got to offer, though,” she said, eyes teasingly darting to my crotch before looking back up at me.
“Well, on behalf of the better portion of my gender, I’m glad to hear that, at least,” I said.
A distant rumble of thunder got our attention. The sky had turned darker and cooler, and we were only about halfway done with the job. We’d gotten most of the crates off the lawn, save for this one and one other, but it looked like we were going to have to hurry up. During our conversation, we’d neglected the lid, and through mutual, silent understanding, Fatima and I both hurried up to pull it off.
Peering down inside, I noted, “Looks like another box of chairs.”
No, wait, it was more than that. On top of an upside-down chair, there was a cardboard box with Fatima’s name written on it in Josie’s handwriting. I pulled it out for her.
“And this,” I said.
“Oh,” Fatima said, then as if with great realization, she said, “*Oh*.”
She looked at the package, her eyes somewhere halfway between embarrassed and excited as she said, “Thank you. I should... I should rush that inside, real quick. You get started on the chairs, and... I’ll catch up with you!”
“Sure,” I responded, curiously watching her disappear into the house.
“I didn’t get a care package,” I muttered jokingly, pulling out another chair. “Hope it’s good, whatever it is.”
***
“I’m dead,” I said, collapsing on Josie’s living room couch.
“I’m dead with you,” Fatima replied, collapsing next to me. A storm had started outside, and it was only by a minor miracle that we’d managed to get everything inside before the sky opened up. Now, with lights on we sat down looking out the window as the rains came down outside.
“Any chance I can bum a ride off you later? I didn’t exactly plan for rain,” I said.
“Sure,” Fatima said. “You want now, or...”
“Later. Later’s fine,” I said.
“Good,” she replied. “You know, you can train for any kind of race, and there’s times I feel like I can run for days on end and no force on Earth could stop me, but moving furniture...”
“It’s hell,” I said.
“Yup. Josie better appreciate what we do for her,” Fatima joked.
“Damn straight,” I joked back.
After a moment’s pause of us watching the rain, Fatima added, “She does.”
“I know. She’s awesome,” I said.
“I know,” Fatima replied. “So awesome, I don’t think she’ll mind us hanging around here a while longer. Maybe ordering some pizza?”
“Are you buying?” I asked. “I’m a little short on funds after Christmas.”
“I will buy. So long as you’re cool with me picking toppings,” she said.
“Do you irrationally hate pineapple on pizza?” I asked.
“No.”
“Then I’m fine with you picking the toppings,” I replied.
“Cool,” she said. “You want it now, or...”
“I can wait a bit. Sit here with you, watching the rain, talking...” I said.
“Yeah. That sounds... kinda nice.”
“Yup,” I agreed. With the amount my attention was being held and demanded over New Year’s, just hanging out with a girl who didn’t need much from me other than my company really was nice. It was great this morning when I got to hang out with Alice, and it was great now just sitting here on the couch with Fatima. Sure, we’d kept things modestly flirty, and there was still a chance for anything to happen (I knew it, she knew it), but here and now, sitting next to each other, close but not too close, it was pleasantly peaceful. If we had just spent the rest of the day here, had some pizza and kept chatting before she took me home, I could’ve gone back happy.



But this isn’t that kind of story, is it?
Something had been bugging me for a little while now, but with moving all the furniture it had been easy to push to the back of my mind. Now that things had calmed down, though, it came back to the forefront and put me back into being curious.
“So... what was with the package?” I asked.
“The package?” Fatima asked.
“Yeah, the one we found in that crate of chairs? She sent you a care package. I didn’t get one,” I said, pretending to pout.
Fatima blushed, a little. “That’s... uh... something Josie and I have going on. Kind of an arrangement. It started as a joke, but then it made sense, so, it’s kinda just this thing we do. Or, she does for me, really.”
“Oh?” I asked.
“Yeah...” Fatima trailed off, biting her lip and looking away, then at me. We’d had this back and forth playing for some time now, and I could see that she was seriously thinking about whether or not I was someone she wanted to open up to about something this sensitive. For someone I understood to be somewhat reserved, I was happy to let her play this at her own pace, but if she wanted to share, I wanted to hear.
She must have thought I was safe to share with, because she continued, “Like I said earlier, I live with my father, my two little sisters, and my brother. My parents divorced when I was ten, and it was not a happy divorce. Dad got full custody, Mom got a lot of the money. Dad’s made the best of what he could since he truly works hard, but we do not live in the most spacious of houses. I share a room with my fifteen-year-old sister, and that does not give me much freedom for a personal life. Worse, she’s a little hellcat who likes to tear through my stuff and gossip to everyone else whenever she finds anything she knows would embarrass me. Dad is not so repressed to wish I did not have a love life, but it is still an embarrassment I can do without. So, I complained to Josie, and she had a solution for my more... personal, possessions.”
“Yeah?” I asked.
“Yeah,” Fatima confirmed. “She has a drawer in her dresser that’s just for my more fun stuff. For more revealing clothing, exotic undergarments, toys... you get the picture.”
“Yes, I do,” I said. It was a good picture, to be honest.
“She gives me room to store my items hassle-free and an occasional place to have consequence free sex, and I try to repay her however I can. Usually by going down on her, but we’d probably do that anyway. Still, she doesn’t complain,” Fatima said.
“Sounds like you’ve got a helluva friendship,” I said.
“It is,” she said, smiling with satisfaction.
“That doesn’t explain the package, though,” I said.
“Oh, right. Well, I made a joke to her that while she was in Hawaii she should pick up some bikinis for me since beach season’s right around the corner. I didn’t expect her to take it seriously, since I’m usually more of a one-piece suit kind of girl, but then she texted me to show up here today for a surprise. With you and the package... well, I guess that counts for two surprises,” Fatima said.
I laughed. “Yeah, that sounds like Josie.”
“It does. She’s an annoying bitch at times, but you cannot say she ever half-asses anything,” she said.
“No, she doesn’t do that,” I said, thinking rather fondly of Josie and her very, very full, very nice ass.
“I was going to find some time to sneak away and try them on, make sure they fit, see how they make me feel and have some girly fun looking at myself in the mirror, but now that we’re doing pizza, I’ll figure out another day to come over and do that,” she said.
That sounded like a damn shame, especially when we had time to spare.
“Why wait?” I asked. “We haven’t ordered anything yet; why don’t you give ‘em a try? I’m in no hurry.”
Fatima looked surprised, then thoughtful. “Are you sure?”
“Go for it. Might as well have some fun today,” I said, stretching out on my side of the couch.
Fatima stood up quickly, smiling giddily. “Thanks! I swear, I’ll be fast.”
“Like I said, I’m in no hurry. Have your ‘girly fun’ and enjoy looking at yourself in the mirror,” I teased.
She turned to walk away from me, then stopped, standing there for an agonizing moment before turning around to look back at me. There was something different in the way she looked at me, the way she stood, a sudden surge in confidence.
“You know... I could probably use a second opinion. I know how I like to look, but I could use someone to tell me if they think something does or doesn’t work with me. Usually I’d ask Josie, but since she isn’t here...” Fatima trailed off, smiling wickedly.
This was something that I normally should have jumped at, but I had to be sure it was real first. “Seriously?”
“It’s a limited time offer, take it or leave it,” Fatima said. “I can still just admire myself in the mirror if you’d rather stay out here on the couch messing around on your phone and watching the rain.”
A limited time offer of getting to watch Fatima Hassan, one of the most beautiful girls in school, try on bikinis? It was tempting. Truly tempting. Then again, so was sitting comfortably on this couch, watching the rain and messing around on my phone.
It was a tough decision. A truly, truly tough decision.
***
Alright, I lied. It was one of the easiest decisions of my life. Who could honestly turn down a bikini show from one of the most beautiful girls in school? That she was going to try on swimsuits while it was cold and rainy outside only added to how surreal the encounter was, but I wasn’t complaining.
I sat on Josie’s bed, taking in the familiar dark décor of the room from her many posters, prints and other decorations that favored black, skulls and the odd piece of horror memorabilia while I drank from a bottle of water I’d liberated from the fridge. There was a definite cutesy fun to much of it that showed Josie’s true range of interests. The bathroom door was closed, and with little else to do I fiddled with the golden puzzle box on her desk.
That, and I talked with Fatima through the door. She’d taken a quick shower to rinse off the sweat, and since then had been trying on bikinis while we chatted.
“So, uh, before we go any further, I should tell you... I’ve never done anything like this before,” Fatima said, her voice a little shaky.
“Worn a bikini?” I asked.
“No... I mean, yes... I mean I’ve worn one before, just not in front of anyone. What I was talking about is that I’ve... I’ve never really done the whole fashion show thing, let alone a sort of sexy fashion show. Not for an audience anyway,” Fatima clarified.
“Not even for Josie and the others? I’m honored,” I said.
“You should be, because I imagine the odds of me being this stupid in the future are low. Very low. Call it a case of New Year’s Madness, trying new things, but this is likely the end of it,” Fatima said.
“This isn’t stupid. Or madness,” I said.
“It sure feels stupid,” she replied.
“If you don’t want to do it, you don’t have to do it. I’ll go back outside. I just want you to know, that it’s not stupid to want to feel sexy by yourself, or with anyone else around if that’s what you want. We should all have a chance to feel sexy from time to time, and be appreciated by others if we really want to be appreciated by others. If you really just want it for yourself, I totally understand, and I’ll leave, but if you want to be appreciated, I will appreciate you, believe me,” I said.
“You promise?” Fatima asked, nervously.
“That’s a trick question, right?” I asked, setting the bottle down on a nearby bookcase.
The doorknob rattled, and the bathroom opened to me.
My jaw dropped. Something else rose, too, but you probably guessed that by now.
“Wow,” I said.
“Wow? I’m a wow?” Fatima asked, strolling into the room in a teal string bikini. The top was generous with how it covered her firm, B-cup breasts, while the bottom was just as covering yet still flattering to her firm, tight butt. Every bit of her was long and lean and utter perfection, like an artist had been told to sculpt a goddess and out of it we got Fatima. She let her long, silky black hair down to her lower back and had done just a smattering of makeup. A little around the eyes, a little to accentuate her lips.
If she’d been stunning before, she looked ready to walk the runway now.
“Yeah, you’re a wow,” I said, enjoying the show as she strolled out into the room, did a light twirl on her feet, then struck a pose. She held this sultry stance for a moment before making a silly face that broke both of us into laughter.
“Too much?” she asked.
“Slightly,” I replied. “But Josie knows what looks good on you well.”
“I know, right?” Fatima said, turning to look over her shoulder in a nearby mirror. She stood up on her toes, which made her legs look even more exquisite, as she eyed her ass. “She can really choose something that makes my butt look good, right?”
“Uh, yeah,” I agreed, because you couldn’t do anything but agree when there was a sight as magnificent as Fatima Hassan’s firm, sweet-looking ass before you.
She looked at me. “So, you’d say this one’s a winner?”
“Totally,” I said.
She bit her lip. “Good enough for your Senior Year Memories album?”
If I’d had less of a filter between my mouth and my brain, I’d have told her that those pictures were usually for once the bikini had hit the floor, but since I had a few brain cells to rub together, I said, “It’s good... but you said bikinis plural, and I get the impression that you may just be warming up, saving the more exciting ones for last. I think I’ll hold off on pictures until you’re ready to bust out the big guns.”
“Oh, so that’s how it’s gonna be? A challenge?” Fatima asked.
“Yes,” I replied.
“You do know I’m going to the Olympics one day, right? This pretty face will be on a Wheaties box, and you’re taking a chance at not getting a picture of me this hot now?” she asked, crossing her arms under her breasts and looking quite upset with me.
If I wasn’t sure about how she was playing around before, I was now. “Yes, I’ll take that chance, because I know you’re just getting started.”
I left it at that. She dropped the act, and her arms, letting her boobs bounce ever so slightly in her bikini. “Good gamble. I’ll be back.”
Fatima walked into the bathroom with a little extra sway in her step, perfectly showing off her ass. I said, “I know you will.”
For a girl who was new to both bikinis and showing herself off in bikinis, Fatima took to it pretty easily after the first one, as with each of the next three she only increased in confidence. From the black one that covered less skin than the first, to the bright orange one that couldn’t help but pull your attention to her most impressive assets, to the retro cut navy blue with white polka dots one that made her look like a 50s pinup, she put on one hell of a show. It seemed like Josie wasn’t lacking for free time on her family trip to Hawaii, and at the moment I wasn’t complaining.
It was even better to watch Fatima come more into her own. Though nowhere near as shy as Sarah, and fully understanding how gorgeous she actually was, she still carried herself in a very reserved way. Watching that disappear a little at a time as she playfully tried on outfits was a truly fun experience.
After the fourth suit, I called out to her through the bathroom door, “This the last one?”
“Yeah,” she said.
“Saving the best for last?” I asked.
“Not sure if it’s the best, but it’s certainly the most... interesting.”
“I like interesting.”
“I gathered.”
“You think it’ll hold place of pride in your drawer?”
“Why don’t you take a look in the drawer and then tell me when you see for yourself? Second from the bottom in that old dresser,” Fatima suggested.
“Well, don’t mind if I do,” I said to myself, going over to check out the indicated drawer. True to Fatima’s word, it was full of some nicer, skimpier underwear and lingerie, as well as a couple vibrators and...
“Nice collection of butt plugs,” I said.
Fatima laughed. “Yeah, Josie’s trying to get me to open up my ass with all the fun she and the others have. I’m so tight I doubt a cock’ll ever fit, but the plugs have been really really fun to play with, so, never say never. Especially when Josie goes at me with her Hitachi, it’s kind of hard to argue with her when I can’t stop cumming.”
Yeah, that definitely sounded like Josie. And about right for Fatima. She had a magnificent, if small, ass, but it looked tight enough to crush walnuts, let alone anything else you might want to put in her. Not that the image of her playing with these plugs didn’t manage to make me a little harder, seeing her bent over, sliding one in...
I heard her hand at the doorknob and slid the drawer shut, going back to the bed and sitting down like a good boy. Once I did, I saw why she called the suit... interesting.
This one was a bold crimson, with a top cut to offer good coverage and support of her breasts. Down below, however, was another matter entirely. Only the tiniest triangles of fabric covered up her sex, so small that I could easily tell that Fatima was the type to shave herself bare down there. The strings that tied it were tiny, barely thicker than a piece of yarn, a tease, a promise...
Fatima saw how I was gaping, and finished my thought for me, “Before you unhinge your jaw...”
She spun around, showing me the thin piece of fabric that bisected her tight, mouthwatering ass. “...it is a thong.”
“Wow,” I repeated.
“Any more feedback other than wow?” Fatima teased.
“Wow,” I repeated.
Fatima laughed. “Now if I just had some music to dance to, I think I could find a way of getting some singles out of you.”
“If I had singles to go around right now, I’d agree,” I said.
“Well, you don’t have the singles, I don’t have the music, but I’ve still got some moves,” she said, putting her hands above her head, swaying her hips around, rolling her tight abs impressively.
“Wow,” I repeated.
“Thanks,” Fatima replied, turning around to face me. She wasn’t as graceful as Sarah or a lot of the other cheerleaders I knew, but she made up for it in confidence. “I took some belly-dancing lessons a while back to help work on my abs. I was never all that great at the dancing part, but it’s pretty sick ab work, wouldn’t you say?”
“You can say ‘pretty sick’ if you want. I call it a work of art,” I said.
Fatima smirked. “Did you really think that silver tongue was going to get a lap dance out of me?”
“That wasn’t my plan,” I said.
“Well,” she said, looking down at my crotch. “Too bad, because it worked.”
“If you’re offering-”
“It’s less an offer and more of a suggestion you’re better off not turning down,” Fatima clarified, “though if you’re going to do it, the pants come off; I won’t be rubbing my ass on jeans, that’s just asking for pain.”
“You’re sure?” I asked.
Fatima rolled her eyes. “Do I really need to spell it out for you?”
“No, no, no!” I exclaimed, kicking off my shoes and socks and pulling my pants down with them. I was left in only my underwear and shirt, sitting on the edge of Josie’s bed while Fatima stood before me tantalizingly on the edge of complete nudity. I was understandably quite hard, and she could easily see it through my straining underwear.
“My, my, my, they weren’t lying,” she purred, leaning over and putting her hands on my knees. She spread my legs apart, then stood back up and turned around, backing up so she stood up against the edge of the bed. Her ass was tantalizingly close to my face, so close I wanted to lean in and kiss it. I restrained myself, though, because I wanted to see what she wanted to do with this. At the moment, I was content simply being so close to her, smelling her faint scent, being so close to her I could almost feel her without touching her. Her soft brown skin glowed with a faint flush, begging to be touched.
Fuck, she was beautiful.
“So we’ll start like we’re in a club. Your hands on the bed, I can touch you, you can’t touch me. I want you to just sit there and feel my body against yours while I drive you crazy,” Fatima said.
“You’ve already got me pretty crazy,” I said.
“Then we’re off to a good start,” she confirmed. “I’ll have my fun, you’ll get a little crazier, then we’ll see what happens next. Happy?”
“About this? Yes. About the uncertainty of ‘what happens next’ means... that’s yet to be seen,” I replied.
“One step at a time,” she purred, bending her knees tantalizingly, bringing her ass almost into contact with my covered cock. “Though if you want some more skin on skin contact, feel free to remove your shirt. I’ve seen you look at my hair; I know you want to feel it against you.”
She wasn’t wrong about that, but she might have been more of a tease for it. Nevertheless, I did as she suggested and removed my shirt.
“Perfect,” Fatima said, looking over her shoulder at me. There was still a definite sense of nervousness to her as she tried something out for the first time, and this more than anything calmed me down. I may have wanted to just grab her and fuck her like crazy for what she was doing, but she was pushing her own boundaries and doing so in a way she thought comfortable. I didn’t want to go any further than she meant to before she meant to do it, so I sat on my hands and prepared myself for whatever ride she had in mind.
Fatima danced slowly to music only she could hear, running her hands over her body slowly, seductively, rocking her hips and shaking her ass softly. It was an intoxicating sight, one made all the more so when she turned around to face me. Her eyes and gently curled lips were those of a seasoned seductress, the way she ran her hands over her body close to expert. At one point she cupped her breasts, hooking her thumbs under the fabric of her top, pulling the fabric tantalizingly close to revealing her nipples before letting it slide back into place.
“You’ve taken some lessons from Sarah, haven’t you?” I asked, thinking back to the pole-dancing classes that her friend, Sarah Kent, had taken.
“Does it show?” Fatima asked.
“Only in all the good ways,” I replied.
“I would’ve thought so,” she said, rocking her body from side to side provocatively before turning around again. Teasingly, she began to lower herself down onto my lap. Her ass, slowly gyrating, inched closer and closer to my cock, so close, so close...
And then she stood again.
Silently, she looked back at me with a smirk, knowing she was driving me wild and meaning to keep me that way. She repeated this process again and again, each time getting a little closer before standing away from me. The last time was the most tantalizingly, maddeningly close as her nearly bare ass simply grazed my clothed cock, enough that I audibly groaned.
If it was possible to cum by barely being touched, I was pretty sure Fatima was as close to anyone of getting me there.
“You liked that?” she asked, standing back up again.
“I think you know the answer to that,” I said.
“I do. I just like to hear it,” she said, lowering herself back down, barely grazing my cock again with her ass. “So, tell me. Tell me in a way I want to hear it. Did. You. Like. That?”
“Yes. God yes, I liked it. I like it, and I want it more. Fuck,” I groaned at her light contact.
“You sure?” she teased, bending over, giving me slightly more pressure.
“Ye-e-sss,” I whimpered.
“Good,” Fatima purred, pressing herself fully against my cock and leaning back into me. I don’t know what was more intoxicating, the full pressure of her ass grinding against her cock, the feel of her nearly bare back against mine, or the smell of her hair. When I realized I didn’t need to choose between each of these exquisite sensations, I realized I was much happier.
I moaned at the sensual buffet of what Fatima offered me. I wanted to do so much more to her, for her, with her, but with my hands not an option, I was at her mercy. I hadn’t had many occasions like this, but like those other occasions this only drove me wilder.



“While I’m pretty sure I know the answer, I’d say this lap dance was a success so far, wouldn’t you?” she asked, grinding herself slightly harder against my cock and leaning into me. The feel of her soft skin and softer hair against my chest... fuck, it was overpowering.
“Yes,” I said, my voice soft and needy.
“Good. Then let’s take this to the next level,” she said.
“What’s the next level?” I asked.
Fatima reached behind her neck, untying first those straps, then the ones behind her back, tossing her top aside. Then, she firmly grabbed my hands and brought them up, tracing my fingers along her abs and up to her breasts before placing my palms over her diamond-hard nipples.
She her head to me, smiling. “This, for starters.”
She leaned in and kissed me on the lips, gently yet with a low, burning hunger. I kissed her back, massaging her breasts and slowly squeezing her nipples. I wanted to return the pleasure that she’d given me, and was rewarded with a low groan from deep within her. She rubbed her ass against me more insistently, squeezing my cock through my underwear with her ass cheeks. In return for that, I gently pinched her nipples, eliciting a high, pleased moan.
“Mmmmm, you’re bad,” she said.
“I thought I was good,” I said.
“You can be both,” she replied, placing a quick kiss on my lips before standing up and away from me. Turning around and revealing her magnificently firm breasts with her small, hard dark brown nipples, she knelt between my legs.
“Alright, I’ve heard about this, I’ve felt this, but I need to see this,” Fatima said, hooking her fingers into the elastic of my underwear and pulling down. I arched myself off the bed enough to let her pull the underwear free and leave me naked on the edge of the bed.
This time, Fatima was the one who said, “Wow.”
I’d been proud of my cock ever since school started this year, mostly for setting me off on this epic and dirty adventure, but sitting on the edge of Josie’s bed, watching as Fatima only took it in, I felt weirdly exposed. We’d had a long afternoon together of teasing and wanting, of knowing what was likely to happen without ever stating that anything was going to happen, but now that it was, I felt weirdly on the spot. That didn’t make me any less hard, my ten thick inches any less impressive, yet in her presence I felt... well, a little nervous.
“Thanks,” I said.
“No, thank you, for sharing this,” she said, leaning in close to get a real good look without quite touching me. A small pool of precum had formed on my swollen head, just begging for her to do something, anything with my twitching cock.
“Fuck, this is thicker than my wrist,” Fatima said, daintily reaching out and touching the head, wiping a bead of precum on her finger and bringing it to her lips. She sucked it off luxuriantly, smiling afterward. “Tastes nice, too.”
From her contact and what she’d done, I groaned in pleasure. “Please...”
“Oh, right,” she said playfully. “You’re probably pretty geared up. I bet you want me to do something about it? Handjob? Blowjob? Amateur hour tittyfuck? Something more?”
“Something, anything, I’m... god...” I moaned, suddenly and painfully aware that I hadn’t ejaculated since New Year’s Eve. I’d been so tired, so drained those past few days that I hadn’t had any motivation to even masturbate, and suddenly it was all coming back to bite me.
Now, I only hoped that Fatima wouldn’t bite me.
“Don’t worry,” she said, playfully kissing the tip of my cock. “I’ll take care of you.”
I didn’t doubt that she would. Not when she reached out and wrapped a hand around the head of my cock, rolling it around and spreading around the precum with her thumb. Sufficiently lubed, she gently but firmly traced her hand down my cock, then brought her other hand to the head. Soon, she was slowly jacking me with both hands, using an agonizingly unhurried yet painfully erotic technique that I found hard to not completely lose it over.
Fatima wouldn’t go at me too hard, though, because she wasn’t pushing me over the edge. She kept me on edge, slowly jacking me up and down, playing with the head of my cock with her thumb, her eyes staring into mine as she smiled from the absolute power she had over me. True to her promise, she was taking care of me, but if she kept taking care of me like this, no doubt we’d have a mess on our hands soon.
“That’s good, right, like that, like that?” she grunted, jacking me with that same soft insistence, looking up at me with pride while her beautiful lips fell closer and closer to my cock.
“Like that,” I whispered back to her.
“Good,” Fatima said, kissing my cockhead. It was nice and gentle at first as she kissed it over and over, worshipful and playful, but soon the kisses lasted longer, soon she stretched her lips over my cockhead, and soon she had her mouth wrapped around it entirely. She bobbed her head up and down on the top few inches of my cock, swirling her tongue around the head in perfect sync with her perfectly paced jacking. The cum began to boil in my balls, and I knew I couldn’t hold back any longer.
“Like that, like that, keep going, keep going,” I whimpered, warning her the best way I was capable of at the moment.
She pulled her mouth off of my cock. “Soon?”
I nodded. She didn’t go back to sucking me, but she sped up her insistent jacking, both hands working together in perfect sync while her beautiful brown eyes stared deeply into mine. I was close to the edge, on the precipice, anything right now could have set me off.
Then she had to do it, sticking out her tongue and just touching the tip to the underside of my cockhead.
That opened the floodgates.
I groaned loudly as the first arc of cum splashed across her cheek and down her neck, catching her by surprise. The second and third shots followed quickly after, splashing her lips and down her chin, some even hitting her upper chest and tits. With the surprise taken away, she finally ducked down and took my cock in her mouth, jacking everything I had left into her. It felt like a flood, yet she was skilled enough to take it all in without any trouble.
My cock twitched one final time, one last drop, and when I was empty she pulled her lips from my cock and opened her mouth wide, showing it full of cum. It was an intensely erotic sight, one that nearly got me hard in record time, and one that got my mind going.
“Can I...?”
Fatima was way ahead of me. She pulled my phone from my pants and passed it to me, letting me take a picture with her mouth full of cum, then a second after she swallowed it and proved her mouth to be empty.
Finally completely drained, I fell back onto the bed. “Wow.”
“You’re telling me, ‘wow’,” Fatima laughed, standing up and walking over to Josie’s bathroom. “I’ve never seen any guy cum that much before.”
“Well, I didn’t want to disappoint you?” I quipped weakly.
She laughed. “You didn’t do that!”
I listened as she ran the sink and rinsed herself off, then turn it off before walking back out here. If she was gorgeous before, in the haze of my post-orgasm bliss, this topless beauty now looked like nothing less than a goddess.
“That was... amazing,” I said.
“Thanks,” she said, a little proud, a little nervous. “I’ve never done anything like that before.”
“You could’ve fooled me!” I exclaimed.
Fatima laughed, reaching for the bottle of water I’d left nearby and taking a sip. She swished it around her mouth, then swallowed. “No, I mean, I’ve given handjobs and blowjobs before, but, I’ve never done the super-sexy-strip show sort of deal. That was new. It felt really good. I felt really... really sexy. I’m... well, I’m glad it worked for you.”
“It did,” I said, beckoning her over to the bed. She set down the water bottle and dropped onto the bed beside me, sliding close so we were pressed together. On her side, her perfect breasts pressed into my upper arm, she kissed me.
“I shouldn’t have waited so long,” Fatima said.
“Oh?”
“The others... they’ve been teasing me, telling me to make my move on you, but I was too timid. I didn’t think I had what it took to, you know, really have fun with this. Josie, Sarah, Hope... even Mia, and it takes a lot to impress Mia, they all said you were something different, that you were better than the average guy,” she said, kissing me.
“Am I? Better than the average guy?” I asked.
She smiled, kissing me on the lips. “That remains to be seen, but I’m impressed, so far.”
“Well...” I said, sliding a hand between her thighs, finding the front of her bikini bottoms and applying slight pressure, “...let me see what I can do to improve that rating.”
I began to rub through the fabric and was encouraged to find that she was already very wet. Fatima moaned as I toyed with her pussy, rocking her hips against me and kissing me with a pleasant urgency. Knowing quite what she wanted, she reached down and undid the tie on the side of her bikini bottom and pulled the fabric out of the way, allowing me full access to her shaved pussy. The lips were full and moist, her intoxicating aroma hitting my nose and urging me on.
With no more obstacles, I fingered her slit, exploring her perfect pussy with my fingers before finding her clit and applying pressure. I ran tight little circles around her warm, moist love spot. I’d had a lot of practice, and I liked to think I was pretty good at it; the way Fatima ground and moaned, I knew I was good enough for her.
I fingered her like this for a good long while, taking advantage of how wound up she already was to push her to the brink of pleasure sooner rather than later. She may have taken her time with me, but since this was just the first of many orgasms I intended to give her, I wanted to help her get this one out of the way. I didn’t hurry, though, nor did I half-ass, I put every bit of effort and skill I had into fingering her steaming sex and utterly enjoyed every sound, every movement, every single sensation it got out of her.
We kissed with greater franticness as she began to shake and tense, knowing she was close to a big release. I grabbed one of her breasts in my free hand, softly massaging it and thumbing her nipple while I continued to pleasure her pussy.
“Yes, right there, keep going, oh keep going, I like it, I like it, yes, I like it,” she whimpered as I fingered her, kissing me, our tongues dancing against each other. I was getting her close. I wanted her closer, I pushed her there, fingering her just a little harder, just a little faster...
“Oh, oh, oh, ohfuck!” she yelped, groaning and writhing against me as she let loose with a big, solid orgasm. I didn’t let up on my pleasurable assault on her body, continuing to finger and kiss and massage her breast while she rode it out. Fatima muttered and groaned throughout the long cum, sometimes forming parts of words, sometimes muttering in a language I didn’t know, everything telling me of an intense, pleasurable experience that she utterly enjoyed.
Her body went slack, and she collapsed next to me, breathing heavily. “Fuck, thank you! That was great!”
I laughed. “Thanks. I did my best.”
“I like your best. Your best was good. Your best was fun. Though I think you can do better,” Fatima said, challenging.
“Really?” I joked. “I made you cum like that, and you think I can do better.”
“I don’t think, I *know*,” she said, whispering in my ear, “because I’ve heard what your mouth can do.”
Hmmm. She was probably right about that, and I was looking forward to getting a taste of her. I pulled my fingers from her pussy and put them to my lips, licking a nice, long taste of her sweetness. When she groaned at the sight, I pressed my fingers into her mouth so she could help me lick them clean.
“I’m up to that challenge,” I said.
“I was sure you would be,” Fatima replied. “I can even offer you a tip or two, if you want.”
“Oh?” I asked.
Almost bashful, she said, “I’ve found, sometimes, I cum really, really, incredibly hard... when I’ve got a butt plug in me.”
She had to twist my arm, didn’t she?
“Hold that thought,” I said, going over to her drawer and looking at her collection of toys. “Which one?”
“The navy blue one is my favorite,” she directed, rolling over onto her stomach, then pushing herself up onto her knees with her face on the bed. Reaching behind, she finally pulled off the last of her bikini and tossed it aside, completely naked before me. I could’ve just stood here watching this amazing sight, but I reminded myself that I had a butt plug to find. I found the one she was talking about quickly; it wasn’t the biggest, but it wasn’t the smallest either. No doubt it was one that she was working her way up with at Josie’s instruction, and if it was her favorite, I wasn’t going to dispute.
Grabbing it, and a small bottle of lube, from the drawer, I went back to her at the bed. Her ass, so firm and tight, admittedly stopped me in my tracks.
After a moment, Fatima asked, “Are you hypnotized by my ass?”
“I...uh...sorry,” I said.
She laughed. “Don’t be. I’m flattered. You’ve seen so many asses, fucked Josie’s who knows how many times, and mine stops you cold. I like it. Almost as much as I’ll like having that toy in me.”
“Ah, yes, right,” I said, finally remembering what I was doing. It wasn’t easy avoiding the draw of her ass, but I did what I could, focusing on her cheeks, on the tight-looking hole at the top... her tight... mouthwatering... hole...
“Oh, what? FUCK!” Fatima exclaimed when I pressed my face into her ass, licking and worshipping her tight hole. Though surprised at first, it didn’t take long for her to moan at my worshipful attention.
If I could’ve made her cum like this, I would’ve, but I had a more delicious hole to focus on shortly. I took my mouth off of her asshole and said, “Sorry. I couldn’t help myself.”
“Never apologize for that... fuck, that was intense,” she said.
“Thanks,” I said, squeezing lube onto the plug and covering the toy, then squeezing some of the cold fluid onto her ass. She groaned as I worked it around with my finger, even more when I pressed it inside her.
She was tight. Really tight. If she ever wanted to play with her ass, she’d need a lot more time with toys like this.
“Ready?” I asked.
“Do it,” Fatima said.
I pressed the tapered tip of the butt plug into Fatima’s asshole, sliding it slowly inside of her. She groaned with every bit I pressed forward, quietly urging me on until I reached the widest part of the toy. Here she yelped, almost in pain, but when I offered to stop she told me to continue.
So I did. I pressed on, and finally the toy slid satisfyingly inside of her, with only the base sticking out of her hole.
“Fucking hell... I love it...” Fatima groaned, reaching back to touch the toy, then rolling onto her back.
“How do you feel?” I asked.
“Good. Full, but good. Can be better, though...” she said, silently darting her eyes down to her soaked pussy, then back up at me.
I got the message.
I leaned in and kissed her lower lips gently, longingly, drawing it out with just the most tentative swipes of my tongue as I took in her taste and got a true feel for her pussy.
It was a good feel. She had a distinct, sharp but sweet taste that kept me wanting more, probing my tongue deeper and deeper inside of her with every gentle thrust. Fatima’s moans were loud and needy, one hand buried in my hair and pushing me onwards while her other toyed with a nipple. She looked down at me with such longing and lust that I truly had no choice but to keep going, keeping the same methodical pace that she had for me when she was blowing me.
I’d already gotten her off once; now I was going to make sure she got it every bit as hard as I did.
I went after her in waves of intensity, putting extra pressure and intensity on her most sensitive spots before backing off and slowing down, drawing it out, enjoying as her moans of pleasure became whines of need and frustration. It was a dangerous tactic to do, especially with a woman whose thigh muscles were as powerful as Fatima’s, but rather than crush my head she pleaded with me.
“This is what I get for teasing you so long earlier, isn’t it?” she asked.
“Don’t worry,” I said, playfully kissing the tip of her clit. “I’ll take care of you.”
Fatima groaned both at my cheesy repeat of her earlier line and my technique, but rather than fight she collapsed back on the bed while I continued to eat her out. She knew I was going to make her cum, she had to know my reputation well enough by now that I wouldn’t leave her hanging, but I was also going to have my fun, too.
I kept at this like a while, stroking her inner thighs lightly with my fingers while I leisurely ate her out, absolutely loving the way I was transforming her into a quivering mess. The flow of juice from her pussy had become something constant, and I lapped up what I could, savoring her taste as I continued to wind her up.
When she began to tense ever so slightly, I reached down and inserted a finger into her pussy, thrusting it in time with the efforts of my tongue on her clit. With this working as well as I intended, I slipped in another finger, thrusting and twisting them, curling them upward in search of her G-spot while I kept eating her out. It was a bit of a search, but when her eyes went wide and she let out one of the deepest, most powerful groans I’d ever heard, I knew I hit the jackpot.
At this, I went all out, working my fingers inside of her while I licked and suckled at her sex more urgently than before. Her voice had become a soft whine, with words I knew and words I didn’t mixed in a soft, ceaseless cry of want. I kept her going, twisting and teasing and pleasing faster and faster, licking and sucking, tasting, wanting, until...
“OH YES, OH YES, PLEASE, FUCK, I LIKE IT, I LIKE IT, YEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSS!!!” she cried out, her body racked by another hard orgasm. She shuddered against me as a wave of her juices coated my chin. Briefly, it felt like her thighs were going to clamp down on me and pop off my head, but before they could she spread her legs far and wide. No doubt, she had experience with exactly this worry, and knew to compensate.
I kept the orgasm, and her, rolling for as long as I could, relishing every jolt and spasm that went through her body as I came down with her.
Satisfied and fulfilled, she stretched out on the bed and smiled pleasantly. I climbed up over her, led by my rock hard cock and her awed gaze. Kneeling between her legs, I let my bare cock graze her equally pussy lips for the first time. Both of us shivered.
“You want this?” I asked.
“More than anything,” she confirmed.
“Good,” I said, lining my cock up and pressing the head inside of her with a grunt. “Because I do too.”
Moaning at the sudden invasion, Fatima looked toward where our genitals met and said, “Then I’m glad we’re in agreement, because, FUCK THAT’S BIG!”
“I’ll go slow,” I promised, inching only a little at a time inside of her tight lips.
“Thanks. Just let me get used to you. Then we can talk about how slow... or not... to go...” Fatima said as I slid more inside of her.
It was an agonizing process, her pussy so hot and so tight, gripping me like it wanted to squeeze pleasure from my every nerve ending. Staring into her eyes as I fed it into her, I watched as she went between a range of pleasure and pain and everything in between. I didn’t want to hurt her, and if she’d said anything, I would’ve stopped, but she didn’t. She urged me onward, wrapping her legs around my ass when I was down to the last couple inches and pulling me in close so that last bit found its way home.
We both sighed, content. I kissed her, and she kissed me back. There was no need for wild proclamations of lust, no savage thrusting, no need for anything, really, right away, just the two of us joined in each others’ pleasure.



We lay there like this for a good time, occasionally exchanging a soft kiss or a smile, perhaps a soft word or two of how pleased we were to be together like this.
Soon, she rocked her hips against me, slowly at first, but with a rhythm I soon quickly understood. I began to withdraw and thrust into her with slow, meticulous strokes, creating a rhythmic pleasure we both enjoyed. It was a slow beginning to a slow fuck, but it felt so good I wouldn’t have wanted it any other way. Tired and sore as we were from an afternoon of moving furniture, this was exactly the kind of pleasurable end that we needed.
Looking up at me when I sped up the pace a little, she actually giggled.
“What?” I asked.
“It’s... I’d say it’s nothing, but it’s clearly something. I’ve shared a lot of things with my friends, but sharing a boyfriend like this... that’s gotta be new,” Fatima said.
“You never... before... with Josie?” I asked.
“The offer was there, but I never took it. I never wanted to make anything weird, but, I was getting it on all sides this time, and I guess you could say I gave in to peer pressure,” she groaned.
I added my groan to hers. She was tight, and she was good, and even though this was my second orgasm building in only a short period of time, it promised to be a good one.
“Peer pressure, huh?” I joked.
“Yeah. I never was all that good at paying attention to assemblies,” she said.
“And what are you good at?” I asked, wanting to challenge her.
Fatima smiled. “Schoolwork. Training. Running. Shooting arrows...”
With one smooth, powerful move, she rolled both of us over so she was on top of me. “...and fucking.”
She wasn’t wrong about that. She rode me as smoothly as I fucked her when I was on top, her pert breasts swaying above me, begging to be sucked on, and, hey, what do you know, I did. The opportunity was too tempting, and I wasn’t going to give it up. I loved the way her nipple felt in my mouth, I loved the way it tasted, fuck, I loved the way it made her face scrunch up with pleasure as I played with the sensitive nub.
Though she clearly enjoyed, it, Fatima pushed me back onto the bed so she could better position herself vertically on my cock. Rising and falling and rocking her hips, she fingered her clit as she fucked me, pushing herself toward another orgasm as we kept going. All I had to do was lay back and watch the show of this gorgeous girl bouncing on my lap, my cock disappearing into and reappearing from her stretched wide pussy lips.
“I’m gonna cum soon,” I warned her.
“Me too. Give me a sec...” she said.
“Where do you want it?” I asked.
“Cum inside me, please,” she said, “please, please, pleasepleasepleaseplease...”
She rode me harder and harder, squeezing me with her pussy walls as we raced toward our mutual orgasms. It was so hot, so good, I wanted it to last forever, but forever was impossible, not when we had now, not when-
“FUCK!” we cried out together as her pussy clamped down on me and my balls contracted, firing shot after shot of cum deep inside her pussy. It kept going for both of us for what felt like a very long time, so good, so... nice.
I could’ve probably fallen asleep right then, had Fatima not collapsed against me and kissed me fiercely.
“That... was... so... good...” she said, kissing me again.
“I thought so,” I said, kissing her back.
She rolled off of me, uncaring toward the river of cum that fell from her pussy onto Josie’s bed. We lay next to each other, catching our breaths and basking in the pleasure.
“Not a bad way to get one last burst of fun before school starts again,” Fatima admitted.
“Winter break’s always too short,” I agreed.
“Well, it’s not over yet,” she replied.
“True,” I said.
“After all, we’ve still got pizza,” she said.
“This is also true.”
“And waiting for pizza.”
“Yes.”
“And what we can do while waiting for pizza...”
I smiled. “Yeah?”
“Oh yeah,” Fatima agreed, nodding vehemently.
I put an arm around her shoulders and pulled her in close. The rain outside had gotten heavier, almost a full downpour. For obvious reasons, neither of us had noticed, but now that we weren’t indisposed it was impossible to ignore.
“I really like having friends,” I said.
“Me too,” Fatima replied, dropping her hand to stroke my softened cock. “Believe me, me too.”
***
It was night and still raining heavily by the time Fatima dropped me off back at my house. We’d had our pizza, and more than enough fun waiting for the pizza to leave a smile on my face even now. After ordering the food, we took an over/under on how many times Fatima could cum with the help of Josie’s Hitachi before the pizza arrived. When we settled on 5, Fatima picked over, I picked under.
Never before had I had so much fun losing a bet.
Though the pizza did arrive promptly, and we were both hungry, I was so horny watching Fatima cum so many times that once we got back to the couch I couldn’t help but pull down my pants and pull her close, watching as she gladly blew me once again until I filled her mouth with cum.
It was a nice evening with someone I looked forward to spending more time with in the future, but man was I beat. I walked into my dark, empty house, wondering where Dad was before I collapsed in my room. I stripped out of my rain-soaked clothes and got into some dry sleep appropriate clothing, and somewhat refreshed by this change, I sat on my bed looking at my phone.
I wanted to talk to someone. Needed to talk to someone. I wanted a simple human connection at the end of a long and tiring (if fun) day, and realized it should’ve been an easy thing to pick who I wanted to talk to most of all.
Only, it wasn’t quite that simple. Oh sure, Josie was definitely the first name to come to mind, but she wasn’t the only name to come to mind. There was also Brooke, who I was long past telling myself I didn’t have only friend-like feelings for.
And, for reasons, I couldn’t fully describe, there was Alice. We barely had more than one real conversation with each other, and we hadn’t done anything beyond that, but I couldn’t help but feel something there that felt oddly familiar.
That, right there, is what told me exactly who I needed to talk to.
I fired up my computer and pulled up Skype, desperately hoping that she was online. When I saw she was, I hit the video call.
It took a few rings, but she accepted my call.
“Well, hey there, stranger! Happy New Year!” Rachel McNeil exclaimed. Her heavy sweater and wool cap didn’t hide her pretty, pale face and red hair, nor her punk style and wide smile. The older sister of my former friend (and one time lover), Rachel and I had complicated things when we had sex at Thanksgiving. Since then, Rachel had moved away to Oregon, but we Skyped frequently, even having some creative long distance sex from time to time when we were in the mood.
More than that, though, we’d forged a deep friendship and bond, and I’d found her the person I wanted to go to whenever I needed life advice.
“Happy New Year to you too! Sorry I didn’t call you sooner,” I said.
“Hey, don’t worry about it, work’s been slamming me here. You back to school yet?” she replied.
“Not for a couple more days,” I said.
“Well, enjoy it while you’ve got it,” she said.
“And work’s slamming you, huh? That all that’s slamming you?” I joked, wanting to lead into this slowly before going anywhere.
She laughed. “For now, yes, but I’ve got some irons in the fire.”
“Well, let me know if you need any recommendations and I’ll be happy to write you up something glowing,” I replied.
“Thank you,” she said, bowing dramatically to the camera. “So, is this a call where you just wanted to catch up, a call because you want to fool around, or is this one of those calls where you need to talk to someone far away you know will listen.”
Rachel McNeil. She knew how to cut to the point.
“The latter, mostly,” I said. “Though if you want some of the second...”
She could see right through my joking. It was both a great and annoying thing about Rachel, she’d known me long enough to know how I worked.
“Let’s talk about what you need to talk about first, then we’ll see,” Rachel replied.
I sighed. This was it. This was me actually saying this out loud to someone and hoping I wouldn’t fuck everything up.
“Well... you know how Josie and I have been boyfriend-girlfriend for a bit now, right?” I said.
“Yeah,” Rachel said.
“Things are going great between us, and I still love her, more than anything. The problem is... I think she’s not the only girl I love,” I said, saying the last part quickly to get it out there as fast as I could.
Rachel considered me, leaning back in her chair. “This was always a risk.”
“I know,” I said.
“And are you prepared to talk about this? Really talk about this?” she asked.
“With you? Yes,” I said.
“That’s a start, but you’ll have to talk to them in time. *All* of them,” Rachel emphasized.
“I know,” I repeated.
Rachel leaned forward in her chair. “Alright. Good. Let’s start at the beginning.”
***
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: After a days-long New Year's orgy with a good chunk of the senior cheer squad, 18-year-old Ryan Collins was ready to spend some time relaxing, however, the lovely ladies of Regan Hills had other plans in mind. Mysterious and beautiful new neighbor, Alice Talbot, borrowed him to show her the sites around town, and as they got to know each other in person for once, Ryan couldn't help but be smitten by her. Their tour was cut short, however, when Ryan's girlfriend Josie Wong, currently away on a family trip in Hawaii, asked him to move some large packages at her house. Ryan took on this chore, only to be surprised by the presence of Josie's gorgeous friend, the track star Fatima Hassan. After a little bit of time getting to know each other, the two of them had steamy sex in Josie's bed. Though exhilarated, with school's return around the corner, Ryan was a little nervous over the fact that he was starting to develop serious feelings for multiple girls, seeking the advice of Rachel McNeil for help.
***
Josie Wong was naked and in my bedroom. Her firm, full tits with the single pierced nipple, her pale skin with her few tattoos, her black hair and makeup... fuck she was beautiful. Ever since she'd left to visit her grandmother in Hawaii right after Christmas, there was nothing I wanted more than to see her like this, even if I hadn't expected her to be back so soon.
The only problem was, she was pissed.
"You said you loved me," she accused.
"I do," I said.
"Then what's with them? Why are they here too?" she asked.
We weren't alone.
"I thought we were all, like, fun and games, but that's not how it is, is it? That ain't how I feel now, it ain't how you feel now, and now things are totally fucked up?" Brooke King asked. Beautiful and petite and blonde and also very naked, I'd never seen her this angry before.
Angry wasn't a look I liked on such a perky friend.
"I don't know why you roped me in with them. Are you really this confused?" Alice Talbot asked. My new neighbor, she was as beautiful as any of the others, only wearing much more in the way of clothes. Probably because I hadn't seen her naked (yet), but she shared anger in common with these other girls.
I tried to defend myself lamely, "It's not like that. It's not like any of this. You've got it all wrong, you've-"
"And what about me? I found you first, and all I rank is fourth best, at best? What kind of a nightmare is this?" Kaitlyn Pruitt accused, her huge bare breasts bouncing angrily as she crossed her arms beneath them.
This was all so fucked up, everything out of control, everything... wrong.
I looked in the corner of my room, and saw Tori McNeil, naked and laughing and sitting in a chair smoking a joint. She seemed to be having a pretty good time with my discomfort which... well, would've seemed about right whether we were friends or not.
"This is a dream, isn't it?" I asked her, some vague imitation of logic finally grasping me.
"Bingo," she replied, blowing out a puff of smoke.
"Then why are you here? Why are you... with them?" I asked.
"Because you loved me once, and that seems to be this dream's confused theme. That's probably why Rachel's lurking around here somewhere in the shadows too, though I think you'd be happier to see her, wouldn't you?" Tori asked.
"Rachel's here too?" I asked, more confused than ever.
"Not like the others, but, yeah," Tori said, her joint suddenly replaced by a bucket of popcorn.
"What's that for?" I asked.
"I'm just looking out for the reviews to see how many people still get angry whenever I show up in a scene," she said.
"What?" I asked.
"Just a little fourth wall humor," she explained. "Sort your shit out soon, Ryan; it's not gonna get any better on its own."
***
I woke up in my bed, panting and sweating. My heart was beating rapidly, but my room was mercifully empty just this once. It was dark, the middle of the night. Somewhere down the hall Dad was snoring.
It was just a dream.
Just a dream.
Having the occasional nightmare the night before school was set to start again was nothing new, but this was a little more on the nose than usual.
Rolling back over on my pillow and forcing my eyes shut, I said, "Fucking back to school."
***
It was bright and early on a Monday morning when I set off toward school. It was a gray and overcast morning, but not one that threatened rain. As usual, I was riding my bike, barely balancing for the weight of my overstuffed backpack.
Less than usual, I wasn't alone this time. Alice Talbot, my new neighbor and recent friend, rode along with me. Unlike me, her clothes were nicer, her bike was newer, and, well, she was fucking gorgeous. Soft dark skin, nice tight body, and a pretty face with an even prettier smile. The bike helmet did little justice to her impressive loose afro of curls she'd tied back, but you wouldn't have thought she was inconvenienced just by looking at her.
We rode most of the way to school in silence, occasionally shooting a comment or two back and forth as I guided her through a few shortcuts to get there, but once we were a couple blocks away, she told me she wanted to get off and walk the rest of the way to rest a muscle in her leg. This was a lie, but one I understood; I wasn't any more eager to get back to school than she was.
Then again, after last night's dream, being with her was confusing in its own way.
"You need me to remind you that you can do this? Because I will if I have to," I said, trying to make polite conversation and ignore my dream at the same time.
Alice laughed, responding, "I know I can do this; I've done it more times than I can count, it's just one of those things in life that never gets any easier. And senior year..."
Her accent, a faint and lovely Australian from a childhood raised abroad (even though her teen years were spent stateside) had a way of hypnotizing me at the most unfortunate moments, and this was one of them. It took a moment for me to shake myself back to now and come up with something close to a response.
"Well, if there's a place to have your senior year, I think Regan Hills High School is it," I said.
"Really? That's the best you've got?" she asked.
"...yes? Sorry, I've never been the motivational speech type," I said.
Amused, Alice rolled her eyes. "At least there's no uniforms at this school."
I was back to being hypnotized by Alice, but mostly by the image of her in a naughty schoolgirl uniform. This wasn't exactly helping, well, any of my confusion.
"You used to wear uniforms?" I asked.
"Oh, all the time. Dad was always trying to protect my virtue, almost always kept me in one private religious school or another to help keep me innocent and better than everyone else," Alice said.
I laughed. "Did it work?"
Alice grinned. "Partially. I do have a sense of smug superiority about many a thing in life, but innocence... no, that never took. I'm glad for that, really."
She looked into the distance, to some faraway place that I knew wasn't here. "It let me see a lot of things about people I should've seen sooner. Things I should've known. It ended some things, but it started some new things too... Things I should've..."
She shook her head. "Enough of that. That's then, this is now."
That really didn't seem to be the case. I asked, "Are you sure?"
"Positive."
She didn't seem very positive. She seemed like she was steeling herself against something, something I couldn't ignore.
"Because if you want to talk about it, you can talk to me. You can talk to me about anything, really, and I've got some experience with bizarre life changes," I said.
"Not like mine," Alice said, then amending, "similar, perhaps, but not the same."
Now she really had me intrigued. "Look, I won't pressure, but if you want to talk-"
"-I know where to find you," she finished. It was a quick, curt response, but I sensed enough honesty in her voice that I knew she meant it, even if it was difficult to face.
That wasn't the only difficult thing to face. I said, "We're here."
"We are," Alice said nervously.
Tentatively, I reached out to her. I didn't know what kind of contact was appropriate, welcome, or even wanted at a moment like this. I settled for a pat on the shoulder, which seemed to be enough.
"Come on; life hack of the day: best bike rack's on the other side of the faculty lot, and we're early enough to claim some easy real estate," I said, guiding her toward the lot.
"You and I have very different ideas about what makes an interesting life hack," Alice mused.
"I never said it was interesting, but it is practical," I said.
"I... suppose you're right, actually," she said, taking her helmet off.
We'd gotten to school fairly early. Earlier than most of the students, who were still filtering in, but not earlier than most of the teachers. The faculty lot was packed, but we guided our bikes through the cars, carefully avoiding the few stray teachers pulling into the lot later than the rest.
Unfortunately, that didn't keep us from accidentally stumbling into one of the teachers. Or one of the teachers from stumbling into us. It was often difficult to figure out with Ms. Montague.
"Oh no, oh silly me, oh dear!" she exclaimed, dropping some of her armload of art supplies on the ground. Paintbrushes and boxes of charcoal and bottles of paint went spilling onto the parking lot, which was, not altogether an uncommon sight with our school's new art teacher. Ms. Catherine Montague was about as sweet as they came, a mid-twentysomething blonde fresh out of college and eager to teach a lot of kids who had little interest in being taught. Her naiveté and optimism were only matched by her klutziness, and stories of what she'd messed up most recently were almost as common as hearing stories about the students catching more of a glimpse of her in her tight blouses and short skirts than she intended.
"You alright, Ms. Montague?" I asked, bending over to help her pick up her supplies.
"Oh yes, just running late, so very, very late," she said quickly, bending over to help me.
"Sounds like you and the White Rabbit have something in common," Alice said, joining us.
"What about rabbits?" Ms. Montague asked.
I quickly whispered to Alice, "Best not to confuse her."
Alice got my meaning, changing the subject, "Quite a haul you've got here."
"Oh, thank you, yes, I just wanted to make sure that we had everything ready for the first week back, and..." she trailed off, probably never to finish that sentence. I hadn't had her this year so far, but was going to be starting an elective with her this semester, which promised to be interesting. Especially with the view I got down her blouse. I wasn't looking on purpose, I swear, but at about half a size too small and not buttoned up all the way, it was hard to miss a good look at the top of her cream-colored bra.
She didn't catch me staring. Alice did, but when she got a look down Ms. Montague's top, she nodded in understanding.
We helped her gather up the last of her supplies, though rather than put them into the empty bags hanging around her elbow, Ms. Montague held them balanced in her arms at the same level of precariousness.
"Are you sure you don't need any help getting those to class?" Alice asked.
"Oh, yes, I'm fine! I'm always fine! Thank you, thank you, thank you again for your help! I hope to see you both in my class!" she yipped, jogging off for school proper while somehow holding onto everything.
"She's a disaster waiting to happen," Alice commented.
"Tell me about it. You got her on your schedule too?" I asked.
"I'm not sure yet; I have to pick up my schedule still, but I'm hopeful. Like many disasters, it should be fun to watch at least," Alice said.
"And which of our esteemed faculty have you two dubbed a disaster?" a voice asked from behind.
I don't know if Alice's heart jumped into her throat as quickly as mine did, but the look on her face said it was likely. The voice was familiar, but stern.
"Uh, no one, Mrs. Addams," I said, laughing softly to hope I could put it off as a joke as we faced my English teacher.
On paper, Mrs. Janelle Addams was not an imposing woman. She had a pretty, youthful face that once held a smile for pretty much everyone in school, and at 5'5" she had to look up to meet most male students' eyes. In her late 30s, she was one of the hotter teachers in school that managed to get the boys' attention, with a tight body, a nice big ass and tits that even put that ass to shame, all topped by a head of beautiful, wavy black hair. This should have been enough to warm any of the sharp edges, but for the past few months she'd lacked much of that warmth. Her bold blue eyes were now steely, her face tired and rarely smiling. Combined with her professional suits (even with how they tightly hugged her body), and she could look very intimidating when she wanted to.
Like now.
"Are you sure? Because I distinctly heard one of you call someone a disaster," she said, eying us both like a hawk. One of her favorite techniques in class was the silent treatment, putting a statement out there and then just staring at the class until someone broke. There's no way Mrs. Addams didn't know that it was Alice that said the comment about Ms. Montague being a disaster, but she wanted one of us to admit it.
"It was me," I said. "I'm the disaster. I always am after a long break from school. I'm probably gonna be a mess today, but I promise, promise, promise that I won't fall asleep in your class again!"
Looking me up and down, Mrs. Addams nodded. "See that you do."
"I will," I said. "Come on, Alice, let's lock up our bikes while we still can."
"Okay!" Alice said, her voice high and full of false cheer as we walked our bikes over to the rack. Quieter, to me, she said, "Thank you."
"No problem," I replied as I locked up my bike.
"No, really, thank you; there's probably not a worse way to start at a new school than by angering a teacher," Alice said.
"She's not angry. She's just... stressed. Has been for a while," I said.
"What's going on?" Alice asked.
"No idea, and not my place to ask. You headed over to pick up your schedule now?" I asked.
Alice nodded. "I'm to pick it up at the office, then seal my fate."
"Aw, it won't be that bad," I said.
"No?" Alice asked, smiling again.
"I promise," I said.
Alice looked genuinely relieved. "Good, because I was about to-"
"Excuse me, Mr. Collins, a word, please?" Mrs. Addams called, still standing in the lot.
Uh oh.
Alice knew when to cut and run. "I'll go grab my schedule; hopefully we'll have some classes together!"
"Hopefully," I said, watching her run off into the school. She was nervous, but I had no doubt that she would fit in here just fine. Even if she didn't, it was only a matter of months before high school was over, so who really cared? Still, I hoped the best for her, and not just because she'd found a way to haunt my dreams.
I walked over to Mrs. Addams. "Hey, Mrs. Addams, what's up?"
She looked me over, her eyes running over me in more than a way a teacher usually would. "A word of advice?"
"Sure," I said.
Mrs. Addams sighed, "You're cute when you pull the whole knight in shining armor routine, but don't expect that to always rule the day; be sure to pick your battles. Not every teacher is as forgiving as I am, and even I have my... harsh moments."
The way she put extra emphasis on the word "harsh" was curious, and for a moment I was taken with the image of her sitting on a desk, yardstick in hand and ready for some very non-school-friendly punishments.
Surely I was imagining this, right?
"Do I make myself clear?" she asked.
"Crystal," I said, gulping.
Her lips curled into a smirk. "Good. Now, I've got a class to prepare for, and I'm sure you don't want to be late."
"No, being late is bad," I said, suddenly quite uncomfortable around her. I'd been carrying my bicycle helmet so far, but brought it down to cover up my growing erection.
Her eyes darted downward, amused.
"I thought so. I'll see you this afternoon, then!" Mrs. Addams said, turning on her heels and walking away from me.
Maybe I was reading too much into it, but I could've sworn she put a little extra sway into her walk the way her ass bounced from side to side as she walked away. Maybe I was reading too much into it.
Maybe.
My phone buzzed with a text. I pulled it from my pocket, found that the number was unrecognized. Since I really did want to get to class, I almost ignored it, but since it carried a picture attachment, I was curious. I opened the message.
On the screen was a pair of large breasts in a lacy black bra. This was new. Usually I knew the girls who were sending me these pictures. They were impressive, mouth-watering, even, but completely unknown to me. Scrolling past the picture, I saw the simple text beneath.
Unknown: Do you like?
I shook my head in disbelief. "Fucking back to school, man."
***
As the morning went on, I was more and more convinced that I wasn't reading too much into what was going on. The teachers were behaving differently around me, and though it was strange to take in, all in all I wasn't sure that it was a bad thing.
First period Spanish was usually one of the classes I dreaded the most, mostly for my limited understanding of the language, less so for getting to watch Sra. Ana Lopez teach it. Not even clearing five feet tall, she managed an impressively curvy body on her small frame and a sharpness that helped her keep control of even the most rambunctious classes. As an introduction back to school, she called up a few students and asked them to describe to the class in their best Spanish what they did over the Christmas break.
I was the third one called up, and nervously stumbled around in my broken Spanish to make up a few lies about what I'd done over the break. I didn't humiliate myself, too bad, though Sra. Lopez definitely looked amused with some of my clumsier word choices.
When my turn was up, she accidentally brushed her hand across her desk and knocked a few papers onto the floor. From my position next to her, I got a good view down her shirt into the deep valley of her cleavage, while she herself darted her eyes up to get a good look at my crotch. Bent down behind the desk like this, I could see her while nobody else could, and I swore I saw her smile and lick her lips.
Walking in the busy hallway between classes (and trying to fight back a massive erection that didn't want to go away), I walked past the drama teacher, Mrs. Wanda Harker. In her late 20s, she was a favorite among the boys of school if just for the simple fact that she had some of the biggest tits in the world as far as we knew (I could swear they were bigger even than Haley's), a lasting gift from her pregnancy she was off most of last year for. She'd regained her body and kept her tits, and all of us felt more fortunate for it.
It felt like it was my imagination, but as we passed in the hall I could've sworn she also darted her eyes to my bulge and smiled, nodding her head appreciatively.
I was reading too much into this, right?



I only became certain that it wasn't just my imagination when I went to my last class before lunch, science. Mrs. Valerie Chan was always a favorite teacher of mine, not just because she was gorgeous and knew how to fill out a lab coat, but because she always had a sense of irreverent fun that always made her a blast to watch. She called me up in front of the class to help her with an experiment with baking soda, vinegar and a bit of food coloring that got out of hand and blasted all over the front of her white lab coat. The class laughed, she laughed, I ran for some paper towels for her.
Holding the wad of paper towels in my hand, I approached her, meaning to hand them over to her.
In a low voice that nobody else could hear, she said, "You want to dry them off yourself? Or would that be better after class?"
I gulped. I handed the wad of paper towels back to my amused teacher, and I went back to my desk. Alice sat only a few seats away from me, looking on curiously at my discomfort, then at Mrs. Chan, then rolled her eyes and smiled.
This was fun, don't get me wrong, but I was really hoping to get back into the swing of things with schoolwork; I wasn't really prepared to jump into sexy come-ons with both feet yet.
I didn't need this, not on the first day back.
My phone buzzed again. It was the fourth time this morning the anonymous number had texted me, and though I didn't open it up, I knew what it would contain. The other two pictures I'd received had added both a camel toe in some very classy lingerie, and then a picture of a nice, big ass only half-covered by that same lingerie, both pictures accompanied by various teasing come-ons. No doubt this text was more of the same, and though I was loving the attention, I was also getting irritated trying to figure out why it all came on at once.
Then it hit me. I knew *exactly* who was to blame.
***
"Can you really blame me?" Mrs. Brenda Lynn moaned as I fucked her from behind. Since it was lunchtime, we didn't go as all out as we usually did. My pants were around my ankles, her skirt was pulled up around her waist and panties pushed off to the side. I did get her blouse open and amazing DD tits out, though, which I liked to grab onto while I drilled her bent over her desk.
"I told you some of my friends needed the attention!" she yelped as I buried my cock all the way into her pussy with one thrust. She was a moaner, but with the door locked and the shades drawn on the windows, we had enough privacy not to have to worry about any interruptions.
"I know, you said that..." I groaned as I pulled back out and kept back at fucking her hard. "But you said I should talk to you; you didn't say you'd tell your friends... I mean, what about discretion...?"
"I want to keep discrete, fuck, but it's..."
"You too?" I asked. She nodded, her light blonde bob bouncing from side to side.
"Then hold that thought," I said, really taking it to her, grabbing her hips and fucking her as hard as I could. Her cries became louder and louder as she approached orgasm, and the only thing I could do to hold them back was put my hand over her mouth. Her eyes darted over to me, annoyed but sensible; what we were doing here was very dangerous, and neither of us wanted to get her in trouble. I liked Mrs. Lynn; she'd been one of my favorite teachers for a long time before we started having sex, and now that we had, things hadn't changed. She was the one who started me tutoring Kaitlyn earlier in the year, the one who accidentally set everything in motion. I wanted to please her more than anything, and when my cock was gripped by her tight cunt, it wasn't that difficult to be motivated to please her.
With a stifled cry of pleasure, Mrs. Lynn came, her body shuddering against her desk while her pussy clamped down on my cock hard. This set off my own orgasm, filling the depths of her tight pussy with my cum.
I collapsed against her on the desk, both of us breathing heavily. She turned her head slightly, kissing me and smiling. "Not bad for a three minute fuck."
"No," I admitted, laughing. I usually tried for better than that, but with only a narrow window for lunch and both of us pretty well powered by lust, well, we may have hurried things along a little.
Though we could've probably stayed conjoined together for a while, I had promised to meet Alice for lunch and get a few answers. I pulled out of Mrs. Lynn and stuffed my cock back into my pants, while she pulled her panties back into place and dropped her skirt down. Aside from a little smeared makeup and some hair being out of place, both of which she got to work on fixing with a small mirror from her purse, you wouldn't have been able to tell anything was amiss.
"God, you fired so much cum in me, I might just leak in front of class. *That* should be fun," Mrs. Lynn mused.
I let her readjust herself just long enough before asking, "So? Discretion?"
"That? Right," she said. "I thought about that, and I thought about what we'd discussed, but over Christmas break I went to a meeting of my book club (which is less a book club and more an opportunity for a bunch of us neglected moms and housewives to bitch to each other and share tips about sex toys) and we got to talking about who is and isn't getting any. Since most of the ladies were in the *weren't* category, and they're all really good friends and hot ladies... I may have mentioned you and encouraged some of them to look you up and see if you were interested. I know there's a lot you can do for them, and a lot they can do for you, so..."
Well, that did explain a lot of how my morning had gone, and I didn't have any real problem with being pursued by a bunch of hot MILFs. The surprise was something I needed to deal with, but if this was part of my new normal now, I'd deal with it.
"...forgive me?" she asked, smiling sweetly.
"Of course. I was just surprised, is all," I said.
Mrs. Lynn asked. "Don't be surprised now, be surprised by what they can do to you later."
"You're filling me with all sorts of confidence," I said.
"Then let me fill you with something else," she said, drumming her fingers on her desk.
"Oh?" I asked, nervous.
"Anticipation! Excitement! Whatever else you want! Because I got your next two tutoring assignments!" Mrs. Lynn exclaimed, doing her best to sound like she would in front of the class when trying to sell us on something hard.
"Who?" I asked.
"Jessica Garza and Peter Nixon. They're both good kids, but both easily distracted and could use someone to help them focus, and... why do you look like you just saw a ghost?" she asked.
I looked like I saw a ghost because of one of the names she mentioned. Not Jess Garza, who I knew by reputation as an affable skater and stoner, but Peter Nixon.
Peter Nixon the enormous football player.
Big and black Peter Nixon, one of Kyle Bowman's better friends.
Peter Nixon, whose girlfriend, Sasha Pearl, I'd had sex with repeatedly over New Year's Eve.
Peter Nixon who'd been glaring at me ever since Kyle was expelled.
I couldn't turn down Mrs. Lynn, but I could be a little afraid of what I had in front of me.
"I'm fine," I lied.
She didn't believe me, but she let me lie this once so we could continue. "Good. I've arranged for them to meet you after school at the library, and you guys can set up your own tutoring schedule from there. Like I said, they're both good kids who need a little help and motivation, the kind of help and motivation I know you can give them, so, go easy on them and help them out? I don't want to see anyone fail my class this year."
"I'll do what I can," I gulped. I'd come to Mrs. Lynn's for lunch to ask about the teachers and pick up my tutoring assignments, but I didn't expect a bombshell like this to be dropped in my lap.
Fucking back to school.
***
My phone vibrated with another picture just as I sat down for lunch with Alice at a table toward the rear of the cafeteria. I didn't look at it, even if it vibrated insistently enough that even she noticed.
"Aren't you going to pick that up?" she asked.
"Later," I said.
"Why, don't want me seeing lust messages from an admirer?" she teased.
"No. Yes. Sort of. It's difficult to explain," I said.
"A lot around here is difficult to explain, I'll grant that," she said.
"Is it?" I asked.
She nodded. "The girls around here are uncommonly beautiful, and seem to have bigger than average... endowments, on the average."
I nodded in return. "Yeah, I've noticed. Heard some people say it might be something in the water."
"Really?" she asked. "You believe there to be a scientific explanation for the unlikely attributes of the women in this fair town?
I shrugged. "Who knows for sure. I'm not complaining."
"I'm not either, I was just noting that it was, well, uncommon," Alice said, pokinig helplessly at a Jell-O desert that refused to be punctured.
"Other than noticing uncommon elements, how's Regan Hills High treating you so far? You blending in, or sticking out like new kids do in the movies?" I asked.
"Funny," she said with a voice that said it was anything but. "And it hasn't been bad. The teachers appear competent, and the students seem more focused on dealing with senior year shit than the new girl with the accent. If I had to choose how my day could go, this would be it, so, I'm happy."
"Good. Make any new friends?" I asked.
"Well..." she trailed off, her eyes darting behind me.
"Hey guys!" a perky, bubbly voice I'd know anywhere enthused as it sat down next to me.
"Hey, Brooke," I said to the tiny, energetic blonde with the cute face and bouncing pigtails. As was her personal trademark at school at school, she wore pretty much all hot pink and the girliest fashion imaginable. On a lot of girls it would be irritating, but since it was all part of the Brooke King experience (and I loved the Brooke King experience), I could easily give her a pass.
"Hello, Brooke," Alice said with a warm smile.
"You two know each other?" I asked.
"Totally," Brooke replied. "I caught her lookin' all, like, confused and lonely in science when it came time to pick lab partners, and, like, that wasn't cool, nobody should be alone especially when they were, like, totally new to a place, so we teamed up. Then I found out she's the one we saw move in next door to you, and, like, we got to talking and I think we're, like, friends now!"
"Brooke's rather uncommonly brilliant in the sciences, actually. She's gonna help me catch up to where I ought to be," Alice said.
"Really?" I asked.
"Totally," Brooke giggled, rolling her eyes as if I'd said the most foolish thing in the world. "It's easy stuff, honest, but I'll totally help you out, Alice."
"Thank you," Alice said.
This wasn't the most likely pairing of people I imagined, but when I remembered how easy it was for Brooke to make friends with anybody, I dialed down the surprise a little. That didn't change the complication that came from the fact that these were two girls I had some confused feelings over (while my girlfriend was still half an ocean away), and that I was sitting here sharing lunch with them.
"You know, we should all, like, totally hang out sometime. It'd be fun, show the new girl around, show her how fun Regan Hills can be!" Brooke said.
"Oh, I think I understand how fun Regan Hills can be," Alice said slyly.
"You have? Oh, sweet, you told her about all the hot sex?" Brooke asked me.
"She, uh, kind of figured it out on her own. We're not exactly subtle," I said.
"We're not?" Brooke said, stroking her chin thoughtfully. "Hmmm, come to think of it, we aren't. I get all screamy when I'm horny. Totally no regrets, though."
"You're not terribly subtle, no. Not that I mind. Everybody needs their fun," Alice said.
"Yeah, but if you, like, want to, you should maybe join us sometime? I swear, Ryan and me are, like, totally awesome at sex and we'd be a lot of fun if you wanted to like threesome or just watch us or something," Brooke said.
Alice oh so slightly shifted around in her seat uncomfortably. "Tempting, but I'm... still trying to get my bearings here."
"Oh, yeah, of course, totally," Brooke said. "So, you doin' anything after school, Ryan?"
The way Brooke blinked at me, I knew what she meant. Either she wanted to get back to our regular after school habit of working out ("yoga, pilates and anal" as she put it), or just cutting out the yoga and pilates entirely.
"Actually... yeah, I do. I've got some new tutoring assignments I have to sort out, and I don't know how long that'll take," I said, my eyes darting mournfully down to Brooke's mouthwatering ass, my cock stirring in my pants as it had been doing for quite a while this morning.
"Oh... bummer..." Brooke said, looking genuinely crestfallen.
"My schedule's positively open," Alice said, reaching across the table and patting Brooke's hand. "I'm not the same kind of fun as Ryan, but if you want to show me around, I think you'd make a lovely guide."
Brooke's eyes lit up with the kind of unrestrained joy I was sure only she was capable of. "Do you like shopping?"
"Depends," Alice said, looking Brooke up and down. "This town have any good vintage stores?"
"Not exactly my style, so I dunno, but I'll totally ask Rose; she knows all sorts of places like that!" Brooke said excitedly.
Alice smiled. "Then, yes, I quite enjoy shopping."
Brooke squealed. "Yay! We're gonna shop and order pizza and do each others' hair and maybe make out and sneak a cheap bottle of Trader Joe's wine. We're gonna have, like, the best girl's night ever!"
I looked on Alice gratefully, happy that she was happy to hang out with Brooke. She nodded back at me understandingly, but I could tell that even she found Brooke's energy infectious. These two girls getting along like this, and me having to spend some hours after school here...
Fucking back to school.
***
Though I really wanted to get caught up on what I needed to get caught up on in school, now that everyone was back, I made an effort to swing by the Puma Press newspaper office during my afternoon break in the hopes of finding out that much wasn't needed of me. I'd dropped off a number of interviews to the editor, Nadia Barclay, before Christmas break and was hoping that bought me some extra time so I could get my footing again.
This... wasn't meant to be.
There were only a few people hanging around the offices when I got there, a couple of our graphics design guys messing around on the new computers with Photoshop, and a short-haired brunette that definitively wasn't Nadia.
I was clear. All I had to do was step out the door I'd just opened, head on over to class, and that'd be that.
The brunette had other ideas. Turning to look at me with her big brown eyes, she saw me and called out, "Hey, Ryan! You're on my checklist, come here."
18-year-old Nica Dubois, our paper's new assistant editor. For someone as slender and cute and innocent-looking as she was, she could be remarkably direct, enough to do battle with Nadia.
"Your checklist?" I asked.
"Of things that need to be done while Nadia's out with flu; she says she's sick, I think she just wishes for a longer holiday," Nica said. When she got particularly worked up, the faint traces of her French-Canadian accent popped in, and the way she sounded now I knew she was particularly worked up.
"Nadia? Faking sick?" I asked, dubious.
"Bah, I know it's an impossibility, it's just what it feels like when she leaves this work all to me! I love it and I hate it, 'tis the nature of the media. But I need you for a moment now, a moment later," she said.
"I've got a moment now. Later..." I trailed off.
"Later can be negotiated, now, I've questions that need answers. First of all, I should say good work on those interviews you provided. Good, but not great. You've a ways to go with your interview style and formatting, and journalistic ethics would oblige me to tell you fucking your interview subjects into an orgasm-induced stupor is not advised, but, overall you've good material. I would like some time with you soon so we can sculpt it into something that can be used for the paper, something that Nadia would not complain of. Does that follow?" Nica asked.
Her casual mention of knowing of my sexual exploits didn't even cause the slightest of hiccups in her quickly rattled off speech, something I was grateful for.
"Definitely," I said. "Let me know when works for you."
"Not today, obviously, but soon; give me your number and I shall text you when might work," Nica said.
"Will do," I said, scratching it out on a Post-It and handing it to her.
"And secondly... this one is more personal, but, you and Josie, you two are still a thing, yes?" Nica asked.
"Yeah, why?" I asked.
"I was hoping that you had some information on when she might be getting back. She is one of our best photographers, and we are at our best when we have our best people, so as you can tell, right now we are not at our best," Nica said.
"That doesn't sound personal, that just sounds, you know, like paper business," I said.
"Ah yes, but Josie has also been assisting me with a personal project that I have been grateful for her help with, hence, that portion of the question," Nica said knowingly.
Okay, that made sense. Curious sense, but also the kind of thing that was between them, so, I shouldn't ask about.
"Ah. Well, short answer is, I don't know and she doesn't know when she gets back, but, I talk with her almost every day; I can let her know that you're looking forward to her help," I said.
Nica smiled. It was a broad, warm smile that I very much liked to see.
"I would be most thankful for that, Ryan," she said.
"My pleasure," I said, turning to make my way for the door.
"That doesn't prevent me from needing your help with the interviews!" Nica called out to me when I grasped the doorknob.
"I know," I grumbled.
"Good that you know, because I intend to put you through the wringer on these until they look good!" Nica taunted.
I grumbled again.
Fucking back to school.
***
The library used to be one of my havens in school, a quiet place where I could hide away from the hustle and bustle of people more popular than me. That had changed since November, however, after I'd had a threesome with the librarian, Mrs. Sullivan, and her slut in training 18-year-old library aide, Marie Halpern, it had taken on more of a haunted house sort of feeling. Not because I had any bad feelings about what happened, no, I had a lot of fun with Mrs. Sullivan and Marie, but because whenever I was in here, I always felt like I was being watched.
Usually, I was right.
Marie had a particular way of stalking the stacks, hiding just out of sight but watching me, ready to pounce. The tiny, platinum blonde girl had the look of a stern librarian most of the time, but when the two of us were on our own she was a freaky, energetic little thing who liked coaxing cum out of my cock almost as much as me making her scream.
As I sat at my table at the end of the first day back after winter break, waiting on my tutoring subjects, I was quite aware that I was being watched like a hawk. It was entirely possible that if I'd been the only student in here, Marie would already be on me, bent over a table with my cock buried deep up her ass. Since I'd spent much of the day semi-hard (and even sex with Mrs. Lynn could only do so much), this wasn't that bad an image to keep in the back of my mind, but it was one I'd rather have pushed away so I could focus on the task at hand and get the hell out of here.
School had ended almost twenty minutes ago, and neither of the two students I was supposed to be tutoring for Mrs. Lynn had showed up. I told myself that I was giving them another fifteen, tops, before heading out and getting Mrs. Lynn up to speed. To tell her I'd tried, and that I'd be happy to tutor students more motivated to actually learn.



Until then... I still had the texts from my Unknown caller. The pictures were enticing, beautiful tits, ass, a fine body in even finer lingerie. She was tantalizingly close to naked, with the fabric sometimes millimeters away from showing something good, but never enough. I couldn't tell who it was, she always kept her face out of it, but if I had to wager, I'd have assumed one of the older book club ladies Mrs. Lynn told me about. Whoever she was, she was hot, and if the texts she sent with the pictures were true, her intentions were pretty clear.
Unknown: Do you like?
Unknown: Imagine these tits wrapped around your cock
Unknown: Want to feel this ass?
Unknown: This ass wants to feel you
Unknown: Think these are cocksucking lips?
Unknown: I can treat you so nice.
Unknown: Why aren't you texting me back?
Unknown: Don't you want to cover me in cum?
I did. I really did, but I hadn't texted back because I wanted to see where this was going. I was so tempted, and she was very distracting, keeping me on edge without ever pushing me over, but if it was what I thought it was, I wanted to play it safe. If it came to anything, however, I knew I'd fuck her as hard as I could.
But that was all maybes and perhaps and probablies, nothing for sure. She hadn't set up any plan, hadn't done anything beyond teasing, and if that's all it was...
A backpack hit the table in front of me, the chair next to me pulled out as a large man sat down next to me.
"Hey, man. Sorry I'm late," he said.
Half a head taller and 60 pounds of muscle heavier than me and wearing his football team letterman's jacket, 18-year-old Peter Nixon's mere presence made my heart drop. I thought I could handle him here, I thought I could handle this guy I was pretty sure hated me, but I couldn't. He had plenty of reason to hate me, from getting Kyle expelled to fucking his girlfriend to usurping his position as school's biggest ladies' man (though I was uncertain of the latter). He was handsome and confident and usually had an easy smile, but for me over the past few months, I'd only seen him as the guy who probably wanted to kill me.
"It's okay. You're, uh, not the latest," I stammered.
"You okay?" Peter asked. "You look like you saw a ghost."
I really hoped a joke would pull me out of this. "You know, you're the second person to tell me that today?"
It didn't.
Peter laughed. "Well, when the shoe fits, and let me tell you, it fits on you now. Do you need some water, fresh air, maybe?"
I felt like I was going to throw up. "I'm fine."
"You're not fine, you're-" Peter said, stopping and laughing, then putting his palm to his head. "You're scared of me?"
"A little bit," I squeaked.
Peter laughed. "Is it a jock-nerd thing? A because I'm black thing? Or... ah, it's because of Kyle and Sasha, isn't it?"
Wordlessly, I nodded.
Peter ran a hand through his short-cropped hair. "That's my fault... sorry. About Kyle, I mean; I hold nothing against you for Sasha, since you showed her a good time and she's got nothing but good stuff to say about ya. Treat my girl right, and I'll treat you right is how I see it. About Kyle, though, that's on me. I might've been pissed at you for a time with him bein' kicked out and all, but that's 'cause I didn't know all about him. I thought him and me were friends, and I had to watch his back because of that. He had different ideas, so I got some perspective on things. With all that and Sasha, I got a different view on you, so... sorry if I ever had you afraid."
This wasn't how I imagined this meeting to go. It didn't fix everything, but it did slow my heart enough that I didn't feel like passing out.
"That's good to hear," I said.
"Good. I'm glad. And I'm glad you're willing to help me out, even with a good scare," Peter laughed.
"You want the help?" I asked.
"Nobody wants to admit they want help, but, yeah, I could use it," Peter said. "School and me... I don't hate it. I really don't. But when I try to read something and the letters all get out of order, it can be... a problem, especially for gettin' on to college."
"Dyslexia?" I asked.
He nodded. "I've been doing therapy for it since I was a kid, but it's not always worked so hot. All my teachers know it and try to help, so I thought you should, too, if we're gonna get into this. We're gonna get into this, right?"
"Totally," I said.
Peter chuckled. "You've spent a lot of time around Brooke, haven't you?"
I laughed. "Totally."
"She's a cute one. A wildcat in the sack, too," he said.
"Tell me about it," I replied. I hadn't expected to have even this much in common with Peter Nixon, so it was about as good a start as any.
"You want my help?" I finally asked.
"If it helps me graduate from more than just my football skills, yeah," Peter said.
"I can't promise you that much, and a lot of it's gonna have to come from you," I said.
"I know," Peter replied. "If you'll try, I'll try."
He had a good attitude about getting tutored, I gave him that. Better than Kaitlyn did when we first started out. I was willing to admit that I'd misjudged Peter early on, and realized that I wanted to make it up to him. I thought about his situation. "You've memorized plays out on the field, right?"
"Yeah," Peter said.
"Then I can help you memorize enough history to get a passing grade," I said.
"Really?" he asked, hopeful.
"Really," I confirmed.
He held out his hand for me to shake. "Thank you, so much, man, I mean it. I need this and... thank you."
I shook his hand. "No problem. Let's you and me work out a schedule, and I'll start helping you out when you're ready."
"Thanks," he said, smiling broadly.
I laughed. "If only the rest of the people I'm tutoring were this dedicated," I said.
"They're not?" he asked.
I shook my head. "Jess Garza was supposed to be here too, but I bet she's just off somewhere getting high."
"No, she isn't," Peter said. "I saw her down in the alley by the soccer field, doin' tricks with some of the other skaters."
"Huh," I said. A moment ago, I was willing to write both Peter and Jess off, but with Peter showing his dedication, I realized that I probably owed Jess that much of a chance too.
The day may not have been perfect, but it was starting to turn around; I just hoped that Jess was willing to help turn it around with me.
***
The alley between our school's disused soccer field and the houses beyond wasn't much of an alley as it was a narrow strip of occasionally paved land that separated Regan Hills High from the outside world. It boasted just enough shade and discarded pieces of furniture from the school to make it a popular place to hang out if you weren't interested in being seen.
I squeezed through a gap in the soccer field's fence and found the crowd I was looking for pretty quickly, a handful of maybe four students either getting high or doing what little they could do in the way of skateboard tricks on some of the old, cracked concrete benches left in the alley.
The person I was looking for was one of the latter.
"Jess!" I called out to her.
The short skater in the hoodie and knit cap looked at me, then her friends. She laughed, "Guess who's finally busted? You guys run; I'll catch up."
The others didn't really run so much as they ambled out of there, leaving me and Jess alone in the alley. It felt planned, which made it feel more annoying.
"We were supposed to meet in the library almost forty-five minutes ago," I said.
"Yeah, I know," Jess said, bending over and picking up her board, setting it down on a nearby bench. Though she was a tiny little 18-year-old Latina, she had some decent curves. Her jeans may have been full of holes on the front, but that didn't hide the nice, round and wide ass in the back. Her faded gray hoodie covered most of her upper body, but in the front it was unzipped, giving a nice view of the tight, midriff baring black shirt with a white skull in the center, stretched across a nice pair of DDs. Her smile was lazy but cute, her eyes lively if a little unfocused, and her hair was mostly stuck under an old knit cap, but the few black curls that snuck out from underneath were shiny and pretty.
She was, for all intents and purposes, kinda hot for a skater girl, but I was so annoyed with her right now I could mostly ignore that.
Mostly.
"Then why didn't you?" I asked.
"Because I didn't want to," Jess said, matter-of-factly.
"I don't think Mrs. Lynn's going to appreciate hearing that," I said.
"Who the fuck cares what Mrs. Lynn thinks?" Jess asked.
"I do," I said.
"Well, yeah, of course *you* do, you're a teacher's pet. Why should *I* care what Mrs. Lynn thinks?" Jess asked.
"Maybe you should because, oh, I dunno, she's in charge of your grade? And if you don't make an effort to make our tutoring sessions, you'll get in trouble?" I suggested.
Jess snorted. "I've been in trouble before. I'm used to trouble. I can survive more trouble."
"Really? That's all you've got to say about that?" I asked.
"Yup," she replied. "But if me being in trouble's stuck on your conscience, you can always, ya know, sign the paper Mrs. Lynn gave me and tell her I've been a good little student?"
Jess tried to say this in a way that sounded half-hearted and casual, but I could tell she was actually hopeful. Alright, if that's how she wanted to play it, two could play that game.
"Yeah, no, it's not that easy," I said.
"That's not what I hear," she said, stepping slightly closer to me.
"What do you hear?" I asked.
She took another step closer, looking down, then up at me. "That you'll let girls slide for sex."
"That's not how it works," I clarified.
"Oh, no?" Jess taunted. "I heard you let a slut cheerleader slide on tutoring in exchange for her fucking you. I call that a fair exchange. I'm good at five things: skating, welding, smoking weed, paintball... and fucking."
"I didn't let her slide. She's still doing the work. She's doing better, too," I said.
"Well, isn't that dandy?" Jess asked. She hooked her thumbs under the edge of her shirt and began pulling it up her abs. "Don't be so quick to turn me down, not when you haven't seen these..."
She pulled her shirt up over her tits, and the massive breasts popped down. They were round and firm and a true sight to behold, with dark, palm-sized areolas and firm nipples that stood out like bullets.
"Jess!" I exclaimed.
"What?" she said, closing the distance between us. One of her hands, strong and firm, gripped my cock through my pants and began to rub me, while her other hand took one of mine and brought it between her legs.
"This isn't how this is supposed to go," I said.
"Yeah, but you're still pretty excited," she said, guiding my hand over the waistline of her jeans and pressing it down inside. My fingers grazed warm, moist lips, and she groaned. "And so am I."
God, this felt good. Good, but wrong. I'd had sexual encounters begin similar to this, why couldn't this one?
"I can just drop to my knees and give you one hell of a BJ right now, or we could go back to my van and you can fuck me however you want; I do pretty much everything, and I'm really, really good. If you're as good as everyone says, we can make some sweet music, you can pass me past tutoring, and..."
That was it. That was what brought me back. I pulled my hand out of her pants and stepped back.
"I can't do this. Not like this. It has to stop," I said.
A little hurt, a little angry, a little confused, Jess pulled down her shirt and said, "But, I thought you were, you know..."
"What? Easy?" I shot back.
The word hits her like a slap to the face. "Well, yeah. You aren't?"
"I am. Sometimes. The right times. This isn't a right time. I have sex when it's fun and with someone I want to have sex with, and though you are... achingly hot... and I'd love to have sex with you at a better time, I'm not gonna do it like this," I said.
"I'm confused," she said.
"Me too. This might be a first for me to be in this exact situation, I'm not sure. Whatever it is, though... I can't let you off of this in exchange for sex," I said.
"So that's how it's gonna be, huh? You're just gonna let Mrs. Lynn ride me for the rest of the year and give me a hard time on my grades?" Jess shot back.
"That doesn't have to be the case, not if you do the work," I said.
"But I can't do the work," Jess said.
"Why not?" I asked.
Jess groaned in frustration, and not in a good way. "Because I'm bad at it, okay? Because I suck at this. I meant it when I said I was good at five things. Those are the only five things I'm good at, and I dunno about you, but I didn't hear me say schoolwork. No matter what I do and how I try, I fuck things up, and it just ain't worth trying."
My phone buzzed in my pocket. Despite great temptation, I chose to give my attention now to Jess, who was clearly struggling.
"Then come to tutoring. I'll help you out however I can. In history... fuck, in whatever other subjects I can. Believe it or not, I want to help."
"And what's in it for you?" Jess asked.
"Nothing. Satisfaction that I've helped someone who needs it. That's all, really," I said.
Jess didn't seem convinced. "I dunno..."
She had doubts in herself. Serious ones. I didn't know what her home life was like, or what her past with learning was like, but I saw someone who'd given up a while ago and just settled into a complacency she saw no reason to get out of. If there was some way I could just motivate her...
And this was when I had one of those ideas that was so crazy it might work.
"Fine. I'll fuck you," I said.
Her eyes brightened, a little. "Yeah?"
"If you try," I said.
"If I try?" Jess said.
"If you try," I repeated. "Come to tutoring. Let me help you. Do your assignments. Show me some progress. If you make some progress in your homework, on tests, quizzes... I'll fuck you," I said.
She looked dubious. "That's... I dunno."
"You say you're really, really good at sex?" I challenged.
"Yeah," she replied.
"Well, I'm better than that. Chances are I might be the best fuck you'll find in this whole damn school. Every girl I've been with, I've made cum multiple times just because I like making it happen, and if you try, I'll give you the fuck of a lifetime. I'll make you cum so hard you won't know what hit you, and I'll do it as many times as you'd like. However you want my cock, whatever you want to do with it, wherever you want it, I'll do it. You need a new fuck buddy? I can be your guy. All you have to do is let me help you, and make an effort," I said.
Jess thought about this. She thought about it for a while, actually, enough that the buzzing of my phone reminding me of my newest text was starting to get annoying.
"Fine. I'll try. For how long?" Jess asked.
"Ideally, until you graduate. Other than that, how 'bout we give it a month? You improve your grades by the end of January, and all bets are off hardcore fucking is on the table," I said.
"So this is how you motivate, huh? You're crazy," Jess said, smiling and running a hand under her cap. "You're crazy, but... I like crazy. Fine, we'll do some tutoring, see if you rub off on me."
I gave her my phone number so we could set up something more concrete with our schedule, and at that, we went our separate ways. I sincerely hoped that Jess wasn't just trying to pull one over on me and wasn't just going to ghost me when I'd put myself out there for her, because I truly did feel like I could do something for her. I didn't know why, but I believed in her.
I only hoped she was capable of believing in herself.
I slipped back through the gap in the fence and started to make my way back toward my bike. I was looking forward to going home, getting caught up on my own homework, and hopefully chatting with Josie some before bed.
Once again, my phone buzzed with reminder that I had an unread text.
I pulled it from my pocket, and what do you know, it was from my mysterious Unknown caller again. There was no picture attached to this one, only a simple text message.
Unknown: Bungalow 237. I'll be there for another 30 minutes. Curious?
I paused. The message was sent maybe fifteen minutes ago. How curious was I? Curious enough to follow this trail of sexy breadcrumbs, or not so curious that I wouldn't just go home right now?
I looked over toward the faculty lot near where my bike was parked, then at the bungalows on the disused soccer field, tapping my foot and seriously thinking about what I had to do.
***
As it turned out, I was curious enough.
Bungalow 237 was unlocked when I stepped inside. Though its windows were still blacked out from when it was the Puma Press' haunted house for our school's Halloween Scream, the interior looked completely different. It had been repurposed once again for storage, though was nowhere near as bad as it was when Josie and I first set about clearing it out. There were a few walls of empty filing cabinets, a handful of broken desks, and a single couch on the wall opposite me.
The couch was not empty.
"Hello, Mr. Collins," she said. "If you're here for the reason you and I both know you are, I'd ask that you lock the door behind you?"
"Of course," I said, locking the door, "Mrs. Addams."
Mrs. Janelle Addams sat on the couch, a little more tired than I saw her this morning, yet still every bit as gorgeous. Her business-like suit of matching skirt and jacket did little to hide her big ass and bigger tits, while her toned legs looked positively tasty in her stockings. She'd kicked off her heels sometime before I got here, and her gorgeous face was definitely showing the end of a long day, but she still looked unbelievably hot.
I set my backpack by the door and walked over to her.
"Did you like my pictures?" she asked.
"Oh, yes," I said.
"Did they make you hard?" she asked.
"Yes. Did taking them make you wet?" I asked, feeling out what exact game she wanted to play here.
"Yes," she said without the slightest embarrassment. "You know, next time you can feel free to text back your appreciation. Maybe a nice close-up of that cock Brenda and Lauren keep telling me about."
I smiled. "I was just looking to play it safe, see how interested you were, and make sure you were for real, that I wasn't falling into some kind of trap. Can't be too careful these days, can we?"
"Oh, this isn't a trap, and I'm very much for real. Are you?" she purred.
"It depends on what you have in mind," I returned.
Mrs. Addams sighed. "Listen, Ryan, I'm going to be blunt. I've had one real bitch of a day at the end of a real cunt of a few months and need to let off some serious steam. I know you're considerate, and I know you're a talker, and later some of that will be greatly appreciated, but until then I don't need considerate, and I don't need talk. I don't want to be in any more control today; I want to be fucked and used like a goddamn whore until you make me cum over and over again. I want to be called names and treated roughly and fucked until I can't walk straight. I need your cum... on me, in me, wherever. I just need... release, and I think you're one of the few capable of giving it."
She stood up from the couch and walked in front of me. "And for you... I'll do anything your sick teenaged mind wants. I know I'm not your first teacher, but I'm sure you've had your fantasies about me too, haven't you? I know the way the boys stare at me, every one of them wanting a glimpse and none of them ever getting it no matter how tempted I am because I'm so prim and proper and following the rules. Wouldn't you love to see what I've got underneath this? Wouldn't you love to feel it? To fuck it?"
My short answer to this was, 'God yes, please yes, oh sweet Jesus, thank you, yes!'



The longer answer was a little more complex. To say I'd had my fantasies about Mrs. Addams would be an understatement, but I never thought of anything happening, let alone like this. She was tired and maybe a little sad even, and I wasn't fully sure she was in the best state of mind to be doing something like this. She also, however, seemed confident in the midst of all this, never once wavering in her words or showing any sign of being nervous.
"I want... all of that, but because you're one of my favorite teachers, and this is a big deal, I just have to make sure that this is exactly what you want," I said.
My statement gave her pause, her seductive façade fading for just a second in consideration before coming back with greater confidence than before. "Yes. Yes I do."
Okay then, if this was how she wanted it.
Calmly, I knelt down and started taking off my shoes and socks. "I'm only asking, because once we begin, there's no turning back. I've fucked a lot of girls, a lot of women, a lot of whom really enjoy the slut treatment. I'm good at giving them what they want. The best, maybe. You give me what I want, and I'll give you exactly what you want, am I understanding this correctly?"
I stood up, looking down into her eyes as she nodded. Huskily, she said, "Yes."
I wrapped an arm around her waist and roughly pulled her in close, pressing her tits up against my chest and grinding my cock against the front of her skirt. She moaned at the sudden harsh treatment, but smiled at me gratefully.
"Good," I said, forcing my mouth onto hers. Her lips were nice and full and very responsive, kissing back with even greater passion than my own. Mrs. Addams' tongue danced against mine, encouraging me but never pushing too far. She wanted to be submissive, I could see that, and I was going to play with that.
Roughly, my hands explored her body, squeezing her ass, then spanking her. Mrs. Addams mewled, looking up at me with lusty eyes.
I reached up and roughly pulled off her jacket, tossing it aside. She gasped, then smiled as I pulled her in close again and continued kissing her. I brought my hands up the sides of her body, grasping her breasts through her blouse. God only knew how many other students wished for this exact opportunity, but now that I was apparently the first one to go for it, I was going to enjoy it. I squeezed them, relishing the feel of her nipples hardening through the thin fabric and pressing up against the palms of my hands.
I needed more than this.
I gripped the fabric of her blouse and tore it open, sending buttons flying. At first, Mrs. Addams looked pissed at this, but once her massive E-cups were exposed to me, held inside of a nice black bra, she smiled at me lustily and kissed me again.
"The skirt. Take it off, slut," I said, playing her game and loving the way it made her groan. She unzipped her skirt and shimmied out of it, tossing it aside. I was then greeted by the lovely sight of Mrs. Janelle Addams, one of the hottest teachers in school, wearing a matching bra, panties and stockings. Every piece of lingerie hugged her amazing curves as if they were painted on. I'd already seen these garments in the pictures she'd been sharing with me today, but they didn't do her any justice.
"Turn around, I wanna see your ass," I commanded.
Mrs. Addams obeyed, turning around and showing off her awe-inspiring ass, bisected only by the thinnest piece of fabric from her ass.
"Bend over the couch," I demanded, and putting her hands on the couch's arm, she obeyed, thrusting her big, round ass out at me. I spanked her again, one quick whack to each cheek, enjoying the sharper sound of her nearly naked ass and the squeals of pleasure it brought from her.
"This is how you've always wanted to see me, isn't it? Half-naked and completely at your mercy?" Mrs. Addams asked, her voice innocent and submissive.
It wasn't, but it was definitely a fun fantasy to play with now that I was here. I pulled off my shirt, then my pants and boxers. It was little surprise that my thick, 10-inch-long cock stood out proudly, dripping with precum and ready for her. Pulling my phone from my pants, I vowed to myself that we were both going to have a very, very good time of this.
I stepped behind her, rubbing my bare cock against her ass. She shivered deliciously against me, moaning and arching her back with a kind of hungry desperation that sought penetration now. While it would be fun to have penetration soon, I was going to have fun with this game first.
"One of many fantasies," I said, sliding my cock between her ass cheeks, rubbing it up and down her succulent flesh. "Has it been one of yours? I'm not talking about me, because I know I'm not the most impressive, but, you're a buttoned up, responsible teacher, will you tell me you've never dreamt of being fucked nice and hard by one of your 18-year-old seniors?"
She groaned as I teased her flesh. "N-n-n-no... not until recently... I was too... fuck... I was too responsible. Too faithful. I never dreamed of anything more."
"And now?" I hissed.
"I wish I had. I wished I'd cut loose and shown some of those hot boys and girls what fucking a real woman was like. I'd have gotten down on my knees and sucked all those cocks and eaten all those pussies and let them just fucking destroy me," she said, her voice needy and full of lust.
I smiled at that answer. For her sake, I hoped she found some way to live out at least a similar fantasy.
Right now, though, there was something we could do for each other. "Sounds fun. Why don't we get some practice in with just one? Get down on your knees and start sucking, whore."
Mrs. Addams' eyes lidded over at that final word, and she looked more than happy to spin around and drop to her knees in front of my cock.
"Holy... fucking... shit..." she exclaimed on seeing it up close and personal.
"I know. Pretty great, huh?" I said, proudly.
"Pretty great?" Mrs. Addams said, apprehensively reaching up and wrapping her hand around the base of my cock. "This is more than pretty great, this is-"
She was cut off when I thrust my hips forward, spearing her lips with my thick cockhead. She looked surprised, at first, and it was that surprised look that I snapped a picture of first.
A strand of drool connecting my cockhead to her lips, she asked, "What are you-?"
I thrust forward again, pushing my cock back into her open, waiting lips. There was no surprise this time, and despite a slight squeal of indignation, she started sucking me eagerly, looking up with lusty eyes as I snapped more pictures.
"You want me to use you and fuck you like a whore, I'm going to use you and fuck you like a whore," I said, inelegantly fucking her face as I fed her more and more of my giant cock. "These pictures are for my eyes only, though. Only I get these memories, slut."
I was both trying to set her at ease and set her off at the same time, and it did the trick. Mrs. Addams was instantly more relaxed and turned on, rocking her hips enthusiastically as she feasted on my cock. It was an amazing and wet blowjob, her soft lips and firm tongue expertly playing with my cock as her mouth was stretched to the limit. I ran my free hand through her luscious hair as I fucked in and out of her mouth, listening to her gag but never once complain. It was a painfully erotic sight, one I knew that'd be deliciously burned into my memory.
It wasn't the only thing I wanted to be delicious, though.
"Are you wet right now?" I asked her. With a mouthful of cock, she nodded, humming contentedly.
Forcefully, I pulled my cock from her mouth and pulled her up to her feet. I said, "Pull off your panties, bend over the couch and show me."
Mrs. Addams groaned, but obeyed, pulling down her panties and showing me her exquisitely shaved pussy. Her lips were full and prominent and utterly glistening, a view I got an even better look at when she bent over the couch. Deep down, what I wanted to do was eat her out and treat her right, see what I could do with full lips to really help her deal with whatever stress she clearly needed my help with, but right now she wanted a particular kind of treatment, and I had every intention of delivering.
I reached between her slightly spread legs and ran two fingers around the folds of her pussy, savoring her moans. I was gentle at first, but then began exploring more vigorously, squeezing her clit between my fingers before thrusting inside of her.
"Ohgod," she groaned, pressing her ass back against me as if trying to pull more of my fingers within her. I kept going, riding her with my fingers.
"Oh, you like that, don't you my little teacher slut? You like being bent over and fingerfucked like a whore?" I teased her, fingering her harder.
"Y-y-yes," she moaned, her voice quiet and submissive, a far cry from the powerful woman I knew as a harsh but fair English teacher.
"You like being at the mercy of one of your students? Dominated by someone you never knew could dominate you?" I asked.
"Yes," she groaned, her thighs squeezing tightly, desperately trying to get off from my fingering.
"And you could cum just like this, couldn't you?" I asked.
"Yes," she said, looking back at me with the most hopeful, horny look on her face.
"I could do that..." I said, pulling my fingers from her dripping cunt. She moaned in frustration, pressing back against me, and getting the head of my cock against her lips for her trouble. "...or I could bury my cock all the way in your pussy and savagely fuck you 'til you scream. I could do that, if you begged for it."
"You'll make me beg? You'll make your poor, tired, English teacher beg?" she moaned.
"No, I'll make the whore who wants to be treated like a whore beg," I hissed, loving the way it made her almost collapse with pleasure.
"Please, Ryan... please fuck me. Please shove your cock all the way inside of me, make me fucking scream like a bitch in heat, please..." she said.
I'd heard better begging, but she was playing by the rules, so I would too. Slowly, I lined my cock up with her entrance and pressed inside.
"Oh fuck," she whispered. "Oh, fuck fuck fuck."
She dropped her head, groaning and crying out with every inch I forced inside of her. I grabbed a handful of her hair to pull her back up, leaning forward so I could forcibly kiss her while I slowly fed her my cock. I could've just slammed it all home at once, and I doubted she would even mind all that much, but to be on the safe side I wanted to let her get used to my size before I really gave it to her.
"It's so good, so fucking good, give it to me, none of this weak shit, please, please, please fuck me harder, harder, please," Mrs. Addams begged.
"We're almost there. Just be a good girl and do as you're told," I said, sinking the last few inches into her. Her eyes went wide and she almost cried out, but I quieted her with a kiss before finishing, "And let me do what I do best, okay, slut?"
She whimpered. "Okay."
I may have shown her tight, oh so perfect pussy mercy to begin with, but now that we were fully joined, I'd treat her every bit like she wanted to be treated. I treated her like a whore, grabbing a handful of hair and pulling her head back as I fucked her hard. Our bodies slapped together with every thrust, her wild and unrestrained moans music to my ear. It wasn't long before her pussy was taking almost the entire length of my cock with every stroke, and every time I slammed it home she cried out again. The cries were sometimes of pain, sometimes of lust, and sometimes of something beyond all of those regular emotions and sensations and tied to a simple, primal need.
Going off of what she said, and getting a feeling that it was exactly what she needed, I slowed down just enough to gather enough of her juices on my middle finger, and then pressed it against her tight asshole. It didn't open at first, but with a little pressure and urging from her with her surprised but welcoming moans, I finally broke through and slid it into her asshole.
"OHMYGOD!" she yelped, first as my finger settled into her, then as I began to pick up the pace. It wasn't a traditional double-penetration, but it got her going even more, pressing back against me as I began to fuck her hard once more.
I wasn't used to doling out the rough treatment, but it seemed to be exactly what she was looking for. After only a few minutes of this deep, hard penetration, she went rigid, then jerked against me with a long, plaintive wail. A gush of her juices hit my balls, my thighs as she came hard and unrestrained, fucking desperately back against me as she rode out a nice, long orgasm. I'll admit it was a quick fuck, but one that was probably desperately needed on her end. I felt rather pleased with myself that I'd given her this release this quickly, and in a way that seemed to satisfy her so.
Still, just because I'd made her cum, didn't mean that I was ready to give up the game just yet. Though I continued fucking her for a little while longer, I knew I was going to be cumming soon myself. If she wanted to be treated like a whore, I was sure there was one way to end this first round that we'd both enjoy.
Once her body went limp as rubber, I pulled out of her pussy and ass, turned her around and lay her down on the couch. I climbed on top of her, straddling her chest.
"What... what are you doing?" she asked in a submissive voice.
"I've stared at these tits for a long time. Now, I want them," I said, putting my well-lubed cock between her tits and then squeezing them around me. It was a beautiful sight, my cock disappearing into the tight, narrow valley between her breasts, only matched by how amazing it felt to fuck my hot, busty teacher's tits.
"Oh my god, I can't believe you're doing this. I can't believe you're doing this to me!" Mrs. Addams said, all of her usual strength long gone and her voice replaced by that of a submissive slut. Her eyes still sparkled with her usual power and tired amusement.
"What, fucking the tits of a slut with tits worth fucking? Do you have any idea how many boys who've masturbated to these jugs? Do you know how many people would kill to be where I am right now?" I grunted, feeling the pressure building and fucking her harder.
"Do you have any idea... how many boys... want to paint you... just... like... THIS!"
If I thought she came hard, I wasn't prepared for the power of the orgasm I'd been building during this frantic fuck. When the flood came, the first burst hit her between the cheek and her collarbone, while more subsequent shots coated her neck, her chin, and her open mouth as she angled to catch some. I extricated myself from her tits, allowing my last few, weaker shots to paint those glorious orbs and her nipples, her moans encouraging me for every last drop until I had nothing left in me.
I had enough energy left in me to take one glorious, beautiful picture of this sight, before I climbed off of her and collapsed on the ground, panting.
Mrs. Addams laughed. I honestly couldn't have told you the last time I'd heard her laugh, but I liked it.
"So, how was your first day back at school?" she asked, amused.
"Ummm, amazing?" I replied, laughing myself.
"Who was more amazing? Me, or Brenda?" Mrs. Addams asked.
This was a good time to stay diplomatic, I wagered. "Do I really have to choose?"
"No. But I've had a long day and could really use the ego boost, so-"
"Then it was you," I said quickly, smiling up at her on the couch. She turned her head to me, smiling down with her cum-coated face, looking like a beautifully perverse angel.
"Good answer," she said with a smile, reaching toward the floor by the base of the couch and pulling out a towel and bottle of water. She began to clean herself off, taking a swig of water and swishing out her mouth before swallowing.
"You came prepared," I said.
"I know what I want, and what I need to get what I want, so, yes, I came prepared," she said, as authoritative as she ever was in front of the class. "You too; you've got some nice-tasting cum."
"Oh, thanks," I said.
"No, thank you. My husband, he didn't take care of himself and it always tasted... " Mrs. Addams scrunched up her face in disgust. "Anyway, yours tastes better. And that thing with my ass... how'd you know?"
I smiled. "A friend of mine, she once told me that all uptight girls like it in the ass, and though you're hardly a girl anymore, you seemed uptight, so..."
"Your friend's a wise woman," Mrs. Addams said.
"Yeah. Yeah she is," I replied, looking on Mrs. Addams' beauty as she set the towel and the bottle of water aside. Regaining some strength, I got up and sat beside her on the couch, equal parts in awe of her beauty and stuck for something to say. She wasn't the first MILF I'd ever fucked, but I didn't know her as well as Mrs. Lynn or Mrs. McNeil, so I was a little stuck for small talk. I didn't even know if she wanted small talk after what we'd done, if she expected me to leave or she'd leave, or...
Latching onto something she'd already said, I said, "So... how was your first day of school?"
She laughed. It wasn't the funny kind of laugh. "Seventy percent of my students failed the pop quiz I gave on the suggested winter break reading, I got to hear from my husband's divorce attorney that he wants to take my dog in the settlement even though I adopted her for the kids, and someone keyed my fucking car. Maybe a student, maybe my husband's mistress... fuck, I don't know. I don't care. So, if you want an honest answer, I'd say it was shitty. Pretty fucking shitty."
"I'm sorry," I said, trying to fully take in how much had just been dropped onto me. "I mean... fuck. I didn't know you were getting divorced."
"None of my students do, and I'd like to keep it that way. Gossip spreads, and gossip's one of the last things I need right now," Mrs. Addams said.
I didn't want to point out to her that she'd just been fucked by one of her students and that was likely to be more dangerous gossip, but it was a bad enough day for her that I didn't want to rub anything else in.
"I won't say anything," I said.
"Thanks," she said, closing her eyes and leaning back into the couch. I wanted to hold her, to offer whatever kind of comfort I could, but after the tone of our last fuck I wasn't sure that was what she wanted. I wasn't sure it was what she didn't want either, though, so I followed my instincts and wrapped an arm around her shoulder. She cuddled up against me pleasantly, leaning her head on my chest. I stroked her luscious hair with my hand.
"These last months... they've been hell. I need to be strong for my kids, I need to keep an eye on my class, I need to make sure my husband and his bitch don't walk all over me. I need to do so much, but I can't cut loose. I feel like I get so wound up I'm going to explode sometimes, that responsibility is going to crush me. And so, I fantasize. About not being in control. Of being used. Of just submitting and letting someone else I trust be in charge, and when Brenda told me about your... gifts... I couldn't help myself. I'm sorry, if I used you a little," she said.
I shrugged. "I didn't see it that way."
"Okay. Thank you," she said.
"Don't mention it," I said, still stroking her hair, enjoying the closeness. It may not have been the best time for a joke, but it was about all I could think of at the moment to try to up her spirits. "You know, if you want me to break things up between your husband and his mistress, I could always fuck her away from him. I've done it before."
I expected a polite smile from Mrs. Addams, not an actual guffaw of laughter this caused.
"Well, that worked better than expected," I said, happy to see her smiling.
"Sorry, it's just... Lauren told me about what you did for her, and then I tried imagining you with my husband's bitch and... yuck. If you'd seen her, you'd understand," Mrs. Addams said, scrunching up her face in disgust.



"You ladies talk about a lot in your book club," I said.
Mrs. Addams nodded. "Sometimes even about books. But mostly we get drunk on champagne and merlot and bitch, let Viola sell us on some of those sex toys she runs as a side hustle, maybe get drunk enough so a couple of us'll stumble off to another room and go down each other for a bit. You know, old lady stuff."
That didn't sound like any old lady stuff I knew, but it was enough to bring some life back to my cock.
"Sounds like I need to start reading more," I said.
"I doubt that. First off, Mr. Collins, your grade tells me enough that I know you do more than just the assigned reading; don't be so modest about that. And second, if you actually showed your face at a meeting of our book club? I'll be honest, I'm pretty sure you'd get eaten alive," Mrs. Addams said confidently.
"That a fact?" I asked.
"Entirely," she replied.
"You're kind of doing a bad job of keeping me away," I said.
"Who said I was trying to keep you away?" she asked, her eyes and voice full of mischief.
There she was, the Mrs. Addams I really knew, the strong if stern badass of an unbelievably hot English teacher. Sure, she was more naked than I was used to, but considering how much of the year I'd seen her just looking tired, seeing even this glimmer of her old self was a welcome change.
I leaned in and kissed her. She returned it, eagerly, pressing her body more closely against mine.
"No one," I answered her. "I was just curious about what you ladies might have in mind for me."
She wrapped one of her dainty hands almost all the way around my cock, slowly stroking it and answering, "All sorts of things, I'd wager, but what they want to do with you is immaterial. I'm more interested in what you can do for me, right now, because I got you all to myself and wish to keep it that way while I've got you."
I slipped a hand between her thighs, rubbing her damp, hot slit with my fingers. Pressing against her clit, I made her groan.
"I think we can work something out of that," I said, leaning in to kiss her more deeply. It was a nice, hot makeout session if I say so myself, both of us kissing long and deep, unhurried after our initial encounter and now looking for some good, old-fashioned fun. Her hands were on my cock, slowly spreading my precum around and feeling really, really fucking amazing. I had a harder time choosing where to put my hands, but between the one between her legs and the one that I had working her tits, I was pretty happy.
So was she. Now that we were no longer playing her game so she could relax, I got to see the real Janelle Addams, and found her to be a fine companion.
"Oh that's it, right there, suck my nipples while you finger me," she said as I did just that. "Oh, fuck, you may be a boy, but you've got more than most men, and I'm not just talking about this cock! Fuck, you've got experience, you've got skill, you've got what it really takes to satisfy a woman, don't you?"
"It's a good thing you've got plenty to satisfy, then, isn't it?" I said, taking in the epic size of her tits.
She admonished me by pressing my face back toward her boobs. "I do, but keep playing with me. Make me feel nice, make me feel wanted, make me feel... mmmmmmmmm..."
I knew I could make her feel better than this, and set about doing exactly that. Though it meant giving up her perfect handjob, I pressed her back to where she leaned against the couch and dropped to the floor on my knees. Without any pretense or foreplay, I dove right in to eat her delicious, needy pussy.
She squealed, though not from surprise, as I did this, squeezing her tits and playing with her erect nipples as she looked down at me. "Ah, I was wondering when I'd get to feel your mouth on my cunt. I've heard so much about this gift..."
"Is it everything you hoped for?" I asked, unsurprised when she wrapped her legs around my head and pulled me back into your pussy.
"I'll get back to you on that... yesyesyes, right there..." she purred, running her fingers through my hair and holding on tight.
Having already fucked her, I knew that this pussy was amazing, but getting to get in and a good, long taste of her, I found that I'd underestimated just how amazing it actually was. Mrs. Addams was sweet, and she was juicy, and the juices kept on flowing, coating my chin, my lips, my tongue and rolling down her thighs. She wasn't even cumming yet, and this flow was a pretty solid constant that made eating her out exceptionally fun.
With my tongue running nice, firm circles on her clit, I reached up and slid a finger into her pussy. Then another. And another. Three fingers into her, I twisted them around, thrusting gently in time with my tongue, playing off of her moans to keep her going without ever taking her to where I ultimately wanted her to be. I liked bringing her close, to a precipice where I felt her tremble and quiver and about to let go, only to back off and bring her down, prolonging the buildup as I continued to work her over with my mouth and fingers.
And then I stopped. Oh, I kept the pressure, I kept my tongue and fingers in place, but I stopped toying with her, leaving her on the edge as she whined and bucked her hips against me, keeping her from going over the edge no matter how hard she tried to finish the job herself.
"Oh, you're such a fucking bastard," she groaned, looking down at me with angry, lustful eyes.
I took my mouth off her cunt. "You know, etymologically speaking, that's incorrect; my parents were married when I was born."
"Did you really stop eating my pussy so you could discuss etymology with me?" Mrs. Addams asked.
"Yeah. Is it doing anything for you?" I teased.
She squeezed her nipples particularly hard, moaning, "Believe it or not, yes, actually. Not much, but sort of."
"Thought it might," I said, taking her off guard when I dove back into furiously eating her out. I'd purposefully stopped to tease her before, but now I was going all in on getting her off. My tongue eagerly circled her clit and played with her lips, while my fingers fucked in and out of her like a piston, curling toward her g-spot with every thrust inward. She was soaked, hell, I was soaked, her juices covering her thighs, my hand, my face, her pungent and intoxicating aroma filling the air.
Needless to say, Mrs. Addams enjoyed the attention, playing with her tits even more energetically as she rode my face. "Fucking goddamn, yes! Eat your teacher's pussy! Eat your English teacher's juicy fucking pussy! Make me come all over your fucking face! I'm gonna do it, make you drink it all up, right there, fuck, keep going, keep going... FUCK, GODDAAAAAAAAAAAAAAMNIT!!"
She wasn't lying. I was expecting Mrs. Addams to be wet, but when her juices came out in a torrent, it was everything I could do to keep up with them. This room was bound to smell like her cunt for a few months, but at the moment that wasn't really something that worried me. I tried to keep up with her pussy, licking and sucking and drinking everything she had to offer, finding relief only when her orgasm abated.
Breathing heavily, she collapsed fully against the couch, her eyes glazed over and satisfied. "Okay... okay... I heard it was good... but I didn't know... fuck, Ryan... you're a fucking prodigy."
Licking my lips, I got up and sat next to her on the couch. "Did you use 'fucking' there to indicate emphasis on how much of a prodigy I am, or to say that I'm a prodigy at fucking?"
"More English humor?" she asked.
"An attempt," I admitted. "Still sort of work?"
"Sort of," she said, smiling slyly. She leaned over, placing a long, luxurious kiss on the head of my cock. Her tongue peeked through her full, moist lips, circling the head and making me moan. She kept her mouth like this for a while, looking up at me teasingly.
"This is what I get for taking my time playing around, isn't it?" I asked.
"Some of it, definitely. Some of it's also because I love sucking cock," she said, dropping down a couple inches. I was in ecstasy, but an ecstasy that only maddened me for how much I needed to cum.
"Is that the only thing you love?" I asked, running a hand through her hair.
She kissed the head of my cock, then smiled at me devilishly. "Why, Mr. Collins, are you asking me to climb on top of you and ride you like none of the little girls at this school ever could?"
"Not in those words, but in that point, yes, I'd really like that," I said.
"You only had to ask," Mrs. Addams said, sitting up and swinging a leg over me to straddle my hips. She ground her soaked pussy against the length of my cock, making both of us moan. "How have you been hiding this all this time?"
"I wasn't trying to hide anything, I just naturally stayed below the radar. And then this year... I was discovered," I said.
She reached between her legs, lining my cock up with her entrance before she sat down on me. I hissed with pleasure, while she bit her lip and groaned, as once again my cock burrowed into her tight, hot, slit all the way to the root.
"I must send a thank you to whatever explorer decided to plant her flag on you first and introduce you to the world. Will you answer if I ask you nicely, or do I have to fuck her name out of you?" Mrs. Addams asked, squeezing my cock with her pussy muscles.
I groaned, running my hands down and squeezing her ass. "Asking nicely works. Kaitlyn Pruitt."
Mrs. Addams leaned into me, pressing her massive tits against my chest and planting a kiss on my neck. "The slut's improved her tastes. I assume you can take credit for the improvement of her disposition over the past few months?"
"Not all of it. She's done a lot of soul-searching this year," I said.
"Haven't we all?" Mrs. Addams said, rising and falling slowly on my cock. "Well, I'll think of an appropriate thank you later. Right now, I don't want to talk about Kaitlyn Pruitt or anyone else at this school except you and me. I want to fuck you, and I mean to fuck you hard. I want to fuck you so hard you'll never forget me, until you drain every drop of your thick teen cum into my pussy. Am I understood?"
The words were music to my ears. "Yes, Mrs. Addams."
She cooed, bouncing up and down on me slightly. "Yes... I like it when you call me that. It reminds me that I'm your teacher... and this is so fucking dirty..."
"I will, Mrs. Addams," I said mischievously, running my hands up and grabbing her tits, squeezing them and toying with her nipples as she began to fuck me harder. She grabbed me by the face and pulled me in for a kiss, making out intensely as she kept riding me harder and deeper.
"God, I think we're gonna have to make a habit of this, Ryan. If Brenda isn't monopolizing you and if you don't have some other teenaged slut stealing your time, I want you fucking me. I need this monster inside of me, filling me up, making me feeling fucking alive again... it's been so long, and I've needed it so much," she moaned as she rode me, her ass furiously slapping against my thighs as she started taking almost my entire cock with every bounce.
In the moment, it was a pretty sweet image, getting to fuck Mrs. Addams whenever I had the free time, but with my dance card pretty full as it was and things only bound to get crazier as the year pressed on, I said, "I'll do what I can."
"Oh? That's a pretty noncommittal answer," she said, slowing down and rocking her hips on me slowly, squeezing my cock so exquisitely with her hot cunt.
I didn't want to reject her, not when she'd opened herself up to me about her divorce status and how lonely she sounded, but I had to be honest with her, too, "I've a... pretty active social life these days, and I can't make any... fuck you're tight... promises about what I can and can't do."
She rolled her eyes at me, slowing almost to a stop. "Ryan, I know that every bit as much as you know I can't do that with everything I've got in my world now, but let a girl live in her fantasies for a moment, make me some promises we both know neither of us can keep because it's fun to say them when you're lost in a haze of mindblowing sex, while making me an actual promise now that if you've ever got a few minutes and I've got a few minutes and we're both up for it that you'll bend me over my desk and screw my brains out because I could use a good screw?"
I appreciated her honesty. "I'll agree to all of that."
"Good," she said, kissing me deeply and resuming her near blinding pace of fucking my cock. "Now promise me everything..."
I kissed her again, and I promised, punctuating each promise with a kiss and a thrust. "I promise you this cock... I promise to fuck you whenever and however you need it... I promise to bring you the greatest pleasure you've ever felt... I promise to give you the best school year you've ever had... I promise to make you cum so hard, so often you'll barely be able to walk when you're at school..."
"Fuck..." she groaned, slamming down on me hard. She wasn't my teacher anymore, but a grunting, sweating, rutting beast. The room was filled with the sounds of our labored breathing and moans of pleasure, of the slapping of flesh against flesh and the squeaking of the couch. The air was thick with the scent of her mature pussy and promises that I'd need a long shower after all this was done. She whined, "I need it... I need it so bad..."
"Whatever you want, whatever you need, I promise it to you," I said.
Mrs. Addams moaned, then kissed me deeply. She leaned against me, crushing her insane tits against me as she rode me, reaching down to finger her clit and whispering in my ear, "Fill me up. Fill your teacher's cunt with your teenaged cum. I need it, fill me up, cum inside me... do it, Ryan... cum for me..."
She didn't need to guide me in doing this, but the permission and the encouragement was welcome. My balls were swollen and ready to burst, her hot body and firm efforts pushing me to the edge and well past it time and time again throughout our encounter. I'd held out for her, wanting to prolong the fun for both of us, but sensing that we were close to an end I allowed myself to be overtaken by the pleasure. I let myself go.
"Fuuuuuuck..." I hissed as my orgasm overwhelmed me, filling her tight, wet pussy with cum. I'd thought that it'd be impossible to shoot any more after the load I deposited all over her tits, but as usual there were reserves to call on. Mrs. Addams joined me with one last, good cum; it wasn't as powerful as any of her earlier ones, a simple jolt that set her body shaking as she cooed and groaned and writhed against me, but that didn't make it any less hot.
We came down together slowly, her pace dropping off as she collapsed against me, panting and sweating and stinking of sex, the two of us kissing and smiling as our hands explored each other. It wasn't how I expected to start the day, but honestly, by this point I really should've been on the lookout for stuff like this to happen.
"Was that what you were looking for?" I asked, squeezing her ass playfully.
"It was nice to feel wanted for a little while. And used, but that's its own kind of fun you need a particularly gifted partner for," she said.
"Thanks," I replied.
"Any time. And I mean it, any time that we're both available, I wouldn't mind doing that again," she said.
"I'll take you up on that," I laughed, pinching one of her nipples, loving how hard they still were. She wiggled in my lap, squeezing my softening cock with her cunt.
"Until then, I should probably start looking for a boyfriend. Someone to really rub in my soon-to-be-ex's face. Maybe get a nice picture of me and half the football team... or the cheer squad..." she mused.
"Or your book club?" I proposed.
Mrs. Addams snickered, kissing me again. "Not a bad idea you've got there."
"I've been known to have them..." I said, leaning back against the couch with my hands behind my head. "...from time to time."
***
By the time I got home I was mentally and physically exhausted. I'd fucked a lot of girls, but found that I often got the most drained when I was with a nice, hot MILF. With what Mrs. Lynn was saying, I knew a fair few had their eye on me now, and that wasn't the worst thing ever. I'd have to keep my strength up for whenever one of these encounters popped up, but there were worse sacrifices I could make.
Tossing my stuff on my bed, I went into the bathroom and started a hot shower, then back to my bedroom to get undressed. Everything I had still smelled richly of Mrs. Janelle Addams' unique scent, and though I was quite intoxicated by it, it was probably best if I didn't walk around everywhere smelling of my English teacher's pussy.
I hoped she was alright. I was pretty sure she would be. She was going through a rough time that I could sympathize with, even if I hadn't been through nearly as shitty a time as she was dealing with, but she had a new spring in her step on her way out of the bungalow. Combined with the texted picture she sent me of my cum still leaking out of her engorged pussy lips a while later, and I thought she was doing better.
Time would have to tell on that one, of course.
After I pulled off my shirt, I felt a buzzing in my pocket. A new text. I opened it up.
Brooke: Look just a teensy bit to your left!! :):):);)
A little bit to my left had me looking out the window toward Alice's house, and more appropriately her bedroom window.
Standing in it was Brooke, wearing little more than a sheet wrapped around her shoulders. She hugged it to her nice, tight, petite frame nicely, leaving just enough open to let me see one of her small, perky, bare breasts.
To remove absolutely all ambiguity as to what was going on, Alice's dark-skinned arms snaked around Brooke's tight body, her face appearing next to the blonde cheerleader's and smiling mischievously. Playfully, Brooke turned and kissed Alice, but the kiss wasn't playful for long. In fact, it got steamy fast.
Just as it appeared to get good, Alice looked at me, winked, and closed her curtains.
I laughed.
"Just when you think it can't get any crazier..." I mused.
***
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: Returning to school after winter break has left 18-year-old Ryan Collins with a number of unexpected surprises to deal with. First that he harbors romantic feelings for not just his girlfriend, Josie Wong, but also blonde cheerleader Brooke King and possibly his new neighbor, Alice Talbot. School itself offered its own challenges, as the Puma Press' assistant editor, Nica Dubois, was eager to get Ryan to work on a set of articles he'd turned in before break, while Mrs. Lynn assigned him two new students to tutor: Peter Nixon and Jess Garza. Peter, an old friend of Kyle Bowman's, turned out to be more affable and eager to learn than Ryan expected, while underachiever Jess tried to seduce Ryan into a pass, while he turned her down and coaxed her into taking tutoring seriously in exchange for hot sex if she managed to improve her grade. If all that weren't enough, Ryan had the attention of a number of hot teachers brought on him by Mrs. Lynn telling her book club about their arrangement, culminating in hot sex with his busty English teacher, Mrs. Janelle Addams. Getting home, not only did Ryan discover that Brooke and Alice had become fast friends, but that they'd hooked up while he was screwing Mrs. Addams. It was a busy day, to say the least.
***
Back to school week after winter break was not a week I had a lot of hope for, yet within its first day I was taught that I had a lot to look forward to when I discovered that Mrs. Lynn had spread the word about me to a number of other hot teachers she was friends with. Though it started with random looks in the hallway, it ended with some of the hottest sex I'd ever had.
Now, it would take a lot to distract me away from memories of fucking my huge-titted English teacher, Mrs. Addams, and yet 'a lot' happened only a matter of hours later. I'd gotten home getting ready to shower and crash and maybe do a little bit of homework, when I saw Brooke and Alice next door, naked (or near enough, since I still hadn't seen Alice) and teasing me.
It was a fun sight to be sure, but one that haunted my dreams well into the morning when I joined Alice on our bike ride to school. I could've pretended that everything was normal, that nothing had happened, but with her mischievous grin I knew that Alice would've said something if I hadn't. It wasn't all mischief, though; I could sense a nervous energy hanging around her, one stuck between her desperately wanting to tell me and her being frightened of doing so at the same time. There was ice she wanted to break, but she was nervous about swinging the hammer herself.
So, I did it for her.
"So... you and Brooke, huh?" I asked, raising an eyebrow.
"Yep. Me and Brooke," Alice said with a very satisfied and relieved grin.
"Congrats," I said, smiling proudly.
"Yeah?" Alice asked.
"Yeah," I replied.
"You're not jealous?" Alice teased, biting her lip nervously.
"Hardly. Happy, really. Surprised, sure, but happy for you; you're cool and could use a good time in a new town, Brooke's one of the best people I know, and absolutely amazing at sex," I said.
"That's putting it lightly," Alice said with a very pleasant sigh.
"Yeah," I chuckled. "But you're good people, and if you want to get together, hell, go for it."
Alice asked, "And yet you're surprised?"
"Mostly by how quickly it developed," I admitted.
"You of all people should know that once she sets her mind to something, Brooke's pretty hard to dissuade," Alice said.
"Truth," I replied.
"And when she put her mind to me, our hooking up was more or less an inevitability," she said.
"Naturally," I replied.
"And I like her, too. I think we're probably friends, and if friends want to help each other get off, well, what's the harm in that?" Alice said, her voice bordering on defensive.
This got me curious. "No harm at all."
Alice paused, looking at me like I might be crazy. "You sure you're not jealous?"
"Positive," I replied.
"You're... taking this awfully well," Alice said, disbelieving.
I'd mostly come to know Alice as a fairly self-assured person. One with her fair share of demons, no doubt, but demons I figured she'd tell me about in her own time. I felt those demons coming to the surface, and though I didn't want to pick at any open wounds, this demanded some attention. "And why wouldn't I? It's not like I've got a claim on either of you. You two are entitled to your own fun."
"Really? A lot of guys tend to have pretty fierce opinions about who girls they're attracted to spend their time with," Alice said.
"And my opinion means more than yours? Please," I said, doing what I could to brush off her concern. "It's like I said, I'm really quite happy for both of you. Happy that you're making friends, and happy that Brooke looked like she was having fun with you. I care about both of you quite a bit, and if you're both happy, then I'm happy."
Alice still looked like she had a hard time believing me, no matter how much I explained myself. "And this isn't a problem? None of it's a problem at all with you?"
"Why would it be?" I asked.
Alice started to say something, then held back. She shook her head. "I still need to get used to this town."
"Pardon?" I asked.
Alice bit her lip for a moment before slowing down her bike and hopping off. I followed her lead, both of us walking more slowly toward school as she confessed.
"I've... before Mum and I moved here, I got in some trouble because of my sexual proclivities. I guess it's led to an unhealthy sense of skepticism about the validity of what people say," Alice said.
"What kind of trouble?" I asked.
She sighed the sigh of a person much older than she was, the kind of sigh you get after surviving a long-fought and barely won war. "The kind you flee town over."
"Wow," I said. I'd never put too much thought to why Alice had moved here, but this was far more interesting and intense than I'd expected.
"It's not for any legal reasons or anything truly scary like that, no mobs with torches and pitchforks, but... yeah, you said it," she replied, looking me up and down, considering. "If I... if I tell you this, do you promise not to tell anyone? Not even Brooke and Josie?"
"Of course," I said.
"I mean it," she said emphatically, "I need a true promise."
"I'll promise you however you want and mean every word of it. I'll promise on my mother's grave if I have to. You want me to pinkie swear? Because if you force me to pinkie swear, I'll pinkie swear. I'll pinkie swear the ever-loving shit out of you," I said, hoping to keep things light enough that she'd believe me.
"You won't have to go *that* far," Alice giggled. "But thank you, all the same. I do want to tell this to the people I know, but in my own way and in my own time, so..."
The giggle didn't have a lot of heart behind it, but it was an improvement over her suddenly dour face. "Fine... like I said, I got in some trouble. A lot of trouble, actually, because of... well, sex."
That was a story I knew well, even if I didn't know the exact flavor of her trouble."
Alice continued, "You see... ever since I turned eighteen, I've come to realize that I'm a something of an... exhibitionist."
"And?" I asked.
She goggled at me like I was crazy. "Well, it might not be that big a deal to you and Regan Hills, but it was a fine deal where I came from."
"Fair enough, sorry," I replied.
She sighed. "I discovered that I like showing off, and I like people seeing me. Watching me. I was in a private school at the time, religious, conservative, that old tale... which was hard to deal with the urges because of lack of opportunity and the bullshit they put in my head, but made it appreciably naughtier. I found my outlet filming videos on my phone of me in my uniform in various dark corners around school, the library, abandoned classrooms, exposing myself and... touching myself, sometimes with the help of another girl, or a boy, then posting them online. I absolutely adored the responses. It was freeing to understand this side of myself, to realize that everything I'd been taught by Dad and school was a lie, to hear my Dad's limited understanding of sexuality being so thoroughly taken apart as I began to truly embrace the *me* I'd always wanted to be. And then..."
"...you got caught?" I finished.
She nodded, taking in a couple deep breaths. "It was bad. There was a scandal at school. The others involved in my videos, people I thought I could trust, they turned on me, lied and told people I'd tricked them into it. I was expelled. Dad screamed at me for days, called me a whore and... well, a lot worse words than that. Mum stood up for me, and then my fight became their fight and it got... physical. They divorced, thank God, and we moved here. I'm happy there doesn't appear to be as much of that judgmental shit here, but it's still hard to feel comfortable in my own skin sometimes when I expect my newly almost comfortable existence to fall apart, you know? Brooke... she broke through some of those barriers. She made me feel good, free again."
"She's got a way of doing that," I admitted.
"I know, right?" Alice said.
I confided, "I've had my share of times these past few months where I didn't know exactly who I was, or what I was meant to be, and Brooke helped me. She's just got this way of cutting through the shit and making anything bad not seem so bad. I can't tell you the number of times she's helped me screw my head on straight."
"Not the only thing she screwed, I imagine," Alice quipped.
"Far from it," I joked back, liking that there was now laughter being shared between us. "Look... I've only been in this world of sex and relationships for a few months now, but I can say from experience that if you like to have fun fucking around with beautiful people, Regan Hills is really the place you want to be. There are a lot of good people who know how to have a good time, very few of whom are judgmental, and if it's something you want to take part in, all you really have to do is put yourself out there."
Alice chuckled. "Is that a come on?"
This threw me off guard, and upped my heart rate exponentially. "I... uh... no?"
"Why not?" she asked, her tone mischievous.
I realized she was fucking with me, which calmed my heart but didn't give me any help with how to deal with her. "Because I was waiting for my moment to make my move with you."
"Oh?" she asked.
"Yeah," I continued, rolling with the joke. "It all takes the proper planning and timing, and I really don't want to fuck anything up to better my chances with you."
"Really?" she asked, rolling her eyes.
"No. Everything I've done has mostly been due to dumb luck and being in the right place at the right time, and though I wouldn't mind having some fun with you, I wouldn't want to do anything that fell outside of your comfort zone," I admitted.
"And should dumb luck bring us together as it has with you and so many others?" Alice asked.
I thought about this. "Is that a come on?"
I didn't think she expected me to throw that line back at her, and the way she stumbled slightly, I knew I succeeded. "Well, it's... you know, when I make a come on to you, you'll know it."
"*When*, not *if*? I like the sounds of that," I teased back. I'd enjoyed a fairly lengthy flirtation with Alice Talbot for some time now, and I wasn't intending to change that anytime soon. Watching her tight body move was nice, but bringing a sparkling smile to her beautiful, dark-skinned face was something that truly defined a good day for me these days.
"That's up for your interpretation," she said, hopping back on her bike. "But I'll race you to school: if you win, I might tease you a little more!"
Alice had already raced off a good distance in front of me, so far that I'd have no way of catching up, but with even the outside promise of a little more flirtation with her, I wasn't going to turn down a chance like this.
***
I may not have had any fun with Alice that day, but that wasn't to say that I didn't have *any* fun in that first week back. Aside from Mrs. Addams, things were going a little slowly with returning to school from winter break, but they were looking to pick up quite enjoyably.
Now, while I hate to quantify these things, after a bit of experience I'd been able to sort most of my sexual encounters into about three separate categories. There may have been more, or gradations between them, but for the sake of telling a good anecdote I'll put it down to these three.
The first, and the ones I loved the most, were obviously with the women I had an intense emotional connection with. Good friends, women I loved, women I've had a long-standing connection with that I only just got to elevate into something more, they were responsible for many of my most intense memories of the year. These were the women I kept coming back to time and time again not just because I found them achingly hot, but because I just wanted to be with them.
The second category would be the good old-fashioned casual sex crowd. These women weren't interested in much out of me other than an occasional good time and knew how to give as well as take in such an exquisite way. We had a lot of fun, without the need of much heavy lifting from an emotional standpoint. I think most of New Year's fell under this category, and I'll admit that I rather enjoyed myself.
The third category was what I called, to borrow a video game trope, the "Random Encounters". These are the women who just swept in out of nowhere, came in, fucked hard and got out as quickly as they got in. I couldn't rightly tell you how half their encounters began, but when I was in the mood for them they were a crazy amount of fun.
I was sitting in the library after school with memories of my discussion with Alice still fresh on my mind and trying to prep things for my study group when one of these random encounters quite literally fell into my lap.
It was going to be a while before Kaitlyn, Peter and Jess were going to show up, but I was doing everything I could to be prepared for each of their unique challenges. Peter Nixon and Jess Garza were more recent complications, but in the few tutoring sessions we'd had so far, they'd both been pretty dedicated. I'd started working out a system to help Peter remember things that wouldn't get in the way of his dyslexia, while Jess... well, she was still her usual carefree stoner skater girl self, but the promise of hot sex if she really worked on her grade seemed to be doing the trick as a motivator. Kaitlyn Pruitt was her usual self, and not terribly happy with this now being a study group rather than one on one sessions that often ended with us having hot sex, but I figured she'd adjust in time.
I was so focused on getting ready for our study group that I didn't notice who was rapidly walking by me until she'd already dropped the book in my lap. I yelped in surprise, then looked back at the girl as she walked away.
She was petite and short, with platinum blonde hair held up in a bun, wearing a tight sweater, a short skirt, and knee-high socks that beautifully showcased her toned, tight legs. Briefly she looked over her shoulder at me with bright blue eyes behind horn-rimmed glasses, a smug smile crossing her cute but stern face before turning back and disappearing down an aisle. As usual, she walked with excellent posture like she had a stick up her ass, but the way her ass swayed to get my attention, I knew she didn't have anything up there today.
Well, not yet anyway.
I looked at the book in my lap. What it was didn't matter, so much as the small strip of fabric that had been used as a bookmark. I opened the book to that page, and found a skimpy pair of panties waiting for me between the pages. They were damp, and they smelled of pure lust.
Ladies and gentlemen, meet Marie Halpern, queen of the Random Encounter. I'd first had sex with the tight-bodied library aide back in November, in a threesome with our librarian, Mrs. Sullivan. Mrs. Sullivan had been teaching Marie on how to be a proper slut, and Marie was a good student. I'd had a variety of encounters with her since in the library, and even when we weren't finding some dark, quiet corner to screw around in, I always felt her eyes on me.
Marie might have been a little crazy, but crazy sex has its place too.
Content with how much time I had before the others were to arrive, I pocketed the panties and followed the path she'd taken down the stacks, down through the snaking, quiet paths of our school's shockingly large library, until I felt two small but powerful hands grab me.
She pulled me around a corner into a tight, frantic embrace, kissing me passionately, exploring my mouth with her tongue as her hands ran up and down my body.
"I see you got my message," she said, reaching into my pants and fishing out all ten inches of my thick cock. She immediately dropped to her knees, sucking my entire length into her mouth as she bobbed up and down on me. Her mouth was heaven, as was the sight of this tiny girl's lips stretched obscenely around me.
"It was kind of hard to miss," I moaned, running a hand through her hair. Without missing a hint, she reached back and undid her bun, letting her wavy locks cascade down to her pert ass.
"You've really got this slutty librarian thing down," I said.
She took her mouth off my cock, correcting me, "Slutty library aide."
Marie's mouth worshipped my shaft, her tongue licking at my balls before then suckling on them. Her hands jerked me enthusiastically as she continued to chide me, "I take great pride in my position, but don't want to sound beyond my experience."
"I didn't mean to disrespect," I said.
"You didn't. I just wanted to clarify terminology, but if you'd rather your mouth was somewhere else, that could be arranged," she stated.
I liked where this was going. She throated my cock again, gagging on me and allowing me the opportunity to ask, "Have you any place for my mouth in mind?"
Silently, she took her mouth from my cock and got back to her feet, encouraging me to drop to my knees. Though my cock was desperate for attention, Marie turned around and pulled her skirt up, revealing her tight, inviting ass. With her other hand, she grabbed one of her cheeks and squeezed, pulling it to the side enough to show me her tightest hole.
"There. Now," Marie commanded, looking down at me and smiled.
Who was I to argue?
I dove in, planting my mouth on her puckered hole, teasing and licking her forbidden entrance while she did her best to hold back her moans. Though our school library was generally quite empty, you could never tell who would and wouldn't show at any given moment, and though she didn't silently stalk the halls as often as Marie, there was always Mrs. Sullivan to worry about.



Still, even with the risk of discovery, that didn't mean there wasn't fun to be had. So, while I gave Marie a thoroughly enthusiastic rimming, I pressed two fingers inside of her nice, wet cunt, thrusting them in and out of her while my tongue toyed with her delectable asshole.
Marie braced herself against the bookshelf with one hand, reaching down to play with her clit with the other while I worked both her holes.
Whispering with the greatest restraint, she said, "That's it, worship both of my slutty little holes, play with them, lick them, love them, taste them, because you'll never have any like them, none so perfect, so tight, so absolutely and entirely slutty. They're yours to play with because I let you, but mine to control, and with them, I control you, isn't that right?"
"Yes," I said, fully admitting that she'd gotten me on my knees with my cock hanging out without much effort.
"Good, because I'm not the only little slut here, am I? There's nothing little about you, true, but you and me, we're cut from the same cloth. You're a sex machine made to make girls cum hard. We have this in common. Both of us are made entirely to understand and own our pleasure, and give it out to those we deem worthy," Marie said arrogantly.
I didn't agree with that, but I didn't stop eating her ass, either. Marie had her own perspective that she was entirely entitled to, but I knew who I was and what I wanted out of my life. I loved sex, and I was damn good at it, but I was more than that too. I didn't know who I fully was as a person, I'll admit that, but I was figuring that out a step at a time, and I was sick and tired of other people who barely knew me trying to tell me who they thought I should be.
I pulled out from her, then stood up behind the tight little slut, despite her moans to the contrary. I dropped my pants around my ankles and lined my cock up against her pussy. She cooed.
"You don't know me," I hissed, thrusting inside of her hard, burying all ten inches in her slick canal in a single stroke. She wasn't cooing anymore, and in fact seemed to fill her mouth with her hand so she wouldn't scream out in ecstasy. I reached around her, pulling her sweater and shirt up over her pert B-cup tits with the rock-hard nipples.
She quietly moaned as I began to fuck her mercilessly against the bookshelf, continuing to bite down on her hand to keep quiet.
I seized this opportunity to share some philosophy of my own. "You don't know me, and that's okay. You and me, we're both very, very good at sex, but don't pretend because we're both good at making each other cum that we're the same person. I've got my own life and you've got yours. Understand that, and we're fine. Don't, and there will be trouble."
"Mmm... whatever... you... say... fuck..." she whimpered as I fucked her harder.
"Not even a little fight?" I grunted, steadying my pace to better let her talk.
"We don't really, so I made a guess. I guessed wrong. I'm sorry. Forgive me?" she asked, looking over her shoulder at me and blinking innocently. I knew that cute little blink was bullshit, but her tone was sincere.
"Sure," I replied, kissing her deeply.
"Good," Marie said, "because I'm really close to cumming."
That was a challenge I could abide by. Though she'd questioned my identity and even made me consider myself for a moment, it wasn't enough to stop what was otherwise a very pleasurable, and very hot fuck. It was one that was only accentuated by our need to stay silent in this seemingly empty library, a precaution we likely didn't need to take yet couldn't help but follow just for safety.
Briefly, an image flashed before my eyes, the story told by Alice of her playing with herself in the library of her old school. I tried not to imagine her naked, tried not to imagine her touching herself, her cumming... all sorts of images dancing before my eyes as I brought Marie closer and closer to the edge.
"You know, you can find most of this stuff online, right?"
We weren't alone. We could hear two people walking on the other side of the bookcase. One of them was short and had a high voice, the other a little taller and with a deeper voice. I knew their voices well enough to fear them.
Teachers. Mrs. Valerie Chan and Mrs. Wanda Harker. Mrs. Chan was my science teacher, a cute thirty-something woman with a great attitude and a fantastic body for her short height. Mrs. Harker on the other hand I knew less because I didn't take drama, but like any boy in school I'd noticed her insane curves and tits that I was pretty sure were bigger than Haley's. They were hot, and any other time at school I'd have welcomed their presence greatly, but this wasn't one of those times.
I didn't know why they were here, but every instinct told me to pack up and run. Marie wasn't having any of it, though, spurring me on to fuck her harder. Despite my reservations, I followed her lead, fucking her as hard and as quietly as I could while these two hot teachers stood on the other side of the bookcase.
"I can, but on my salary, this is the better option," Mrs. Harker replied in her deeper, sexy voice.
"Oh, come on, there's pirate sites for that! Pirate sites are teacher's friends!" Mrs. Chan replied cheerfully.
Mrs. Harker pulled a couple books from the rack. From where we were, Marie and I could vaguely see the two teachers through the shelves, but they hadn't taken the time to look at us.
"Teacher's friends, maybe, but not artist's friends, and if an artist puts their work out there and is asking for even the slightest payment from an audience in exchange, I'm going to pay them," Mrs. Harker said.
"Artists," Mrs. Chan said, her voice practically rolling its own eyes.
Marie's hands clamped down on the bookcase hard, shaking it slightly as her entire body tightened against mine. Her pussy squeezed me like a vice, practically setting off my own orgasm, but I held onto her, not ready and still a little nervous. Credit to Marie, she managed to keep quiet as her body was racked by a very hard cum, but I couldn't say how she did it.
"Did you hear something?" Mrs. Harker asked, looking around.
"No. Nobody comes in here, you know that," Mrs. Chan said.
"I saw a backpack on one of the tables," Mrs. Harker said.
"Ah, then it's probably someone getting laid," Mrs. Chan said jokingly. They both giggled, not knowing how right they were. Marie looked back at me as she came down from her orgasm, kissing me deeply.
Mrs. Harker sighed. "I could seriously use some of that."
"Your husband's not getting the job done either?" Mrs. Chan asked.
"Does any husband in this town?" Mrs. Harker laughed sarcastically.
"True enough," Mrs. Chan replied.
Marie and I stood here, catching our breaths and listening in on this teacher conversation we weren't meant to hear. I could see by the barely contained glee on her face that she was deeply interested in overhearing this gossip, but with my cock still rock hard and buried tightly in her cunt, I was looking for some release.
"Janelle's looking a lot more chipper today. I hear she got some," Mrs. Harker gossiped.
My cock twitched at the mention of Mrs. Addams' name. Marie wiggled her ass against me encouragingly, and feeling like a little fun, I pulled out of her pussy. She looked back at me, disgruntled for a moment, before I pressed the head of my cock up against her tight little asshole. Between my spit earlier and the juices that still covered my cock, she was nice and lubed up. Once she felt what I was doing, Marie arched her back into me and presented her ass.
That was all I needed. I pressed the head against her tight hole, holding a hand over her mouth so she wouldn't cry out and give us away. I wasn't lucky enough to have a hand to cover my mouth, because Marie's ass was amazingly tight, but with the greatest effort I managed to slowly inch my cock into her tight hole in complete silence.
"Did she?" Mrs. Chan asked.
"I bet she got with that Collins boy that Brenda and Lauren were talking about," Mrs. Harker said.
Marie nodded at me encouragingly, both at their reference to my name and to the fact that I'd bottomed out in her ass. My balls hanging against her wet slit, I stood there silently for a moment, my hand no longer covering her mouth and giving me a pleasant chance to palm her tits.
"That *would* explain why she was walking funny today," Mrs. Chan said. I started fucking Marie slowly, sliding long strokes in and out of her ass.
"I wouldn't mind walking funny like that myself soon," Mrs. Harker laughed.
"Me neither," Mrs. Chan replied.
I started fucking Marie's ass harder.
"Shit, if he's as good as they say, he can do whatever he wants to me. I'd let him fuck my mouth, my cunt, my ass, just stretch me out and make me scream," Mrs. Chan said. That image of one of the hottest teachers in school letting me have her way with her made my balls boil and me fuck Marie even harder. It was a small miracle that neither of us made a sound and that the bookcase did enough to cover our bodies slapping against one another.
"That all sounds nice," Mrs. Harker agreed. "But... I've always been looking for a guy with a cock that could match these tits. If he really is that big, there's no way he wouldn't paint these babies with cum before we finished."
"Those do look like tits made for a good cum soak," Mrs. Chan said, playfully squeezing one of Mrs. Harker's tits.
Teachers really talked like this when we weren't looking? Man, I loved this school.
This was too much. With a silenced grunt, I came up Marie's ass hard, filling her tight hole deeply with cum. The two of us grunted and sighed, kissing slightly as I came down and we did our best to hold onto our footing. It was a Herculean task for how amazing it felt to empty into her, but it was one I managed.
"They are. But, for now, it's a good fantasy," Mrs. Harker bemoaned.
"One to bring up at book club?" Mrs. Chan suggested.
"Depends on how much wine I've had. And what toys Viola's brought with her. And if Karen Bowman shows," Mrs. Harker said.
"Ugh, that bitch? She's still on the warpath about her little shit of a son getting his just desserts?" Mrs. Chan asked. Even coming down from an orgasm, this gossip perked my interest; I'd heard that Kyle Bowman's mom was getting around lately, having talked to Addison about trying to clear Kyle's name, and that she might be looking after me, but I hadn't heard anything of her since before Christmas. Marie, ever the stalker of these quiet halls, looked on with rapt attention. I didn't know what she did with the gossip she picked up, but she struck me as the type to hoard this kind of information.
"Among other things," Mrs. Harker griped, pulling a couple more books from the shelf. "She's using her sway at the PTA to fuck with whatever she can around here. The drama club had their hearts set on doing Little Shop of Horrors this year, but if she has her way, we'll be doing something a lot more conservative."
"You mean less fun," Mrs. Chan asked.
"That too," Mrs. Harker replied with a sigh. "Come on, let's get out of here before we're late for book club."
They began to walk away, Mrs. Chan saying, "Let me know if you want a drink and a fingerbang before we go; I'm kinda itching for one myself."
Mrs. Harker laughed, putting her arm around the other teacher's shoulders, "Ask me again after we drink."
And with that, they disappeared toward the front of the library. I pulled my cock out of Marie's ass, leaving her gaping hole dripping cum down her legs. If this bothered her, you wouldn't have known it by the way she kissed me hungrily.
"You get a lot of that going on in here?" I asked, cocking my head back toward the teachers.
"Mhm," Marie confirmed. "I hear all sorts of things; everyone thinks this place is so empty, gives me a chance to overhear all sorts of fun little tales. If you ever need any juicy tales, come and find me, give me a name, and I'll likely have something for you."
That sounded like it might come in handy. I kissed her again. "Thanks. I'll remember that."
"You'd better," Marie threatened, straightening out her tops and getting almost presentable. Save for the river of cum trickling down her leg, she almost looked presentable.
"You want these back?" I asked, getting dressed and cleaned up for study group and pulling the panties from her pocket.
"Keep them. I've got more," Marie said.
"Thanks," I replied, repocketing them. "I have to go... study group, and all."
"I know," she replied. "But if you're ever want to find me..."
"I know where you are," I said, walking away.
I probably smelled of her, but I doubted any of the people I was working with today would care that much. I had a minute or two where I could run to the bathroom and clean up first, and after that it was time to get back into character.
I chuckled. "Man, this school is awesome."
***
For the rest of that first week back, I fell into a comfortable daily routine.
In the morning, I'd ride my bike to school with Alice, and the two of us would keep our friendly flirtations alive without ever crossing any defined line. We'd get close, and we'd push a little more every time, but never anything conclusive. It was a lot of fun playing around, but every time left me hoping more and more that we'd explore a little more and finally just say to hell with it and screw around. I didn't want it to hurt our friendship, so I didn't rush anything, but it was a fun development.
I'd go to classes during the day, occasionally fooling around a little with someone, but finally getting caught up on some classwork that needed catching up on. This didn't change the attention I was getting from the female teachers that Mrs. Lynn had sicced on me, but that was a kind of attention I was understanding how to deal with. Science classes with Mrs. Chan were a lot more interesting after what I'd overheard in the library, and though I normally avoided the drama geeks I did find myself drifting into their orbit every so often for a glimpse of Mrs. Harker. As with Alice, nothing had happened yet, but I was curious about how things would go.
In the immediate hours after school, it meant one of two things. First it could've been working in the Puma Press offices polishing up the interviews I'd delivered to our editor Nadia Barclay before Christmas break. Currently I did this under the watchful eye of assistant editor Nica Dubois, since Nadia was out with the flu, and was equally pleased and annoyed that Nica was every bit as professional as Nadia.
If I wasn't at the Puma Press offices, I was holding court in the library with Kaitlyn, Peter and Jess and making hopeful if slow progress with my newest students.
Once I got those obligations out of the way, it was back home for homework, playing video games, chatting as much as I could with my girlfriend Josie Wong (and asking her when she was gonna come back from Hawaii), Skyping with Rachel McNeil, or in the off chance that he was around, actually spending some time with Dad.
It was a busy time, but the kind of busy I could deal with.
At least until Friday rolled around and things began to run up against one another. That's when it got interesting.
***
So far, my obligations to tutoring and the Puma Press hadn't intersected, leaving my afternoons manageable. When Friday rolled around, however, both collided. Nica needed me in the office for some last-minute adjustments on the interviews I'd been finishing up, and a busy sports schedule the next week meant that this was the last day I'd be able to work with Peter and Kaitlyn for a while. It'd mean a later night at the Puma Press than I wanted, but it felt like a sacrifice worth making.
If only I hadn't made that damn promise at the beginning of the tutoring session.
I held a mock quiz to test Kaitlyn, Peter and Jess on what we'd been working on the past couple sessions, and I promised that whoever did the best would get to choose the celebration afterward. In my defense, I was pretty sure Kaitlyn had this one due to all the progress she'd made lately, and she did good. Really good, actually. She'd been hinting that one of her best friends who wasn't a cheerleader, Brianna Roth, was single for the first time this year and interested in meeting me, and I thought that might segue nicely into her claiming a hot threesome as her reward. This was a reward that, while tricky to schedule before I was needed at the Puma Press, I was happy to oblige.
Unfortunately for her (and how much I'd have liked to hook up with Brianna Roth), Peter did better by two points, and since a promise was a promise, that's how the Kaitlyn, Peter, Jess and I wound up marching across our school's football field/track toward the weight room adjacent to the gym.
Peter clapped me on the back with one of his massive hands. The large football player dwarfed me in almost every way, and the playful slap nearly knocked me off my feet as he laughed. "Not what you were expecting to be doin' after school today?"
"Not really," I said, scratching uncomfortably at my old gym uniform, the only athletic clothing I had at school. It hadn't been washed in a while, and in the presence of two girls as hot as Kaitlyn Pruitt and Jess Garza I felt entirely inadequate and a little gross.
"Not what I was hoping on doing either," Kaitlyn grumbled, tying her silky black hair back in a ponytail. She made eyes at me that said that she'd much rather have been sharing my bed with Brianna Roth as well, and with her sports bra straining to hold in her massive DD tits and her leggings threatening to split and spill her magnificent ass out at any moment, I was in firm agreement with her.
"Hey, he won fair and square, next time, ya know, maybe try harder?" Jess teased. The short Latina skater was easygoing as ever, and like me had dressed in several sizes too-loose shirt and shorts from gym class for this excursion. It was an odd look on a girl I usually knew to wear torn jeans, a hoodie and a knit cap, but it showed off the curves I'd recently become acquainted with well. For a short and somewhat squat girl, she had a pair of tits on her that gave Kaitlyn's a run for their money and a big round ass to match. We hadn't hooked up yet, but I meant to keep to my promise that if she improved her grades, I'd rock her world. Though it'd only been a few days since this promise was made, I was impressed by how she was applying herself.
"I always try my hardest," Kaitlyn said.
Jess smiled at this opportunity. I didn't know her well, but knew enough that she was a fan of fucking around with more popular kids. Given the probability that Kaitlyn had probably made fun of her before her attitude readjustment earlier this year, I wasn't surprised when Jess kept prodding, "Well if you had, then Petey wouldn't have beat you, would he?"
Kaitlyn fumed. "You trying to start something, bitch?"
I stepped in between them. "Hey, we didn't come here to fight today, we came to work out."
"'cause Kaitlyn didn't try hard enough on the quiz," Jess teased.
Kaitlyn crossed her arms under her breasts, defiant, "I don't have to put up with this shit."
"Come on, guys, this was supposed to be fun," I said.
"I'm having fun," Jess said, smiling.
Kaitlyn was very clearly not having fun, and about to take a step toward dealing some damage to Jess.
Peter put a hand on her shoulder. "Look, why don't you two settle this like adults?"
"What, and call our lawyers?" Kaitlyn said, a slight curl of a smile to her joke.
"I was thinking a contest. Pick something you both agree on that doesn't involve fighting, work it out, and call it square once there's a winner," Peter suggested.
It wasn't a bad idea. Kaitlyn was incredibly competitive, and since they'd traveled in the same circles (and odds favored Kaitlyn and Peter having fucked before), Peter had to know that about her. Jess was a little more of a mystery, but since she was generally affable, I wasn't surprised when she said, "Fine with me. Name it, Kait."



Kaitlyn scowled at the nickname, but looked around and said, "Two laps around the track."
"Deal," Jess said, taking off toward the track with surprising speed given her height and shorter legs. Kaitlyn called after her, but sprinted after her, catching up quickly.
"Well, that'll keep 'em busy for a while," I said.
"Works every time. People with their blood up need to figure on settling things without their fists, makes life a lot easier," Peter said. Both of us spent a good moment appreciating the two busty girls as they took to the track, nodding to each other silently before we kept going across the field.
"Sounds like you're a philosopher," I said.
"A philosopher? Naw, I've just been here plenty. This technique never worked on Kyle, but on the other guys on the team, gets 'em every time. Come on, they're gonna take a while, let's go pump some iron," Peter said, waving me toward the weight room.
Never in a million years would I have ever seen myself going to work out with one of the biggest and most popular football players in school, but this had been a year of things I'd never imagined myself doing, so it wasn't worth dedicating that much surprise to. I was still getting used to not being terrified of this big guy who used to be one of my former bully's best friends, and realizing that he was actually something of a really nice guy.
"You can pump some iron. I'll maybe pump, I dunno, a bar?" I tossed out.
Peter laughed, clapping me on the back again, "Can't be that bad, Ryan. I know Brooke's been training you, and that little minx knows her workout routines, but stick with me and I'll get some muscle on those bones by year's end."
It was true that Brooke and I had been working out when we weren't screwing around, and that I owed a tighter and leaner body to her. Even with that, though, I was still on the gangly and thin side, and the muscles I had developed still weren't what I'd call impressive.
"You'd do that?" I asked as we crossed the track and approached the weight room.
"Why wouldn't I?" he asked.
"I dunno; we barely know each other?" I asked.
"Yeah, well, you're tutoring me without getting paid, so, this feels the least I can do to return the favor and-"
"HEAD'S UP!"
A figure darted between us on the track, almost colliding with Peter and me. Thank god for Peter's reflexes, though; he pushed me out of the way before there was a disaster.
"Sorry!" Fatima Hassan exclaimed. She was wearing her school track uniform, which, like anything on her she made look good. Tall and fit with a gorgeous face, soft brown skin, and long, dark hair she currently held back in a tight braid, she looked embarrassed to have almost run into us.
"Our fault, honest; we weren't looking where we were going," Peter said smoothly. He said it with the ease of a guy who could charm a girl effortlessly, and with his good looks it would probably work most of the time.
Fatima, though, seemed more concerned with me, reaching out to touch my wrist gently. "You okay, Ryan?"
Peter looked surprised that we knew each other. "I'm fine. Peter saved me."
"Well, good," she said, smiling and quickly kissing me on the cheek. Back to moving, she jogged a few steps away from us and said, "I had a lot of fun the other day... let's try and do something again soon?"
That didn't sound bad at all. "I'll text you!"
"Sweet!" she exclaimed, getting back to her run. As with the others, Peter and I watched her run away for a fair moment before we spoke again.
"You hooked up with Fatima?" Peter asked, impressed.
"I don't kiss and tell," I joked. "Well... I really try not to."
"Understood, understood," he said. "It's just that, you're not the only guy who's ever had his eye on her, but you might be the only one here to actually get with her. It's cool, is what I'm saying. How'd it happen?"
"Fatima?" I asked.
"No. I mean, yes, but... all of it. All of you, and the girls, and... listen, I've heard some crazy shit in my time, seen even more and done more than that, but I don't think I've ever heard anything like what you've been up to since school started this year. I figured a lot was bullshit, but when Sasha told me it wasn't, well... I just wanna know, if you're cool to talk about it," Peter said.
I thought about what he was asking. I didn't really know Peter that well yet, but there was just an aura of trustworthiness around him that made it feel okay to open up. For the sake of the women I'd been with, I figured I'd do what I could to keep names out of it unless he already knew for sure, but otherwise I felt alright talking with him.
"Dumb luck, to start. Then word of mouth. Then more dumb luck, more word of mouth, girls telling other girls, sending me around to friends, and that was fun... but after a while, I started seeing girls because I wanted to. I realized that I had some skills and natural talents, and I just started going with it. Sometimes it's blown up in my face, and I've gotten in trouble, but the rest of the time..." I trailed off.
Peter nodded. "Not bad, not bad... a lot of things make a lot of sense now."
"Good things?" I asked.
"For you? Hell yeah. The other guys at school? Probably not, but, hey, if we gotta up our games because you're new on the block, then we gotta up our fucking games," Peter said proudly.
He wasn't the only one who was proud. I'd only had a limited view into what my reputation around school had become, and mostly from the girls. With Peter, easily one of the most notorious ladies' men in school, talking about how I was making the other guys up their games, well, it was hard not to get a bit of an ego.
"Awesome," I said as we stopped just outside the weight room.
"Damn straight it's awesome," Peter said, clapping me on the back with another of those powerful impacts that nearly sent me sprawling. "Now are we gonna lift weights, or are we gonna lift weights?"
Peter made a muscle with his arm to show off, enough to make me realize that each of his arms was close to both of mine put together in size.
"We'll try," I said.
He laughed. "That's the spirit!"
***
Lying on my back, benching a bar with enough weight that I feared would break me in half, I felt like I was going to die. I wasn't going to, not with someone as big and strong as Peter spotting for me, but it felt like death might be preferable to this much work. I did it, somehow, but I knew this would have me sore for a while.
It did, however, give me insight into the mind of Peter Nixon, which he apparently liked to share freely while working out.
"Respect. In the end, it's all about respect," Peter posited. "Not enough guys know that, and that's why they fuck up. They expect girls to be throwing themselves at them because they want girls to throw themselves at them and nothing more, but that won't happen if you don't have respect for the girl. You need to get to know her, get to know what she likes and embrace that. You can't just pretend to be interested; you have to *be* interested. Get outside your comfort zone and find out what she's into, and make the effort to get to know it. Doesn't mean you have to like it, doesn't mean you will like it, but if you understand it, it'll help you understand her. You have to respect that, even if you may not understand it, even if you don't like it, she does, and that's okay. But you understand that already, right?"
"No more... no more..." I wheezed, pressing up with what little I had left, then letting Peter take over as he replaced the bar.
"Ah, sorry 'bout that, got into my speech too much, maybe," Peter said.
"Maybe," I agreed, sitting up gingerly. My arms were on fire and my shirt was soaked through with sweat; if Peter was looking to tire me out as a way of getting rid of a rival for the attention of the girls in this school, well, he was doing a pretty good job actually.
I didn't think so, though. There was nothing about Peter that read like he was trying to humiliate me or make fun of me or anything like that. He actually seemed interested in me getting a good workout, and offered tips that kept me from getting as hurt as I'd worried I might.
"And about respect... yeah. I agree, entirely. You think I manage all this based on my looks and athletic prowess?" I asked, coughing as I tried to take in what little air my body felt capable of taking in.
Peter handed me a bottle of water, and I drank from it gratefully. He admitted, "Not yet, but soon."
"Hey boys, lookin' good!"
I knew that voice.
I liked that voice.
We turned our attention to the two girls who'd approached us. One was petite, tight-bodied and blonde, with her hair done up in a pair of bouncy pigtails. The other was taller and willowy, a pale redhead with short-cut red hair, glasses, freckles and a goofy smile. They both wore comfortable athletic clothes that showed off their best assets (the ass for the blonde, the C-cup tits for the redhead), and they were both quite familiar to Peter and me.
Probably because we'd fucked both of them at different times.
Brooke King and Sasha Pearl. Cheerleaders. Sweethearts. Hotties. Some of the nicest people at this school.
"Thanks, Brooke," I said.
She giggled, "Like, totally don't mention it."
Sasha rolled her eyes. "You're not giving Ryan too hard a time, are you, cutie?"
"What? Me? Never," Peter said dramatically, wrapping an arm around his girlfriend and pulling her in for a kiss. That her lips had also been around my cock and I'd filled her pussy with cum only a couple weeks back didn't appear to bother him in the slightest. I actually envied Peter that self-assuredness, somewhat, but when you looked as handsome as him I guess that came with the territory.
Brooke skipped on over to where I sat, bent over, and planted a quick, sweet kiss on my lips too. Smiling, she explained, "Just so you don't feel left out!"
"Thanks," I replied. She looked at me cutely, biting her lip and smiling in a way that'd normally get me very hard, very fast. The problem was that there was something a little more to it than usual, and that "something more than usual" had been a good way to describe Brooke's and my relationship ever since New Year's Eve. I felt it, she felt it... I just hoped nobody else felt it just yet, because Brooke and I hadn't really seriously talked about it yet.
The problem was... I might've fallen in love with Brooke King, and I was about 90% sure that the feeling was mutual. Our friendship had developed slowly over the year, from strangers to fuck buddies, from fuck buddies to friends, from friends to best friends and... now... something more, I was pretty sure. I would've loved nothing more than to confess my feelings to Brooke so the two of us could have this all out in the open, but, that's where we ran into the Josie problem.
Josie was my girlfriend, and I loved her more than anything. She was happy for me to keep fucking around because she got off on the stories (and knew she could always give it to me better afterward), but the prospect of me actually falling for another girl had never really come up until recently. It was a lot to deal with, and with Josie out of town until who knew when, I was doing everything I could to juggle these feelings in a constructive way. Talking with Rachel over Skype had been helping, some, as she had plenty of advice to share on confusing relationship topics, but until Brooke and I actually talked about it or Josie came back, this topic was stuck in a kind of limbo I'd rather have not been stuck in.
"Hey, you, like, okay?" Brooke asked.
"Uh, yeah, just stuck in my head, I think," I said, forcing a smile.
She giggled softly. "I totally get that. Especially since... ya know."
So, we were on the same page. That was probably a good thing.
"I know," I nodded.
"We gotta talk about that, sometime. Sometime, like, soon?" she proposed.
So, this was something we were talking about now. That was good. Scary, but good. I gulped. "Sure."
"Sweet!" she exclaimed, quickly hugging me and planting a kiss on my lips.
"So..." Peter said, butting in after he and Sasha finished chatting about whatever they had to chat about, "...you two finished?"
"Sorta?" I said.
"Totally," Brooke said.
"Cool," Sasha interjected. "Because Peter and I were wondering if you guys wanted to head out and grab some dinner, maybe make it a double date?"
"Well, it wouldn't, like, be a *date* date," Brooke said, looking over at me with understanding, "But I could go out for some food. I'm kinda starvin'!"
"Nice," Peter said, then looking to me. "You in, Ryan?"
I considered the offer, but had to turn it down, "I can't. I gotta run down to the Puma Press office and do this thing... fuck, I'm probably already late as is."
"Oh no!" Brooke said.
"Can't beg it off?" Sasha asked.
"No," I said, getting up with some bit of pain. Brooke helped steady me, and I looked at her, grateful. "But another time... if Peter here aces another pop quiz."
It actually sounded like fun whether or not Peter managed to ace a quiz, but anything to motivate the guy worked for me.
Sasha looked at her boyfriend, impressed, "You aced a pop quiz? That's amazing, babe!"
Peter smiled nervously, patting her on the shoulder, "An *unofficial* quiz."
"Hey, that's still something, don't sell yourself short! I always told you you could do it!" Sasha proclaimed.
While Peter and Sasha argued over how proud he should or should not be for passing a mock pop quiz I threw together, Brooke turned her attention back to me.
"You sure you can't back out with the paper? I could, ya know, like, totally go on down there and tell Nadia that you're sick and take you home and make you feel all better, I can give pretty good full body massages, maybe even bust out my naughty nurse outfit..." Brooke taunted, temptingly.
Brooke had a naughty nurse outfit? Wait, who was I kidding; of course Brooke had a naughty nurse outfit.
"I might take you up on that, normally, and this is probably one of the hardest things I've ever had to say, but I made a promise. And besides, Nadia's out now; Nica's holding down the fort 'til she gets back," I clarified.
"Ah," Brooke said. "Yeah, don't fuck with Nica, I getcha there. Don't mind me goin' off with those two, do ya? I'm still hungry, and we're probably gonna fuck after; Peter really knows how to make me cum, and Sasha can do this thing with her fingers and my ass..."
She sighed contentedly, even though it felt like she was holding back on something I couldn't define.
I laughed. "You three go have fun. Take it in all three holes for me, so I know one of us is having fun tonight?"
Brooke laughed, kissing me again, "Deal."
"Cool," I said, standing up and stretching. Stretching was not fun, but my muscles weren't feeling half as bad as I was expecting. Tired, sure, but not dead. Peter might've known what he was working at after all. Now if only the others...
Well, that was worrying.
"I gotta go," I said.
"To the paper? That quick, huh?" Brooke asked.
"No," I said, striding out of the weight room. "I haven't seen Kaitlyn and Jess since we started in here; I need to make sure they haven't killed each other!"
***
I wasn't late to show at the Puma Press offices, but I was getting close. This is why I ran. With a towel hanging around my shoulders, a backpack slung over one arm and my street clothes held under my other, I ran across the campus from the athletic field toward the newspaper office. I wanted to get through with everything that needed getting through with Nica and still have a few minutes left to actually have a little Friday fun. The likelihood of this kind of fun seemed to shrink more and more with every passing moment as more and more factors seemed to conspire against me.
"Oh, hey, Ryan!"
Factors like the voice calling for me. I wanted to pretend that I'd not heard her calling after me, that it was possible for me to just ignore her and keep going so I could do what I had to do, but it wasn't to be.
I slowed, then stopped, turning to look at the girl who'd called after me.
"Hey, thanks for stopping!" Brianna Roth said, her full lips stretching into a broad smile.
Now, despite having gone to school with her for about as long as I could remember, this might have been the first time she'd ever actually spoken to me outside of a classroom. No surprises there, really; she was popular, and I spent most of my school life the opposite of popular. I didn't know much about her, but I knew that she was friends with Kaitlyn even though she wasn't on the cheer squad, she had a reputation for being something of a flirt, and that she was twin sisters with Mia Roth, the pink-haired and tattooed emo rocker I'd gotten together with in the leadup to Christmas.
And that, well, she was fucking gorgeous. She had the insane curves of her twin, with F-cup tits and an ass to match, all on a tight 5'4" frame, and almost the exact same face, but in every other way she was different from Mia. Her hair was dirty blonde and shoulder-length, her skin healthily tanned. Her pretty face held a friendly smile, while her fashion sense of short shorts, a tight top with a bare midriff that showed off her toned abs, and an open jacket that kept the cool winter breeze off of her. It was hardly school dress code, but being after school I didn't imagine that would be a problem.
"If it's alright, I'm in a bit of a hurry," I said.
"That's okay! I can walk with you; I just wanted to ask you a question," she said.
If she didn't want to eat up too much of my time, I could walk with her. "Sure."
"Goodie, thanks!" she said, keeping pace with me. I wasn't running anymore, but keeping a brisk walking pace toward the Puma offices.
"So, what was it you wanted to ask?" I asked.
"Oh, yeah, I just wanted to see if you knew where Kaitlyn was? We were supposed to party tonight and she hasn't returned any of my texts, and I know you two were supposed to be doing study group tonight, so when I saw you, you know, I thought, 'hey, let's ask him', so I asked you, and, yeah..." Brianna said.
"Ah," I replied, thinking back to where I'd last seen her. Given how long it had been since I'd seen Kaitlyn after I got out of the weight room, I was half-expecting to see her and Jess throwing it down behind the gym. Instead, I caught the two of them jogging good-naturedly around the track. I couldn't hear what they were talking about, but for two girls as opposite as they were it seemed cordial enough.
"She should still be running laps around the track; but you might want to hurry if you want to catch her," I said.
"Oh, cool, thanks!" Brianna said. I couldn't help but notice that she was still walking beside me instead of heading on over to the track.
"Is there anything else?" I asked.
"Uh... yeah, a little," she said, looking at the ground embarrassed. "I was just wondering if, you know, Kaitlyn had told you about anything we were hoping to try tonight?"
Ah. Right. That.
Way back in September when Kaitlyn was passing the word around to her friends about what we'd done, Brianna was one of the first girls I remembered who'd eyed me with interest. Since then, she was the only one of those girls in the first wave who hadn't hit me up. It wasn't something I put a lot of thought to since I was having my own fun (and some not-so-fun moments), but now that we were in the same place at the same time, I was struck by this.
"She told me some," I said.
"Okay, that's cool, I guess... but if she told you all that, why does it feel like you're really just trying to run away from me?" Brianna asked.
"I've got to be at the Puma Press office, like, five minutes ago," I said, thinking that'd explain everything.
"Okay... that makes sense," she said, thinking it over. "So, you need to be there more than you'd need to spend a Friday evening with two hot girls who are up for pretty much anything?"



I sighed. I didn't want to have to explain to her that a threesome with two of the hottest girls in school actually wasn't that new a thing to me, but since she wasn't being too much of a pain, I wanted to let her down easily. "It sounds really good... but I made a promise. I gotta be there."
"I understand... I think. I understand," Brianna said, her voice a little downtrodden. She didn't strike me as a girl who was used to hearing no a lot when it came to guys, but instead of getting angry, she just sounded slightly sad. Given her twin's attitude and her school social status, I thought she'd have been a major league bitch about a rejection like this, so this threw me off.
"Another time?" I suggested.
"Sure," she said, even though the way she sounded it seemed she thought I was brushing her off.
"I mean it," I said. "I'm really busy today. But if you want to, hang out or whatever, sometime, that sounds like it could be a lot of fun."
"You're sure?" she asked.
"I'm sure," I said.
"Positive?" she asked.
This could go on for a while. "Brianna, I-"
"Sorry, I'm not trying to be weird about this or anything, it's just... I wanted to hit you up back in September, but then I got with Miles, and I wanted to get with you again after I broke up with him, but then Lars came around, and then Steve and Rick and... I've been in a bad cycle of lousy boys this year that I can't seem to shake and was really hoping to spend some time with a guy who could treat me good and was fun to be with. Kaitlyn says you're really both, and I was hoping to find out soon before I fall for some other dickhead and keep putting you off," Brianna said.
That was a level of honesty I hadn't expected from her. I didn't want to question her taste in guys because she was clearly already beating herself up about it and I didn't want to pile on, but if there was anything that could make me reconsider a promise it was the simple honesty she opened up to me with. This was a girl who wasn't used to asking for help asking for help, and I might've been one of the best people to provide it. I couldn't turn back on my promise to Nica, but this was as close as I could've gotten.
"Get my number from Kaitlyn and text me so I can get you in my phone. I'll let you know when I'm available, and we can do whatever you want. You want to fool around, cool. You want to just talk to a stranger about anything, I'm good too," I said.
"You mean it?" Brianna asked.
"I do," I said.
We'd made it to the Puma Press offices. Brianna looked at me gratefully, then pulled me in to place a quick peck on my cheek. With a surprising amount of nervousness for a girl this popular, she smiled at me, giggled, and jogged off in the direction of the athletic field.
I shook my head, laughing to myself. This had been a weird, busy back to school week, and fun as it was, I was looking forward to it being over with.
The door to the Puma Press offices swung open, a figure darting out looking to begin their own Friday.
"Ryan," she said, nodding politely.
"Tori," I replied, returning the nod.
I grabbed the door as it swung shut behind her and slinked inside of the Puma Press office, hoping that Nica wasn't too mad with me.
***
"You still smell," 18-year-old Nica Dubois said. I'd just stepped out of the Puma Press office's old dark room, dressed again in my street clothes and after hastily washing myself in a sink.
"Yeah, well, until they install a shower in the dark room, I did the best I could," I said, walking into the main cramped office that only Nica and I shared. The Puma Press' dark room was a relic from when our school had a thriving photography department. With most gone over to digital these days, only half the dark room was used for developing film by those with retro sensibilities (like Josie), while the other half had been converted into a break room of sorts with a couch and games, a place for people to relax or fool around or do whatever you wanted so long as you didn't mind the room's red lights.
"Well, the best you could means you still smell. But you don't smell so bad as you used to, so, it is an improvement," she said, the faint remnants of her French-Canadian accent giving her voice a little extra taste of sass.
"Thanks," I replied, shaking my head slightly. Though slender and shorter than me, Nica had a sarcastic streak that could probably knock guys bigger than Peter to the floor. She was one of the only people I'd seen with sass enough to stop Nadia in her tracks, and though it was usually fun to listen to, today it was just one more thing to deal with.
"Thanks? That's it? What happened to your banter? You're always good for talk, talk, talk, joke with me, joke with everyone else, use your penis to open a girl's pants, and kaboom! And today it's just... thanks?" Nica asked, trying to get a rise out of me with a dirty joke.
I looked at her, truly trying to take the girl in to see if she was someone I wanted to talk to. Her short cut, brown hair framed a lively, intelligent face that rested more on the side of cute than gorgeous, with soft-looking lips curled into a slight smile and sparkling brown eyes. She dressed casually in a t-shirt and jeans, covering for the afternoon chill with a light zip-up sweatshirt. Everything about her felt approachable, but still it felt safest to keep this at arm's length for now.
"I've... I've just had a long week," I replied.
"Ah, haven't we all! Most of my teachers look like ladies whose minds are far from school, Nadia's out sick from school and left this work in my talented lap (whilst micromanaging from afar, I might add), and I nearly got crushed by Amy Temple jumping off the roof..." Nica bemoaned.
"What?" I asked.
"Amy Temple? The blonde from drama club? Wishes to be a stuntwoman? She was practicing parkour jumps and rolling, not looking where she fell. I got a nice interview escorting her to the nurse's office though, sweet girl, very intense, though. Seeing her pop her shoulder back into place against a lunch table is something I could've gone my life without seeing," Nica said, stroking her chin thoughtfully. "All this stuff, girls, girls, girls; aren't there any other boys at this school? It seems all I do is see you and one or two others, the rest, beautiful girls!"
I laughed. "I've heard speculation on that, but I couldn't tell you an answer."
"Ah, yes, the old fable of 'something in the water at Regan Hills'? I should truly assign one of our more scientifically inclined writers to investigate," she said.
"There's probably a story in there, somewhere," I said.
"Perhaps there is, perhaps there isn't, but it would be fun finding out, no?" Nica asked.
"Perhaps," I agreed, shrugging half-heartedly.
Nica walked over to a desk with one of the new computers, beckoning me to follow her. "Again, with the apathy! You've typically a zest for life that most would envy! Not the only thing of you that most would envy from what I'm told, but that's neither here nor there. But every day you come in this week, there's a little less of you here. Soon there will be nothing at all, and I don't think we can afford to lose another writer, not if we want to win any of those awards that Nadia will kill us if we don't win."
I sighed, pushing my glasses up to my forehead and rubbing my eyes as I took a seat next to her. If it was this obvious to Nica, a girl I'd only spent some professional time with in the Puma Press offices, it had to be obvious to everyone else as well.
"Okay... fine. I'm a little stressed, okay?" I asked.
"A *little* stressed?" Nica repeated, skeptical.
"Okay... a *lot* stressed," I said. "I was running myself ragged all December, and then the holidays themselves were a marathon, and I've accepted a lot of responsibilities around here this year that I didn't expect to stack up like they have, and I really miss Josie and just want her to come back and..."
Wow, that felt pretty good to get off my chest. It didn't change that all of that stuff was there, but it helped to acknowledge that it existed. Nica looked at me with understanding, but didn't say anything.
"I guess... I've been having a lot of fun this year, but all that fun's come with a lot of changes and things pulling me in every direction at once. I've so many more duties, and people wanting so many more things from me, needing me to be one person or another when I still don't even know who I am half the time. I wouldn't turn my back on any of these changes, but they can weigh me down sometimes. I'm having kind of a hard time standing, I guess," I said.
"Duties and obligations have a way of doing that," Nica replied.
"You sound like you say that from experience," I said.
"Eh," she said, cocking her head from side to side uncertainly. "We've all our share of weights to bear, of factors in life that mean to pull us in many different directions at once, and there are times where we all feel like we're ready to fall to them. It's how we handle these things that defines us. That's what I think, anyway."
I was game for anything at this point to help, so I asked, "How do you handle them?"
Nica laughed. "Badly, much of the time. For advice, I can be a bad guide. A bad guide who means well, but a bad guide all the same."
"That doesn't help," I muttered.
"I never said it would," Nica replied. "But... okay, if it is an option, I try to remove as many stressors from my life as I can. Lighten the weight, to continue off of your metaphor."
That sounded like a good idea, but not the easiest one to pull off. I'd already promised myself to tutoring and the Puma Press, and with the homework load only promising to increase as the year went on, and my difficult to predict social calendar, it didn't seem like there was any end in sight.
"Easier said than done," I said. My phone vibrated, and I pulled it out to look the quick string of texts.
Unknown: Hey its Brianna
Unknown: Kaitlyn gave me your number
Unknown: so you can program me in
Unknown: Thanx for talking
Unknown: hope we can meet soon sometime
Quickly, I programmed her into my phone so she'd show up as something more than Unknown.
"Sorry," I said.
"Oh, don't be," Nica replied. She looked at the computer screen she meant for us to work on, then back to me. "You know... these interviews and articles you wrote, they're textually fine. At this point they only truly need one more pass for grammar and spelling and formatting for print. If you wish to leave, and promise me that you'll take the opportunity to de-stress, I'll cover for you on the rest of the work. I won't even take more than fifteen to twenty percent of the credit when Nadia asks me how they went."
"Yeah?" I asked. Images of heading out for the night, getting the chance to enjoy Friday danced before my eyes. Nica would cover for me, I'd get to relax, maybe even see if Kaitlyn and Brianna weren't too occupied already. It was still pretty early, I could have probably gotten a ride from them, followed by something much more fun. Maybe I could even bring a smile to Brianna's face to make up for how terse I was with her earlier.
Then I looked back at Nica. The offer she'd made me was one made out of a place of great kindness, and it was a kindness I couldn't just push to the side as easily as she'd offered.
I took a deep breath. "No. I'll stay. Let's finish formatting together, finish the work in half the time, see if we can salvage a Friday for both of us."
She raised an eyebrow at me, surprised. "Are you sure? I imagine whoever was texting you there will be most disappointed if you don't show."
"Maybe, but, I'll manage," I said.
"Very well," she replied. "I believe we've an hour, perhaps two, of work in front of us if we start soon. I was thinking, perhaps, of ordering a pizza?"
"Mr. Hopkins won't pitch a fit?" I asked.
"Nah, he's out, and if we don't leave a mess, he'll permit most anything. It's my treat? Call it 'thank you for sacrificing a Friday so Nica doesn't get chewed out by Nadia' if it makes you feel better?" Nica suggested.
With how light my wallet was lately, that sounded perfect. "Deal."
"Good. Let's get this party started," she said.
***
Between the music, the pizza, and the company, you'd have thought we might have actually gotten a party going. The work went by so quickly it hardly felt like work, and with someone as charming as Nica Dubois to pass the time with, I could've been having a much worse Friday than I was.
"So... that actually was you?" she asked.
I nodded. "Not one of my prouder moments, but it got the job done."
Nica laughed. "Kyle Bowman getting escorted from Homecoming with a face full of cum was one of the singular highlights of high school for me. In case you haven't heard that enough from everyone else... thank you, for that."
"You're welcome," I said, finishing off some formatting that finally felt like I was getting somewhere. "Like I said, it's not one of my prouder moments. And it was really more of a group thing, I had help pulling it off. And..."
I let the word hang, not sure if I wanted to go any further. Nica, though, wouldn't let the word hang.
"And what?" she asked.
"It's nothing," I said, shaking my head.
"No, it's definitely something. Almost always when someone says 'it's nothing' as you just did, it is something, so you have definitely piqued my interest," Nica replied.
She had me there. "I was just gonna say, you didn't really strike me as the homecoming type."
"I would say the same for you, at first glance," she said.
"Point," I replied.
"Seeing as we don't know each other terribly well, I would assume misunderstandings such as that would be quite easy to come across," she said.
"They would be," I said.
"This isn't to say I know nothing of you. There is talk, as you know," she said.
"I do," I replied, smiling a little nervously.
"It is almost as much legend as it is gossip, but a boy such as you only comes along once in a blue moon, so... I hear things," she said.
"Good things?" I asked.
"Very," she said confidently.
"This would be a bad time to admit that I don't know much of anything about you, wouldn't it?" I said.
"Eh," she said, cocking her head from side to side again. "If we were in a romance, perhaps, but we are not in a romance, so it isn't as bad as it might be. I'm quite glad to hear this, honestly, that you know little of me. I try to keep my privacy, and if you've heard little, it means I'm succeeding."
"If you're keeping private these days, that's impressive," I said.
She scowled. "I have little patience for social media, and have done all I can to avoid it. It's not the frivolity, to speak of, that turns me away, but the people. The ease with which stupidity and lies spread is appalling. When hatred and intolerance are not stamped out as fires should be, but given fuel... when toxic ideologies infect and rot until stupidity is not just embraced but exalted, rewarded with the highest echelons of power..."
"...and you joined the school paper to get away from that?" I asked. I wasn't trying to be rude with the question, but the juxtaposition of what she'd just said and where I met her did strike me a bit odd.
Nica briefly looked at me as if surprised, clearly catching herself in the middle of a speech she didn't fully mean to get into here. "Oh, uh, not really. While I choose to limit my exposure to the assholes of the world, I also believe in the power and necessity of a free and responsible press and wish to do all I can to contribute to a better class of discourse than we have these days."
I admired her principles, even if I knew I couldn't throw myself willingly into that much torment.
"Must be tough not going crazy from it, sometimes," I said.
"I cope how I can. I remove what stressors I can so I can better cope with those I've chosen to face, and for those, I've my own ways of dealing," she said.
"Yeah?" I asked.
"Yeah," she replied, cryptically.
"Oh, come on, you start like that, you know I've gotta ask what you do," I said.
Nica rolled her eyes at me. "This is true, but it doesn't mean I must answer."
The response was playful, encouraging me to ask one more time. "Please? You've got me curious, and if you force me to, I'll ask *really* nicely."
She sighed. "Heaven forbid that happens."
Nica's lips broke into a sly smile, then she said, "Fine, if it will keep you from asking *really* nicely... when I stress, I work on my novel. There, does that make you happier to know?"
I sat there for a good moment trying to figure out whether or not she was messing with me, but when I decided she wasn't, I said, "You're writing a novel?"
"And now that I've opened the door, this will never be the end of it," she said, sighing.
"We can close the door if you want, but you got me curious," I said. I hoped she didn't want to close the door; I didn't know anyone who'd actually tried this beyond some fanfic, and it was interesting to me.
"Okay, ask the obligatory first wave of questions," she replied.
"So... what are you writing?" I asked.
"It's a work in progress, and I'm not entirely sure what it will be. But it is a drama, a coming of age story. I have no working title yet, but that doesn't mean I will never find one," she replied.
"And what's it about?" I asked, quickly scrolling up and down my screen to verify that I'd finished what I meant to do and finding, quite happily, that I had.
"A girl trying to find herself, dealing with trauma from a man whom she'd trusted and how to move on from there. Discovering herself, trying to figure out what she wants from life. It is based on some true stories from people I know, and some embellishments to make it work as a story. It's not a fun read... but I think it might be good. Truly depressing stuff, I know," she said, defensive and nervous.
"Yeah, but whoever said depressing was a bad thing? I mean, unless you're writing a children's book-"
"-I'm not writing a children's book-" Nica interrupted, laughing.
"-then you can write whatever you want," I finished.
"I'm glad you think that way. Now I just hope it will find its audience. An agent and publisher would be nice, too," Nica replied.
"Wow, you're going for traditional publishing?" I asked.
"I hope. I will self-publish if I must, but I have dreams of bestseller lists in addition to having my voice heard. Selfish, I know, but I like what I write. It feels good to focus my anger and frustration into something creative instead of destructive, and, it is my comfort place. True, I am terrified of what other people will think of it, but since Josie seems to like it so far-"
This surprised me. "Josie's reading it?"
"She may not have our flair for the grammatic, but she is a sound beta reader. I hope to see her back soon," Nica said, stretching her neck with a loud pop.
"Me too," I sighed.
"Well, I can't promise she'll be here, but if you wish to talk to her soon, that freedom is yours. I have finished with my review, and you?" Nica asked.
"I have," I said.
"Good. E-mail it to me and I'll pass it along from there," she said.
"Already done," I replied, smiling.
"Magnifique," she replied, smiling at me. "Then, Ryan, you are free to go."
It was a lovely smile, and one that I almost felt bad that I meant to run out on. These past couple hours had been a lot of fun, and I was now starting to realize how much I really liked being around Nica. She was smart, driven, and had a biting sarcasm that cut through the shit that I really liked. There was something about her, a cautious vulnerability, that cut through that edge, but didn't make her any less of a person that I wanted to hang out with. After a day spent dreading this time, I was actually beginning to feel quite fortunate for it.



"Thanks," I said, shutting down my computer and standing, stretching out some stiff muscles that were soon to be quite sore, thankyouverymuchPeterNixon.
As I went to retrieve my backpack, I looked back at her. She sat in her chair and stretched her lithe frame out, her hair falling back as she leaned back with closed eyes and a satisfied smile. I had to amend my earlier thought where I thought she was more cute than gorgeous. Sure, Nica Dubois definitely fell on the side of cute, but she was also beautiful in a way I hadn't appropriately appraised.
"So, any fun plans for the rest of this evening?" I asked her.
She opened her eyes, looking at me with her head upside down and a friendly, if nervous, smile. "I was thinking about going into the Dark Room for a good cum or three before going home to work on my manuscript. You?"
Nica had been frank about a great many things, but even now she could still catch me off guard. I stuttered, "I... uh, hadn't put a lot of thought to it actually."
"Oh?" she said, twisting her chair around and sitting back upright. Her face was one of tentative anticipation, of trying to pull together courage as a thought came together. "If that is the case, and you wish to, perhaps, join me in the Dark Room..."
I eyed her cautiously, trying to determine whether or not she was messing with me. Given her usual sense of humor and the way she casually joked about my sexual history, this wouldn't have been shocking. This could be something to just laugh off and walk out the door laughing off, both of us having some good fun with, but that wasn't the read I got. The way she looked at me, anticipatory and nervous, I knew this was her putting herself on the line for me. She was hopeful and didn't want to be let down but was prepared to be let down because she was tough and fairly jaded and familiar with the kinds of girls I usually spent my time with.
I thought of her, I thought of where I could be tonight with just a phone call, then I realized I knew exactly where I wanted to be.
***
Nica led the way slowly into the red-lit confines of the dark room, quickly glancing back at me periodically as if afraid that I might disappear if she stopped looking for me.
A few steps away from the couch, she abruptly turned around and kissed me. Those full, beautiful lips of hers pressed against mine and felt... well, simply amazing.
She broke the kiss, then looked up at me smiling awkwardly. "I'm sorry. I should warn you of something, first."
"Oh?" I asked.
"It's... it's not much that should be worried about, but you should know, that it's been a long time since I've done anything like this with anyone, and even longer with a guy. I want to like... I mean, I do *like* sex, but I haven't as much experience as... and the experience I've had has been... I'm sorry, I'm not saying this right," Nica said.
"No, it's okay, say it when you can," I replied.
"It's just... if I'm a little nervous, or weird, or anything else... you'll understand?" she asked.
"Totally," I replied.
She smiled at me, kissing me again, more quickly. "Thank you."
I didn't know what kind of experiences she'd had, and I didn't want to press her if she didn't want to relive any less-than-pleasant encounters. If I'd sensed this was something she wasn't 100% sure about, I'd have deescalated this and let it pass. Still, even with her hesitation, I could see this was something she really wanted, and that was something I was definitely happy to help with.
Nica led me over to the couch, taking off her sweatshirt and setting it down on a nearby game table. Briefly, I admired the small, intertwining set of tattoos on the inside of her left arm, before sitting down beside her. To be this close, with a certain heat, an energy, passing between us, was surprisingly intense. I didn't know what led to it, but I loved the anticipation. Being this close to her, watching her purse and open those magnificent lips of hers as we looked into each other's eyes, it felt strangely intoxicating.
I leaned in to kiss her, and felt quite pleased when she kissed me back. Our tongues tentatively touched between lips, then explored deeper as we went further. She reached over to wrap an arm around me, pulling me in close as I touched her. I settled a hand on her thigh, and encouraged by her soft moan, I gently ran it up over her abs, then found one of her small, firm breasts through her shirt. I gently squeezed it as we made out, feeling her nipple harden through the fabric.
"That is very, very nice," Nica said between kisses, groaning very pleasantly.
"Good. I'm glad to hear that," I said.
"Oh, don't be so modest," Nica said, kissing me hungrily. "I know you're good. You know you're good. I didn't proposition you for modesty."
"So, what did you proposition me for?" I asked, cheekily.
"If I say sex, it would be truth, but only a partial truth. I also came to you for decency, and kindness. A boy who is well endowed and talented in the art of sex is uncommon, but not so uncommon as to never be seen in the wild. One who is like this and still considerate towards the woman he is with? That is a much rarer beast," she replied, kissing me.
"So that's what I am? A beast?" I teased.
"Most boys are in some capacity. We shall see if this is the case for you, but I believe this doubtful," Nica replied.
"Sounds like you've done your research," I replied, rubbing her nipple through her shirt with my thumb.
She hissed pleasantly. "My sources, and by sources I mean friends, speak well of you. Nadia and Hope, Izzy and especially Josie, speak well of you as a caring and considerate lover and person. Given my current state of experience, caring and considerate is quite necessary, and after we've had our time together to speak so I know you are who they say you are... yes, I did my research. I am a journalist, after all."
I should have maybe been a little freaked out at the level of thought she put into this, but I wasn't. Nica clearly had her reasons for being careful, and after the time we'd spent on the paper getting to know each other, I quite liked her too. I wouldn't begrudge her her caution.
"Thank you, for being willing," she replied.
"Thank you, for asking," I said honestly.
"Oh? That is not always the case?" Nica asked.
I didn't know that this was something I wanted to go into great detail with with her, but it felt like something that needed to get out. I said, "I've got a reputation. I know I've got a reputation. With most of the girls I get with, it's cool, they understand me and don't have a problem with it. Some others, they seem to think that just because I have a lot of sex and have fun having a lot of sex that it's something they can just ask of me at any time, that I'll always be ready for it if they beckon. And, don't get me wrong, often that kind of sex is a lot of fun, but it's not always what I'm looking for. So, thank you for asking me first instead of, you know... assuming? It's nice sometimes to be reminded that I'm a person."
Looking deeply into my eyes, she leaned in and kissed me again. "You *are* a person. A kind, not-so-bad-looking person with some gifts that not everyone might properly appreciate, but one I am happy to be here with. To hell with those others who don't wish to understand; for now, we are here together, and you are the only one I want to be with, not them."
"Yeah?" I asked, impressed by her sudden surge of confidence.
"Yeah," she confirmed, kissing me again. She reached down to unbutton her pants, opening them slightly. "Now would you... would you please touch me?"
It was an intense invitation, but a welcome one. Without saying a word, I kissed her and reached down to the opening at the fly of her jeans, sliding my hand inside. Her skin was warm and shivering slightly. My hands ran up against the fabric of her panties, creeping deeper. I looked into her eyes, imploring her for how she wanted me to touch her. She bit her lip and nodded at me, her breathing taking on a deeper, more ragged pace. With that, I slipped my fingertips beneath the elastic of her underwear, seeking the familiar warmth of her sex.
My fingers crept through a thick forest of bush before I found her moist, warm core. Nica moaned as my fingertips touched her sensitive lips. For how nervous she was, she was already quite moist and very hot. She eagerly ground her hips against me, urging my fingers onward.
I started slowly, exploring her slit and playing it gentle around her clit. Nica groaned, in frustration, in determination, wordlessly pushing me for more while I decided to take my time. I continued to softly massage her breasts through her shirt, kissing her deeply while I fingered her. I could definitely sense some hesitation, maybe even some fear as we did this, but it melted away by the moment as she got into it. I had some sense before that she was maybe trying to talk herself into this, but now she was getting more and more into it.
"Was this what you wanted?" I asked, pressing against her more firmly, gently placing her clit between two of my fingers and applying pressure.
Nica purred with ragged breath, "Whatever you do, please don't stop!"
"I won't. Not until you want me to," I said.
"Thank you," she said, kissing me needily. "Thank you, thank youthankyouthankyou!"
She'd started grinding against me more urgently, but I was shocked by the suddenness of her orgasm. It was strong, jolting through her body in a wave. I held her close to me as she went through it, continuing to finger her clit as she rocked, moaned and shuddered. A warm gush of liquid hit my hand, only urging me on to keep going.
Soon she slowed, pressing her hands against mine to urge me to slow down. "Okay, okay, thank you, wow, okay, thank you..."
When I stopped, pulling my hand from her pants, she kissed me passionately. Turning around to straddle my hips, grinding both of our clothed crotches against each other.
Breaking our kiss, she said, "That was something I've needed... for a time, apparently."
"What you were looking for?" I asked.
"The beginning, but hardly the end," she replied. She tugged at the bottom of my shirt, pulling it over my head with my help. Though my bare chest was hardly the most impressive at school, you wouldn't know it for the way Nica hungrily leaned in and began kissing it, gently sucking and nibbling at one of my nipples. I hissed at the pleasurable sensation before pulling her up to kiss her again.
I realized that I still had a couple fingers covered in her juices and pulled them up to my lips, sucking her intoxicating, sweet and savory juices.
"You taste good," I said.
"I do?" she asked, leaning over to take a lick herself. "So I do."
We both licked and sucked my fingers clean, then leaned into each other and began to make out with greater intensity.
"I'd like to get a taste from the source," I said between kisses.
"Soon. You're in no rush, are you?" Nica asked.
"No," I replied, pulling her in closer for a kiss.
"Neither am I," she said, planting a quick kiss on my neck. "But I do believe both of us are altogether overdressed, wouldn't you agree?"
"I would," I replied.
"We must fix that," she replied, standing up and beginning to disrobe. Pulling off her shirt, she revealed her firm, B-cup breasts to be contained by a dark red bra. With a little effort, she worked out of her shoes, socks and jeans, showing a conservative, yet comfortable-looking pair of black panties covering her pussy. Her entire body was toned, with tight abs. For a small girl, she definitely worked out, yet still had a distinct femininity to her that nearly dropped my jaw.
"You're beautiful," I said, pulling off my own shoes and socks with less grace.
"Thank you," she said, turning around to give me a view of her firm butt. "My ass could be rounder, but I believe it still looks good. What do you think? Oh, wait, no need to answer; I believe I know what you think."
I'd already stripped down to my underwear, and my erection was very clear underneath it. Almost nervously, she climbed back up onto the couch and knelt next to me, running her hand over my straining length. I groaned at her touch, even if we were still yet to be skin to skin.
"Rumors of your size have not been greatly exaggerated, I see," Nica said, a slight smile on her lips and a tremble to her voice.
"Is that a good thing?" I asked.
She cocked her head from side to side. "We'll see. It... shall be an adventure, at least, finding out."
Nica swung her leg over my lap, straddling me again and grinding our groins against each other. It was a tantalizing tease, especially with only the thin fabrics of our underwear rubbing against one another. It would have been so easy to just flip her over onto the couch and tear at our clothes, and while the thought flashed before my eyes as tempting, it wasn't what we were doing today. This was something different, something more intimate, and the closeness of it was all the more erotic for it.
Kissing me again, Nica leaned against me. The skin against skin contact thrilled me, but not nearly as much as what she said next. "Tell me... what would you like to do most of all now?"
"I... I want to touch you..." I said, tentatively running my fingertips up her ass, then her lower back. She trembled at my touch, but smiled.
"I don't believe that is all," she said, her voice husky with need.
She was right. I said, "I'd like to see your breasts, because I want to see those nipples I felt. I want to see them, and I'd like to suck on them, because I've a sneaking suspicion they're very sensitive."
"You suspect well," she said, reaching behind and unclasping her bra. Her breasts, now completely bare to me, were small but firm, with thick, dark nipples that begged to be sucked on. Biting her lip, Nica leaned over me, presenting one for my lips.
Eagerly, I leaned in and took her nipple into my mouth. I suckled at it, licking and nibbling it gently in time with her coos and groans before moving on to give the other the same worshipful treatment.
"Oh yes, oh yes, that is very nice, feels so very good..." Nica purred, grinding herself against my cock harder while she melted into me. She reached down, pulling at the waistband of my underwear. I arched my back enough to help her pull it down. With her on top, it was an awkward experience, but with our combined efforts she was able to pull them down enough for me to wriggle and kick them off, leaving me naked beneath her.
"Impressive. Truly impressive," Nica said, looking down at my immense girth as she kept grinding on me. I could have taken over here, but between her efforts and how much she seemed to enjoy my sucking on her nipples, I kept letting her guide this. I switched between her nipples as she ground against my cock, adding a little more suction, a little more teeth, an extra swirl of my tongue, playing with the hardening nub until she began to quiver at my efforts.
Reaching down between her legs, Nica pulled the fabric of her panties to the side, allowing me to feel the warm moistness of her lips traveling up and down the underside of my cock, making me groan.
"It's all so simple, isn't it?" Nica taunted, smiling through her shudders as she reached one hand between her legs to play with her clit. "As a species, we've the greatest demonstrated higher reasoning of any animal on Earth. While we choose to demonstrate this only infrequently, it is our capacity that has separated man from beast. Put us together though, breathing heavily and skin to skin, sex to sex... and it feels like the only thing that matter is our mutual pleasure, doesn't it?"
I refused to take my lips from her breast, but she seemed to get the meaning of my grunt well enough. Though I was looking forward to giving into my own pleasure, at the rate she was going I wanted to have a little more fun first. I dropped a hand between her legs, pressing my thumb into her clit and rubbing it in tight, small circles as she moaned and ground harder against me.
"Oh yes, oh yes, thank you, yesyesyes," she purred, rocking against me harder and harder. She was getting close, and though the intense eroticism of the situation was getting me there as well, I wasn't going to do anything about that until I got her off again.
I didn't have to wait long for this. As most of her nervousness melted away, Nica ground against me harder and harder, the juices of her swollen pussy lips coating my cock and helping her glide against me. She was taking on that shuddering, hopeful tenseness again that I only meant to help her with as I helped her finger herself to another powerful cum.
"Yesyesyes, oh fuck, oh shit, oh fuck, oh shit... MERDE!" she cried out, bucking as another powerful orgasm took her. She shuddered and shook, crying out in release as the pleasure coursed through her body. I held her close to me, first making sure she wasn't going to fall off the couch, then because I wanted to have her against me.
My mouth no longer occupied by her nipples, she kissed me, first slowly, then with an almost frantic intensity, a machine gun blast of kisses that had her smiling excitedly.
"Thank you!" she said, kissing me. "Thank you, and thank you!"
"You're welcome," I said, thumbing her nipples playfully. Nica groaned at the contact. I said, "These really were sensitive."
"I have had orgasms before only from stimulation of my nipples," Nica admitted. "They are rare, but trés intense."
"I'd like to see that sometime," I said.
It was hard to tell if she was blushing under the red light, but the way she smiled and straightened her back, she might have been. "With a mouth like yours, I think you might."
"Don't sell your own mouth short," I said, pulling her in for a kiss. "I might be a little obsessed with those lips."
Timidly, she smiled. "Would you... like to see what I can do with my lips?"
"Only if you want to," I said, kissing her again. She pulled me close, kissing me with greater intensity.
"I do," she said more firmly. "God how I do."
After one final, lingering kiss, Nica stood up over me and got off of the couch. She knelt between my legs and looked at my cock with great awe.
"I saw it, I felt it, I heard about it, and yet still none of that does this beast justice," she said, wrapping one of her dainty, strong hands around the root of my cock. I hissed at her touch, especially as she began to use our mutual wetness to lube me in a decent, if inexpert, handjob.
"I do not know how it will fit..." Nica said with a low voice, saying what might as well have been words she meant for her own ears. Looking up at me, she then said, "And yet, I imagine you hear this much?"
"I do," I replied.
"And it fits all of the others so well?" she asked.
"Some better than others, but more often than not," I said.
"Well, I am more determined than most of those girls I imagine, so, I think I will do this," Nica said, licking her lips and bringing her mouth to within a couple inches of my cockhead. I groaned when I felt her breath against me, arching my hips up needily, wanting release.
"It seems I have gotten you all hot and bothered, huh?" she said proudly, still slowly jacking my cock, her mouth close enough that she could kiss it if she wanted to. She didn't, though, still jacking me slowly as she smiled up at me.
"I think that's fairly obvious, isn't it?" I asked.
"It is, but I am suddenly remembering how fun it can be to tease in controlled circumstances," Nica said, placing a gently kiss on the underside of my shaft. I groaned with want, only making her smile more.
"Are your needs this simple?" she teased.
"Not always. Now..." I said.
Nica nodded. "I understand. You've taken care of me, so I shall take care of you. It has just been a while, though, and never with a cock this large; please forgive me if I am not as skilled as the other girls you know."



With that, Nica stretched her beautiful lips around the head of my cock. It was clearly larger than even she'd expected from this close, but she was determined, working about half of my length into her mouth and to the back of her throat. She didn't try to deepthroat me as so many other girls had, but what she lacked in that she more than made up for in enthusiasm.
She bobbed up and down on my cock slowly, but gained speed and confidence with every motion. I looked down into her eyes as she stared back up at me, captivated by her beauty and powerless against the pleasure she brought to me. I'd thought sliding up against her moist slit was amazing, but it was nothing compared to what those lips felt like wrapped around me.
"So good... feels so good..." I murmured, running a hand through her hair. I didn't guide her, didn't force her in any way, but it felt a special form of close to her to touch her like this as she fellated me. Nica Dubois may have had her hang-ups and issues that she wanted to get past when it came to sex, but I was greatly appreciating that she wanted to explore these with me.
It wasn't, however, something I felt was meant to last terribly long. With the time spent getting her off twice already, I was quite hard, and her enthusiastic blowjob was getting me there fast.
It took monumental effort to say anything when I looked down at this gorgeous, nearly naked girl with my large cock stretching her mouth to the max, but I knew that I had to warn her, "This is really nice... but if you keep doing that, I'm gonna cum."
Nica took her mouth off of my cock and took a good breath of air, smiling up at me and kissing the head again. "That's the idea."
"You're sure?" I asked.
"I wouldn't say this if I wasn't sure. Just tell me when you're going to be cumming, okay?" she asked.
"Okay," I replied, taken by her beauty as she once again sucked my cock back into her mouth. It was a wet, progressively messier blowjob as she blew me even harder, her head bouncing up and down on my cock, one hand jacking what her mouth couldn't reach while the other played with my balls and occasionally stroked my ass.
As she kept up the pace, she looked up at me and curiously placed her free middle finger between my ass cheeks on the edge of the couch, pressing inside and rubbing up against my hole. It was a kind of playful I wasn't expecting from her, but one I'd dabbled with in the past. She pressed up against me, eyes inquisitive, and since she could've gotten me to do pretty much anything at this point, I simply nodded as she pressed inside of me.
The intrusion was intense, but combined with her blowjob felt absolutely amazing. All of my nerves felt like they'd been brought to life with pleasure, and I couldn't hold it back anymore.
"I'm cumming... I'm cumming!" I warned.
If I thought this was going to slow Nica down, I was wrong. She kept blowing me and fingering my ass, pushing my pleasure over the edge until I couldn't help cumming in her mouth. It felt like a huge load, but she knew what she was doing, sucking up every drop, slowly milking my cock as every thick strand of seed fired down her throat. It was an unbelievably hot orgasm, and as I started to come down from it, I felt like I could've fallen asleep right there.
Finally spent, I collapsed back against the couch. Nica pulled her finger from my ass and her mouth from my cock, kissing the head one last time before standing back up to look down at me. A few stray dribbles of cum fell down from her lips, but she wiped them up with the back of her hand and licked it down, luxuriating in my load as she swallowed the last drops.
"You taste good. Not many boys do. Thank you," Nica said, her voice exuding confidence but perhaps slightly bashful at the same time.
There was so much I wanted to say for her and what she'd done for me, but with my deflated cock seeming to lead the conversation, all I could say was, "Wow."
"Oh? Wow? I am that good, huh?" Nica said playfully.
"That's an understatement," I replied. "How'd you know about... that thing with the finger, that it'd work with me?"
"I'd say I had a gut feeling, but it would be a lie," she said, licking her lips and taking off her panties and presenting herself completely naked before me. She had a nice, thick bush, and though she'd looked a little nervous at first, she seemed pleased by my response, sitting down beside me.
Nica continued, "Josie told me of your open-mindedness, and I thought it might be fun to confirm. Not many a man is up for this, I'm told, but would be better off if they were, I'd say."
"Well, it was fun, so, thanks," I said, smiling and leaning in for a kiss. We kissed slowly, lingering for a while on the contact and each other. I barely even minded the faint taste of my cum on her lips, as it felt intoxicating to be this close to Nica Dubois. At first glance, I wouldn't have ever assumed I'd feel this way about her, but she brought a passion and intensity that I felt a desire to discover more of.
"You're welcome," she said, breaking our makeout session enough to speak, then going on to kissing my neck.
"Fuck, you're beautiful," I said, unable to keep my hands from her. I ran a couple fingers between her legs, enjoying her hot wetness and the moans it pulled from her.
"You really think so? With all these beauties about school who've had you by now, you think I'm beautiful?" Nica asked.
"Of course," I said.
She smiled at me timidly. "Thank you."
"For what?"
"It has been some time since I've heard that said believably. I have heard words of praise from many a boy who wanted things from me; from the rest, I'm 'cute' or 'sweet' or 'just one of the guys, but pretty'. When the sentiments are genuine, they are appreciated, but there is still a fine line between those and being desirable to the right sort of person. It is... refreshing, and welcome, to see your true enthusiasm," she said, her hand finding my half-hard cock and gently stroking it.
I hissed. "If you ever need a reminder..."
"Thank you," she replied, nervously biting her lip. "But... that is not what I want now."
"What do you want now?" I asked.
Nica took several nervous, quick breaths, pulling herself together and trembling slightly.
"Are you okay?" I asked.
"I am fine," she said. "This is what I want, it is just difficult to say, after so long..."
"Take your time," I said.
"I don't want to take my time!" Nica snapped. "I want this to be easy. I want this to be something I can control, but when you've had control taken from you it can feel so hard to take back. I want... ah, merdefuckshitdamnmerde, I want not to take this out on you. I am sorry."
"It's okay," I said, stroking her hair and holding her close. "It's okay."
We stayed quiet like this for a few moments, holding each other, occasionally stroking the other's sex, waiting, being together. Nica had something she wanted to say, and I wanted to give her every opportunity to say it, and until then I was going to be here for her.
Gently, she pulled me close and kissed me. She rolled on top of me, straddling my thigh and pressing her breasts against my chest, leaning in to whisper in my ear. "What I want is you inside of me. I want you to ruin me for those who've tried to ruin me in the past, and I want to remember what it is like to get lost in the pleasures of sex again with someone as considerate as you. Would you help me with that?"
I kissed her back, squeezing her butt approvingly. "Gladly."
"Thank you," she said, smiling nervously. "I must also admit, I am curious how a cock that great and perfect would feel."
I smiled in return. "I know a few girls who've had a lot of fun with it."
"A few?" Nica returned, cocking a skeptical eyebrow.
"I was trying not to brag," I said.
"You've failed, but this is okay, I do not mind some failures. To fail is human, etcetera, etcetera, you know how it is," she replied.
"One slight problem," I said, looking down at my half-deflated cock.
"Ah, yes, that is a problem. I could suck you some more, if that would help?" Nica proposed.
While tempting, I wanted to up the ante, "Only if I can taste you at the same time."
"Ah!" Nica exclaimed gleefully. "A 69! Magnifique! I can see why Josie is so smitten with you; you have some truly good taste!"
"You said that earlier," I said.
Nica rolled her eyes at me. "You've also a cheeky tongue."
"You don't know the half of it, yet," I said, rotating until I was lying down on the couch with my head against her thigh.
Nica didn't need much motivation to climb on top of me, dropping her soaking wet pussy onto my face before taking my cock back into her wonderful mouth. From this angle, she was able to take a little more of me in, gagging slightly but giving it her best effort. I returned as best I could, wrapping my arms around her waist and pulling her down onto me, bringing my mouth up to her dripping sex and diving in.
Nica tasted good, and her moans of pleasure around my cock only drove me to dive in further, licking and sucking at her sweet lips. This was one of those things I always loved about 69ing with a girl, not just the give and take but the friendly competition it seems to encourage. Though she may have only been trying to get me hard, I knew Nica was trying to make me cum again every bit as hard as I was trying to get her off.
The only problem for her, though, was that I had a significant head start on her, at least in the "not cumming" department. She'd gotten me hard, sure, but it was going to be a while before I'd be able to muster up another good cum. In the meantime, I had full access to her pussy, licking and teasing, working her sex with my tongue and fingers, doing everything I could to bring her over the top again. She was fighting me trying to prolong this, but not terribly hard.
And then she stopped.
Nica pulled her mouth off my cock when I had her on the brink of another good cum, turned back to me and said, "I think we have pushed this off long enough."
"Pushed what off?" I asked, punctuating with a nice lick at her clit.
She groaned, then climbed off of me. "Sit up."
I did as she said, my cock now standing proudly up as I leaned back against the couch. Nica stood in front of me, pacing back and forth slightly as she looked down at me hungrily. No, there was more than hunger, there was a sense of trepidation to her as well as she looked down upon me and my cock.
"I have had fun having fun with you, and I wish to have more, but I want to do more. I need to do more," she said, looking down at me. "I'm kind of terrified of that thing, but I'm also wanting to be past this fear, and since I might be hornier now than I can ever remember, I want now to be the time. I want to have some good sex."
I looked up at her in her nakedness (both emotional and literal), and smiled as warmly as I could. We'd been having so much fun pleasuring each other that I'd nearly forgotten about what we were doing here, but I was every bit as committed to making this a positive experience now as I was then.
"I'm pretty good, but I'm happy to take this at whatever pace you want," I said.
"Thank you," she said, stepping forward, kneeling on the couch and straddling my hips again. As with earlier, she ran her soaking wet pussy over my cock, but without a stitch of clothes between us there was no illusion about how this was going to end. To help ease things along, I reached up and cupped her breasts, thumbing her nipples and trying to keep her nice and motivated.
The way she ground against my cock, spreading our mutual lubrication handily, told me this was a good idea.
Nica reached between her legs and placed the head of my cock at her entrance. She bit her lip, looking down, then into my eyes. "Ryan?"
"Yes?" I asked.
"Would you please... please kiss me while I settle down?" she asked.
"Gladly," I said, leaning up and planting my lips on hers. Nica kissed me as if her life depended on it, urgently, passionately, as she steeled herself for what she wanted to do next. Closing her eyes tightly, she forced herself down on me, burying the head of my cock inside her pussy.
Nica cried out, or at least wanted to, as we kept kissing our way through the penetration. She was tight, so very tight, but so good, hot and wet and welcoming. I worried for her, hoping that all was okay, but desperately wanting more with her.
We broke our kiss, and I whispered, "Are you okay?"
"I'm fine," she said, lowering herself a little more. "I need this... I need to keep going. Just be here with me."
"I'm here," I said. "Just keep going. You've got this."
"Thanks," Nica said, smiling at me weakly as she took another inch of my cock. She was closing in on halfway. "Fuck, you're huge."
"I know," I said. Normally this was something I'd say with a sense of pride, but now there was only concern for her.
Still, Nica bit her lip and continued her slow descent, taking every inch with slow deliberation. My cock was in heaven, but the rest of me wanted to make sure she was too. I kissed her, stroked her, massaged her sensitive breasts, and as she conquered more and more of my cock. This strategy seemed to work, as though there was some definite discomfort on her end, as she sensed she was getting further down she seemed to get more into the act.
Her eyes were screwed shut tightly when I felt her ass settle down against my thighs and balls, so I felt congratulations were in order. I kissed her and said, "You made it."
"I made it?" she asked, opening her eyes and looking down at our conjoined sexes. "Holy hell. Fuck, I *did* make it!"
Nica's voice had taken on a tone that was close to a cheer, and I pulled her in close to help her enjoy that celebration. With my cock buried to the hilt deep inside of her, we made out with joy in our hearts and smiles on our faces. I couldn't say if I was the ideal sexual encounter that she was looking for when we first began our strange union, but I was happy to help make her happy.
Especially once she started moving, slowly riding my cock. It clearly took some getting used to with a cock as large as mine, but biting her lip in determination, she began to ride me on the dark room's couch.
"Thank you," Nica groaned. "Thank you, thank you, thank you for helping me with this."
"It really has helped?" I grunted, enjoying the feel of her dropping back into my lap.
"Some, yes. I cannot say if you have fixed me for guys in general, yet, but being able to share sex with someone who is not unkind about it... yes, that has helped," she said, riding me a little more eagerly.
"It's a start," I said, sliding my hands down to her hips to help her ride me.
"It's a start," she agreed, leaning over to kiss me. She was picking up the pace, now actively riding me, truly taking over this unexpected fuck. Watching a woman as beautiful as her ride me, her eyes closed in magnificent ecstasy, feeling the way her pussy squeezed me so perfectly with every bounce, I was in heaven. Knowing that I was helping her get past something she wanted to get past, well, that just made that heaven even sweeter.
When she first started riding me, she did so timidly, but now Nica was completely losing herself to sex. She was moaning in pleasure, running her hands over her body, riding me with a confidence that made her only sexier.
"God I've needed this; I've needed this for so long... I was scared... I'm still a little scared... but this I can do. I can do this. I can conquer this. I don't have to let the shit of the past win. Fuck this is amazing. Thank you, thank you, thank you," she moaned.
I reached down to thumb her clit as she fucked me. Her eyes, once closed, shot open, looking down at me with surprise and hunger.
"Like that... like that... please make me cum with your cock inside of me... make me cum, I'm so close, please, please, please, like that, like that... OH FUCK!" Nica exclaimed as another orgasm took her. This was the strongest one yet, making it look as if she'd touched the world's most pleasurable live wire as she shook and fell against me. Her pussy squeezed me so hard I could've sworn I was going to shoot off then and there, but I held back, just for now.
Her breathing still ragged and her body relaxing after the powerful cum, Nica kissed my neck and chest, giggling softly. "Oh, thank you, Ryan. That was needed."
"I think you might've mentioned that once or twice," I said, kissing the top of her head. She looked up and kissed me back.
"I think you are still in need of something yourself, eh?" Nica asked, gently squeezing my cock with her pussy.
I shivered at this. "I wouldn't mind..."
"And I would like to finish what I have started as well," she said, squeezing me again. "Would you like me like this? On all fours? Or something more classical?"
I smiled wolfishly, wrapping an arm around her so I could spin her to the side, dropping her onto her back on the couch without ever leaving her pussy. She squealed with delight at the move, while I was just glad that I was able to pull it off without hurting either of us.
"I have been called a sucker for the classics before," I said, looking down at Nica as I slowly began to thrust in and out of her.
She giggled. "You can be a sucker for whatever you want if you keep spoiling me like this."
"Thanks," I replied, kissing her as I began to thrust in and out of her tight pussy. Nica was getting more vocal and confident by the moment, and being beneath me physically only seemed to spur her on even more.
"Fuck me, Ryan, fuck my tight little pussy. You like it, huh? So tight and sweet? Having such fun with me? Fuck me harder, keep it like that, yes, keep fucking me, push yourself, make yourself cum, fill me with your hot fucking cum," she said.
Her slight accent was positively intoxicating, and the unexpected dirty talk only pushed me further to the edge. At her insistence, I fucked her harder, making out with her feverishly between her encouragements. I was building up a pretty good load, and though it wasn't going to be anything like my last one, I wanted to make it a good one for her.
"Keep going... keep doing it... give me what I want..." she moaned.
"So good," I grunted.
"I know, I know, keep fucking me, do it, keep fucking me, cum for me, cum inside of me..."
"You sure...?"
"I am... please, keep fucking me, harder, fuck me harder, make me feel it, fuck me harder and cum for me, cum for me please..."
"So close..."
"Do it, Ryan..."
"I'm-"
"Yes!"
"FUCK, I'M CUMMING!" I shouted, thrusting into her hard and deep, feeling my body seemingly draining every bit of energy and stamina I had into her. I came hard, seemingly filling her up as shot after shot of my cum filled me with a feeling of one of the greatest pleasures I knew. Nica cooed and groaned, squeezing me with her pussy and seemingly encouraging every last drop to fill her.
Completely spent, I pulled out of her and sat up on the couch. Nica lay down next to me, her legs still slightly spread, my cum leaking from her obscenely stretched pussy lips. She looked completely satisfied, if almost a little embarrassed to be so explicitly on display in front of me.
"Fuck, you're beautiful," I repeated, smiling down at her. "Thanks for... everything, that was... wow."
"Thank you," Nica said, her hands drifting down to her pussy and feeling everything that had occurred. "Wow, you really did a number on me."
"Sorry," I said.
"Don't be. I knew what mountain I was climbing," she replied, shivering at her own touch as she rubbed my cum into her pussy.
"This couch is gonna be a mess," I said.
"It wouldn't be the first time. You would know," Nica replied.
"I would," I admitted. "How... how are you?"
"Better," Nica said, sighing. "I wish I would wave a magic wand and say good sex with a nice boy with a big cock fixes all, but nothing is that simple in life, is it?"



"No. I wish it were, but nothing's ever that simple," I replied.
Carefully, Nica sat up and curled up beside me. I put an arm around her shoulders and pulled her in close.
"No, it isn't, but I am still better. Healing like this is a process, and I am happy to have taken those first few steps. Thanks for being so amenable on those," she said, looking up at me and kissing me on the cheek.
Considering everything she'd done to my cock, "amenable" seemed like a vast understatement.
"If you need me to be amenable again..." I trailed off.
"I know where you are," Nica said, kissing me. "And I would like to hold you to that. Until then, perhaps we should clean up and dress before janitorial comes around and finds us."
I laughed. "Yeah, that's probably for the best."
Looking down at her pretty, satisfied face, I felt a swell of something I couldn't put an easy word to for Nica. There was something about her that was definitely special, and I hoped to discover more of that in the future.
Until then, I leaned in and placed one last kiss on those luscious lips of hers. We should have been moving, but one last makeout session for the road would not be the end of the world either.
***
I rode my bike home feeling happy, and completely satisfied. What had been a busy afternoon had become a completely pleasurable one, and getting to spend the latter portion with the lovely Nica Dubois was only icing on the cake. Now I was just going to kick back, relax, and enjoy what was left of my Friday.
A few houses away from my place, my phone buzzed.
Nica: I think you forgot something
Nica: A "memory" to remember me by?
Nica: Since I'm told you're so forgetful
The attached picture was of Nica in the dark room, naked save for her panties, her beautiful smile and perky breasts a welcome image burned into my memory. I hadn't asked her for a picture given the sensitive nature of our coupling, but this was going to be a most welcome memory. I just hoped we'd get to make some more soon.
Walking my bike home, I was so distracted by the picture that I missed the car parked out front, or the girl sitting on the front porch until she called for me.
"Hey, Ryan!"
I looked up to see Brooke huddling on the porch in a warm jacket and pants, looking very cute and a little nervous.
"Hey, Brooke," I replied, walking my bike over to her. "What're you doing here? I thought you were with Peter and Sasha?"
"I was..." Brooke said. "But then I totally got thinkin', and when I get thinkin' I tend to, like, do something about that thinkin'. So, I did. They were totally bummed when I left, but I had to because I knew that this was something I needed to do before I lost all my nerve to do it."
"What?" I asked.
Brooke took in a deep breath. "I broke up with my boyfriend."
"You... what?" I asked. Brooke had mentioned having a boyfriend before Christmas, but she hadn't really talked much about him.
"He's such a sweet guy, and he was, like, totally cool with all my slutting around which I really appreciated, but when I realized that I just really liked him, and I was totally in love with another guy, I realized that wasn't fair and that he should have a girl who would give him all the attention he needs, I did what I thought I had to do, so..."
"Fuck, I'm sorry," I said, sitting down beside her and wrapping an arm around her shoulders.
"It's... it's okay," she said, sniffling a little. "But... you know you're the guy I'm in love with, right?"
"Yeah," I replied, rubbing her hair.
"And you're in love with me too, or did I read all that wrong?" Brooke asked.
Well, this was fucking hard to say. "No, you didn't."
"And you're still in love with Josie too, aren't you?" Brooke asked.
"Yeah. Yeah, I am," I acknowledged without hesitation.
"I can see why; she's really cool, and smart, and nice. Hot, too," Brooke admitted.
"So are you," I said. "That's what makes all of this so... so fucking difficult."
"I'm sorry," Brooke said.
"Don't be," I replied. I wanted this to be simpler. I wanted it to be easy to turn away from Brooke because I loved Josie so much, but it was difficult when I loved Brooke too. I didn't know what I was going to do about all of this, and with Josie so far away and no idea when she was going to be coming back...
"Fuck, love is complicated sometimes," Brooke bemoaned.
"Tell me about it," I sighed. "Fucking tell me about it."
She leaned her head against me. "So, what're we gonna do about it?"
"I dunno," I said. "I guess we'll just have to wait and see."
***
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: The first week back after winter break has been busy for 18-year-old Ryan Collins, from a quickie in the library with slutty library aide Marie Halpern, to the curious affections of many of the school's female teachers, and the challenges of balancing tutoring three of his classmates. Much of this came to a head at the offices of the school's newspaper, when Ryan chatted up beautiful and kind assistant editor Nica Dubois. Though their conversation started with working on Ryan's articles, it soon progressed to hot sex in the dark room, where Ryan was happy to help Nica face some of her demons about sex. Returning home, Ryan was surprised to find bubbly blonde cheerleader Brooke King waiting for him, and even more surprised that she was there to profess her love for him, made more complicated by Ryan's love for her and for his absent girlfriend, Josie Wong. With an uncertain future, Ryan has much to consider.
***
What do you do when someone tells you they're in love with you?
Well, in the ideal event that they're someone you want to be in love with you, you tell them you love them back, cheer, and reap all the rewards that come with having someone you love love you back.
If it's someone you'd rather steer clear of, then let them down however you can and get as far away as you can before things get any worse.
These are the kinds of situations our parents tell us about, the ones movies and songs and epic poems are written about. They don't tell you what to do when someone tells you they love you when you're in love with someone else, especially when you love them too.
This is why I had trouble sleeping the night after Brooke King told me she loved me. The blonde cheerleader with the ever-present pigtails, a love for the color pink and one of the freakiest minds I ever knew when it came to sex had slowly become my best friend over the past few months, and my feelings for her had only gotten more confused as the year went on. Before this year, Brooke was one of those people I'd just never talked to, we were just so different, but with this being the year of one thing leading to another, this was where I was stuck.
I loved Brooke, that much was clear. I also loved Josie Wong, my beautiful and equally dirty goth girlfriend. I hadn't seen her for weeks since she left with the rest of her family to visit her sick grandmother in Hawaii, and maybe that had weakened my resolve, made it more possible for me to follow up on bad instincts.
This didn't feel bad, though. That was the fucked-up part of it, I think. Loving Brooke felt every bit as natural as loving Josie, but it was still undeniably a problem.
Lying in bed, wakefulness came upon me slowly as I came to the morning after I found Brooke sitting sorrowfully on my front porch. I had flashes of the night before, of pleasure and melancholy as Brooke and I talked, then had sex, then talked some more, then had more sex before turning in for the night curled up next to each other in bed. I'd hoped that between the two of us that we'd be able to put something resembling a plan together, but this was uncharted territory for both of us.
I tried to focus on the brighter moments of that night, of the way Brooke's face looked when she came while riding me, how utterly tight she felt as I took her from behind, but the reality of what we faced had a way of intruding into the fantasy that there was nothing amiss in our world.
I didn't want to fuck anything up. That was the long and the short of it. I didn't want to fuck anything up, but it felt like I had no choice that wouldn't fuck things up for someone. I had this image of teetering on the edge of a cliff, just waiting to go over and lose the best people I'd met this year. I didn't want to do that. I just wanted everybody to be happy, but that just didn't seem to be in the cards, and in a year where I'd already had the fallout of what happened with Rachel and Tori I was not looking forward to another disaster.
Until then, I could still wrap myself in the warm and comforting blanket of denial. Denial, and Brooke in the bed next to me. Just being around her always had a way of lighting up my life in the past, and her being here now was the only thing keeping me from losing my mind.
There was shifting in the bed next to me, enough that I was stirred closer toward consciousness. I rolled over, hoping to wrap an arm around Brooke, but found her side of the bed strangely empty.
"Brooke?" I muttered, wiping the sleep from my eyes.
"Not even close."
That voice snapped my eyes wide open. It was impossible, it had to be a dream, but if it was a dream it was the most vivid dream I'd ever had. I looked around the room, caught her sitting on the edge of the bed. In my waking state, she was a dark angel, dressed from head to toe in a long black coat, with choppy, jet black hair cut back to the same pixie length she had when I first met her and a pale face. Her lips, painted black, curled in an amused smile at me.
Josie.
"You're real," I said in wonderment.
"Uh, last time I checked, yeah, I was real," she said, scooting a little more in my direction.
I sat up and, overjoyed, instantly leaned into her and hugged her tightly. She hugged me back enthusiastically. "Why didn't you tell me you were back?"
"It's called a surprise, and I wanted to drop a big one on you," Josie said, kissing me. Fuck, I'd forgotten how good it felt to kiss her. Part of it felt grim, like I was betraying her by not being completely honest right now, but it felt too good to tell her right now.
"Mission accomplished," I said.
"I thought you'd think so," she replied, smiling. "You know, I've really missed you."
"The feeling's mutual," I said, wanting to keep the conversation flowing. "How's...?"
"Grandmother? Recovering, but well enough that she can take care of herself with the help of her local friends. She's a tough old lady," Josie replied.
"Good," I said, dancing around a subject that was coming into much clearer focus whether I wanted it to or not. I had a hard time meeting her eyes, something she caught on to quickly.
"Brooke's not here," Josie said, her tone cautious. "But she'll be back in a little while."
"She will?" I asked, confused and more than a little frightened.
"My family and I, we got in early, and I came over as soon as I could so you and me could... reconnect. I found Brooke getting ready to go out for a jog, and... well, we got to talking," Josie said.
"Oh?" I asked, feeling as if my heart was beating so hard it might explode. "And what did you talk about?"
"You know, girl stuff, this and that," Josie said. "And about how she loves you, and you love her, and how bad she felt about all of it with you and me."
That was it. That was the sound of the other shoe dropping, the sound of my heart exploding, the sound of everything in my life falling down around me.
Fuck.
I started, "Josie, I can-"
"Ryan, if you tell me 'I can explain', I'll scream. I'm not here asking for an explanation," Josie said, standing up and taking off her long coat. She wore her usual outfit of a dark, tight tank top that showed off her nice round tits, short black skirt, fishnets and boots. Her pale, perfect skin with her slight collection of tattoos and strategic facial and navel piercings was on full display, enough to get me a little hard. If I'd been any less terrified, I might have asked her how she spent a couple weeks in Hawaii without getting a tan, but if anyone knew how to stay consciously pale, it was Josie.
"You're not?" I asked.
"This isn't one of those things that needs... explanation, it needs discussion. Brooke's gone out to grab us some coffee and breakfast, and when she comes back, the three of us need to have a serious talk. I saw that your dad isn't in... should we expect him anytime soon?" Josie asked.
"No," I explained. "He's in San Diego getting some of his dinosaur fossil collection appraised; he'll be out all weekend."
"Good," Josie said simply. "Then the three of us can have a nice, long discussion, like adults, about what happens next. Until then..."
Josie reached down to the hem of her tank top and pulled it up over her head, revealing her bare D-cup tits to me. I knew these breasts well, from the tattoo under her right tit of Chinese characters that said "If you can read this, then you speak Chinese", to her pierced left nipple and its shiny metal bar, and whatever timidity my cock had completely disappeared. It was rock hard in all of its ten-inch-long, very thick glory.
Josie undid her leather skirt and dropped it to the floor, revealing a similarly dark thong. "...we've only got a little while before Brooke comes back, and I want you to fuck the shit out of me before she does, okay?"
I gulped, but I couldn't be tempted away from an offer like that. "Okay."
"Good," she purred, crawling up over me on the bed, kissing me and giving me full access to her body. I ran my hands over her perfect tits, squeezing them, massaging them, running my fingers over her hard, dark nipples and enjoying the way it made her groan. My hands quickly moved on though, finding her round, full ass and latching on, squeezing what I knew to be Josie's favorite part about herself.
"Oh, you've missed that ass, haven't you?" she said, reaching down under the blanket, one of her small, strong hands snaking underneath my underwear and grabbing my cock. "I've missed this, too."
She pulled the blanket back and tore my underwear down in one smooth move, leaving me naked in bed, and her most promisingly in her thong, fishnets and boots almost on top of me.
"Lie down," she commanded. Missing her so badly she could've gotten me to do pretty much anything now, I did as she said. She crawled up on the bed with her knees beside my head and turned around, then straddled my face. Her amazing ass was above me, the only thing between my lips and her mouthwatering asshole a thin strip of fabric.
Reaching back to pull the thong aside, Josie revealed her tight hole to me and said, "Open wide..."
Josie sat down, settling her weight on my face and her asshole on my mouth. Having been in this position plenty before and absolutely loving being back here, I dove in without hesitation. My tongue worshipped her tight hole, licking and sucking, probing inside. Sharing a bed with her like this, even if it was so abrupt and unexpected, was something I couldn't even begin to describe how happy it made me.
"Fucking hell, I've missed this," Josie said, writhing around on my face. I reached around front and began to finger her pussy as she rode my face. She was wet, and I hoped to get my mouth on those lips sooner rather than later, but I knew better than anyone that when Josie set her mind to something, she was going to get it.
"You and me, we've been fucking around like crazy while we had an ocean between us, but it's not the same, is it? You went to an orgy, I got gangbanged, but at the end of the day it's just not the same as being here with each other, is it? We're just two perfect little sluts, made for each other and best when we're together, but better than that, we actually like each other, too. Do you have any idea how hard it is to find a guy you're sexually compatible with when you got a sex drive and imagination like mine, *and* like to hang out with too?" Josie asked me.
I answered her, but the words were probably unintelligible through her ass.
"What was that?" Josie asked, distracted. "Oh, yes, silly me. It's not fair that I talk to you and keep your mouth full, is it? Well, perhaps I should even things up..." Josie said, leaning down and inhaling my cock to the root. Her shift in position brought her dripping pussy to my face, and I dove in with equal fervor.
Now, normally when I'm in the midst of a 69, I always find it to be a slow, intimate act, the kind that brought two people together on a different level than traditional sex as we focused on each other's' pleasure, but this was different. This was frantic, intense, both of us trying to get the other ready for something we didn't fully know, yet. I tongued her clit hard as she sucked me deeper and deeper, her lips and throat heavenly and oh so tight.
Josie took her mouth off my cock and climbed off of my face. She turned around to face me, still kneeling on the bed and looking down at me.
"I've missed you, Ryan. I've missed talking with you, being in the same room with you, your cheesy fucking jokes and the way you're still somehow surprised by all the action you're getting this year, which to be honest stopped being surprising a while ago. I've missed this cock," Josie said, reaching down and wrapping her hand around my throbbing pole. "I've missed feeling you inside of me, and how you could make me feel better than any other guy I've ever been with... but most of all I've missed you."
"I've missed you too, Josie. You don't know how much... no, you do know, don't you?" I asked.
"I do," Josie replied, swinging her leg over me and squatting over my cock. I saw a great internal debate going through her mind as she debated what, precisely, she wanted to do with me, her hand drifting the head of my cock back and forth between her pussy and her ass indecisively. In the end, she decided on pressing my thick head into her pussy lips, groaning loudly as she settled all ten inches deep inside of her sloppy cunt.
"That's what I'm talkin' about," she practically cheered, looking down through the valley of her cleavage at our conjoined genitals. "That... that is perfection."
"None of the guys at the gangbang this big?" I teased.
Josie squeezed me with her pussy. "Most of 'em weren't. One of 'em was close. Another was bigger, I think, but he didn't know how to use it for shit. They were all fun, though."
She began bouncing up and down on my cock, taking much of my cock with each stroke. I'd forgotten how good she felt, and sincerely hoped I'd never forget again, because as ever Josie was absolutely amazing. Tight, hot and so completely enthusiastic, she fucked me as hard as she could without even breaking a sweat, looking down on me with a face masked by lust and love, a sweetness hiding behind a perfectly cultivated dark exterior. If she had a problem with what Brooke had told me, and her, she wasn't letting it show, but if there was a fire hiding in her eye, one that was trying to reestablish a former status quo and remind me of what we'd had before, well I wouldn't have been surprised.
"I'd tease you, ask you if you had any cunts as perfect as mine, but you'd tell me something about how all the girls out there each bring something special to the table and that you just feel grateful to share this experience with them, wouldn't you?" Josie asked.
Honestly, I replied, "Something like that, but if there was such a thing as sexual perfection, your pussy would probably be up there."
"Good non-answer," Josie replied, bouncing even harder. "Motherfucker, fuck I want this, give it to me, fuck me hard! Fuck me harder! Keep fucking me... I haven't cum in days, do it, fuck me, fuck me, make me fucking cum, Ryan, fuck me and make my slutty little cunt cum, fucking... FUCK YEAH, I'M CUMMING, I'M CUMMING ALL OVER YOUR HUGE, FUCKING COCK!!!"
Josie was good to her word, cumming hard on top of me, a gush of juices from her juicy cunt splashing into my pubic hair. She cried out and cursed, sounding more a beast than a beautiful, sweet young woman as she got out some necessary pressure relief on top of me. She kept going, riding it out even past the point where she should have been putty in my hands, her eyes closed tight with pure ecstasy that threatened to set me off inside of her.
When the endorphins finally hit her, she opened her eyes drowsily and looked down at me pleasurably.
"Okay... so it may have been a few days since I've cum," Josie said without any hint of apology. I wouldn't have wanted her any other way.
"I guessed something like that," I replied, smiling and squeezing her tits. She leaned down and kissed me, and I kissed her back. I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close to me while we made out. My cock, still so hard and in desperate need of release, remained buried pleasantly inside of her slick cunt, but I meant to do more than just leave it there.
Gently, I pushed Josie off of me and got up on my knees, grabbing her by the hips and rotating her so she was on her hands and knees. Her pussy and asshole were once again temptingly exposed to me, and though I was torn by my choice, I ultimately decided on the easiest path and buried myself right back in her pussy.
"Awww, I wanted you to fuck my ass," Josie pouted.
"In time," I said, grabbing her hips as I began to fuck her properly. "There... there is time, right?"
"All the time you want. I'm not going anywhere," Josie said.
That comforted me, even if there was something in her tone I couldn't fully read.
While she may have ridden me with a sense of sexual desperation, now that I was behind her it was my turn to do the same. I had missed Josie for the weeks that she was gone, and needed her more than I knew. My hips were a blinding blur as I drove into her, fucking her with everything I had and some of what I didn't have. Her pussy gripped my cock and held me in, which was necessary given the wild pace of my thrusts.
"That's it, that's what I've fucking needed, come on, fuck me, fuck me harder, keep fucking that slutty little cunt until you've filled me up with everything you've got!" Josie wailed, dropping from her hands so she could reach back and finger herself while I fucked her.
I was less eloquent, breathing heavily and grunted as I gave my girlfriend everything I had, fucking her down into my bed as we reached our natural and utterly messy conclusion.
Neither of us could last very long like this. Josie came first, once again, crying out into my mattress as her pussy clamped down on me and set me off. I slowed my pace so I could fill her up, but as I came and came hard, it felt like she'd drained every drop of fluid, every ounce of my being, from my body.
Panting from the exertion, I finally pulled my cock from her sopping cunt, unleashing a small river of juices onto my comforter. I'd have worried about this, but I was more concerned with not falling down on top of Josie. I managed to land just beside her, our faces inches from each other. Her hair and makeup were an utter smeared mess from such an insane fuck, but her smeared lips were smiling with pride.
I returned the smile. "Fuck, I love you."
She leaned over to kiss me. "I love you too. That was... wow."
I laughed. "I may have gone overboard. A little."



"Why? To make sure I didn't forget you?" Josie asked.
That sounded as good an explanation as any. "Sure."
"I didn't," Josie giggled back, kissing me deeply.
Someone started clapping. Josie and I looked up toward the doorway to catch the petite blonde figure smiling down at us. Wearing a light pink sweater, a matching knee-length skirt and her hair in her usual loose pair of pigtails, she looked cute as a button and utterly wholesome, though I knew she was far from the latter description.
"Wow, guys, that was, like, super hot; I think you got me all moist and juicy just standin' here watching," Brooke said, squirming around slightly.
Suddenly awkward and uncertain of myself as the reality of the unresolved question between the three of us needed to be addressed, I said, "Uh... thanks."
"You brought breakfast?" Josie asked, speaking completely naturally, as if there was nothing strange about this arrangement.
"Totally," Brooke replied.
"Fantastic," Josie said, turning to kiss me. "Give Ryan and me a few minutes to clean up, and we'll meet you in the kitchen? I'm starving, and the three of us have a lot to talk about."
"Oh, right... okay," Brooke said, smiling nervously, then darting down the hallway.
I gulped.
Josie looked at me, kissing me quickly. "It's gonna be okay. We'll work this out."
I wanted to believe her, but a solution that didn't manage to break some hearts seemed impossible.
***
I doubted you could've found two girls at Regan Hills High School with more surface-level differences than Brooke King and Josie Wong.
Brooke was a bubbly blonde cheerleader, Josie was a Chinese goth with a love for photography.
Brooke often dressed in pink, while Josie dressed in black.
Brooke was petite, Josie had killer curves.
I loved both of them, romantically, and I knew that they both loved me the same. At the beginning of the year, sharing a love with one of these girls would've felt impossible, and here I was hoping that I'd be able to juggle both of them. No matter how many times Josie tried to reassure me as we cleaned up and got dressed to join Brooke for breakfast, I was still nervous as I joined the two of them in the kitchen.
Brooke had gone overboard in her breakfast run, getting a bag full of pastries and enough coffee to probably drown all of us three times over. The way her eyes darted from Josie to me, I got the feeling that she was trying to apologize for something, and when she spoke she only confirmed it.
"I just wanna say, Josie, that I didn't mean for any of this to happen," Brooke said quickly. "Like, I thought I knew what I was doin' when it came to love and sex this year, that I had a good handle on what I, like, did and didn't want to do and who I would and wouldn't do it with, and I thought, like, hey, I'm probably not gonna fall in love, but it would be fun if I did, but I probably wouldn't, so why not have all the fun that I could?"
"That was an impressive run-on sentence," Josie mused.
"Hey, we're totally not in class now, I can run-on all I want," Brooke snapped.
"Sorry," Josie replied.
"No, no, I'm sorry, sorry," Brooke said, twirling one of her pigtails nervously around one of her fingers. "I didn't think I'd fall in love this year and that was pretty cool, I'd just have fun with all the girls and boys and keep on keepin' on... and then Ryan got into the picture. I didn't think... ya know, Kaitlyn told me about him, and I didn't think it was possible, but he was fuckin' awesome at fuckin' awesomely, and I thought, cool, I got a new fuck buddy, and that's awesome, but when Ryan and me started hangin' out when we weren't fuckin', I found he was... well, nice. He looked at me nice. He thought of me nicely. More nicely than I think almost any other guy I been with did. We, like, became friends, then you and he got together, and I was so happy because if any guy deserves a kickass girlfriend it's Ryan, and then I got a boyfriend, and things seemed cool... but I never stopped thinking about Ryan, and maybe I got a little jealous, but I didn't want to do anything because I respect Ryan and even though I don't know you too well I totally respect you too, and I thought it'd be cool just being besties with Ryan, but it wasn't just that, I, like, wanted more, so I told Ryan, and... don't blame Ryan for any of this, please? He didn't encourage any of this. This is on me."
"It isn't, Brooke," I said, not wanting her to take all the blame when the blame wasn't hers alone.
"It is!" Brooke defended.
Josie sipped on her coffee, looking at Brooke with great consideration. These were two people who hadn't had a lot of reason to be in the same room with each other outside of class, but had been thrown together more than a few times this year thanks to me. Whether it was me getting Brooke to help Josie and me with the Halloween Scream, or both of them immediately coming to my side and helping me with my mad Christmas plan, I knew these two had spent some time together, but I didn't know if they'd spent any more time together than we had right now.
"So, you two love each other? This is a sure thing?" Josie asked.
Brooke and I looked at each other, then her.
"Yeah," I said.
"Totally," Brooke confirmed.
"And neither of you tried to hide it from me?" Josie asked.
"Not for a second," I said. Brooke nodded vigorously next to me, sending her blonde pigtails bobbing.
"Then you didn't fuck up. You didn't try to go behind my back, you didn't try to fuck around with my head or gaslight me or anything like that... and that's good. I've been on the receiving end of that gaslighting shit before. Jackson really fucked me up and put me in a bad place, and it's not a place I ever want to be again. You came to me, and you told me, and I appreciate that. I really do. I don't... I don't know you well, Brooke, but I know you don't seem bad for a ditzy cheer slut," Josie said.
"Thanks, I get that a lot!" Brooke exclaimed brightly. "I don't really know a lot of the whole goth thing, but, it's not hard to tell you're crazy hot too!"
"That... wasn't what I was trying to say, but... I'll take it," Josie admitted, smiling at the compliment.
I hadn't had to say much so far, and this was probably the main thing that had me hopeful that this was going to end better than expected. If I didn't have to say anything, I didn't run the risk of fucking anything up, and if these two kept getting on like they did...
"Ryan?" Josie asked.
Well, fuck.
"Yeah?" I asked.
"What's your thought on this?" Josie asked.
I looked into Josie's curious eyes, and Brooke's hopeful eyes, and I had absolutely no answer. I had some inklings of some ideas, some hopes and dreams, but stuff that I wouldn't dare hope to bring up and be taken seriously.
Sighing, I started talking off the cuff. "More than anything, I just don't want any of us to walk away hurt. I really don't. I know that you've been badly hurt before, Josie, and I know you've had your share of heartaches before, Brooke-"
"Totally," Brooke interrupted.
"-and the less said about the mess with Tori and me, the better. We've all been hurt when it comes to love in the past, and we've all got some love on the line here, and I don't want that to blow up in any of our faces. If we could figure out something that'd work for all of us, I think that'd be best. I just don't know how possible that is," I said.
Josie nodded. Brooke blew a lock of hair out of her eyes.
"Something I want to make clear, is I don't want to make this a competition with any of us. Friendly competitions I can live with, they add some of that spice of life, but when those competitions become unfriendly and nasty shit starts coming out..." Josie said, looking intently at Brooke.
"Oh, totally, I hate that catty shit. It's such a bitchy girl thing. I mean, I'm all about being a bitchy girl when it suits, but it's, like, totally tiring and I just can't with it for too long. You don't wanna fight, I don't wanna fight, I want to figure something out that makes us all happy, like Ryan does," Brooke said.
"Good," Josie agreed.
Brooke's face brightened so quickly that I could've sworn I heard the ding of the cartoon lightbulb appearing above her head. "Should we work out, like, a calendar where we can share Ryan? Like, alternating days of the week, or alternating weeks, or-?"
"While I enjoy being treated as a piece of meat sometimes, I don't want to be passed around like that. It kinda takes the romance out of things when we're all talking about how to manage an awkward romance," I said.
"Oh," Brooke said, looking down sheepishly. "I'm sorry."
"Don't be. That suggestion was about the closest I had to an idea too," Josie said, looking thoughtfully into her coffee as if it had all the answers. Now, while coffee may have the answer to many of life's greatest questions, this just was not one of those times.
I had honestly hoped that one of them would have the idea that would make all the puzzle pieces drop into place, but when that didn't happen, it got me thinking back on a conversation I'd had about a week back. After my encounter with Fatima, I'd talked to Rachel on Skype about the issue I was having with my complicated love life, and after some back and forth she threw out a couple ideas that sounded interesting. They were ideas I hadn't brought up before because I didn't think anyone would go for them, but with the ball firmly in my court now, I knew I had to try something.
"I think... something we can all agree on, is that the three of us have some fairly non-traditional interpretations of monogamy, right? That even in the confines of a relationship, that we're the kinds of people who couldn't fully be ourselves if we couldn't embrace our less traditional sexual habits, right?" I asked.
"Totally," Brooke agreed.
"That's for damn sure," Josie said.
"But I also know, that it seems like we're also the kind of people who want someone we can share that with and still have something resembling, if not entirely closely, an intimate relationship with. Someone we can spend time with without sex needing to be a thing, someone we can hold hands with and tell we love and be loved back, someone we look forward to seeing every day and who we know will be there for us as more than just a friend, right?" I said.
Again, Josie and Brooke agreed.
"Then..." Okay, this next part was going to be the hard part. I took a breath, and said, "Then maybe we should consider discussion of polyamory."
This seemed to hit both Brooke and Josie curiously. Josie asked, "You want to have us both as girlfriends?"
"Like a harem?" Brooke asked skeptically. I had to nip that word in the bud right away.
"No, no, no, I would never call it that. Harems, they're a kind of ownership of one man throwing his power around a bunch of vulnerable women and that's not what any of us want. No... I was thinking, at least as it was explained to me by one of the wisest people I know, that we should perhaps talk the terms of an open, jealousy-free relationship where the three of us can be in one big partnership together. Maybe one with me as a center if that's what we had to do, but, it'd be really cool if it were one with the possibility where all three of us would be completely equal partners. I won't try to tell the two of you how to feel about each other, and I won't demand that of you, but it was something I wanted to put out there."
Josie and Brooke looked at me, then at each other, both of them thinking this over. I don't think it was a matter of the idea being so outside the realm of their understandings, as both of them had a tremendously open view of sexuality, but more a matter of thinking about whether or not they could see spending this much time with each other.
"It... could work. I'll admit, that I didn't think before this year that I'd ever be with anyone like Ryan, and that's worked out so well so far. You seem a good person, Brooke, and if Ryan believes in you, then I can believe in you. I... I've had problems with cheerleaders in the past, but I think it definitely could work if we tried," Josie said.
Brooke squealed with delight. "You mean it? I mean, you, like, really, truly mean it? 'cause if you do that'd be soooooooooo amazing; I never had a problem with you, and every time I hung out with you this year I thought you were cool and hot and if it means you're cool with me and Ryan and I'm cool with you and Ryan and we're all cool and happy and not hurting or anything then I'm totally, totally, totally one hundred and fifty thousand-million-billion-zillion onboard with this idea!"
"Zillion's not a number," Josie said.
"Duh!" Brooke shot back, tossing her head so both of her pigtails were over her shoulders. "I know that, I'm not a dummy! But a girl's got a reputation to keep up so people'll continue to underestimate her and so she can surprise them by busting out her non-ditz side, and so, I, like, say zillion."
Josie rocked her head from side to side, thinking this over. "Okay. There's definite potential there."
To say this had gone remarkably well would have been an understatement, mostly because I expected everything to explode. I shouldn't have really worried too much because these were two smart girls I trusted and knew well, but still, it was a surprise. So much I'd hoped not to go wrong this year had found a way of going wrong, and instead of something immediately jumping to the worst case scenario, I should've known some things were actually bound to work out favorably.
I looked at Josie, then leaned over to kiss her. Then I did the same with Brooke.
Without needing prompting, Brooke then stood up and practically skipped over to Josie's chair, leaning down and kissing her. The two of them kissed for a good, long while, making out not for my benefit but because it was them getting to understand each other on a new level. That didn't mean I wouldn't enjoy the image, but it was a unique form of communication that the two shared well.
"You're a good kisser," Josie admitted, smiling almost drunkenly up at Brooke.
"If you think that's somethin', you should totally see me fuck! Or, like, actually fuck if you wanna instead of just watching!" Brooke squealed, looking back and forth from me to Josie so enthusiastically her pigtails swung wildly. "Are you guys thinkin' threesome? Because I'm, like, so totally horny from watching you earlier and from relief that we're not all fighting right now when we really could be fighting and I sorta expected us to be fighting and I'm thinkin' threesome? Might be a good way to, like, figure out terms and the like like you were talking about, Ryan?" Brooke suggested.
"I think you just want a threesome," I said.
"And?" Brooke asked.
"Gonna have to say I'm with her on this one," Josie said.
"You are? Sweet!" Brooke exclaimed. "Ryan? You down?"
I might've still been surprised by how this had developed, but I was slowly starting to feel relief and excitement for where this was going.
It was no longer slowly when Brooke jumped up and sat down on the kitchen table between us. Excitedly, she pulled up her skirt over her thighs and spread her legs, showing us her bare pussy with the light golden patch of pubic hair above it, shaved as ever in the shape of a heart. True to her word, her pussy lips were quite moist and engorged, and were every bit as pink as Brooke's favorite color.
"No panties?" Josie mused, staring appreciatively at Brooke's slit.
Brooke giggled. "So if I'm bein' honest, and I got no reason to be dishonest, I was totally afraid goin' into this, like, totally petrified that everything in the world was about to explode all over us with screaming and shouting and people saying mean things (and mean things totally suck), but there was a teensy part of me that was, like, totally hoping something like this would happen and that there might be happiness and fun and a hot threesome, so... I came prepared, just in case."
"You really are smarter than you look," Josie said, impressed.
"I could've told you that," I said.
Josie shrugged, but still didn't take her eyes off of Brooke's pussy. "I've got some long-ingrained biases about cheerleaders, some of which I might need to check."
"Hey, I had to deal with my biases too this year, so it's cool. And you're not, like, *all* wrong, there's a lotta cunts out there in uniform, but me and my friends, we're most of us good and I'm, like, the sweetest of the bunch. Up here..." Brooke said, pointing at her head, then dropping her finger toward her pussy. "...and down here. So I'm told. Ryan?"
"It is pretty sweet," I admitted, my mouth watering at the sight of her damp lips. No matter how many times I saw them, they always looked so perfect and sweet to me.
I looked at Josie, almost for permission, but when she looked at me as if what I wanted to do was the most obvious thing in the world, I didn't have a problem diving in. I licked at Brooke's pussy as I'd licked at it countless times before, teasing her clit and savoring the flavor of her juices almost as much as I did the squeals of delight she made while I went down on her.
"Ooh, yes! That is, like, totally awesome! I love you, Ryan!" Brooke squealed, running her hands through my hair as I ate her out.
Josie watched the two of us curiously, and though I half-expected this to end badly, instead she stood up and kissed Brooke. The two of them made out while I ate Brooke's pussy, running their hands over each other and rubbing their tits against each other's through their tops. As images I'd fantasized about that I never actually expected to see went, this was pretty high on my list, so you could say I was pretty happy.
With a loud smacking of lips, Josie broke off from Brooke and leaned in next to me.
"Ryan's good at eating pussy. I'm better," Josie said, leaning in close to me and sticking out her tongue. Brooke's legs were spread wide enough to just barely accommodate the two of us between them, but with two tongues on her pussy at once, Brooke might have been in fucking heaven.
"Hahaha, oh, fucking wow, this is great, this is sooooooooooooo great... fuck, we should've done this sooner, we should've done this ages ago, fuckfuckfuckfuck I love it, I love it!" Brooke squealed.
Though I didn't want to leave, Josie pushed me away from Brooke's cunt not so subtly, leaving me to need to find a place to jump in. I might've pouted a little, but Brooke wasn't going to let me feel left out.
"Awww, don't blame her for... fuck she really does have a nice mouth... one of the best, no offense Ryan... don't blame Josie for wanting to play with my cute little kitty, like, you know how nice it is. C'mere, Ryan, there's still plenty more of me to play with..." Brooke said, pulling me in close.
I knew about as well as anyone who'd had the pleasure of having sex with Brooke how true that was. I made out with her while Josie had at her pussy. While I was happy that this kind of pleasure was going around for two girls I loved, now that my worries had dissipated, I was looking to be a little more greedy. I reached down and pulled Brooke's sweater up around her neck and over her firm A-cup tits. Unsurprisingly, her nipples were rock hard and incredibly sensitive, and I played with them and tweaked them while she writhed and rocked her hips against Josie's face. Though I still kissed Brooke, I looked down at Josie and she up at me, the two of us silently agreeing that we were going to get Brooke off and get her off hard.
Josie and I redoubled our efforts, with our mouths on both of Brooke's sets of lips and my hands playing with her sensitive tits, Brooke didn't really stand a chance. It only took a few minutes before she cried out into my mouth and she shuddered heavily, coating Josie's face with her juices.



"Oh shit," Brooke said as she came down. "Ooooooooooh, shit, fuck that was fun, so, so, fun, you guys, fuck... I love you Ryan, and I could love you, Josie, easily, your mouth, so good... yeah, you weren't fucking lying. I mean, like, Ryan, you're good, but, my god she knows her way around a cunt!"
Josie stood up and kissed Brooke, and then I did the same. Josie then leaned in to me, kissing me deeply. Brooke leaned in, and though it was awkward, we had something of a three-way kiss going for a moment. It wasn't terribly effective, but it was a fantastic share of affection that felt like an amazing bond had formed between us.
"Thank you, thank you two so much, that was so cool, I mean... totally," Brooke purred, beaming at the two of us.
Josie smirked. "You didn't think we were finished, did you?"
Brooke smiled. "No, but-"
Josie pushed Brooke back so she was lying down on the table at a slight diagonal, her ass still sitting on the corner near Josie while Brooke's head lolled over upside down right near my crotch.
"Hi!" Brooke said cheerfully as she looked at me upside-down.
"Ryan, why don't you give Brooke something to do with her mouth while I show her how I really like to handle things?" Josie said authoritatively.
I didn't need a lot of encouragement for this, and even though her smile was upside down I don't think Brooke needed much more either. I undid my pants and pulled them down, bopping her on the chin with my cock. She giggled at the impact, but soon craned her neck until she could lavish the head of my cock with a flurry of kisses, then taking the head into her lips. She sucked on it joyfully, like a lollipop, before spitting it out and looking up at me.
"You know, Ryan, that, like, you can totally fuck my throat like a total whore if you want? I'll totally letcha know when I need to breathe," Brooke said, smiling cutely.
"You sure?" I asked.
"Totally," Brooke giggled.
I knew as well as anyone who'd had the pleasure that Brooke was more than fine with a good throat-fucking, but the encouragement was welcome. Though I stroked her face once, fondly, looking down into her beautiful blue eyes with a great fondness, when I shoved my cock into her mouth and down her throat I was as satisfied as ever by how amazing it felt. Brooke King was a prodigy when it came to taking dick, and as she encouraged me, I began to thrust back and forth into her mouth and throat. She gagged and choked, her eyes watering and smearing her makeup, but since this was nothing new for her she took it like a champ.
Still standing between Brooke's legs, Josie looked down at her impressed. "Wow, Blondie really can take a cock."
"Totally," I moaned with pleasure. Though her mouth was full of my pulsing cock, Brooke let out some sounds of approval and threw a thumbs up at Josie.
"I was gonna consider offering her lessons, but she might be able to show me a thing or two," Josie said, stroking Brooke's inner thighs. Brooke cooed around my cock as I continued to thrust into her mouth and throat, withdrawing long enough to catch her breath before plowing back in.
"Yeah, keep fucking her mouth, like that, Ryan, keep fucking her like a cheap cheer slut..." Josie instructed, getting more and more into it, dropping her hands toward Brooke's cunt. She started stroking Brooke's pussy, which seemed to drive Brooke wild, but without warning soon forced a few fingers into Brooke's tight, pink sex. Brooke groaned enthusiastically as Josie began to finger her.
"So, you cheerleader sluts all really do have nice, tight cunts... that's fucking good to know. I never thought a lot of you cheerleader bitches before since most of you look down on people like me and my friends, but you, you've done something special for Ryan even among all the other cheer bimbos. You respect him, you like him, and if I've heard right..." Josie said, sucking a couple fingers from her other hand before drifting it closer to Brooke's ass.
She thrust forward into Brooke's ass, and Brooke howled in a rather pleasant way around my cock. Josie finished, "...you might be the biggest anal queen in school, outside of me, of course. How do you like that, huh? You like getting it rough in all your holes at once?"
Though Josie hissed this comment as a truly dark sound, Brooke only flashed her an enthusiastic double thumbs up as the two of us went at her.
"Really?" Josie asked, continuing to be impressed as the two of us fucked Brooke hard. Josie looked up at me as Brooke writhed and sucked harder on my cock. "Is she always like this?"
"Actually, she's kinda mellow today. Let her really cut loose, and... well, when you see it, you'll believe it," I said, groaning when Brooke pushed my cock from her mouth, gagging for air and somehow licking my balls all at once, before diving back in and deepthroating me as if it were nothing.
"Well, you're right, I'll believe it when I see it, but I like what I'm seeing so far," Josie said, double-penetrating Brooke even more vigorously with her fingers. "I want to play some with Ryan's toybox, because let's face it, Brooke, fingers are one thing, and toys are another. Right now, I'm gonna make you cum harder than any of your bitchy cheerleader friends have ever made you cum, and then you're gonna make Ryan cum all over your sweet little whore face, isn't that nice?"
"Actually," I said, feeling my balls boiling from the amazing blowjob. "That might have to be the other way around."
Josie rolled her eyes. "Really? She's that good?"
"Uh huh," I nodded.
Josie sighed. "Fine, Ryan, paint her face, then I'll make her scream."
Feeling the orgasm overcome me, I pulled my cock from Brooke's mouth and said, "Thanks."
I pulled my cock out of Brooke's mouth and jacked it for only a couple seconds more before pleasure overtook me and I started to cum on her. I followed Josie's instructions to the letter, painting Brooke's face in streaks of thick, white cum. Brooke opened her mouth enthusiastically, trying to catch as much as she could in her mouth, even though most wound up on her face, her neck, and some even streaking over onto her sweater. A single small splash landed on one of her nipples, which Josie couldn't help herself from leaning over and licking off.
Proudly, Brooke leaned her head back up so she was looking at Josie, a cum-drenched angel showing off her cum-filled mouth, before swallowing it all and crying out, "Please, keep fucking me, it's so good, yesyesyesyesyes, like that, please keep going and you'll make me cum all over your hands, like that, keep going, keep going please, totally like that, like that, like, like.... WHEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!!!"
Brooke cried out in jubilation as she came hard all over Josie's hands, a good squirt of pussy juice taking even Josie off guard. Brooke giggled and laughed, muttering gleefully as she kept twitching and cumming, smiling through her mask of semen at Josie and me with a look of nothing but love and joy on her face.
"Come on down here and lick that off my face and I could, like, totally learn to love you," Brooke told Josie with the cutest smile.
Shrugging, Josie leaned down and began to do exactly that, licking my cum luxuriantly off of Brooke's features, their hands pawing at each other as they did. Though my legs couldn't hold me up anymore after the hard cum I'd had, from my chair I had a good time watching them and thinking that maybe, just maybe this was an arrangement we could make work.
***
Nothing refreshes like a good, hot shower, and if you happen to share it with Brooke King, well that makes it all the sweeter. Both of us were looking to wash off the previous day and some of the early morning sex, and in a rarity for us this shower was almost completely sex free. Oh, sure, there were strokes and laughs and occasional squeezes, and some definite making out with her pressed against the wall at one point, but with Josie in my bedroom sorting through the Christmas toybox the girls had gotten me, we didn't have the time to linger. So, we showered, we shaved, we washed each other's backs and I helped her with our hair.
Though she looked absolutely luscious with the water cascading down her toned, perky body, I couldn't help the swell of love I felt for her that had nothing to do with that. Brooke was such a beacon of light and joy, and seeing her smiling, lost in whatever song she was lowly singing to herself made me happy beyond description.
Admittedly, once I sorted out just what she was singing, I had to laugh a little.
"What's funny?" Brooke asked, looking at me brightly.
"Were you singing 'Free Bird'?" I asked.
"Well, duh! It's a totally kickass song," Brooke replied.
"I know that, it's just, not what I expected," I admitted. As always, Brooke managed to be full of surprises.
"Me neither, but you, like, know Dakota, right? She's got all these totally weird and interesting and strange interests and lately she's been on this classic rock bent, shot us all this Spotify playlist she made and I've, like, been listening. Some of it's actually pretty great," Brooke admitted.
"Cool," I replied. I didn't know cheer captain Dakota Lewis well, but the days I spent with her and the other girls at the New Year's orgy told me there was a lot more to her than being a rich bitch cheerleader. Come to think of it, that'd been my experience with most of the cheerleaders, Brooke chief among them.
"I think so, yeah," Brooke said, pulling me in for a quick, sweet kiss.
"So," I said, wanting to take advantage of the privacy we had in the shower. "What do you think?"
"Of what?" Brooke asked, though I knew she knew damn well what I was talking about and just wanted me to verbalize.
"Of... well, all this. You. Me. Josie. Especially Josie, actually," I said.
"Josie's cool. Definitely hot, and that thing she does with her lips... I could totally fall in love with that shit," Brooke said, smiling. It was a smile I knew well, a smile I loved, but it was also one I knew wasn't telling the whole truth.
"But what do you think of her... beyond the sex stuff," I said.
Brooke sighed. "Look... I don't know her well, that's, like, obvious. We totally got our different circles we run in, and that's okay, everyone's, like, got their own things. I worked with her and you for Halloween and Christmas, and I know she's good, and that you like her, and that if you like her there's gotta be something special about her, something I'd really like to see, but right now with me and her... I just don't know her, which is, like, the problem I guess."
"But would you *like* to know her? Or would you only want to know her because of me?" I asked. It was one thing to talk about this strange romantic arrangement we were considering, it was another to do what it took to make it work.
Brooke pondered this question for a long moment, running her hands through her hair to help wash the shampoo out with a look of great concentration. Finally, she said, "You know what? Yeah, I would like to get to know her for her. Me and her, we could, like, totally get into some true mischief together, and if she's so willing to let me in right away when I'm kinda the one invading your guys' thing, she's gotta be an awesome lady, and I wanna give her the same benefit of the doubt she gave me. So, yeah, I'd totally like to get to know her because I wanna get to know her. That's good to know, actually."
"Good," I said. "Good. I'm done when you are."
Brooke stood under the showerhead for a couple more seconds, eagerly washing herself of the last remnants of soap and shampoo, before saying, "Yeah, me too."
I turned off the water and we both stepped out, wrapping ourselves in towels. As we dried ourselves, I couldn't help but watch her running the towel over her tight, lithe frame, watching as she cutely sang a song I couldn't hear into the mirror as she blow-dried her hair. Her sparkling eyes looked over at me in the mirror occasionally, smiling without losing the beat as she kept singing and put her hair up into her signature pigtails.
When she finally turned off the hairdryer and set it down, still looking at me in the mirror she asked, "See anything you like?"
Dry enough, I dropped my towel to the floor to show her my erection. "What do you think?"
In kind, Brooke dropped her towel and said, "All my thoughts begin with YUM and end in MY, so you probably got a clue about what I'm thinking."
I knew Josie was in the next room waiting for us while she checked out my "toybox", but I couldn't wait any longer for Brooke. Hungrily, I grabbed her by the hips and spun her around, at which point the two of us began to furiously make out. Brooke was always an enthusiastic lover, but there was something different to her now, a different spark between us that was less spark and more electrical storm. As I pressed her against the wall of my bathroom, I could practically hear thunder as the two of us went at each other, kissing and groping and rubbing up against each other as if our lives depended on it.
What a difference "I love you" can make.
"I love you! I love you! I love you!" Brooke practically squealed, accenting each kiss with an exclamation.
"I love you," I said, rubbing my cock up against her pussy. "God, I love you so much."
"I can't wait until the bedroom. I need you to fuck me now," she said, reaching down and lining my cock up with her tight pussy. With only the slightest thrust, I was buried deep inside her, pressing her against the wall as she squealed with glee.
My bedroom was only a few feet away, but if she didn't want to wait, I wasn't going to force her. The pleasure of her perfect pussy wrapped around my cock was so intense that I found myself thankful for my earlier orgasms. It might have been the only thing that kept me from popping off here and now.
"If we... fuck... if we want to make this work... we should go in there and get Josie..." I grunted, thrusting into Brooke with enough strength that I was almost certain I'd take her off the floor.
"Yeah... but then I'd have to take you outta me, and that's, like, no fun," Brooke pouted, before her face lit up with an idea so bright I almost expected to see a lightbulb appear above her head. She yelled, "HEY, JOSIE! WE COULDN'T WAIT AND STARTED FUCKING IN HERE, WANNA COME IN?"
That was one way to deal with this problem.
It was only a matter of seconds before Josie, gloriously naked, opened the bathroom door and stood staring at us, looking only mildly annoyed.
"You guys couldn't walk another five feet?" she asked, hands on her hips and tapping her foot impatiently.
"Sorry, I got horny! Can you blame meeeeeeeeee?" Brooke groaned as I continued to thrust inside of her.
Josie rolled her eyes and said, "It's called self-restraint."
"FUCK SELF-RESTRAINT!" Brooke yelled, laughing and smiling and showering me with kisses.
"Well, you've a point there," Josie admitted, going into the bedroom and coming back in lubing a very large butt plug. "And I've got a point here. I intend to DP you like crazy with Ryan's help later-"
"Yay!" Brooke squealed.
"-But for now, this will have to do. Ryan, you think you can pull out and hold back just long enough for me to shove this in Brooke's tight little asshole?" Josie asked sweetly.
It would have taken a lot for Brooke to stop fucking me, but a promise this sweet managed to do the job just fine. I pulled out of her and let the two girls face each other.
Brooke looked down at the large, black sex toy with wide eyes. "I dunno if I've ever taken anything *that* big in my ass before."
"Well, there's a first time for everything," Josie said, stepping forward and pressing herself tightly against Brooke. Seeing the two of them naked, Josie's large breasts crushed against Brooke's smaller pair, the two of them making out passionately, it was an insanely hot sight to behold.
It only got hotter when Josie spun Brooke around and leaned her over, facing me. I leaned over to kiss Brooke while Josie slowly teased the toy up Brooke's ass, enjoying the enthusiastic handjob that Brooke gave me.
"I'm gonna shove it up your ass now, slut," Josie hissed, pressing herself against Brooke's back.
"Bring it on," Brooke taunted, looking over her shoulder at Josie tauntingly.
From the way Josie thrust forward and Brooke's eyes bugged out, I assumed that Josie did indeed bring it on.
"OH MOTHERFUCKER, FUCK THAT'S BIG, GONNA, LIKE, TEAR ME UP! FUCKING FUCK!" Brooke screamed. When Josie looked at her with concern, Brooke added, "KEEP GOING, DON'T YOU DARE FUCKING STOP YOU GOTH SLUT, FUCK IT'S GOOD, FEED THAT TOY INTO MY TIGHT, CUTE LITTLE ASS, STRETCH ME THE FUCK OUT, MAKE ME YOUR FUCKING BITCH, FUCK!"
Josie locked eyes with me, no doubt impressed with Brooke's expansive vocabulary, before doing as she was requested. I helped Brooke along, playing with her tits, reaching down to finger her pussy while we kissed and Josie fed the last of the massive plug into Brooke's ass. Once it settled into place, a look of the greatest relief crossed Brooke's face.
Jumping back into character now that she had no longer had to be concerned for Brooke, Josie grabbed Brooke by the pigtails and pulled her face up alongside hers, hissing, "How do you like it, cheer slut?"
"It's, like, fucking amazing," Brooke groaned back, arching her neck and kissing Josie passionately. "You should totally understand, though, when I've had my cum, I'm putting this monster in you."
"Challenge accepted," Josie smiled, leaning past Brooke to kiss me, then kiss Brooke again, before the three of us all began kissing each other. Making out with Josie while Brooke was sandwiched between us may have been one of my greatest sexual fantasies come to life, and I had a lot of mileage I wanted to get out of it. The three of us were a groaning, grinding, stroking mess, kissing and rubbing against one another in absolute ecstasy.
I pulled Brooke away from Josie and pressed her back against the wall. I didn't know when I'd be able to cum again soon, but I wanted to fuck Brooke until she couldn't see straight. I lined my cock up with her pussy and pressed it back inside.
"Holy shit!" Brooke and I exclaimed in unison. Her pussy was tighter than ever, and the way her eyes rolled back as I slid more and more of my cock inside, I knew she was feeling some pretty intense sensations from this impromptu double penetration.
"It's... uuungh... fucking hell... totally... gaaaanh...." Brooke said, trying to find words and failing as I bottomed out in her. Even those chunks of words soon gave way to bestial roars, grunts and groans of appreciation as I started to move around inside of her.
And this was before Josie began to help. She pressed in beside us, running her hands over Brooke and me. With one hand she pushed against my ass, urging me on as I fucked Brooke, while with her other she toyed with Brooke's clit. Beyond that, she dipped down, suckling at Brooke's tiny and perfect tits, only taking breaths to offer us foul encouragement.
"You put her past words, keep fucking that tight little cunt, make her squeal, make her fucking scream, fuck her like she deserves to be fucked," Josie whispered to me, kissing me before turning her attention to Brooke. "You've taken this cock before, you know what it can fucking do, fuck him back, squeeze him hard, you want to surrender to the pleasure but you don't have my permission to do that yet, if you want Ryan, make him know it, fuck him like *he* deserves to be fucked."
Brooke looked up at me with glassy, lustful eyes, pulling me down to kiss her passionately. She reached one leg up and wrapped it around my ass, encouraging me to fuck her even harder, while I myself was in fucking heaven. She squeezed me with her hot, wet slit, holding me tighter than she'd ever held me before as she worked my cock over. She looked up at me with the greatest determination, spurred on by Josie to give me the best fuck she'd ever given anyone.



Unfortunately for her, I don't think she was able to stem the tide of pleasure well enough from Josie's and my onslaught.
"HOLY JESUS FUCK, THIS IS.... GNAAAAAAAAAAAH FUCKFUCKFUCKINGHELLAWESOOOOOOOOOOOME!!!" Brooke cried out, laughing and squealing as she came so hard her legs gave out underneath her. She was a shrieking, shaking mess, held up by Josie and me before she could slip and hit her head on the floor. For my own safety and despite my own intense arousal, I pulled out of her and focused on holding her up. It was an orgasm that went on for a long time at Josie's insistence, leaving Brooke a babbling, dribbling mess with her juices leaking down her thighs.
"Fucking... awesome..." Brooke moaned through half-lidded eyes, leaning in to kiss my chest, then blindly seeking out Josie for a sweet, lingering kiss. "We should totally do this more often... now if I could only walk..."
"We got you," Josie said, nodding to me. I nodded back, and between the two of us we helped Brooke out of the bathroom and plopped her down on the bed. It was hard finding a spot that wasn't occupied by the impressive pile of sex toys from my "toybox", but with a little clearing we managed.
For a moment, I was taken with fear by the light pouring through my window. The three of us were naked, the window was open, and that gave my 18-year-old neighbor and friend Alice Talbot a great view of us. Though we'd had a pretty good flirtation since meeting a few weeks prior, I wasn't sure if I was ready for this.
I went to close the curtains.
"She's already watching, if you want to know. I saw her when I was getting naked and decided to put on a little bit of a show. I think she liked it," Josie said, turning and waving out the window. "Hi, Alice!"
I didn't get a good look at Alice, but I did keep out of view. Alice and me were in an interesting sort of holding pattern, and while I was hoping one day the two of us might be naked and having fun with each other, I didn't want her to have to see me naked if it wasn't something she wanted.
Neither Josie nor Brooke had such restraints. Through eyes that had regained some of their life, Brooke rolled over on the bed and waved out the window. "Hi, Alice! I know you can't hear me, but, look at me!"
I knew that Alice and Brooke had spent a night together, and that Josie had been talking with her over the phone while she was away. I was happy that the three of them were chummy, but I would have been even happier if they'd all been chummy with the curtains closed.
And yet, looking at Brooke and Josie on the bed, smiling and happy and having a good time with each other, an inspiration hit me.
I found my clothes, and I started getting dressed.
Josie looked at me, amused. "You know, this is kind of the exact fucking opposite of the expected dress code for what we're doing right now."
"Yeah, Ryan," Brooke said cheerfully, rolling over onto her stomach and looking at me cutely. "Get naked and pumping and fill one of us with cum!"
"I will," I said, pulling on my underpants, then my jeans. "But not yet."
"Still not understanding the clothes," Josie replied.
"Let me explain," I said. "I know both of you, but you two don't know each other very well, right?"
"Right," Josie and Brooke confirmed.
"And you could get to know each other with me here, but I don't want you to get to know each other only because I'm here. So, in the spirit of today being unhurried and the exploration of a new relationship, I think I'll leave you two alone for a little while. Step outside, get some fresh air, maybe even take in a bike ride," I said.
"And your boner?" Brooke asked, pointing to the rather pronounced bulge in my pants.
I pulled on my shirt. "It'll go down, shortly, and it will be ready for you when I get back."
"Hey, if it's not hurting you, I'm totally down for some private time with this hottie," Brooke said, reaching over and playfully running a couple fingers up Josie's slit.
Josie hissed with pleasure, opening her eyes only halfway and giving me a wry smile. "You're sure?"
"Positive," I replied.
She cocked her head toward the door. "Then get the fuck out of here."
"I'm working on it, I'm working on it," I said, picking up my shoes and socks and exiting the room.
"Oh, once I can feel my legs again, I'm so gonna fuck you so hard with my strap-on..." Brooke promised Josie.
"You're on," Josie replied.
***
A few minutes later, I sat on the front porch of my house, taking in a cool-but-not-cold winter day and smiling at all that had happened. Uncertainty had fallen by the wayside in my life, and I felt well and truly free. Josie, Brooke and I were going to make a go of this in an unconventional relationship, and though I still didn't know what form that was going to take, I was excited to see where it would take us.
I pulled my phone from my pocket and fired off a few quick texts.
Me: So much has happened today
Me: Josie is back in town
Me: She found me and Brooke together
Me: We had the polyamory talk
I wanted to say more, but it was difficult to say how I wanted to put it. So I left it there, hoping to have my thoughts together by the time she replied.
I hadn't expected her to reply so quickly.
Rachel: And?
I smiled. It always felt good to talk to Rachel.
Me: And we're giving it a go. The two of them are in my room right now, probably getting ready to have sex if they haven't started already
Me: After what we all did this morning, it might take them a while to get started
Rachel: Busy morning
Me: You don't know the half of it
Me: Wish you were here so I could tell you everything
Rachel: Not just because you want a redhead for a foursome?
Me: Well, the thought had crossed my mind...
Rachel: Hey, if I were there, I'd be there in a heartbeat. Those two are hot.
Me: You have no idea.
Rachel: And why aren't you with them? Not just to talk to me, I hope.
Rachel: You got two beautiful girls in your bed; you better be treating them right.
I laughed, and I explained to her why I was sitting out here talking to her rather than pleasuring my girlfriends. She seemed to understand.
Rachel: I'm proud of you.
Me: Thanks.
Fuck, what else could I say to Rachel McNeil? I'd gotten into a lot of trouble for what I'd done with her, but ever since then she'd been one of my closest confidantes and a person I trusted more than anyone for advice. I'd never even considered polyamory before I talked with her, and now that the subject had been broached I couldn't have been happier.
Though the words felt inadequate, I finally typed out.
Me: I owe you for this one.
Rachel: Damn right you do.
Rachel: Introduce me to them when I'm in town. That'll be a start.
I smiled.
Me: Deal.
"Seems like you're having an interesting morning."
I looked up to see the source of the lightly accented voice, and was hardly surprised to see Alice Talbot standing before me. She was as beautiful as ever, with her pretty face, soft dark skin and lovely and large loose afro of curls. Her tight, athletic body was shown off quite well in her black yoga pants and tank top, the visible straps of her sports bra holding up her firm, C-cup tits. I looked her over appreciatively because I liked looking over appreciatively, but I was most happy for her presence because I was happy to have a friend to talk to.
"Interesting... that's one word that could be used for it," I said, taking in her attire. "You going out for a jog?"
"I was, but then the funniest thing happened. I got to see the lovely Josie Wong in the flesh for the first time through your window, all luscious and naked and putting on a show for me. It was quite a fun sight until she disappeared, only to bring back Brooke and you with her. You were quite timid, but Brooke and her, they started to put on a real fun show after you disappeared. I was thinking I'd delay my run somewhat to enjoy the show, but then what do you know, I get an urgent text from Brooke telling me that you were about to leave them alone, and that I should come and take you to my room so you wouldn't be alone and could watch the show," Alice said, her tone every bit as mischievous as her smile.
"Really?" I asked. It made sense, actually. I wanted to give Brooke and Josie some alone time together, and they wanted to take it while keeping me close. What better a way to do this than stay a short distance away where I could look but not touch, watch but not hear.
Not bad.
"Really," Alice confirmed. "So... you wanna?"
This didn't take much debate. "Yeah."
"Alright then," Alice said, cocking her head back toward her house. "Then, why don't you step into my parlor..."
***
Alice's house wasn't so much a parlor as it was a house for two people who'd quite recently moved in, with furniture yet to find its place mixed in with unassembled boxes from IKEA, and tall towers of moving boxes that had yet to be attended to. Alice's room was a little more lived in already, with her bed, desk and dresser all looking well used, a few family photos hung up among pictures of Alice and what I assumed to be old friends dressed for renaissance faire, and some band posters.
We sat on her bed looking out the window, sipping on ice cold bottles of water from the fridge and watching Josie and Brooke. Though they knew they were being watched, they were keeping rather sedate, chatting and looking at toys, occasionally experimenting with something or making out a little. After a time, they settled in with the Hitachi vibrator, which they definitely seemed to enjoy as they greedily fucked each other.
"So... the three of you?" Alice said, taking a long, luxuriant sip as she watched the two of them play with each other. "Impressive. You're a lucky man."
"I think we're all lucky we found each other. What we've got is definitely different and not for everyone, but it might just be for us," I admitted.
Alice shook her head. "This fucking town..."
She'd only moved here recently, and while she definitely fit in with the girls I'd come to know, she'd also come from a background where she'd been judged and given a hard time for her own sexual proclivities.
"Hey, even I'm surprised by it sometimes. I didn't know it was like this until September," I said.
"With the volume of sexual activity that seems to go on here, you must've been rather willfully ignorant to not see all of it," Alice replied.
"Probably. Or maybe my sudden ascension to manhood brought it all out of the woodwork," I replied.
"So, you think your magic cock led to all of this?" Alice teased.
"I always heard it was something in the water. Or perhaps this town was blessed to be given a particularly cliched narrative by a porn-loving god," I said.
Alice paused, mulling things over and looking at her bottle. "Water sounds most likely."
For emphasis, she took a nice, long drink.
"That probably wasn't bottled here," I quipped.
Alice smiled. "It's called a joke, you prick."
"Though you've got me thinking I should try to open a bottling plant here when I grow up. 'Regan Hills Magic Sex Juice', we could take it on the road out of the back of a wagon and charge two bits a bottle," I suggested.
Alice stayed silent for a moment, crossing her arms under her breasts and cocking her head in a mocking way.
"I should let someone else do the marketing," I said.
"You should let someone else do the marketing," she mirrored, smirking at the joke.
I looked back out the window at Josie and Brooke. "Though if we put the two of them in all the advertisements, I doubt anyone would actually care about what I'd call it."
"This is true," Alice said, following my gaze and shifting uncomfortably in her seat. "I'd still sell it for more than two bits, though."
"Three bits?" I suggested.
"Now we're talking," she said, not taking her eyes off of the other two.
Now, Alice and I had been in plenty of sexually charged situations, having an oddly intense flirtation with each other almost since she moved in. At first it was notes through the window, and then in person. We'd danced around the tension between us for a while, always assuming there would be a resolution of some sorts, but never being sure of when or how that would be.
This, truthfully, didn't help with the confusion in the slightest.
There was something about the way she watched them with such intensity, the way she was writhing without fully writhing in her seat that was, while undeniably enticing, spoke to something we'd never discussed before.
"So... I knew you were an exhibitionist," I said. "But I never took you for a voyeur as well."
"You don't define yourself by one sexual inclination, and neither do I," Alice answered easily without once taking her eyes off of them. "I get off hardest by being seen, but having someone know that I'm watching, wanting me to watch and enjoy myself is powerfully erotic as well."
I looked her up and down, noting her ragged breathing and pointed nipples stretching against the fabric of her tank top. "I can tell. Do you want me to leave the room so you can do something about that?"
Biting her lip, Alice looked at me, then got up from bed. She scrawled a quick message I couldn't see on her white board and placed it in the window for Brooke and Josie to see.
"What does it say?" I asked.
Alice didn't answer.
I looked out the window at the others across the way. It took a moment before Josie and Brooke noticed, but when they did, I saw them flash broad smiles and thumbs up, urging Alice on.
Though I had a sneaking suspicion, once again I asked Alice, "What does it say?"
Alice turned the sign around to show me its text: SHOULD WE PLAY TOO?
My heart beat heavily as months of anticipation and hope seemingly came to a head all at once. This was the day when Josie, Brooke and I were establishing a new status quo. That was a major enough milestone to have to deal with. Was I really ready for Alice's and my connection to develop into something new?
"It seems as if your girlfriends have given a resounding endorsement," Alice said, nervous yet clearly full of anticipation.
"It does seem that way," I said, unconsciously shifting in my own seat. I was already quite hard from Brooke's efforts earlier and the show we'd been watching, but if it was possible it felt like I'd gotten even harder.
"I don't know what I want to happen here. You'd think that would be clear, but it isn't," Alice said.
Since I was full of seemingly good ideas today, I took a stab at a suggestion, "Maybe... let's watch them, masturbate, clear our heads and see what happens from there?"
Alice considered this. "Yes. Yes, that sounds good."
She bent over, taking off her shoes and socks. Her yoga pants were tight enough that I expected she might touch herself through them, but I was greeted to a very pleasant sight when she hooked her thumbs into the waistband and began to pull them down. I watched with growing anticipation as the clingy fabric traveled down her impressively toned legs, every inch of her gorgeous, dark skin exposed to me. Her panties were pale blue and sensible, but she managed to make a show of them anyway by turning slightly to me and showing off her tight ass.
"Wow," I whispered, looking her over.
She smiled at this. "Thank you. Since I'm going to go full Pooh Bear on this, I think it might be sensible for you to do the same, no?"
I glanced out the window, and while Brooke and Josie had gone back to playing with each other, it was clear they were watching us with some anticipation.
Silently, I took off my shoes and socks and pulled my jeans to the floor. My erection was quite apparent straining underneath the fabric of my underwear.
"Same time?" I asked, putting a thumb under the elastic of my underwear.
"Same time," she confirmed, doing the same with hers.
With a wordless countdown, we then pulled down our underwear simultaneously. My thick ten inches stood at proud attention, but I couldn't have cared about what it was doing at that moment for how focused I was on Alice's pussy. She shaved, allowing me to take in the dark outer folds of her sex and the swollen, moist pink underneath. I could smell, even more than see, that she was utterly soaked, and her scent was utterly intoxicating. My mouth watered, wanting more than anything else to bury it between her thighs and lick her until she came all over my face.
Maybe that would even happen, but that wasn't the plan.
First things first.
Alice sat beside me, looking down at my cock. "I see the rumors weren't just rumors."
I looked down at her engorged sex. "You're not so bad yourself."
She lowered her head, blushing. "So... I know that your girlfriends are a truly enticing sight and that looking away must take something resembling a labour of Hercules, but can I offer one request while we do this?"
"Anything," I replied.
"Would you... watch me?" Alice asked.
Unhesitatingly, I said, "I would love to watch you."
Quietly, she replied, "Thank you."
Without another word, she spread her legs, running her hands down her body until they settled on her sopping wet sex. She groaned, a low, deep sound of pleasure I knew I wanted to hear more of. Her fingers were deft, knowing her pleasure as no one else could, running tight circles around her clit as she moaned and tensed.
Though the sight was undeniably erotic, and one I wanted to get lost in, I also watched for exactly what she liked. Not taking notes, exactly, but if she ever wanted my help, I wanted to be ready. She was forceful, but precise, playing her sex like a finely tuned musical instrument. I would need to be attentive and use all of my skills if I wanted to make her cum, but it was something I knew I could manage.
"Touch yourself..." she whispered huskily, never slowing down in her pace. "Stroke yourself for me. Take pleasure in my pleasure, please..."
Alice was in desperate need of release, and if it helped her to watch me, I wasn't going to disappoint her. I took my cock in my hand, spreading the precum liberally around the head and began to stroke myself while we watched each other.
She groaned in response, fingering herself more vigorously as she watched me. I tried to keep up with her, masturbating neither too swiftly, or too slowly. We touched ourselves as we wanted to touch each other, the short bit of distance between us strangely bringing us even closer, as the gap between our houses had for this past month.
I didn't know what I was aiming for on my end, whether I was trying to cum or simply put on a good show for our first time nearly naked and in the same room as each other, but it felt good to touch myself while watching Alice touch herself.
She'd become very vocal after I joined her, writhing and shaking in her seat as she masturbated. I looked into her eyes, both of us never losing focus of the other as we touched ourselves. I'd never done anything exactly like this before, but it felt amazing. There were only a few feet between us, and we weren't yet touching, but it felt as if we had a greater intimacy than if we'd just gone in and started fucking each other. Our entire world might as well have just been each other, our soft sounds of excitement, the way each of us tensed and released in pleasure, getting so close to cumming but never pushing past that barrier.
I wanted to do so much to Alice, for Alice, after all the buildup we'd had to this exact moment, but keeping this distance between us by choice, getting lost in touching ourselves while watching the other do the same, it was incredibly hot.
That Brooke and Josie were fucking each other only a short distance away, occasionally taking a glance our way, only made it that much more erotic.
"You like this?" I taunted, hoping I was going in the right direction for Alice's desires. "You like me touching myself while I watch you? Does it feel that much better knowing I'm watching you?"



"Yes... god yes..." Alice groaned.
"You wish we'd done this sooner, don't you?" I teased.
"I should've been teasing you through the glass ages ago. I should've shown you my tits... my pussy... my ass... we could've had so much fun, you and me, window to window... closer..." she moaned, closing her eyes tightly in pleasure.
"But we kept the tease going instead," I said.
"It was a fun tease, but I think I'm ready to evolve our unique relationship," Alice whispered, her voice getting fluttery, her body tensing with what I knew was an imminent release.
I continued. "Then you know what you have to do next. You have to push past whatever barriers you've given yourself. No more waiting, no more hesitation, just find that sweet release and know that I will be watching every single second of it. Cum for me Alice. Touch yourself and fucking cum for-"
"OH GOD!" Alice cried out, collapsing against her bed, moaning and screaming and shaking as if she'd been electrified. She didn't stop touching herself as she came, fingering herself and running tight, firm circles over her clit as she kept cumming. The room smelled quite thickly of her intoxicating, musky aroma, and as I looked down at her I felt like I might have been as hard as I'd ever been in my life.
I looked over at Brooke and Josie across the way. They had stopped paying attention to us, as I saw that Brooke had put on her strap-on and was rather savagely facefucking Josie. It was a hot sight, but Brooke was all cute and perky smiles, no doubt loving how filthy Josie was willing to get.
It was fun to watch, and I couldn't wait to rejoin them, but since they'd sent me over here and I was with Alice, I wanted to give her my full attention.
I looked back at her, watching as she breathed heavily, the swell of her breasts rising and falling in time with her breathing, her half-lidded eyes watching me as a pleased smile crossed her face.
"That was... wonderful..." she moaned, stretching her arms out over her head and looking absolutely gorgeous.
I took a breath, still enjoying her rich, intoxicating scent. "I want you to know, that I can keep stroking myself like this while I look at you if you'd like. I can cum wherever you want, be as clean or as messy as you want. I want you to know that while I'm here, I'm really happy to follow your lead because I'm in your house, and I've wanted to do this for a while with you. I want you to know all of that, because I also want you to know that, while I would certainly have a lot of fun doing that, there's one thing I want to do more."
"What's that?" Alice asked, still sounding a little groggy.
I smiled at her. "I would like to taste your pussy. Not just licking your fingers clean, fun as that may be. I want to taste your pussy with my own lips and tongue. I want to lick you and finger you, to touch you how you like to be touched, until you cum all over my face. Then I might even do it a second time, because I really like doing that. I can keep stroking myself while you watched, if you'd like, but that is what I really want to do with you."
Alice licked her lips at the thought. "I can see why you're so popular with the ladies."
"I'd rather you felt it," I said.
"Ooooh..." she purred. "You know how to sound oh, so, tempting."
"So tempting you might even grant my wish?" I asked.
"Don't you need attention?" she replied.
"I've had some this morning. And I'll have more again. Since I'm here with you, and I don't think I'll have you all to myself for terribly long today, I was really hoping you'd agree to let me eat you out and make you cum about as hard as you'd ever cum," I said.
"You've a real way with words, you know?" Alice replied.
"So, that's a yes?" I asked.
"No," Alice said, spreading her legs wider. "*This* is a yes."
Her glistening, quivering lips opened for me, sweet with dew and begging to be sucked on. I turned, crawling across the bed between her legs, loving how her thighs began to slowly close around me in anticipation.
This could have been a moment to dive in, to go all out and show her all of the oral skills I'd gained over the course of these past months, but where was the fun in that? Our flirtation had been long and drawn out, and I didn't want to hurry this any more.
Gently, I kissed her inner thighs, teasing her by running the tips of my fingers along the undersides of her legs.
Alice cooed, "So you're a fucking tease now, are you?"
"I am many things," I said, sucking gently on one thigh, only a matter of inches away from her moist pussy.
She groaned, and as I listed off what I was to her, I punctuated every point with a kiss near her sex. Never on, but ever closer, making her want more.
"I am your neighbor."
"I am your friend."
"I am a nerd."
"I am a lover."
"I am a boyfriend to two of the most beautiful women I know, and I am here right now, with you, between your legs with my girlfriends only a window away from us."
"And most importantly... I am going to do everything in my power to give you the greatest orgasm of your life."
Alice smiled, looking down at me as I placed the closest, longest kiss yet near the outer edge of her pussy lips. Not too close, not enough to touch her as she wanted to be touched, but enough to have her whining.
"Ego much?" she asked.
"I don't know. You tell me," I said, sticking out my tongue and finally running it up her soaked slit. Momentarily, I was almost overwhelmed by her taste, a taste I'd imagined on my lips for months now finally on my lips and every bit as sweet and luscious as I'd hoped. I could never be fully overwhelmed, though, not when she was crying out with pleasure, closing her thighs around my face as I continued to go down on her.
"Okay, okay, okayokayokay, that might not be... FUCK! That's not just ego," she groaned, placing her hands first in my hair before working them up to her breasts, squeezing and flicking at her nipples through her top.
I came up for a brief breath of air. "I could've told you that."
Alice retorted, "But I wouldn't have- HOOOOOOOOLY....!" she trailed off as I went back to her pussy, licking and suckling at her tender, sensitive flesh, savoring every drop of her delicious juices as she writhed against me. Her hands desperately sought purchase on her nipples through her clothes, but when that wasn't enough she reached down, yanking off first her tank top, then her sports bra.
Though the vantage point wasn't perfect, I was given my first view of Alice Talbot completely nude. Her breasts were high and firm, with small, dark, pointed nipples just begging to be sucked on. If my mouth were less occupied, I knew exactly where I would have wanted it to be. They rose and fell with every shaky breath of hers, responding to her touch as she flicked and pinched them in time with my oral ministrations.
"Yes, please... keep going, keep going, it's so good..." she purred, looking down at me with a smile. It was a satisfied grin, but a challenging one at the same time. I'd promised her one of the best cums of her life, and she was trying to collect.
If she wanted to collect, I wanted to deliver.
I tentatively pressed two fingers against her, sliding them inside when she yielded to me. I began to thrust them in and out of her, gently pressing deeper into her tight, hot pussy, curling them, searching for that elusive spot deep within that I knew would drive her absolutely wild.
"HOLY MOTHER OF FUCK!" she yelled, grabbing onto my head with her hands and thighs as if she needed to hold on for dear life.
Yup, I definitely found her G-spot.
I quickened my pace, bringing her closer to the brink, using every trick I knew with my lips, tongue and fingers. I suckled gently on her clit, massaging her G-spot as I ran whatever available fingers I had on her moist slit, pushing her closer and closer to the shuddering, hot climax I knew was right around the corner.
I wanted to draw this out, but sometimes once you start something, you couldn't stop it even if you wanted to.
"I'M CUMMING, I'M CUMMING, RYAN... GOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOD!!!!!" Alice cried out, her whole body tensing, jerking against the bed as waves of pleasure overwhelmed her. I continued lapping at her pussy, drinking up her juices while I continued to massage her from within.
Eventually she stopped shuddering and looked a beautiful, nude mess. Hair splayed out, cheeks flushed, she grinned down at me with luxuriant pride. If you'd told me in this moment that she was a queen, I'd have believed you for the superior satisfaction on her face.
"That was... amazing..." she said through ragged breaths. Her skin practically shimmered, and it was entirely possible that I'd never seen a more erotic sight than her in that very moment. I hoped that Brooke and Josie, if they weren't in the midst of some deep conversation where they better got to know each other (or mind-blowing sex), had a chance to see her as I did then.
"I told you I'd try to give you the greatest orgasm of your life," I said, kissing her swollen clit once more. She jolted in the bed, laughing at me as her eyes went wide.
"You came close," Alice said, trying to regain some of her playful, superior smirk.
"Oh? It wasn't?" I said.
"Almost," she quipped.
"Oh well," I said, rocking my head from side to side playfully. "I guess I'll have to try harder.
Alice's eyes went wide. "Ryan, I was only kidding, I wasn't- FUCK!"
I'd given her my best the first time, but to make good on my promise I gave her more than my best the second time around. If the first time I was going with precision, this time it was an all out attack on her pussy, playing with her furiously with my fingers, tongue and lips. While the first time I was taking my time, this time there was an almost frantic urgency to what we were doing, spurred on by Alice's body responding with waves of ecstasy every time I changed up my strategy.
When the second orgasm I'd given her finally came around, I was a mess, my face covered in saliva and her juices, so much that I thought my breath might smell of her for a week, my hair messed up, glasses askew. Alice was a shuddering, screaming mess, her skin glistening with a fine layer of sweat as the waves of pleasure overtook her. I thought she might break my neck for how hard her thighs clamped around me, and if it was my end, it would've been the sweetest end in the world.
Her orgasm seemed to go on forever, and if it had lasted that long, well, I'd have been one happy guy. It didn't, though, and soon she'd collapsed to her bed trembling and giggling, her breath coming out in big, ragged gasps. I sat up on the edge of the bed next to her, watching her in her splayed out, nude glory, our eyes boring into one another and sharing the intense eroticism of the moment. Neither of us said anything, we just stayed where we were, watching, sharing.
Briefly, I turned my attention toward the window. Josie was up on her hands and knees with Brooke behind her, giving her a nice, savage fuck with a strap on. Josie's mouth was open in a great cry of pleasure. It would have been an exquisite pleasure to share with her, but if I couldn't share with them, I couldn't have picked a better place to be than where I was right now.
There was a shifting on the bed beside me. I turned my attention to Alice, who'd gotten onto her wobbly hands and knees and crawled over to me. With one hand, she pulled me in close, and for the first time we kissed. Her lips were soft and full, oh so wet with an eager tongue that happily licked her juices off my face. She sighed peacefully as we kissed, gently encouraging me to pull my shirt off and join her in happy nakedness.
I obliged, and when I did, she kissed her way down my neck to my chest, sucking one of my nipples hard enough to make me gasp, before kissing her way down my abs before planting one deeply pleased kiss on the head of my cock. She opened her lips slightly, teasing the tip with her tongue.
I hissed with pleasure.
Alice wrapped her hand around my cock, slowly jacking it as she looked up at me and smiled. "You were right, that might've been the best orgasm of my life. If it were up to me, I'd try to return the favor and show you the pleasures that my mouth is capable of, but I want you to stay hard, and if I put all of my oral skills to the test then you'd be useless for days. And in the spirit of wanting to keep you hard for later, I'm only going to give you a sample of how good I am at giving head, okay?"
I didn't think I had any room to argue here, especially when she opened wide and began sucking on the head in earnest.
"Oh... wow," I groaned, running a hand through her bountiful curls as she bobbed up and down on my cock, taking a little more in with each stroke. She was good, that much I knew, and if you forced me to choose just then I would've said that she was probably the best, but only because it is difficult to make a rational inventory and truly rank girls when they're inhaling much of your cock.
Alice was amazing, though, sucking and licking me with an expert's mouth for detail, taking more and more a bit at a time until she'd taken my whole length into her mouth and throat. Alice gagged noisily as she continued to suck on my cock, getting it nice and sloppy, licking and sucking the head every time she reached the top. Her tongue ran over the head in firm, intoxicatingly exquisite circles, making me moan out loud. With everything that had happened since the shower with Brooke this morning, I was ready to explode at any moment, and Alice was bringing me closer and closer to the brink.
She knew this. She knew this when she started, and she knew this when she stopped, holding onto the base of my cock while I moaned like a wounded animal.
"Oh, don't be such a baby about it," Alice said, pushing me back onto the bed and urging me further up toward the head so I was entirely on it. She climbed on top of me, straddling my legs and hovering her pussy only inches away from my cock.
Well, it was definitely easy to not be a baby about something when she offered that kind of motivation.
"You're amazing," I said.
She laughed, cocking her head toward the window. "As amazing as them?"
Brooke now had Josie on her back and was fucking her missionary. It wasn't one of the positions I knew that Josie could be held in for long, but there was a distinctly beautiful look of intimacy as Brooke now slowly fucked Josie with her strap-on, kissing her periodically while they both eyed each other with something close to love.
"I don't know if anyone's as amazing as they are," I admitted. "But I'm always ready to find out."
"Smooth answer," Alice replied, creeping forward, her pussy lips lightly grazing my cock. I hissed, she moaned, and we both looked into each other's eyes. This had been a long time coming, and a long time welcome. I don't know how long she'd wanted this, but I'd wanted this almost from the moment I first set eyes on Alice Talbot. That didn't stop my heart from beating as hard as it was. There was something between us, something distinct and intense that was difficult to shake and easy to urge me onward.
"I want you," I said, staring deeply into her warm brown eyes. There was so much I wanted to do, for her, with her, that I was paralyzed by indecision and need.
I was grateful that Alice was not similarly held by indecision, leaning over to kiss me once, twice, three times, each more lingering than the last, each one full of heat and promise.
"I know," she replied, reaching between her legs to line the head of my cock up with her pussy. She rubbed her lips against me slowly, spreading her juices along the head. She took her time as I took mine, applying only the slightest pressure, slowly parting her lips around my head but going no further. It was a cruel, sweet tease that was only made sweeter by the look of pleasure on her face as she rubbed our sexes up against one another.
"You're having fun," I said, my voice full of need.
"Aren't you?" Alice purred back.
"I am," I admitted. "I just thought this was going to go different."
"Has everything today gone as you expected?" she teased.
She had a point there. She also must have hit her teasing limit, because she settled oh so slightly onto my cock, pressing the head into her tight, hot, moist flesh.
"Yes..." I hissed with relief, taking in the sheer joy of finally being inside her pussy.
Alice was slow and deliberate, taking only a fraction of an inch at a time, but the soft moans that escaped her told me she was having a very good time. "Oh... you looked big... you were big in my mouth... but you don't know how big until... goddamn..."
"Too much for you?" I taunted, running my fingertips lightly up and down her sides as she took my cock.
"Hardly. I'm just... savoring the moment," she said through gritted teeth, forcing slightly more of my cock into her waiting pussy.
She was more than halfway, gritting her teeth, grunting and cursing as she forced every little bit of me inside of her. I was in heaven, and I hoped she was too, but when she got past those final inches and sat on me completely, I knew from that smug smile that she was too. Playfully she reached behind her, reaching between my legs and toying with my balls.
I quivered at her touch, in awe of the beauty on top of me.
"So, full admission," Alice said, looking down at the joining of our sexes, "this is every bit as mad and wonderful as I'd been told. I've never been with anyone of quite your... aptitude, but it is, quite frankly, amazing. Well done, Ryan. Truly, well done."
I didn't have any part in growing the way I had, and probably would've joked about that if her tightness hadn't put me into a sort of pleasurable overdrive, so all I could say was a truly shaky, "Thanks."
"There's every chance we should have done this sooner. I could continue the tease and slowly torture you," Alice said, continuing to play with my balls, "but if this feels as good for you as it does for me, why don't we get past that pleasantry and make up for lost time?"
"Yes," I agreed, still in awe of being buried deep within her pussy. "That sounds absolutely wonderful."
"Good," she said, raising herself off my cock ever so slightly before dropping back down. She repeated the process, rolling her hips to take more of me in, then out. The amazing tightness of her pussy was intense, but as we began to fuck more properly, it became easier and easier. Between my precum and her juices, we were well and truly lubed, and it didn't take much for her to start fucking nearly half of my cock in and out of her with each bounce.
At first we made out while we fucked, sharing wet, intense kisses that felt like they matched the intensity of our union, but as much as I enjoyed feeling this, I wanted to watch even more. I pushed her up into a sitting position, watching her impeccable tits bounce in time with our fuck. With my hands on her hips, squeezing her ass and guiding her progress, we soon got a fairly fierce rhythm going.
"Oh fuck, oh holy fuck this is amazing... biggest cock I've ever had... fuck, Ryan, you are truly something else..." Alice groaned, running her hands through her curls and stretching them to the sky in a form of triumph.
"You're amazing. Fuck, you're so hot... so tight... so perfect," I said, the words just coming as she rode me.
"Oh yeah? So I'm perfect, huh?" she challenged, falling back down on top of me without messing up her rhythm. She used her height to advantage, arching her back and pressing her tits against my face.
"If I'm so perfect, why don't you show these perfect tits a little of the worship they need?" she proposed.
With every bounce of her body, her breasts rubbed up against my face, those rock-hard nipples temptingly tracing along my cheek, my lips. I'd had tempting invitations before, but this one was all too welcome in its absolute directness. I pulled one of her nipples into my mouth, suckling it, licking, worshipping it.



It seemed to do the trick.
"Fuck, that's nice. Keep going like that, suck me like that while I fuck you..." she intoned, looking down at me with a rather delightful look of superiority in her position. It was a good look on her, even better when I switched over to give her other nipple the exact same loving treatment.
I didn't mean to be predictable, though, not with all the buildup we'd had to this sexual encounter. Wrapping my arms around her, I rolled so that I was on top of Alice.
She squealed with delight as I finally began to fuck down into her, giving her everything I had with every stroke. She grunted exquisitely every time I forcefully slid all the way home, my balls slapping against her ass with increasing speed as I fucked her.
"How's this for making up for lost time?" I grunted.
"Fucking... fantastic!" Alice cried out, her eyes nearly rolling back into her head as I fucked her hard, her hair splayed out in a beautiful mess about her on the bed. She wrapped her legs around me, pulling me in closer, deeper, wanting everything I had as it felt like we were both building up to orgasms. I wouldn't hold out like this for very long, not with Alice looking so hot and feeling so good beneath me. It was as if the strange emotions of this morning had opened up something long-simmering between Alice and me, and that we weren't going to be fully satisfied until this reached a truly explosive conclusion.
I knew we could do better than this, though.
I pulled out of her. She looked up at me, whining and desperate. "What the fuck is that for?"
"Get up on your hands and knees," I commanded.
Alice looked up at me, confused. I added, "If you get up on your knees and face the window, I can fuck you from behind while we both watch Josie and Brooke. I know you like to watch, and can you tell me that view honestly wouldn't make you cum even harder?"
"Honestly, I'm quite well on the brink as it is, but if you want to make it even stronger for me, I shan't complain," she said, getting up on her knees as she faced the window. I got in behind her, marveling at the beautiful curves of her tight ass, wanting to do so much more but desperately needing to cum at the same time.
I looked out the window toward Josie and Brooke. Brooke was on her back, while Josie was riding her strap-on, massaging her massive tits as her mouth hung open pleasurably. She looked over toward the window, toward Alice and me, and for a moment, our eyes locked.
That was the moment I slid my cock back home inside of Alice, grabbing her hips and fucking up into her hard. Gravity threatened to pull her forward, but I wrapped an arm around her stomach, holding her vertically so she could give a better show to Josie and Brooke should they chance a look over at us. Alice understood what I was going for well, and the way her body responded I was pretty sure it got her even more into it. She squeezed her tits, running her hands over her body and playing with her clit in a display of exhibitionist perfection. The two of us were a grunting, moaning blur, our bodies slapping together, her tits and hair bouncing wildly as I gave Alice almost my entire length with every stroke.
"Holy fucking god, so fucking big, so fucking deep, if you keep it like that, you'll make me cum again..." she squealed. "Just a little longer, like that, keep going, keep fucking me deep."
"Me too. It's gonna be soon, I can't hold out much longer," I said.
"Just a little longer, keep it going a little longer, I'm so close," she moaned.
"I'll try," I grunted back. I looked over at Josie, her eyes still boring into mine. Though we were separated by the windows between us, it felt like we had never been closer. She rode Brooke's strap-on harder and harder, matching the ferocity of Alice's and my fuck.
"Gonna be soon, so soon, fuckfuckfuck, keep going, almost there, almost there and cum in me, fill me up, almost there, keep going, keep going... FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!!!" Alice cried out, her pussy clamping down on me as she came hard, shaking and squirting against my thighs.
"GODDAMN... FUCK!" I grunted, almost going blind from the pleasure as I felt a long pent-up release finally set free. My balls contracted hard as shot after shot of thick cum flew out, filling Alice's pussy deep with my cum. I was dizzy from the exertion, and the release, holding onto her as if my life depended on it.
We were both on autopilot for a good while there after the cum, me still thrusting up into her every so often, her squeezing and twitching against me. I collapsed first, pulling out of her and falling onto my back on her bed, panting and staring at the ceiling. She wasn't far behind me, rolling over onto her back and desperately trying to catch her breath.
We turned our heads to look at each other, smiling faintly through our exhaustion. With seemingly great effort, she slid over beside me, and I put an arm around her shoulders. Wordlessly, she kissed me, a long, slow, deep kiss that conveyed a satisfaction that I hope I returned in kind.
"Amazing," Alice said between kisses.
"Perfection," I replied, kissing her again.
"When we've caught our breath, and I remember how my legs work, I think I'll grab a cold soda and get some popcorn so we can have something to snack on while those two finish up. What do you say?" Alice suggested.
I thought the suggestion over for maybe half a second before smiling and replying, "Perfection."
***
Alice and I lay on our stomachs, sprawled out naked on her bed, a bowl of popcorn between us, and enough pillows propped beneath our heads to let us watch Brooke and Josie next door. The two of them alternated between some pretty savage fucking and quieter moments where they would sit or lay next to each other, talking about whatever it was they wanted to talk about. By their body language, I could see the two of them becoming closer, more casual. It was true, they didn't have much in common between them beyond me, but it looked like that was changing.
Still, since we didn't know how much time they needed, Alice and I were content to watch and laze, still basking in the afterglow of our union. I toyed with the phone in my hand, wanting to look through the gallery almost as much as I wanted a text from next door.
"So... you're happy with your picture?" Alice asked.
"I'm very happy with it," I said, thinking back to the obscene yet beautiful picture of Alice sprawled out on the bed, looking seductively into the camera while my cum still flowed freely from her pussy. Another amazing addition to the Senior Year Memories album.
"Because I can take another if you need," she suggested.
"You that desperate to fill up my phone with you naked?" I teased.
"Hardly," she laughed. "But I am a perfectionist, and if I'm going to have a picture as part of your legacy, then I want it to be a good one."
"My legacy?" I asked. This wasn't quite how I'd thought of the album.
"It's what it is, isn't it?" she replied.
"I don't... I don't think so," I said. "I think a legacy is what you want to be remembered for, and I've still got a lot of life ahead of me that I hope to do something truly great in. I mean, I don't want to be forgotten for this year, but I don't want to be that guy who peaked in high school either."
"Well, I didn't mean to sound like I presumed you wouldn't do anything else, but you're making a fine time for the girls of this town, I'll say. You aren't the only one making memories, you know. A lot of us weren't exactly looking forward to this year, but you made it something special. I know I'm not the only one, so while it may not be the main legacy you wish to be remembered for in life, it is definitely a part of your legacy you should be proud of," Alice replied.
She had a point. The more I thought about it, the more I realized how proud I truly was. I'd had a lot of fun, and I'd tried to make sure the women I was with had even more fun, but it was nice to hear some confirmation.
"Thank you. Does that earn me a gold star?" I quipped.
"One from me, sure," Alice joked back. "The other girls, though, you'll have to ask them."
My phone vibrated from a new text.
"Speak of the devil," I said, unlocking the screen.
Brooke: You guys wanna come over and get really freaky?
I smirked. "Brooke wants to know if we want to go over there and get *really* freaky."
Alice didn't need to think on this too hard. "Uh, fuck yeah!"
Me: That would be lovely. Be there soon!
I looked across the way to my bedroom window. Though I couldn't see Josie, Brooke was as beautiful and naked as ever, enthusiastically blowing us kisses.
"We should get dressed, shouldn't we?" Alice said.
"We should. Sounds a little counterintuitive to get dressed to have a foursome, but there you have it," I replied.
Piece by piece we found our clothes and put them on. I had to pull on what I came in here with and hope that none of our stray juices had gotten wet, while Alice had the benefit of this being her room full of nice, clean clothes. After pulling on some fresh underwear and a bra, she pulled a nice and comfortable-looking pale blue dress from her closet.
She went into her attached bathroom to fix up her makeup and hair, but leaving the door open let me talk to her.
"Have you ever done anything like this before?" I asked.
"It depends on what you mean. Having sex with three other people at once?" she replied.
"Yeah, that was sort of what I was getting at," I said.
"No, that would be thoroughly new," she said. "I've been with girls before, and guys, but usually in a one-on-one fashion."
"Is that why I detect a sense of nervousness in your voice?" I teased, only slightly. I was hoping to rile her up a little, maybe even make her laugh.
"Yes," she replied plainly, finally stepping out of the bathroom after a fair few minutes of straightening up. "How do I look?"
"Gorgeous," I answered honestly.
"Thank you," she said, giving me a little twirl and sighing nervously. "Come on, let's not keep them waiting."
We walked from house to house, no doubt looking like perfectly normal people who hadn't just savagely fucked and were on their way for something even more intense.
"Any words of advice on what we're going to get ourselves into here?" Alice asked.
I laughed. "This is Brooke and Josie. You know them. Just relax and you'll have fun, trust me."
"Just relax, says the guy who's done this, what, how many times?" she teased.
"A few," I admitted, thinking back on them quite fondly. "Quality group sex has a way of following Brooke."
"Yeah?" Alice asked.
"Yeah," I admitted. "The first time I ever really had a good group moment was with Brooke, Kaitlyn and..."
I trailed off, finding it difficult to say Tori's name. Fuck, had Homecoming really been that long ago? It was only a few months, but it felt like a lifetime away. So much had changed and happened since then that I could barely recognize myself as the person I was then anymore.
"...and it was a lot of fun," I finished. Alice knew the story, so she didn't press me more.
I forced a smile as we entered my house. "And look at it this way: yeah, it'll be overwhelming at first, but you got me, you got Brooke, and you got Josie, three friends, people who like you, and who know each other sexually well enough that we should be able to bring you in without any trouble. Well, any serious trouble anyway."
"Oh?" Alice asked.
"It all depends on how much you can fit up your ass, I guess; these two are kind of anal queens," I said as we approached my bedroom.
"Kinda?" Brooke called out from the bedroom.
We stepped inside to see the glorious, messy sight of Josie and Brooke, naked on the bed. Both of them looked like they'd been to war in back, with messed up hair, smeared makeup, and lube and juices all over their bodies. Brooke lazily slid out of her well-used pink strap-on and tossed it aside before collapsing back on the bed, while Josie sat on the edge of the bed, watching us with predatory hunger.
"There's no *kind of* to it. We are *the* anal queens of Regan Hills," Josie said firmly, eying Alice and me appreciatively.
"Totally," Brooke replied, raising a thumb's up to us. "BTW, Ryan, stepping out and letting us get to know each other was, like, the best idea in the world. Five stars, would totally recommend again. If we're all gonna be boyfriend and girlfriends, that was totally a good way to start."
Josie nodded. "Brooke here's a great fuck and a better conversationalist. You really should've gotten the two of us in one room like this before; god only knows what the two of us could be doing to you now if we'd gotten an earlier start."
"Well, today seems to be a day for making up for lost time..." I said, looking at Alice.
Josie looked at the both of us and smiled. "Yeah. It is. I don't know how today went the way it did, but I'm glad it did."
"So sorry I roped you into this, Alice," Brooke said. "This was supposed to be Josie and Ryan's and my day while we were celebrating figuring something out that, like, needed figuring out. We didn't want him to go far, so I'm sorry we kinda thrust you into our day."
"I'm not sorry," Alice said, a little bashful. "We had a fine time.
Josie laughed. "A fine time? I'd call that more than a fine time. You two were fucking hot, and we were hot, so why don't the four of us just be hot together and see what comes of that?"
I looked at Alice. "You game?"
Alice looked from me, to the luscious nude bodies of Brooke and Josie. "Fuck yes, I'm game."
"Good. Then strip," Josie said bluntly.
I didn't need much incentive to get naked in front of Josie and Brooke, and neither as it turned out did Alice. Our clothes must have hit the floor in record time, and if Alice had any timidity in this encounter, you wouldn't have seen it in her anymore. She stepped closer to the bed, her hips swaying provocatively as she did, sitting down next to Brooke, pulling her up and giving her a nice, long kiss.
"Mmmm, been too long since we did that!" Brooke purred, smacking her lips.
"Tell me about it," Alice said, kissing her again.
From behind, Josie wrapped her arms around Alice, gently squeezing her breasts and fingering her nipples. Alice moaned at the contact, letting herself get pulled into Josie's embrace.
"You two have had your fun before. You and me, we've only talked. I want to do more than talk with you," Josie said, getting a good handful of Alice's hair and pulling her head back, arching her back and giving Josie the perfect angle to passionately kiss her. You wouldn't have known that this was the first time the two of them were in the same room together for how easily they took to each other, making out and moaning as if they had done this plenty of times before.
I knew that they'd texted and talked on the phone plenty before, but clearly I hadn't known the intensity of Alice and Josie's conversations.
"C'mere!" Brooke exclaimed, beckoning me over to the bed. "Don't wanna leave my new boyfriend outta the hot action."
I smiled, sitting next to Brooke. She sat in my lap, rubbing her ass against my cock, wrapping her arms around my neck and kissing me playfully.
"I love you," I told her, loving the way it rolled off my tongue.
She kissed me again. "Love ya too!"
Not wanting to be left out, Josie let go of Alice long enough to lean over to me and kiss me as well. It was longer, more fiery than Brooke's playful little kisses, a stamp on me that she was here first. It was all in good fun, and very, very hot.
When she let go of me, I said, "I love you too."
"Damn straight," Josie replied.
Crossing her arms under her breasts in mock indignity, Alice said, "And what about me?"
Following her playfulness, I said, "I *like* you."
She nodded. "I *like* you too. That sounds correct."
"Yeah, but when it comes to lovin', we, like, saw him first!" Brooke exclaimed, wrapping her arms more tightly around me.
"Blondie's right; if you want to get to him, you'll have to get through us first," Josie said, pulling Alice back to her by the hair with one hand, while dropping another between her thighs to finger Alice.
"Oh my god..." Alice moaned. "Is that a challenge... or an invitation...?"
Brooke bobbed her head from side to side, sending her pigtails swaying. "Both, probably."
Before Alice could respond, Brooke leaned forward and began sucking on one of her nipples. Not wanting the other to be left out, I leaned over and did the same. Alice, the newcomer to my bed, sat moaning and writhing in place, held in Josie's embrace as she was being fingered while Brooke and I sucked on her tits. Any hesitance was thrown out the window long ago, because from the brief looks I had of her face in this position, she looked like she was in heaven.
I joined one of my hands with Josie's between Alice's legs, and Brooke soon did the same, allowing Josie to free her hand and slide it behind Alice.
"Oh... FUCK!" Alice exclaimed as Josie began to play with her.
"Oh, you like getting your ass played with, don't you?" Josie taunted.
"I like more than that," Alice challenged back, her voice fluttery and light from the pleasure she was receiving all over.
"So, you like to get fucked in the ass too? Good. Always nice to have another anal slut in bed with us; we're going to have so much fun with you," Josie said, kissing Alice's neck. "Ryan may be intimidating at first, but when it's inside of you... oh fuck, there's nothing like it."
"I would imagine," Alice groaned.
"Don't worry about imagining now. Let us spoil you, make you cum hard; it'll loosen you up and make the next parts more fun," Josie declared.
"That... fuck... shouldn't... take... much," Alice moaned as her breasts, pussy and ass were pleasured by the three of us. I had a good time looking up at her, watching as her face went through the wild rounds of overstimulation, every so often closing her eyes tightly in concentration over what she was feeling, only for them and her mouth to soon open wide as if in shock over what was happening to her. Josie, Brooke and I had a lot of experience playing with other girls between us, and though the three of us had never worked together before, we were acquitting ourselves quite well on Alice.
We managed to get her oh so close, to a point where she was quivering and tensing up, ready for another good, hard cum.
"Okay, I think we've edged her long enough; I need to sit on this bitch's face," Josie said, disentangling herself from behind Alice. Gently, yet still forcefully, Josie pushed the Brooke and me away. Alice whined, but wasn't whining for long as Josie playfully pushed her onto her back on my bed, then straddled Alice's face. Josie sat there for a moment, grinding on Alice while looking a bit disgruntled.
"You know I like you, Alice, but if you don't want your breath to smell permanently like my cunt, I'd recommend you get eating and show me what you GOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOT, MOTHERFUCKER!" Josie cried out.
I assumed by her response that Alice had begun to eat her pussy, and was pretty good at it too.
"Mmmm, that looks nice," Brooke said.
I looked over at her, taking in her cute sexiness and how much I loved her. I kissed her quickly on the lips, palming one of her tits because I couldn't help myself and enjoying the moan I pulled from deep inside her.
"You want me to eat your pussy?"
Brooke squealed. "I would totally *love* for you to eat my pussy!"
"Good," I said, pushing her to the bed and crawling between her legs.
"Best! Boyfriend! EVER!" Brooke cried out as I began to lap at her slit.
"Damn straight," Josie replied, continuing to ride Alice's face. Feeling a little bad for Alice, I reached over and meant to finger her pussy, but a single look from Josie stopped me in my tracks.



"She'll cum when the time's right. We all will. For now, we have fun," Josie replied, groaning and rubbing her tits as Alice seemed to be doing a rather remarkable job eating her out.
I was trying to do much of the same, just getting lost in Brooke's pussy. I may have known her body as well as I knew my own, every turn on, every little button that got her going, and though it looked like she was positively overwhelmed by what Josie had been doing for her, I meant to go one up on Josie. Don't get me wrong, I loved her, but there was nothing wrong with a little friendly competition, especially when it got Brooke squealing and running her fingers through my hair.
"Like, fucking wow... I never get tired of this, never ever ever, fuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuck, I love this mouth, love this tongue, love that cock, I love my new boyfriend, *our* boyfriend and my new girlfriend and, fucking yes, this is soooooooooooo awesome!" Brooke declared, laughing and squealing with pleasure as she ground her sex against my face.
"I gotta admit, I wasn't expecting this to work this well this quick. We get things going between the three of us for a few hours, and Ryan's already bringing a sexy new partner to bed with us. I could get used to a relationship like this," Josie said.
Not wanting to be left out, Alice smacked Josie on the ass hard. Josie laughed. "I think you were trying to be cheeky with that one, but believe me when I say my ass can take a lot more punishment than that."
Alice smacked her even harder, causing Josie to hiss. "Better."
"Yesyesyesyes, I fucking love it, fucking love it!" Brooke exclaimed, getting a little shaky as she looked down at me with my face between her thighs, pinching her nipples in ecstasy. She looked at me with such a loving smile, one that I would've returned to her easily if my mouth weren't so full of pussy at the time.
And then her face went from one of joy to concern. She pushed my head away.
"Hey, guys, like, we should totally stop real quick," Brooke said.
"I don't wanna," Josie pouted.
With one of her surprisingly strong arms, Brooke pulled Josie off of Alice's face, sending her sprawling on top of Brooke.
"Air!" Alice gasped, taking in a very welcome breath.
"The fuck was that for? I was getting close!" Josie exclaimed. I was with Josie on this one; Brooke voluntarily stopping herself as she was about to have an orgasm might well have been a sign of the coming apocalypse.
Brooke began, "Look, we're all having fun, but Ryan here, he's the one that, like, brought us all together, and he's right there with his cock pressed beneath him not having a lick of fun-"
"I am having fun licking," I joked.
Brooke rolled her eyes at me. "-and that's a shame. Each of us got real close-like, and that's great and frustrating and a lot of fun, but, like, we're gonna totally go all in for some anal fun and other proper debauchery soon, right? So why don't we worship that cock first, all three of us get him all nice and slippery and lubed up, and then we can let him split our asses open one at a time like we oh so sweetly love?"
My heart swelled at Brooke's suggestion, and while I'd have been very happy to continue pleasing her, the image of the three of them getting my cock all nice and wet did manage to make me twitch a little.
While Josie didn't have an immediate response, still a little annoyed at being pulled off Alice's face, Alice wasn't held back by such constraints. She crawled over toward me pushed me into a sitting position, and kissed the throbbing head of my cock happily.
"As is often the case, Brooke presents some truly sound logic. If I'm going to squeeze this into my ass, I'd prefer it was nice and ready first," she said, kissing and licking the head of my cock.
"You do know we have a large stash of lube in here, right?" Josie asked.
"As anyone practical and well-versed in the anal arts would have, but let's just agree that it's still fun to play with him with our mouths first, especially when he tastes as good as he does?" Alice proposed, licking my head again.
"Thanks," I replied, smiling.
"Don't mention it," Alice replied, dropping her mouth onto my cock and inhaling as much as she could.
"Well, I'll never say no to sucking this cock," Josie said, sliding in beside Alice. She began licking my shaft and working my balls, kissing everything she could reach that wasn't in Alice's mouth.
Now, admittedly a good blowjob is a pleasure like no other, and a good blowjob with two girls working my cock was even better. Having a third jump in...
Brooke eyed the other girls sucking on my cock with a cute little smirk on her face. Quietly, she mused, "One cock to please them all, one cock to find them; one cock to fuck them all and in the bedroom bind them."
Brooke King, always full of surprises. At that, she leaned forward from the other side, sucking and licking and otherwise treating the other side of my cock as if I was a king. I leaned back onto the bed, moaning and losing myself to the pleasure. It was a strange sensation, three different girls I cared about greatly, each of them fighting over my cock for my pleasure. Honestly I was probably pretty lucky that I never got bitten by accident the way they were going at me, but they were gentle and oh so good. When one would get to the top, another would push her way, in, quickly bobbing up and down for a little while before another jumped in. Sometimes all three of them at once would be licking the head, kissing each other against my cock in a display that threatened to make me cum then and there.
They could've done this for seconds, hours or weeks as far as I was aware. I didn't care, really, lost in a sea of exquisite pleasure and never wanting to get out.
Thankfully, there was at least one person in the room who cared to take this to the next level.
"Alright, ladies, I think we, like, got him hard and wet enough," Brooke said.
"Not that I wouldn't mind a bit of that lube, anyway," Alice replied.
"Totally," Brooke replied.
"So, how do we want to play it?" Josie asked.
"I'll get the lube," I suggested. "You three line up and show me your asses, and I'll get you each one at a time. And... which one of those vibrators is the strongest?"
"The magic wand," Josie said, smiling fondly. "Oh, how I love the magic wand..."
"Well, if you two haven't run out the charge on it already, keep it handy," I said.
Josie nodded. "I'm liking where this was going."
I got off the bed and found my lube stash right where I'd left it in my toybox (even if the toybox looked like it'd been ransacked after a natural disaster with what Brooke and Josie had been up to), and pulled out a fresh bottle. Hey, better safe than sorry, right?
When I turned back to the bed I was greeted by one of the most beautiful sights I think I'd ever seen.
Three girls bent over on their knees, asses pressed right next to each other with their hands reaching back pulling the cheeks apart and showing me their beautiful pussies and assholes. From left to right I had an exquisite view of Alice's tight ass spread, showing me her tight, puckered hole, Brooke's round little butt with an asshole I knew like no other, and Josie's nice and juicy ass, spread ready and waiting. At their feet they'd placed the magic wand, leaving it to my disposal how to use it.
If ever there had been an impossible choice in my life, this was definitely one, but it was one I was willing to make. For the greater good, of course.
I lubed up my cock generously, and after an agonizing moment of choice I crawled up behind Alice.
"Please take no offense, ladies, but I've never fucked Alice's ass before, so..." I trailed off.
"Hey, I'd do the same if I was you," Brooke said.
"You already have," Alice replied.
"Oh, yeah, right!" Brooke giggled.
"Just get her nice and ready for the rest of us, okay?" Josie commanded.
"You got it," I said, running my lubed-up cock between Alice's ass cheeks. She quivered as I teased the head of my cock against her puckered hole, twitching and instinctively squeezing me with her ass cheeks. It was a nice feeling, and she had a tight grip; I only hoped the rest of her was so tight.
I reached over for the vibrator and slid it under Alice, then, still grinding her ass, I bent over so that I could whisper in her ear.
"I'm going to fuck your ass now. If it's too much, let me know, but if it isn't, I'm probably going to be pretty merciless on you. I want to fuck all of you, make you cum with my cock up your asses, but since I know I don't quite have that much magic in me, I want you to turn this to its highest setting and start vibing your clit the moment I've bottomed out inside of you. You get me?" I asked.
"Oh... holy fuck I get you," Alice moaned at my words alone.
"Good," I said, kissing her back before I got back up behind her. I savored her ass for the moment, and the looks of the other girls waiting in anticipation, running it up and down the valley between her two muscular cheeks. Deciding I was done with teasing, however, I soon took hold of my cock and aimed it at her tight, puckered hole, and began to press inside of her.
"Oh, holy mother of... FUCK THAT'S A BIG DICK!" Alice cried out as I pressed the head inside of her. I couldn't see her, but I had to imagine that her eyes were about as big as saucers as I pressed inside.
"I thought you said you had experience?" Josie taunted, knocking her hips against Brooke's, who knocked into Alice.
"I do, and I know how big he is, but... MOTHERFUCKER!" Alice cried out.
"Yeah, it's pretty flippin' huge, but it gets more fun the more's inside of ya, trust me," Brooke said.
Personally, I was in heaven as my cock invaded her tight, forbidden hole, but before I went any further I wanted to make sure she was going to enjoy it too. I leaned back over her, whispering in her ear, "You want me to stop?"
Alice turned her head, arching her neck to kiss me, then said, "Not on your fucking life."
She pressed her ass against me, swallowing another couple inches of cock. She winced with pain, but it was a pain mixed with pure pleasure.
"Good," I said, smiling and getting back into character. "Because you feel that? That's my cock feeding into your ass an inch at a time, stretching you out like you've never been stretched before. I'm pushing into you, and I'm not going to stop until I've got every one of my ten, thick inches inside of this tight little asshole of yours. I'm going to make you scream. I'm going to make you beg me to make you scream. And when I start fucking you and you've got that vibrator against your clit, I'd wager you're going to have the biggest fucking orgasm you've ever had in your life. Would you take those odds?"
Alice wasn't much for words at this point, but she was for whimpering and nodding her head.
"Good," I said with one last thrust, bottoming out inside of her. "Because all of my cock's inside of you now. Turn on the fucking vibrator."
Alice groaned a primal, almost inhuman groan, but when I heard the sudden mechanical vibrating sound beneath her, I knew we were in for some fun. I got up on my knees behind her, grabbed onto her hips, and I began to fuck her.
This wasn't a big, emotional joining of bodies and minds, no, that was our first time together. At this point, all three of us knew each other's bodies well enough. This time we were just fucking. Pure, animalistic fucking as I pounded almost the entire length of my cock into her ass with every stroke. Between my efforts and the vibrator, Alice was a screaming, swearing mess, thrusting her ass back at me as hard as she could as I fucked her mercilessly.
Waiting in line, so to speak, Brooke and Josie looked on and offered encouragements, fingering each other and cheering us on. What they were saying, I couldn't tell you, so lost was I with what I was doing to Alice, but I knew that it was good, and that it was foul.
With how worked up she'd been before, it was little surprise to me that Alice came once again and came hard after only a few minutes of our fuck. She collapsed against the bed, writhing and panting, my cock sliding easily from her ass and leaving a gaping hole in its wake. I couldn't say if it truly was the best orgasm she'd ever had, but by the way she kept shaking, rolling over and with eyes rolled back into her head, I knew it must have been pretty damn good.
"One down," I said, picking up the vibrator and handing it off to Brooke.
"Oh, goodie!" she squealed as I climbed between her legs and lined my cock up with her ass. By this point in my life, I was about as familiar with Brooke's ass as I was with anything on my body, and still it amazed me how fucking tight she was. I still had plenty of lube, and even then it felt like I might risk cumming just by sliding inside of her. Thankfully, the number of orgasms I'd had today already delayed that quite handily, and sliding inside of her tightest hole still felt, as ever, like going home.
Tossing her pigtails over her shoulder, she smirked up at me cutely, daring me to lean in and kiss her as I bottomed out inside of her. This, I didn't have a problem doing.
"Admit it, of all the asses in all the whole big, wide world, you ain't never had any like mine," she said, gyrating against me and squeezing at the same time.
I pulled out slightly and thrust back in nice and hard, making her squeal. "No, I haven't, but you've never had a cock like mine either. I may not be the biggest a cute little cheerleader slut like you has ever had, but I know how to use mine like no other guy has. I know your every switch and button, every little square inch of you that will set you off like a fucking fireworks factory set ablaze. I'm going to fuck your tight little ass, Brooke, because I love doing it, and I love you, and I know how much you love me making you scream," I hissed at her, kissing her once more for emphasis.
Sweetly, she smiled at me, and I heard the sound of the vibrator being turned on. "Oh, this is so fucking on. Fuck my slutty ass Ryan, fuck me hard!"
I did. Oh how I did. I reared up behind her, grabbing her hips and giving her all I had, fucking Brooke as hard and as dirty as I knew she liked to be fucked. I realized that this may have been at this point a show, letting Josie and Alice know now that Brooke was my girlfriend now, and I wanted to show how I fucked my girlfriends. Josie knew this well, but at the same time the way she watched me fucking Brooke told me that she enjoyed a chance to watch.
Alice watched Brooke and me fuck with something approaching religious awe in her eyes, watching the two of us go at it with a look of growing lust on her face. She crawled up beside me, pressing her breasts into my side and getting up on her knees to kiss me, but with legs as shaky as hers still were, she collapsed quickly. She rolled onto her side, kissing and touching Brooke, playing with her tits and grabbing her ass, helping Brooke and me fuck as best as she could.
She was a little late to this party, though, as Brooke came quickly, screaming and squirting and clamping down on me so hard that I felt like I truly was in danger of cumming this time, but no, I held firm, I held strong. I wasn't ready to cum just yet.
Not when I still had...
"Ready for the main event?" Josie said, looking over her shoulder at me. She flexed her amazing, round ass at me, teasing me with her exquisitely tight hole.
"Fuck, I love you..." I said as I crawled up behind her.
"I love you too," she said, reaching back and playfully squeezing my erection.
"Nuh uh, no way," Alice said, sliding up next to Josie. "I may have been too cum drunk to get in on Brooke here (sorry about that, by the way)..."
"Hey, don't worry about it. You'll, like, totally make it up to me later," Brooke said.
"You know it," Alice continued. "...but there's no way I'm going to miss out on giving Josie the best fucking time of her life."
"I have no idea what you're talking about, but whatever it is, I'm onboard," Josie said.
"Good," Alice said. "Up on your knees."
"Ooh, this sounds fun," Brooke replied, watching as Josie listened and got up on her knees. I couldn't help but wrap my arms around her, massaging her tits and making out with her a little while Alice slid into position beneath Josie, her face only inches from my goth girlfriend's cunt.
Alice said, "That's because it will be fun. I've wanted to 69 with Josie almost since we started chatting-"
"Awww, thank you," Josie replied.
"My pleasure," Alice said. "So why don't we have a little of that fun right here and now. Ryan gives your ass a nice, savage fuck, you and me have a nice, frantic 69, and Brooke here fills in wherever her wicked little imagination guides her."
Immediately, I replied, "I see absolutely nothing wrong with any part of what you just said."
"Me neither," Brooke replied perkily.
"I really like being in a room full of hot, smart people," Josie admitted as Alice slid in beneath her.
"Amen," Alice replied, pulling Josie's bountiful ass down on her face. Josie moaned with great pleasure as my neighbor expertly ate her out.
"You should really, ohfuck, you should really get your cock up my ass and start fucking me like there's no tomorrow before I forget why I'm here," Josie purred as Alice noisily lapped at her pussy.
"Working on it," I said. Brooke had slid off the bed momentarily, but only to grab some more lube to get my cock nice and sloppy.
"Thanks," I said, rather enjoying the slick handjob she gave me.
Brooke got up on her tip toes, enough to whisper in my ear. "Oh, this isn't just for your cock."
She kissed me on my cheek, leaving me nice and confused, before she lined my cock up with Josie's asshole and helped me press inside.
Josie and I shared a nice hiss as I sank into her ass. The only girl whose ass I might have known better than Brooke's, I groaned happily as I sank deep inside of her. She may not have had the tightest ass in the world, but she was still damn tight, and damn comfortable.
As I had with the other girls, I leaned over her. I did this gingerly, not wanting to put any additional weight on Alice beneath both of us, but I was going to still give her every bit of dirty talk I'd given the other two.
I kissed her hard, then whispered in her ear. "You know I love you, but don't think that means I'm going to go easy on you. While you've got your mouth full of cunt, I'm going to be railing your perfect, slutty ass. I'm going to make you scream, and I'm going to make you cum hard all over Alice's pretty face, because that's something you like, isn't it? A nice bit of defiling? Does that get you nice and hot, juicing all over her face? We can make it better, you know, because I'm going to cum soon. I'm gonna cum right inside of your ass, and you're gonna drip it all over her face, and then I'm gonna take a picture as you and Brooke lick her clean. How's that for a nice bit of defiling?"
Josie looked up at me as if she'd never seen this side of me before, but rather than say anything she kissed me deeply and dove into licking Alice's pussy.
I knew the two of them would be going at this for a while, and I meant to make good on every word I'd hissed in Josie's ear. I began to fuck her without mercy, pounding her ass with almost the entire length of my cock, my balls slapping against her flesh and stroking Alice's face as the two of them did their best to make each other cum. Though I didn't know Alice's recovery time just yet, I knew that between Alice and me, Josie would be cumming hard and cumming soon.
I just wanted to be there to join her.
On its own, this didn't seem a very difficult task, but when I felt Brooke press herself behind me, I knew I wouldn't have any problems. She rubbed herself against me, her nipples scraping my back and the moistness from her pussy pressing against my ass. That wasn't the only moistness I felt, however, as she ran her lubed up fingers between my ass cheeks. She probed only experimentally at first, but when she reached my asshole and made me groan, I knew she was smiling.



"One finger, or two?" she asked me, running her lubed fingers in circles around my own asshole.
I caught her meaning well enough. I grunted, "Two. Please."
Playfully, Brooke lightly bit my shoulder, then whispered huskily into my ear, "Goodie."
She pressed two fingers against my tight hole, and with some effort managed to slide them into me as I fucked Josie up the ass. It was pure filth, the best kind of filth in my honest opinion, and it felt amazing. The pressure set my nerves alight and managed to spur me on to fuck Josie even harder. How we all managed to stay entwined is probably a miracle in and of itself, but somehow we did it.
With Josie's amazing ass and Brooke's expert thrusts into mine, I was close to cumming. The way she squeezed my cock with her ass, I knew Josie was close to cumming. The way she writhed and moaned beneath us, I knew that Alice was getting pretty close as well. The only one who wasn't close was Brooke, but she seemed to be having so much fun fingering my ass and pushing me to my limit that I doubted she minded much, especially since we'd no doubt be helping her out shortly.
It was all a matter of who was going to go first, and truly I didn't care. With pleasure like this, it could have gone on for days for all I cared.
It wasn't going to, of course, because while we were good, none of us were *that* good.
Josie broke first, cumming with a gush of fluid all over Alice's face that even I could feel from behind her. Alice wasn't far behind her, crying out from Josie's ministrations and shuddering beneath her, holding onto my girlfriend for dear life as she was racked by another powerful orgasm.
And this was where I hit my limit. All the buildup, all the exquisite tightness, and Brooke's insistent fingering of my ass pushed me over the edge. With a grunt and a surge of pleasure that threatened to take all the strength my body had from me, I came up Josie's ass. I'd cum a number of times already today, so it wasn't the most earth-shattering flood of cum you'd ever seen, but the way it came out of me it felt like a pretty solid flow.
I made good on my promise to Josie, pulling out of her stretched-open asshole for a moment and saving some of my last shots for Alice's face, while the rest of my cum began to dribble out of her onto Alice. Alice didn't seem to mind in the slightest, catching what she could on her tongue while laughing in a post orgasm haze as other drops landed on her cheeks and forehead. It was a dirty, glorious sight, one I truly hoped to never forget.
I actually did try to move, to stand and go get my camera, but my legs barely worked. Brooke pulled her fingers from me, and I collapsed on the bed on my back next to Alice, and when Josie rolled off of her and onto her back next to me, we must have made a perfectly obscene trio.
My eyes fluttered closed for a moment, luxuriating in the pleasure of the afterglow as it wrapped around my body like a comfortable blanket. Josie curled up around me very pleasantly, and though I couldn't see her, I kissed her forehead. She purred contentedly, running a hand down my abs rather pleasantly.
The flash of a camera showed clearly through my eyelids, and without seeing, I knew exactly what happened.
"Thanks, Brooke," I said.
"Hey, any time! You were all lookin' so perfect and sexy, someone had to get a pic!" she said excitedly. I opened my eyes in time to see her bounce back onto the bed and begin to lick all the various juices off of Alice's face.
"Hey, leave some for me," Josie said, groggily getting to her knees and crawling over to the other two. I had front row seats to the three of them making out, sharing Josie's and my cum as if the mix were the greatest, sweetest concoction in the world.
My cock twitched at the image.
"I hope you ladies understand that we've only just begun, right?" I asked.
Josie and Brooke looked up from Alice for a moment, first at me, then at each other. Brooke smiled.
"Best," Brooke said.
"Boyfriend," Josie continued.
"EVER!" Brooke squealed, jumping up onto me and playfully smothering me with her boobs.
***
I lay in bed between Josie and Brooke. All of us were naked, covered in various sex juices and lube, and in a state approaching comatose for all the intense fucking we'd taken part in that day. It was like we'd run a marathon, but unlike the orgy when you could take a break while other people took their turns, with only four of us we held each others' attention well, and that meant little breaks. Sure, we'd occasionally take breaks to hydrate to hydrate, go to the bathroom, nap and eat, but then we were back to each other.
Josie, Brooke and I could afford to collapse after all we'd done. Alice wasn't so lucky. She dressed gingerly, moving slowly and wobbily on her legs, looking like she'd been through war. She'd washed most of the cum and juices off of her face, but her hair was still a mess. Her clothes were uneven and haphazard, and no matter how hard she tried, there was a visible wet spot in the front where all the cum had leaked out of her, especially with her panties long discarded.
"You guys are... fucking amazing... I just... wow..." Alice said. Josie, Brooke and I stayed curled up on the bed together, silently observing her but much too tired to do anything about it.
Alice continued, "If I didn't have to dinner with Mom, I'd be here forever, but I do, so... fucking hell, my god, that was amazing! I've never been fucked like that before! If you all want to party like that again, sometime, please call me, please, please, please?"
"No problem," Josie said. Brooke only managed a weak thumb's up.
Alice and I exchanged a lusty smile. Things had built up between us for a while, and the release was everything I'd hoped it would be. The way she smiled back, I was pretty sure it was for her as well. It wasn't going to be the same between us as it was with Josie and Brooke, because Alice and I had our own strange thing going on, but I was curious to see how it developed.
And very, *very* glad that she was my neighbor.
"I want to stay... I really do... but I should really let myself out before I stay forever... god I need to shower before Mom sees me... But... fuck, you guys were amazing," Alice said, walking out of my room. For a brief moment, there was silence, but then she called back once more, "AMAZING!"
When we heard the front door close, I said, "Did you hear that, guys? I think we're amazing."
"I don't need to be told we're amazing. I know we're amazing," Josie said confidently.
"Fuck yeah we do," Brooke replied, cuddling up next to me. "We totally make a cute and slutty throuple."
"Throuple?" Josie replied.
"Mhm, there's, like, three of us, so we're more than a couple, so, throuple," Brooke replied.
"I've heard the word," Josie responded. "I just never thought I'd be in a relationship with someone who used the word 'throuple.'"
"Hey, AP English, bitch," Brooke teased. "You'd be surprised at the words stocking my vocabulary."
"Totally," I replied, sinking back into the bed. "I love you. Both of you."
"Hey, the feeling's mutual," Josie replied.
"Totally," Brooke said.
I smiled, because I honestly could have fallen asleep right then, but images of the filth that went down between the three of us over this day kept me from doing so. Images that would forever be burned into my memory, and that I would hold onto whenever I needed a moment of brightness.
Josie's tits wrapped around my cock while Brooke and Alice fucked her senseless from behind with whatever toys they could get their hands on.
Alice with my cock buried deep in her ass and Josie fucking her while wearing Brooke's strap-on. Alice likely would've been screaming from the double-penetration if her mouth weren't full of Brooke's ass.
Brooke tied to the bed for close to an hour while we did what we could to see just how many times we could make her cum. I think she topped out at nine, but some of them were hard to be sure of.
Lying on the bed, blindfolded and with my arms bound above me, while the girls took turns sitting on my face, seeing how good I was at guessing who was who while making them cum.
All three girls wrapped in a sort of triangle, Brooke's face buried in Alice's pussy, Alice's face buried in Josie's pussy and Josie's face buried in Brooke's pussy. They ate each other with gusto, trading orgasms freely while I stood over them masturbating until I came all over them.
All of these were but glimpses into the debauchery that we'd gotten up to, but at the end of the day the feeling I cherished most was holding Josie in one arm and Brooke in my other, each of them with an arm draped across my chest so they could hold hands with each other.
"You know, I think we can actually make this work," I said.
"Fuck thinking about it, I, like, *know* we can make it work," Brooke replied.
"Totally," Josie replied. Brooke squeezed her hand on me, and I couldn't help but smile.
Honestly, it was pretty hard not feeling like I might just have been the luckiest man in the world at this moment. With arms wrapped around each of them, I fell into what must have been one of the most pleasant slumbers I'd ever had.
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews or shoot me some feedback, as they really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
And after some recent crises and battles, I want to add one last note on a more practical concern. When it comes to mental health, I hope everyone out there is taking the time to take care of themselves. Mental health may seem like a never-ending battle, but it's a never-ending battle that is always worth fighting, and one that there are plenty of resources to be found to help with should you ever be struggling. Be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: After a busy and confusing January, 18-year-old Ryan Collins and bubbly cheerleader Brooke King admitted their love for each other. This became a problem when Ryan's girlfriend, the goth princess Josie Wong, returned from a long family trip to find out what had happened. Instead of a fight, the three of them sat down for a nice long conversation and agreed to give a polyamorous relationship a try, celebrating this new arrangement quite naturally with some hot sex. While letting Josie and Brooke get to know each other better, Ryan and his neighbor/regular flirt, Alice Talbot, finally consummated their long-simmering sexual tension, before things got down and dirty with all four of them. With a new status quo having been established, it's a brand new year for Ryan Collins...
***
I'm not an expert on the subject, but I've seen enough 90s comedies to know that if you see a character striding down a hall with "Walkin' on Sunshine" or "I Feel Good" (or if they're feeling like a played-out, retro reference, "Stayin' Alive") playing in the background, something really good happened to them. They got the girl, they won the big game, maybe they just got a new car, but whatever happened they feel the need to strut and let the whole world know that they're a brand-new person who's got every reason to strut.
I may not have had music that corny, but going back to school after the weekend where Josie, Brooke and I had decided to forge a polyamorous relationship, I definitely had that spring in my step.
Dad noticed it, actually looking up from the repairs he was making to his kiln as I walked out the door. He didn't say anything, as he so rarely did, but he definitely shot me a proud smile.
Alice definitely noticed it on our bike ride on the way to school, though to be fair she was there for the foursome we'd decided to celebrate the new arrangement with, so she didn't have to guess at much.
It was walking in to school, though, where I felt like a fucking god.
I started my senior year as a sexless, nearly friendless nerd.
By late January, I had friends, all the sex an army of men could want, and two girlfriends I was in love with, with all three of us in an understanding and loving polyamorous relationship. There had been a lot of fear and worry at first when I realized I was in love with both Brooke and Josie, but now that we'd sorted things out and they were not only cool with this arrangement, but each other...
Yeah, I felt like a fucking god, and I may have let it show a little. I walked with a sublime confidence, no longer fearing school as I so often had before and feeling, well, a little like one of those popular kids I'd envied so much back in the day. I mean, I still viewed myself as unpopular, I was still a nerd at heart and it was difficult to shake a lot of those old perceptions of myself, but I couldn't argue with how things had changed, either.
Old Ryan wouldn't have a group of big-titted cheerleaders as hot as Addison Gonzalez, Gwen Savage and Haley Campbell look at him like they were about to swoon.
Old Ryan wouldn't have gotten a high five from popular football player Peter Nixon as he walked down the hall.
Old Ryan wouldn't have gotten a lusty look from his hot history teacher, Mrs. Lynn, one that held equal parts want and promise for what would come.
Old Ryan was gone, and New Ryan was here to stay. All hail New Ryan.
Well, okay, I felt like hailing New Ryan, at least. I didn't ask for worship, I didn't want worship, but I was loving the attention and even more how I felt about myself. I didn't think I'd ever felt this good being me, which for the life I'd lead before where self-esteem was an improbable concept was a welcome change.
I loved waking up every day. I loved life. I loved my girlfriends. I loved *me*.
What a difference a few months could make.
Speaking of...
"Hi, Ryan!"
The voice was perky, and friendly, and thoroughly welcome in my current mood.
"Hello, Brianna," I said, turning to face the unusually hot Brianna Roth.
At 5'4", 18-year-old Brianna may have been short and quite fit, but she had some insane curves that seemed to exist in pure defiance of her frame. Her F-cup tits strained any top, and her matching ass was suitably epic (and having already had a delightful encounter with her twin sister Mia back in December, I knew that every inch of her was as mouth-watering as it looked). With dirty-blonde hair, tanned skin, sultry brown eyes and a pair of the fullest, most delicious-looking lips around, she looked like walking sex. I'd thought this for a long time, and her reputation as one of the biggest flirts at Regan Hills High School did little to dissuade me from this thought.
As usual, it took a nice conversation to make me realize there was more to her than met the eye, and that I'd judged a really nice girl too hastily. Lewdly dressed and utterly luscious, she'd caught up to me and propositioned me the Friday before, a tempting offer usually had I not needed to make an urgent run to the Puma Press offices. We'd gotten to chatting a little, though, and I got to understand that she was a kind person who liked to have fun, but was looking for a guy who could treat her decently instead of the jerks who usually came after a girl like her. That a girl like her could so plainly admit that to a guy like me was something I hadn't expected, and was something I meant to address over the weekend.
Of course, it's difficult to remember to text someone when you're having marathon sex with Josie Wong, Brooke King, and Alice Talbot for most of the weekend. She'd texted me a couple times, and I meant to get back to her, but whenever I thought about doing it one of the others distracted me easily, and... well, you know how it goes.
I meant to fix that now.
"You're looking in a good mood today," she said, smiling at me prettily.
"Probably because I am in a good mood today. You're looking gorgeous, as always," I said.
Brianna smiled at me, maybe even blushing a little. I knew it was a line she'd heard more times than she could count from probably more guys than she could count, but I hoped my sincerity counted for something. She was looking good today, even if her outfit wasn't nearly as lewd as the one she'd worn on Friday. With a comfortable, knee-length skirt, blue top, light button up sweater and a hairband holding her shoulder-length hair back, she looked well within the school's dress code and still stunning.
"That was smoother than I expected," she said.
"Like I said, I'm in a good mood today," I replied.
"Send some of that good mood my way when you get a sec?" Brianna teased.
"Bad weekend?" I asked.
"No, just long and boring. Homework, temple, putting up with Mia, and today's a Monday, so..." she explained.
"So, yeah, it's a Monday," I replied.
"You got it," she replied. "I was hoping to get to talk to you some this weekend like we'd discussed, but I got the idea that after the first few texts didn't get responded to that you were probably busy."
"Uh, yeah," I said, running a hand through my hair guiltily. "You could say that."
"It's okay," she said.
"No, it isn't, but thank you for saying it," I replied. "You opened up to me, wanting a guy you could talk to and have a good time with without losing on the respect, and I got off to a pretty lousy start."
"Ryan, it's cool. I wasn't expecting you to throw your life to the side just so I could have a shoulder to cry on; you got your things to do, I got mine. I was hoping we could get them to intersect sometimes, but I wasn't expecting it to be right away. I *might* have been hopeful that we could manage it right away, but I didn't expect anything," she said, so honest and sweet that I felt like even more of a dick for leaving her without at least an explanation of why I wasn't getting back to her.
Briefly, I pulled out my phone and checked the time. Both of us had gotten to school fairly early. Not too early, not so early that we had a lot of time before school, but early enough that it was still fairly empty. There was time... wasn't there?
Fuck it.
"Well, I still feel the need to make it up to you," I said.
"You don't have to," Brianna replied.
"But I want to. So, I know it's spur of the moment, and a little crazy, but I'm having a good day, and I want you to have a good day too, so I was wondering if you'd like an orgasm," I said.
Brianna laughed. "You're joking."
I said nothing. Her eyes widened. "You're not joking."
"I'm not joking," I echoed.
She bit her beautiful lower lip, seriously considering my offer. To sweeten the deal, I said, "I'm pretty good at it, but if you don't want to take my word for it, I'm sure Kaitlyn and some of your other friends have told you about my skills, and could back me up again should you want to check my references. This isn't a limited time offer, if you don't want one now but still want to have some fun later, I'm definitely down, but if a good orgasm will help make your Monday even that much better, the offer sta-"
"YES!" Brianna blurted out. "I mean, yes, I'd like that a lot."
"Good," I said, looking up and down the hall. "I know a couple good spots, but..."
Gently, she took my hand in hers and tugged. "I know the perfect place."
I followed her a fair distance down a nearby hall, around a corner and to one of the school's art rooms.
"Ever since Mr. Downes retired, this art room's been left abandoned," she said, fiddling with the handle. "They leave it locked, but I know a bunch of the art students still like to sneak in to get some practice, and maintenance hasn't tried fixing the door in ages. If you shake the handle just the right way, you can pop the lock and-"
With a clattering click, the door swung open. Eagerly, Brianna guided me inside, locking the door behind both of us.
The room was a mess, smelling of old clay and dry paint. Like other abandoned portions of the school, it appeared to have fallen into disuse and been adjusted more to work for storage of furniture nobody had any idea of what to do with than any serious hope that it might be a usable classroom again one day.
Honestly, none of that really mattered when Brianna turned and looked at me with what had to be one of the greatest "come fuck me" looks I'd ever seen.
She dropped her backpack first. I followed her example. We both closed the distance, approaching each other slowly, neither wanting to rush but knowing that we had to, at least a little, if we wanted to eventually get to class. Brianna reached out to me confidently, if a bit slowly, pulling me in close and guiding my hands to her. She ran them up her sides, helping me trace the curves of her hips, up her stomach and closer to the swell of her massive breasts.
"Feel free to admit it or not, but you noticed me before you became the secret stud of this school, right?" Brianna asked me.
"It'd be pretty hard not to notice you. Did you like me noticing you?" I said, throwing her line of questioning back at her.
She bit her lip again, answering in a voice that was innocent and a shade toward the husky. "Yeah."
I ran my hands over her breasts, finally taking in their shape, their heft, feeling her hardening nipples beneath the palms of my hands as I squeezed their perfection. They were as heavy as they looked, but were utterly welcoming. Brianna moaned softly, a high, pleased sound I cut off with a kiss. Her lips were as soft and moist as I'd hoped, tasting of raspberry lip gloss and promises of what that mouth could do to my cock if I let it near. Tentatively our tongues grazed each other, but that tentativeness was short-lived as we realized our urgency. Our tongues began to explore each other as if we wanted to devour every square inch of each other.
We were both breathing heavily when I broke this kiss and said, "God, I want to make you cum like you've never cum before. I want you walking out of here (or barely walking out of here) ready to have the greatest Monday anyone's ever had."
For emphasis, I gently, dropped a hand beneath her skirt, pressing my fingers against the fabric of her panties. I could already feel a moist heat growing, and I had designs for it.
Brianna moaned softly as I ran light circles on her sex through the thin fabric. She replied, "You can say the right words, but can you back them up?"
"With these hands, I can," I said.
"But what can you do with those hands?" Brianna asked, feigning innocence.
"I'll show you," I said, running both hands under her skirt and pulling her panties free. They dropped to the floor around her ankles, and Brianna stepped out of them. I guided her to a nearby stool, and with the slightest hop she sat up on it. Kissing her, I pulled her skirt up until it was around her waist.
Her pussy was shaved, and completely and obscenely beautiful. Her lips were damp and slightly full, definitely ready for fun but not all the way ready.
I could fix that.
"Well, this looks like fun," I said, slowly fingering her, running two fingers over her folds and exploring every millimeter of her sex. She groaned as I explored, looking at me with a sense of what felt like desperation as I played with her moist, hot folds.
"It is when you do it... fuck..." she moaned, leaning back against the high table next to the stool. She reached one arm back for stability, but squeezed one of her tits with the other, pinching her nipple through the fabric of her top. If we had all the time in the world, this would be the time we'd strip down and have a nice and truly nasty fuck, but with time of the essence we stayed dressed, both of us focusing on her pleasure. I slipped my fingers inside of her eager pussy, probing, curling, reaching until I found that one elusive spot...
"OH!" she cried out.
Found it.
"Oh, this is good, this is so fucking good," Brianna groaned, reaching for me and holding on with her one free arm as I massaged her g-spot. I soon pressed my thumb against her clit, rubbing it in small, firm circles in time with the pressure from my fingers.
"So, Kaitlyn didn't exaggerate?" I teased slightly, fingering her more urgently and punctuating with a kiss.
Breathily, she replied, "Not in the slightest. This is... fuck... you're a fucking artist... don't think a boy's ever found my... G-spot!"
"I aim to please," I said.
"You're doing a good job of it!" she almost shouted back, before biting her lip and holding back in pleasure as I fingered her.
I smiled. "If you think that of my fingers, wait until you see me on my knees..."
Lost in her own haze of pleasure, Brianna only managed to say, "Hwuh?"
She didn't need words, not when I had her where I wanted her, and certainly not when I was really hoping to get a taste of her pussy. Without taking my fingers from her sex, I dropped to my knees between her spread legs, redoubling my efforts to bring her to a greater peak of ecstasy. I loved looking up at her, the swell of her breasts, the pure pleasure on her face as I continued to vigorously finger-fuck her. She was close, and as it was I could give her a great orgasm from this position.
I wanted to give her better than great, though.
"It's on my knees where I do my best work," I said, pulling my fingers from her pussy and quickly replacing them with my mouth.
"Oh shit! Oh, fucking hell!" she groaned, running a hand through my hair as I did my absolute best to worship her pussy as it was meant to be worshipped. I liked her taste, a distinct savory sweetness, a flavor that makes you keep searching and wanting to taste more. I lapped at her pussy with a distinct urgency, wanting to stretch this out and simultaneously wanting to make her cum. We were uniquely pressed for time, but it's on occasions like this where I've done some of my best work.
Brianna seemed to agree, anyway. "Oh goddamn, oh fuck, fuck, oh yes, like that, keep going, like that, right there... oh fuck... you're the best guy... best guy who's ever eaten my pussy... too few do, and they don't know, fuck, they don't know shit... you know... fuck, you know..."
If we'd had more time, I would've come up with a quippy one-liner and dove back in. Instead, this time I just closed my lips over her clit, licking and sucking on it intently as she squealed and swore above me.
I was merciless, and she was ready. The dam breaking was only a matter of time.
"MOTHERFUCKER, YES, FUCK ME WITH YOUR MOUTH, I'M CUMMING, FUCKING... YEEEEEEEEEEEEEES!" Brianna cried out. She came against my face hard, so hard I feared that she'd soon fall off the stool. I held her up as best I could, lapping up the flood of delicious juices she unleashed upon my waiting mouth, and enjoying the sounds she made as she rode out her orgasm.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck..." she groaned, running her fingers through my hair and holding on tight, grinding her pussy against my face as the last few shakes and spasms took her body.
Once I was content that she was content, I gave her clit one last, firm kiss that sent her shaking.
"Fuck!" she exclaimed. "I wasn't ready for that!"
"Sorry," I said, looking down at her juicy pink button, "but it was just so tempting!"
Unsteadily, she dropped down off the stool and wobbled on her feet. "I'm going to have trouble walking to class after this."
"That was kind of my plan. Was it worth it?" I asked, getting back to my feet.
"Oh yeah, very, very much worth it," she said, pulling me in for a kiss. We lingered on the kiss for a good, long moment, but both of us understood rather well that we had to be getting on with it sooner instead of later. She gathered up her panties, and the both of us picked up our backpacks, walking for the door.
"So, I know you're often busy these days, but if you could find the time soon, I'd appreciate returning the favor..." Brianna said, running a finger up the bulge in my jeans.
"Would you, now?" I said.
"Uh huh," she said, her voice giddy and innocent again. She leaned into me, pressing her tits against my chest. The feel of her hard, fabric-covered nipples against my chest made me shiver.
Leaning in, she whispered, still in that sweet, innocent voice, "I want to take you into my room and feel that cock all my friends are talking about inside of me. I want to taste it. I want to give you the same kind of pleasure you gave me, and I want to see if it'll destroy my tight little holes like everyone says it will. I want it soon, and I want you to know that I'm a needy little bitch who's willing to do whatever it takes to make this happen very soon. This. Isn't. Over."



"That a fact?" I asked, loving her sweet voice talking such foulness.
"Yes," Brianna nodded, pulling me down for another deep, sultry kiss. This was a kiss that promised all that she had in words and more, and made me sincerely wish we had more time.
Alas, we did not.
Brianna swung the art room door inwards, causing the girl who'd been reaching for it originally to yelp.
"Oh, hi, sorry!" Brianna giggled, walking past the girl.
"It's okay..." the girl said meekly. As soon as Brianna walked past her, I recognized the other girl as 18-year-old Jennifer Cage, a nerdy art student. She had glasses, dark hair pulled back in a ponytail, and overalls with paint stains on them, and even though she was kinda cute I had to say I was pretty sure she was about as invisible to most of the school as I used to be back at the beginning of the year.
She looked at me with a hint of confusion, maybe even wonder as I passed. Trying for a pleasantry, I said, "Sorry for the scare."
"Uh, don't be..." Jennifer replied with her quiet, mousy voice, before looking up at me and adding. "You should probably go to the bathroom before class and wash your face. You're, you know, glistening?"
To emphasize, Jennifer waved a hand in front of the lower part of her mouth and chin. I brought a hand up to my own chin, almost mirroring her.
Oh shit. Right.
"Thanks!" I exclaimed, jogging down the hall.
All in all, not a bad start to a Monday, at all. Getting to please a hot, sweet girl with huge tits was a pretty good way to start the day, and if that were all the fun I'd have, I'd have been content with the day.
What I was about to find out was that making Brianna cum was only the beginning.
***
The rest of the day went quite well, and only got better at lunch time when I finally got the time to sit down with both Brooke and Josie. If anyone knew that the three of us were in a relationship together, they didn't say anything, but they probably knew something was amiss with a nerd, a bubbly blonde cheerleader dressed all in pink, and the school's reigning goth princess sitting together for lunch.
"Well, your timing was good for once if she didn't walk in on you," Josie said.
"Yeah. Sexy girls, like, have an improbable chance at walkin' in on you when you're doin' it in this school. Great for impromptu threesomes, though," Brooke replied.
"I got lucky," I admitted.
"Actually, I'd say Brianna was the lucky one here," Josie replied.
"I heard that," Brooke replied, holding out her hand to Josie. They performed a quick, elaborate little ritual with their hands, ending with both of them laughing.
"Oh, so you've a secret handshake now?" I asked.
"Yes," Josie replied bluntly.
"Us girlfriends of Ryan and each other gotta, like, have a way of knowin' each other," Brooke replied.
"Damn straight," Josie replied.
Brooke's eyes widened and she almost shrieked giddily. "Speakin' of which! We gotta talk about recruitment and expansion of the whole throuple thing we got going on!"
"Still don't like the word throuple," Josie replied.
"Well if we add someone else into the mix, it wouldn't be a throuple anymore, would it? And you totally wouldn't have to hear it anymore from me!" Brooke exclaimed.
Josie looked at her wide-eyed. "I hate it when you make this kind of sense."
"And you love it!" Brooke replied.
"I'm not saying I don't," Josie admitted.
"I'm not saying *I* love it. Aren't we just figuring out how to make this... trio, work?" I said, trying to find a better word than throuple. A tingle went up the back of my neck, the distinct feeling that there were eyes on me. I quickly looked over my shoulder in search of them, but couldn't be sure who it was in this crowded lunch room.
"Oh yeah, totally, but, this is for, like, dreaming, like, a fantasy football thing but for girls we'd like to bring into our fold and fuck and kiss and love and all that, and we totally don't have to do anything right away I think, just once we've got everything figured out and that's only if we really want to try anything. Give it a month or three and we'll, like, be ready for expansion, and when we're ready I just wanted to, like, have some prospects in mind," Brooke said.
"Again with the logic," Josie replied.
"I think you wanna say that I'm totally incorrigible," Brooke said, blinking cutely at Josie.
"You're totally something, I'll say that," Josie admitted.
I interrupted, "Not that I'm fully on board or anything, but it sounds like you had some ideas?"
"Well..." Brooke trailed off, twirling one of her pigtails around her finger, "I was thinking, like, I'd be totally fucking remiss if I didn't throw Alice out first being that's how we all decided to kick things off."
"I like Alice," Josie admitted, "but I don't know her that well. Ryan?"
"Are we actually talking about this?" I asked.
"Yes," Josie replied.
I sighed. I didn't want to be pro-conning the women I liked with the women I loved, but if that's what we were doing, I was going to be honest. "We all like Alice. She's nice, and smart, and a lot of fun, and really hot, but there's definite room to get to know her more, for all of us."
"Much as I love what she does with my cunt, I gotta agree. Keep her as a maybe, though?" Brooke proposed.
"Sure," Josie replied.
"Cool, 'cause then I got another name: Kaitlyn," Brooke proposed.
Josie wrinkled her nose. Brooke asked, "Not a big fan of Kaitlyn?"
"I'm not a big Kaitlyn fan," Josie replied. Not a lot of people were. Though Kaitlyn and I were friends when we were much younger, until recently she'd been one of the biggest bitches at Regan Hills High School. We'd only reconnected once she seduced me in an attempt to get out of tutoring, and instead of an easy way out, we'd not only rekindled our friendship but found a way for her to ease up some from her mean girl ways. True, she was definitely still a bitch, but the kind of bitch who was fun to be around.
"But she should get some points for discovering Ryan for all of us, and she's been waaaaaaaay less of a bitch this year than usual. Some good dick from a nicer class of guy than she's used to has been good for her," Brooke said.
Josie grumbled. "I concede this point, however begrudgingly."
"Yeah... if we can't all agree on someone wholeheartedly, maybe we should table that name for now?" I suggested.
"Then I've got a name I think might pass," Josie said.
"Yeah?" I asked.
"Sarah Kent," Josie suggested.
Brooke's eyes lit up. "Sarah Kent? I frickin' love Sarah! She's so cute and nice and sexy and a really good lay and I totally forgot you were friends first and we should all get together and have fun with her sometime even if she doesn't want to be all our girlfriend because holyfuckingshitballs that would be, like, totally amazing!!!"
I thought fondly of Sarah Kent, the petite, former band geek and current cheerleader. I'd watched her come into her own a lot since Josie introduced me to her as one of her friends a few months back, and I really did like her. I knew that both Josie and Brooke knew her and liked her, and she was one of my favorite people to hang around.
"I like Sarah," I admitted, "but she's on a bit of a self-discovery journey at the moment, figuring out her identity after making such a huge change? I wouldn't want to change her course in a stage like this. New relationships can change everything."
"Truth," Josie admitted. "But if we were to expand our group, I think we should at least make the offer and let her choose rather than speculating on what she might or might not want?"
"Also fair," I replied.
Brooke squealed. "See? This is how people should talk about things! I fucking love this relationship. I love you guys."
Josie smiled, squeezing Brooke's shoulder affectionately. "Love ya too, Blondie."
Sweetly, Brooke pecked Josie on the cheek. "Good. 'cause I got more names to throw out! Like, I know this'll totally sound crazy, but how about..."
There it was, that feeling of being watched again.
I scanned the busy cafeteria again, and though there were definitely some eyes on us, these weren't the ones I felt. It was a strange instinct, knowing that I was being watched, but one I'd become accustomed to around here.
Ever since Kaitlyn had started spreading the word about me, a lot of the girls at school had been eying me differently.
Ever since Mrs. Lynn had let slip what we'd been doing to her book club, most of the teachers had started watching me as well.
It was rough to pick out one pair of eyes among many, but as I finally drifted my eyes toward the nearest wall, I finally knew whose eyes I'd felt.
Mrs. Wanda Harker, our school's 28-year-old drama teacher, was hanging flyers for auditions for the school's spring musical. It was more a formality than anything else, everyone knew that she'd mostly cherry-pick people from her almost cult-like drama club, but she walked with a supreme confidence that had a way of drawing the attention of every boy and a large number of girls. She had a commanding presence and had a way about her that made it feel like she thought she owned the place, with deep brown eyes and a sultry voice that could terrify just as easily as arouse.
With her jaw-dropping curves, though, she could've owned the place if she wanted to. A pale woman with shortly bobbed, jet-black hair and lips painted ruby red, she dressed conservatively enough in a long-sleeved purple blouse and a knee-length black skirt that might almost make her look a normal and completely respectable teacher. That she had very likely the biggest tits I'd ever seen (and I'd seen some very, very big ones), and an ass to match on her otherwise tight frame made her look more like a piece of exaggerated pinup art from a World War II bomber's nosecone than a human being who could possibly exist in reality. Her legs, while not long, looked firm and confident in her dark stockings. This was a woman who knew exactly what she wanted, and she wanted our eyes on her, knowing that we couldn't touch her even though we all wanted to.
I'd overheard her talking about what she'd do to me if she'd gotten the chance last Friday, and... well, I couldn't say I was uninterested in her imagination, but the part of me that still believed in a rational world that worked on rules I used to knew felt that was an impossibility.
And yet, there she was putting up the flyers, her eyes darting to me with a piercing gaze. Not for terribly long, not to distract from the fact that she was keeping busy with her task, but when they locked onto mine, I felt like she was not just looking at me but into me. It was a fairly intimidating gaze, almost as intimidating as she was, but it had its own allure.
"Ryan?"
"Ryan?"
"Earth to Ryan!"
"Awww, he's just looking at Mrs. Harker, like, don't blame him, she's stacked!"
"I've got eyes too, and I know he's not wrong, but..."
Josie snapped her fingers in front of my face, bringing me back to reality.
"Huh, uh, wha?" I said.
"I know our school's fair drama teacher is more than fairly hypnotic, but we've gotta talk about tonight," Josie replied.
"Tonight?" I said, everything coming back to me slowly.
"Yeah. Movie night?" Josie said.
"Movie night?" I said, trying to remember what words were.
"Wow, Ryan looks like he really got the whammy dropped on him," Brooke said, looking over at Mrs. Harker. "I get it."
Oh, right, movie night!
"Right!" I exclaimed. "You're both down?"
"Totally," Brooke replied, now a little hypnotized by Mrs. Harker herself.
"I'm in," Josie replied. "We gotta get Brooke here properly introduced into some horror movies."
"I know *some* scary movies, I'm not, like, a total virgin," Brooke said.
"You and the word virgin haven't been familiar with each other for a while," Josie quipped.
"Darn tootin'!" Brooke replied gleefully, exchanging another of their trademark secret handshakes.
"But they still scare you?" I asked, trying to steer the conversation back on course.
"Eh, a little. I just need... you know, some work? I'm not a total fraidy-cat, but I watch a lot through my fingers. And a pillow fort, should one be provided," Brooke said.
Josie and I had initially bonded and become friends over our mutual love for horror movies, and knowing this, Brooke said she was willing to dip her toes in and maybe give them a try. I knew she had something of a stomach for it with how readily she jumped in to help out on Halloween, but clearly it was one we needed to develop.
"We'll start you off easy," I said.
"Hellraiser?" Josie suggested.
"A... uh, little easier than that. I was thinking some horror comedies and working our way out from there?" I replied.
Josie rolled her eyes. "Fine, let's go into the shallow end."
"I like the shallow end, it's an easy entry point into any new discipline of study. And in a pool it's way easier to stand in so you can fuck," Brooke replied, squeezing my hand gratefully.
It was a nice moment between Brooke and me, and Josie's wry smile told me that her ribbing Brooke was all in good humor. It was a sweet moment, one that could've lasted forever and left me a very happy man.
The hand slapping a piece of paper down on the table next to me, though, was an intense interruption.
"B-FUCKING-MINUS, BITCHES!" Jess Garza proudly proclaimed. The 18-year-old Latina skater was one of my tutoring subjects, and dressed in her usual hoodie, knit cap and torn jeans, she disguised quite well how surprisingly hot she was. The one thing she didn't disguise, though, was her lack of boundaries, sliding onto the bench next to me.
"B-minus?" I asked. "Nice!"
"B-minus is nice?" Josie asked.
"Fuck yeah, it is!" Jess shot back.
"Like, then, congratulations!" Brooke replied, gently kicking Josie beneath the table.
"Thanks!" Jess exclaimed, playfully punching me in the shoulder. "I owe it to Ryan here. Guy's a miracle worker as a tutor, and if it wasn't for him this history quiz wouldn't have this beautiful B-minus on it!"
"You did the work," I replied.
"Yeah, but you motivated me. And your motivation got me a B-fucking-minus! Now I'm gonna try for even higher before the month's out, and it's gonna happen," Jess replied.
"What happens at the end of the month?" Josie asked, amused. I'd already told her of the arrangement Jess and I had made, but I think she wanted to tease it out of Jess.
"Oh, Ryan didn't tell ya?" Jess proclaimed proudly. "If I get my grades in History up by the end of January, me and him are gonna fuck! And the way I'm goin, I'm gonna get some!"
Proudly, Jess pulled me in and kissed me on the cheek, before jumping out of her seat and running across the cafeteria.
"B-FUCKING-MINUS!" Jess shouted proudly as she ran.
"Jessica, slow down and ease up on the profanity!" one of the lunchroom monitors called after her.
"Why should I do that when I got a B-FUCKING-MINUS! I'M GONNA BE SMARTER, BITCHES!" she shouted, darting out of the room to a fair bit of laughs and cheers.
Looking on at her departure, I said, "I really want to think she's cheering purely for the thrill and satisfaction of academic accomplishment."
"I honestly think some of it was," Josie replied.
"Yeah, but the rest was Ryan's cock," Brooke replied.
"That was my thinking," I replied. "Still, success is success."
"Yup!" Brooke replied perkily.
Looking at both of my girlfriends with a feeling of great love, I couldn't have been happier. Josie Wong, Brooke King and I might have been three of the most different people at Regan Hills High School, but deep down it really felt like we were made for each other.
Damn was I having a good day!
"So," I said, leaning onto the table. "Let's talk movie night..."
***
The rest of the school day wasn't nearly as fun as talking about movie night with my girlfriends, but it was mercifully brief, so it had that going for it. The entire senior class got out of our second-to-last period early to be taken to the auditorium for an assembly about what we were going to do with our lives after we graduated from Regan Hills High School. Since I already had a reasonable idea of what I was going to do, this assembly didn't really interest me terribly much, but hey, I wasn't going to complain about getting out of class early.
Especially when I had such wonderful voices whispering in my ear while we all filed down the hallway toward the auditorium.
"Tell me, Ryan, do you know what you want to do with your life?" she asked.
I smiled. "I've got a fair idea, but not entirely. Isn't that half the adventure?"
"Ah, so the brave acolyte of Odysseus will continue to wander the Mediterranean with knowledge of his one, far-off goal, but will allow the winds and whims of the gods to determine his course until the day he finds his ultimate destination?" she proposed.
"Not quite. I'd use Google Maps to get there sooner, and then figure out what I wanted to do with my life from the comfort of home," I said.
She laughed. "And what of the 108 suitors?"
This gave me pause. "Hadn't thought about them."
"Few do," she replied. "You better think about such obstacles in life, lest you find yourself in a position you can't fuck your way out of."
Once we all stopped in line outside of the auditorium, I turned so I could finally get a good look at Dakota Lewis. The usually icy cheer captain held a wry, amused smile that lit up her face in a way I quite liked. With a tall, lean body dressed in a preppy-chic pearl necklace, sweater and knee-length skirt, her shoulder-length brown hair pulled back by a hairband, she looked like she was ready to run for office. While most people in school were afraid of her, I liked her, and not just because we'd had some pretty crazy sex at the cheerleaders New Year's orgy. She was hands down one of the smartest and most self-aware girls I knew, and once you got through the barriers she put up to be feared and respected, was actually a lot of fun to be around.
Admittedly, our flirtations based around classical texts were unconventional, but we could make it work.
"I'll keep that in mind," I said.
"See that you do. The world is a more interesting place with you in it, Ryan, and I'd hate to see what might happen should you screw anything up and somehow anger Poseidon," Dakota replied. Though there was a distinct tone of joking to her words, I knew that it wasn't all a joke to her either. I'd only put some thought to my future, but with my future creeping up on me on a daily basis, I couldn't turn a blind eye to it.
"Thanks," I said. "Way to make my day more serious."
"Oh, don't tell me that I ruined a good day," Dakota chided.
"Ruined? No," I said.
"But it was definitely negatively affected?" Dakota replied.
"Maybe," I admitted.
"It wasn't my intention," she replied. "I have a difficult time remembering sometimes that not everybody is as precise in their lives as I am. We all must live our lives as we see fit, and enjoy what we can while it's available, for life is not all sunshine and rainbows. Would it make matters simpler if I just told you why I sought you out today?"
Alright, it seemed safe enough to bite. "Why did you come looking for me?"
She leaned in close enough to whisper in my ear. "Because I know that neither of us truly needs the banalities they'll be talking about in there, and I am well and truly horny, and no, this is not just me trying to improve your day. I would like, very much, to escape with you and find a nice, quiet place where the two of us can fuck like crazy and where we can use our considerable skills and sexual compatibility to give me at least two screaming orgasms and you to fill me with cum wherever you please. Does it sound like something you would enjoy doing?"
This wasn't one of those questions that required a lot of debate. "Yes. Got any nice, quiet place in mind?"



Dakota grinned devilishly. "As a matter of fact, I do."
***
Dakota swung the door to the little theatre open, peering inside and, once content that it was empty, pulled me in afterward and locked the door behind her. It was a small, dimly-lit 99 seat theatre with a small, brightly-lit stage cluttered with bits of furniture and props. Only a short jog from the main auditorium (and an easy escape with how many people were there), it was a room I wasn't terribly familiar with. I knew our school's drama department used it for plays that were too small or weird to put on the main stage, but hadn't been to any of those shows myself, well, because the drama kids kinda weirded me out a little. They kinda weirded most kids at school out a little. They were intense, and oddballs among oddballs, and had a sort of cult-like following under Mrs. Harker because she actually had some acting credits under her name a while back and they thought she could get them into the business.
I had nothing against the drama kids, but knew well enough to give them their distance. So, yes, it was a little unsettling to be in one of their chief domains.
A kiss from Dakota Lewis has a way of fixing that, though. With her tight cheerleader's body, C-cup tits and firm butt, she could get pretty much any guy to do anything, I wagered.
"Why'd you pick in here?" I asked, a little better off than I was before, but still feeling a little strange for being here.
"Why not? I'm horny, and it's closer than any of the most easily broken into classrooms, it has a lock, and I know it well. Come on, there should be something comfortable on that stage to fuck upon," Dakota said, kissing me again and leading me down the rows of seats toward the stage.
That answered some of my questions, but not all of them. "You've spent time in here?"
"I hooked up with a guy in stage tech a few times earlier this year; he could barely handle me, but he had a cute butt and could talk dirty in Latin, so I gave him a pass until I bored of him. Feel free to get naked whenever you want," Dakota replied, taking a step up onto the stage and dropping her backpack on the floor.
I followed her lead, jumping up and taking off my backpack. Though the stage was positively cluttered with more props and old pieces of furniture than I could count, there was a reasonably clean-looking loveseat that looked like it'd do.
"So, a guy who's good with his tongue isn't good enough for you?" I said as I stripped down, piling my clothes and shoes in a small stack at the front edge of the stage. I had to admit, with the stage lights on it was a disorienting position to be in. I could see the stage and Dakota well, but I couldn't see the audience for the life of me. I was just glad that Dakota had locked up behind us.
I was now naked before her, but Dakota seemed to take some great amusement at being dressed. If I didn't know her better, I'd say I was on the receiving end of a pretty twisted prank, but the way she came for me, I knew she was telling the truth about being turned on.
"He was a master of a dead tongue, when I much prefer a live one," Dakota purred, reaching beneath her skirt and dropping her black panties to the floor. I was hoping to see more of her than this, but at the same time enjoying how naughty she looked lusting after me in her preppy clothes. She played with the hem of her skirt, teasing, pulling it up slightly to show me an extra hint of leg without getting too close to showing me her pussy.
"So, that's what you want?" I said, sitting down on the love seat.
"It's a fine start, but you know me; that's *only* a start," Dakota replied.
"I agree," I said, reaching out to pull her in closer. Even from here, even with her skirt on, I could smell her sex. Dakota definitely wasn't lying about how horny she was, and with all ten inches of my thick cock standing at attention, I'd have been more than happy to help her with her state.
Dakota stepped away from me, though, my fingers lightly grazing her skirt but not getting any purchase. I growled in frustration and want, but she merely smiled.
"Relax, Ryan; you'll be feasting upon my delicious and well-educated cunt momentarily. I was curious, however, to try something a little different..." she said, stepping slightly away.
"Oh?" I asked.
"Oh, yes," she replied, turning around, with her back facing me. "I know that our time together was hot, but limited, and I wanted to show you that I am every bit as flexible as the other girls in the squad, and in some ways possibly a little more."
"It sounds like you're getting ready to show off," I challenged.
"I am," she said, arching her back into a perfect bridge with her hands flat on the floor, then kicking off the ground until she was in a handstand facing me. Quite naturally, this caused her skirt to fall up around her stomach, revealing her pussy and its dark, thick bush in all its glory to me. Readjusting slightly, she took a step closer to me on her hands, and then spread her legs in an expert center split. Her sex was displayed for me lewdly, almost perfectly served up on a platter for my hungry mouth.
"That's definitely showing off," I said.
"I told you," Dakota replied. "Now, I can hold this for a while, but not forever. I would like to quite urgently request that you start eating my fucking pussy, right now."
"Oh, yeah, of course," I said, wrapping my arms around her waist, hopefully helping her support some of her weight as I leaned in and began eating her pussy.
"Mmmm, fuck yeah," she moaned. "I've been needing that today. I've been needing that for a while. I love dominating, I do, but sometimes it's just... better, to cut loose and be crazy."
This was definitely crazy, I gave her that. I've had some creative sex with some flexible women (some of the positions I'd managed with Brooke, Sarah and Cleo still haunted my dreams rather deliciously), but this one was entirely new to me. I didn't know how she had the upper body strength to keep this up, nor if she would be able to for much longer, but I didn't care. She'd let me know when she was done, and I was going to give her the pussy eating she craved.
Thankfully, I knew Dakota's pussy quite well after our days of debauchery at New Year's, and was adept at bringing her both to and past the edge quickly. With a little extra attention to her clit, and a finger slid up her ass, I soon had her shaking and crying out in orgasm. I felt her arms start to buckle and gripped her tighter, leaning back onto the love seat so she wouldn't crack her head on the floor. I held on for dear life as she quivered and shook against me, and then she began laughing.
"Okay, that was definitely interesting, but dangerous. I probably should not do that again anytime soon," Dakota said, disentangling herself from me and sitting next to me. Her face was flush and her hair was a mess, but damn if she didn't look completely satisfied.
"If you're going to do it, do it with Cleo; she's got the muscle," I joked.
Dakota laughed, massaging her temples and flexing her wrists after the long handstand. "That she does. So... would you like a blowjob?"
"I won't say no," I replied. "But I was hoping to fuck you before we finished here.
"Nothing says we can't do both," Dakota said, pushing me against the seat and leaning over. She teasingly licked the underside of my cock, running her tongue around the head and spreading my precum freely. Dakota stretched her lips, wrapping them around the head of my cock and slowly taking my length into her.
I hissed, savoring the feel of her mouth. Fuck, I hadn't made enough time to be with Dakota. She was that perfect mix of prim and proper, a preppy-looking bitch, and an absolute sex freak. She may not have had the same level of assets as a lot of the girls on the team, but with a mind and confidence like hers, she didn't need anything else to be one of the sexiest girls on the cheer squad.
I wanted her. Fuck, I needed her. I needed to cum after the day I'd had, and I needed to cum bad. I was expecting that to happen from my evening with Brooke and Josie, but if Dakota wanted to claim my cum first, she could have it. She sucked me with gusto, seemingly enjoying my reactions almost as much as the fact that she was almost fully clothed while I was quite naked. While I loved seeing Dakota in the nude, I was enjoying the blowjob too much to want to change anything.
"Oh fuck... you're good at sucking cock," I groaned.
"I know," Dakota replied, before quickly deepthroating me.
"You know a lot," I said with admiration, running my hands through her soft hair as she bobbed up and down on my cock.
"I do," Dakota said when she came up for air, "but so do you. I wouldn't be doing this with you if you hadn't a brain, even with your endowments. If I only wanted those, I'd have gone with as much of the football team as everyone claims I have."
Taking that in, I smiled with pride and said, "Thanks."
Slurping at the head of my cock, she gave it one nice kiss and said, "You're welcome. Shall we?"
"Yes," I replied instantly. "We shall."
"Good," she said, climbing up onto the seat next to me and getting on her hands and knees. Dakota explained, "I can't do anything too messy, not when I must meet some of the other girls later and play the leader they respect and fear, but I could definitely use some cock."
"Well, thankfully I've got more than some," I said, smiling as I knelt behind her. I flipped her skirt up over her impressive and bare ass, lined up my cock with her pussy lips and pressed inside, feeling the familiar part of her sex as I slid inside.
"That you most definitely... DO!" Dakota squealed as I bottomed out inside of her with one quick, firm thrust. Groaning, she added, "You caught me by surprise. That won't happen again."
"Awww, but where's the fun if I can't surprise you every once in a while?" I said, beginning to thrust in and out of her in earnest.
"It would be non-existent... fuck yeah, keep it up like that... but some of your surprises can be a bit more... inconvenient... than others," Dakota said.
"Oh?" I asked, savoring the way her pussy tightly gripped my cock. I was horny, grabbing her hips and starting to build up a pretty swift rhythm, and thankfully Dakota didn't mind a good hard fuck in the slightest.
"Mmmm... you make it hard to talk sometimes... but never too hard... fuckfuckfuck..." Dakota whined, shaking her head and turning to look back at me. "Good surprises... being this amazing at sex... slamming it home in one thrust... inconvenient surprises... what you've done to Brooke this year..."
"And what have I done to Brooke?" I asked, spanking her swiftly while I thrust into her. I knew Dakota liked things rough and enjoyed her ass, so I thought it would get her nice and hot. The way she cooed, I knew I'd done the right thing.
"You've made her happy... and I'm happy she's happy... but Brooke's never had a steady boyfriend before... anytime she was with a guy... oh fuck... she'd gladly drop anything when I called... but now that you've entered her life, the team's not her biggest priority... I'm not complaining because I adore Brooke and am truly happy she's happy... it's just... inconvenient for me..." Dakota groaned as I fucked her.
I smiled with no small amount of pride. Dakota was one of the proudest people I knew, and few people could put her in a position like this. She was no tyrant, much as she wanted everyone to think she was, but she did love her control. That Brooke and I falling in love could disrupt things this much for her, well, it was the kind of small thrill I could have a little power trip over.
I smacked Dakota's ass again before grabbing her hips, fucking her even harder.
"Awww, you're just jealous that she's getting this cock all the time and you aren't?" I growled, leaning over to grab one of her bouncing tits through her top.
"A little... but you're making it very hard to lead the team when you've got most of them all hot and bothered and more than one of my girls all googly-eyed for you. We've still gotta train, cheer, and compete, and all that, you know, and distractions like you are... inconvenient..." Dakota moaned, dropping her head. Her body was tensing with another orgasm, which made things a lot easier for me with how close I was.
Smiling, I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her up to me. I knelt behind her, fucking in and out of her tight cunt as best I could from this angle, squeezing her tits and whispering into her ear, "Well, then it's my pleasure to be your... inconvenience."
At that word, I reached between her legs and gently squeezed her clit. This set Dakota off, cumming once again with a cry, her entire body shuddering and quaking against mine. I could only fuck her so hard when her pussy squeezed me as exquisitely as it did here, and after Brianna this morning I was nice and ready for a good cum. Overwhelmed by the pleasure, I started firing off inside of her, a full day of fun and teasing and looking at sexy teachers from across the cafeteria just hitting me at once and emptying inside of our school's tight-bodied cheer captain.
We rode this out together, me thrusting into Dakota with increasingly slower pumps while she shook and went slack, her face dropping down into the seat as she groaned and rode it out.
Tired and satisfied, I pulled out of Dakota and sat next to her and, well, this is about where I should have realized how packed the stage was, as my foot collided with a tall, standing lamp. The lamp fell over, and though I couldn't see it, I could hear the domino effect as one after another it hit things on the stage, knocking them over one at a time until seemingly most of the items that had been stored here had fallen over.
In the shockingly loud silence that followed, Dakota sat up. The two of us looked at each other, then burst out laughing. Yeah, we'd have to get out of here soon in case anyone heard, but when what we'd done had felt so good, we could take a moment to enjoy ourselves.
***
The one downside of basking in the afterglow of amazing sex is that it is very possible to bask for too long. Now, I've mostly avoided any major consequences in life from basking a little too long, but sometimes it has led to its close calls. And its closer-than-close calls. It's a bad habit, I know, but sometimes when you have good sex and are coming down from that orgasm high, you just want to kick back for a moment and enjoy it.
At times like this, I recommend checking your surroundings first and remembering whether or not you're in a public school during school hours.
After a brief moment of making out after we'd had our fun and knocked over half the stage, Dakota made a quick exit to meet up with some of the squad, walking with a nice sway in her steps that showed off her ass nicely on her way out. I stayed sitting in the love seat, enjoying a good bask under the lights and happy to have had a very, very nice encounter with a girl whose company I enjoyed. I closed my eyes, stretching out and feeling oh so comfortable...
For a few seconds, anyway. Then I heard keys at the little theater's front door. I panicked, hoping for a moment that it was Dakota, but no, I'd already heard her leave.
Someone was coming in.
I hopped to my feet faster than I'd ever hopped to my feet, jumping over various bits of furniture and other things we'd knocked over before darting for the edge of the stage where I'd left my backpack and clothes.
Fuck.
Had Dakota taken them? No, I saw everything she'd done. Maybe she was setting me up for a prank and had a friend sneak in and take my stuff? It wasn't impossible, but it was unlikely; I didn't know Dakota well, but I knew she wasn't the kind of person to do that. Had they fallen over the edge, knocked over by something I'd knocked over? I couldn't see for the lights in my eyes, but that seemed very possible.
I heard the door click as it began to open.
"Fuck," I said, darting to the side of the stage. Acting on pure instinct, I hopped over and dodged through various obstacles toward the first door I saw. It looked like a closet, the kind of place I could hide away in easily and wait for this to pass. Hopefully, it was unlocked.
Wrapping my hand around the knob, I found it was and threw myself inside the darkened room, closing the door behind me.
I fumbled around, reaching for a light switch and illuminated a small, cramped office. There was a desk and a couch against the wall, and some racks of costumes and props, and no other doors that I could see. This could be worse, so long as whoever it was wasn't coming directly here, I could wait them out and then go about finding my clothes. I waited a moment, listening, hearing heeled shoes clicking on their way...
"Fuck!" I exclaimed in a harsh whisper, desperately looking for somewhere I could hide in this room. The only real options were behind the costume racks, and I actually managed a good, frightened leap toward them before the door opened.
"Well, well, well, has Christmas come early this year?" a low, husky voice said.
My hands darted to cover my now soft cock. At my size, this wasn't the easiest task, but I did somehow pull it off.
"Hi... Mrs. Harker," I said, keeping my body half-turned to neither show her my ass or my crotch. I couldn't meet her eye, not like this, not with this level of embarrassment.
"Hello, Mr. Collins. Are you the one who destroyed my stage?" she asked, her voice somehow stern and amused at the same time.
What the fuck do you say when you're stuck in a position like this, naked in the office of an unbearably hot teacher you barely know with your hands full of cock that still had the head cheerleader's pussy juice on it?
"This isn't what it looks like," I said.
This was not the thing to say in a moment like this.
"It isn't, is it? Then what, pray-tell, is it then, Mr. Collins? Because it's not every day I come in and discover half my stage knocked over. It's not every day I've found a naked young man hiding in my office. Were you someone else, I might have handed your ass to you and called security by now, but you and I share certain friends that I've no interest in angering, so we're left with something of a unique situation," she said.
"I... I... I..." I stammered, watching my academic life flashing before my eyes and imagining it all falling apart in this instance. I knew that Mrs. Lynn had told Mrs. Harker about us, and I got the feeling she was interested in me, but suddenly appearing like this in her office, well, that was very easy to read as an uninvited come-on and I didn't want that kind of trouble.
"You what, Mr. Collins? Please, get out of that costume rack and face me. Look me in the eye when you're talking to me," Mrs. Harker ordered.
Sighing nervously, I did as she said, stepping before her and looking over her. She still wore the same tight, stunning purple sweater and black skirt that showed off her incredible curves, but her face, gorgeous that it was, was that of a strict and unhappy disciplinarian. She tapped one of her heels on the ground expectantly, forcing me to look down.
In its perhaps greatest moment of betrayal, I could feel my cock growing behind my hands.
Not now, please...
"Did you honestly think, Mr. Collins, that you could just show up in my office unannounced after wrecking my stage, naked and... what, have your way with me? I don't have the most precise window into the mind of a teenage boy, but I must admit that that's certainly what it looks like here. And I'd heard such good things about you..." Mrs. Harker said sternly.
"It's not that," I said, looking away. "When I said it wasn't what it looked like, this is exactly what I meant! I swear! I was..."
"Yes?" Mrs. Harker said.
Fine, the truth, then. I took a breath, "Well..."



I told her a short version of what had happened between Dakota and me, leaving out Dakota's name and the exact nature of what I'd done. Mrs. Harker nodded quietly, but gave no indication of where she stood on this matter until I finished.
"That would explain your effects at the base of the stage," she said quietly.
"So, they did fall?" I asked, relieved that none of my stuff had been stolen.
"That's correct," she said appraisingly. "I gathered them and put them aside, in case they were lost. I guess now they're found."
"Thank you," I said, my eyes drifting away from her as my cock swelled even further in my hands.
"You're not looking at me, Mr. Collins," she said.
"I'm not?" I replied, lamely.
"You're not and you know it. What's the matter? Spit it out," she demanded.
"I've just... I'm trying not to embarrass myself even further here, and it's really har... *difficult*, right now, and it's easier if I don't look at you, okay?" I said quickly, hoping that would be enough.
It wasn't, of course. Mrs. Harker had a reputation for being something of a force of nature with her drama students, and it wasn't any different with me. Probably even worse, since I wasn't one of her students.
"You can't even have a brief conversation with me without... sprouting?" Mrs. Harker asked, her voice implying a raised eyebrow that I dared not look at.
Silently, I nodded.
"And you just had fun with another girl, and it's already happening again," she said, sounding more impressed than angry. Silently, I nodded again. She considered this. "Take a seat, Ryan. I'd like to talk with you."
"Do I have to?" I asked.
"No. If I had fewer scruples, I'd have no problem holding you here and enjoying your discomfort to its maximum extent, but that's not how I play. Your effects are just outside the door, and if you wish to dress and leave, they're right there. If, however, you are game for a friendly conversation, as Brenda indicated you might be, I would greatly appreciate a word with you," Mrs. Harker said.
I thought about this for a moment, still nervous and more than fairly embarrassed by the whole situation, but even with her stern voice, there was a hint of kindness to it that I couldn't ignore.
After a brief pause, she looked up at me with much less harsh eyes and added, "Please?"
I was still naked, but her asking as nicely as she could had a way of overriding some of my more typical instincts and common sense. Hands still covering my disobedient, but thankfully not fully hard cock, I sat down on one side of her couch.
While I might have expected her to take a seat at her desk, I wasn't surprised when she took a seat on the couch next to me. She was respectful enough to leave a gap between the two of us so I wouldn't be too uncomfortable. It didn't help the cock situation, but it didn't make it as bad as I might have been. What did guys normally do to take care of this, think of baseball? I didn't know shit about baseball. I could've tried focusing on something other than Mrs. Harker, but when she kept demanding I look her in the eye...
This would be a challenge.
"I understand why we've never had a moment to talk before; you hardly travel in the drama students' circle, but when you've been working your way so handily through my book club friends, I have a difficult time understanding why you haven't tried to talk to me sooner, Mr. Collins," she said sternly, pursing her deep red lips.
So, we were talking about this directly now. Fuck. Also great, but also, fuck.
"It's, uh, not like that, Mrs. Harker, honestly," I said, trying to funnel as much willpower as anyone ever had into making sure my cock stayed down.
"It isn't? Then what is it like? Don't get me wrong, I know that Brenda, Janelle and Lauren are all gorgeous and very capable women, but let's face it: none of them have quite my assets, do they?" Mrs. Harker asked, leaning slightly to give me a slightly better view of her clothed tits. Was I imagining it, or were her nipples hard beneath her blouse?
This wasn't helping my current predicament. Her eyes didn't look downward, but I trust she knew what was going on, and the slight curl at the corner of her lips had the playful edge of a cat toying with its prey.
"It's... those others just sort of happened... I'm not going around on the hunt or anything for teachers and moms, I've just kind of, you know, been going with the flow," I defended, my breathing a little more ragged for my containment efforts.
"Oh, don't sell yourself so short. I've heard you've had quite the eventful year, and I can see why. Remove your clothes and you transform from shy nerd to capable-looking young man, and from what I've heard you're more than capable *looking*. You've had more sexual experience this past year than most men have in a lifetime, and you still have a sense of modesty," she stated.
I couldn't keep looking at her like this, darting my eyes across the room.
"Ryan, I told you to look at me while we're talking," she said.
"It's..." I started, really trying to avoid the word 'hard', "...difficult."
"Watching me doesn't seem that *difficult* for you usually," she said confidently.
Oops. I said, "You've seen me look at you?"
"Oh, please, Ryan; I would be offended if you weren't looking at me. I was an early bloomer; I'm used to people looking at me. At first, I hated it; boys and girls were cruel as they can be to those who develop early, but as I grew older and wiser, I realized the power that could come with it. I grew to enjoy the attention, and how much control I could have over who could look, and who could touch. That's what first brought me to acting, and when that went nowhere, to teaching. Do you know what a joy it is to wander the halls of a high school and being eyed like a goddess when only a decade ago those same sorts of boys and girls called me a slut and a whore?" Mrs. Harker said confidently.
"Uh..." I said, first thinking I couldn't have anything in common with her particular issues before realizing, yeah, I knew something of what she was saying. I didn't know what it was like to be a busty young woman, but I did know that new feeling of power after feeling powerless quite well.
"Actually, a little. Not entirely, but a little," I said.
"Good. Because I like being seen. Especially after my pregnancy; I was dealing with a G-cup before, but these monsters are practically exploding now," she said, turning in profile to me to better give me a view of what she was rocking. Yeah, they were impressive, and yeah, her nipples were definitely hard.
This was definitely a surreal conversation, but one I was willing to see through. It didn't stop me from trying to cover my cock, but I was definitely less nervous. Still stumbling over my words because I was talking about sex with Mrs. Harker, but definitely less nervous.
I stumbled, "How... uh...?"
"J-cup. If you're wondering. My lower back will hate me when I'm an old woman and these are sagging to my knees, but for now, I will enjoy every moment of joy these magnificent tits bring me, infrequent as that may be in practice," she said.
I glanced down at her wedding ring, and remembered something I overheard her saying in the library the other day. "Let me guess... your husband isn't being very attentive?"
"A good guess," Mrs. Harker replied, her lips curling into a smile.
Rather than admit that I'd accidentally eavesdropped on her, I replied, "From my experience, husbands in this town can be quite foolish when it comes to the most beautiful women."
"Well, your experience isn't far from correct. He's barely touched me ever since our baby was born last year, and not for a lack of my trying on my part. I've had to find my outlets, the book club among them, but I've been aching for the touch of some nice, thick cock, and since I can see Brenda told the truth... I believe that you and me might be able to come to an arrangement," she said.
The battle to conceal my cock was, at this point, completely lost. My hands may still have held in place by habit, but what I was packing was fairly plain to see at this point.
"What kind of arrangement did you have in mind?" I asked, confident I knew exactly what kind of arrangement she was talking about.
I was mostly right. Mrs. Harker said, "I need some cock like you wouldn't believe..."
To say this raised my hopes would be an understatement. Then she finished, "...but more than that... I need a pet."
This was far from the word I was expecting. Confused, and maybe a little alarmed, I replied, "A, uh, pet? What do you mean by a pet? Like with a leash and a collar and... I mean, I'm not one to kink-shame, it's just, I've never..."
She laughed. "Nothing like that, not unless you're really bad and force the matter. No, what I need is, well... maybe more of an errand boy, if that term suits better. I occasionally have need of some outside assistance to get tasks done and grease the wheels, and all of my drama students are too far up their own asses to ever get things done; talented, certainly, but quite focused. Meanwhile, I've heard that it was your wheeling and dealing that led you and the Puma Press to beat my drama club at the Halloween Scream this year. Help me out from time to time, submit to me and fulfill my needs when I need you like a good boy, and you will have access to this body that so many have lusted after and few have ever had. Tell me... what do you think of that?" Mrs. Harker asked.
Now, crazy as it sounds, I actually had a slight moment of pause. I'd signed on to a lot of commitments this year, and one more would stretch my time immensely. On the other hand, this was Mrs. Harker, so that pause was easily less than a second.
"YES!" I exclaimed, definitely too loud.
"Oh, I like your enthusiasm, Mr. Collins. What fun we'll have," she said, eying me up and down. "Now, remove your hands from your cock and show me what we're working with."
This wasn't a request; it was a demand. Still a little hesitant, I did as she commanded, slowly pulling my hands from my cock. It had already thoroughly betrayed all my efforts, standing tall and proud, already with a bead of precum on the tip.
"That's... not bad," Mrs. Harker admitted, looking me up and down appraisingly. "Stand up, in front of me."
I did, standing awkwardly before her as she stayed seated on the couch, looking me over but saying nothing. "Tell me, Mr. Collins, would you like me to touch your cock?"
"Yes," I admitted, more than a little meek.
"In due time," she said. "Before I touch you, I want you to touch yourself. Stroke yourself for me, Mr. Collins, jack that cock and we'll see when I touch you."
It was strange, standing naked in front of this fully clothed, stacked teacher and jacking off, but I was too far past the point of no return at this point. So, I took myself in my hand, spreading the precum over the head of my cock, and slowly began to jack off.
Mrs. Harker nodded slightly, approvingly. "Tell me, Mr. Collins, you've touched yourself thinking about these tits, haven't you?"
"Yes," I admitted, jacking myself a little more intensely.
Again, she gave a slight nod, a slight curl of her lips into a smile. She slowly reached up her blouse and undid the top button, giving me more of a look at her creamy skin. Mrs. Harker said, "You've fantasized about what would happen if the two of us were ever alone together, haven't you?"
"Yes," I said, jacking a little faster once she undid another button on her blouse. I could now see a fair bit of her epic cleavage in the gap of her blouse, the swell of her pale and enormous tits intoxicating to me.
"What *precisely* have you fantasized about, Mr. Collins? And I want details. Tell me what you've thought of doing with me while you touch yourself," Mrs. Harker said sternly, crossing her hands in her lap tauntingly, letting me know I wouldn't see any more of her if I wasn't completely honest.
"I've thought about your tits..." I said, groaning softly.
"Ha! Who hasn't? I asked for details, Mr. Collins, not feature," Mrs. Harker replied.
I added, "I've thought about squeezing them. Licking them. Sucking them. Running my tongue over your nipples and making them hard, making you moan..."
She shifted in her seat, a faint pleased look crossing her face. "Come now, Ryan, are you sure that's all you've thought about? You've never thought about sliding your cock between these tits? Squeezing my tits around you and fucking them until you exploded all over my creamy flesh and face?"
I groaned. The precum was flowing, making it too easy to move my hand faster. "I've... definitely imagined that."
"Who wouldn't? My tits are epic, and magnificent, and deserve the proper worship like that. I'm quite familiar with my tits, though. What else have you imagined doing with me?" she pushed, pursing her full lips together.
Though right now I was wondering what those lips would feel like wrapped around my cock, and how it would feel to have her throat massage the head, my next answer didn't follow this path. "Your ass. You've got an amazing ass."
"I do have an amazing ass, and it does love to be treated well. So, you like big asses then, don't you?" Mrs. Harker asked.
"Obviously," I replied, trying to keep a respectable rhythm without forcing myself over the edge. It would have been so easy to cum so soon, but I did not want to disappoint her or ruin this unique opportunity. "I want to bend you over and worship your ass with my mouth, squeezing and kissing it, spreading the cheeks and licking your tight hole, maybe even fucking it if you deem me worthy."
Again, she laughed. "If I deem you worthy? Oh, I like that wording. We're going to have so much fun... and it's been a while since my ass was properly worshipped. Many men have tried in the past, my husband included, but none could handle me. Do you honestly think you could handle my ass? Fuck, do you think you could handle *me*?"
Honestly, I answered, "I don't know, but I want to try if you'd allow me."
Mrs. Harker raised a hand to her chin, stroking it with one of her long fingers thoughtfully. She then grazed the finger beneath her lips, smiling at me wolfishly.
"Let's see if you pass your audition first. Stop stroking yourself and get down on your knees, pet," she demanded, spreading her legs and raising her skirt slightly. Getting to see more of her stocking-clad legs was enough to get me even harder, but the promise of what was soon to come had my mouth water.
I licked my lips and got down on my knees, crawling between her legs. She inched her skirt higher and higher as I approached, revealing some lacy black panties beneath her skirt. Between this and her stockings, it seemed that Mrs. Harker had a taste for some nice lingerie, which I wasn't going to complain about for a second.
"Your reputation precedes you when it comes to your cunnilingus skills, pet, and I want you to prove that for me. Eat my pussy, make me cum, and we'll see what you're ready for," Mrs. Harker said, reaching down between her thighs and pulling the crotch of her panties aside. She had a nice, full, dark bush, and full pussy lips that glistened with arousal. I was a foot away and I could smell her musky sex, spurring me on to get closer.
"Eat me... fucking eat me out... make me cum, pet," Mrs. Harker ordered, looking down at me over the mountainous peaks of her breasts.
If this was an audition, I meant to pass it with flying colors, so you can bet your ass I dove in enthusiastically. My tongue eagerly lapped at her warm, moist folds, running up and down to find where she was most sensitive before I closed my lips over her engorged clit. I suckled at her warm button, running my tongue over it in quick, firm circles that soon had her moaning. She squeezed her thighs around my head, running her hands through my hair.
"Ooh, that's a good pet, I'm not going to have to train you much, am I? You're already nice and housebroken. Too many guys think they know how to please a woman, but they don't... mmm, fuck... my husband is useless at this... he's nice, he was good enough to knock me up when he had to, but he can't handle me, can't fuck me like I need to be fucked... but you can, can't you... yes, like that..." Mrs. Harker groaned as I continued to eat her out.
Her taste was intoxicating, and her dirty talk spurred me on to greater heights, eating her more vigorously and bringing my fingers into the mix, sliding two into her pussy that I thrust in and out of her while I pleasured her lips with my mouth and tongue.
"Oh, that's it, fuck, eat that fucking pussy, like that, right there... fuck yes... you're not a boy, not yet a man, but you're good... they were right... you're better than all the other pussy men out there who think they know what they're doing but couldn't get a woman off without directions... fuck that mouth is nice, like that, keep going, keep going... gonna make me cum... gonna make me cum better than any of the other asshole men out there who thought they could... none of them could handle me, but you just might, you just... fuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuCKFUCKFUCK YEESSSSSSSSSSSSS, I'M CUMMING, I'M CUMMING IN YOUR MOUTH, DRINK IT ALL UP LIKE ALL THOSE OTHER ASSHOLES COULDN'T, FUCKING PET!" Mrs. Harker shouted as she came, hard.
She came like a fucking waterfall, and I drank it up as quickly as I could. With her hands forcing my face into her cunt and her legs squeezing around me, this was easier said than done, forcing a fair amount of her juices all over my face, my chin, and running down my neck, but I drank her intoxicating nectar and continued lapping at and fingering her pussy until her body relaxed, and she came down.
"Such a good pet... such a good, hungry pet," she said, running her fingers through my hair and smiling at me with that drunken look so many women get after a good, hard cum. "Are you still hungry, pet?"
Smiling up at her, I nodded.
Mrs. Harker smiled back. "Good. Because so am I. Be gentle at first, and make me cum again even better this time, or there will be consequences, and you don't want to fuck with me. Understood, pet?"
Again, I nodded. "I wouldn't dream of it."
While I may have been hungry, and she lusty when I first dove in, this time I took it slow, not wanting to overwhelm her as I slowly ate her out. She groaned, slowly running her fingers through my hair as I continued to pleasure her pussy.
"Ooooooooooh, fuck... it's so good. You make it seem easy, and it should be, but not enough care. I have to beg my husband to eat my pussy, as if this body should need to beg, and he'll just do the barest minimum. He'll get me close, but then he'll just ask if he can fuck me like he's asking if we're there yet on a car trip. It's fucking pitiful," she groaned, gently squeezing my head with her thighs.
From my experience, it sounded like there were a lot of shit husbands in Regan Hills, and though I couldn't explain how they all got and stayed with as many unbelievably hot wives as they seemed to have, I had no problem helping make up the difference. That being said, it also helped me understand that I didn't want to be the kind of husband who'd let a wife like that go.
I kept eating Mrs. Harker's pussy, building in speed and intensity as it felt like she was becoming more accustomed to my mouth this second time. I took my time this time, not caring that school was letting out and that I should be heading home in the near future, thoroughly lost in fucking Mrs. Harker with my mouth. When she came again, she came with a cry, her body going rigid and shaking as another flow of her sweet nectar gushed into my mouth. I was becoming quite accustomed to her taste, savoring it and drinking it down as if it were the finest of wines, only slowing when she pushed my head away.




I ended with a kiss to her pussy lips, looking up at her expectantly and hoping that I'd been a good pet for her.
"That was... you did well," Mrs. Harker said, straightening herself out and trying to sit up straight on the couch, difficult as it was. She patted the seat next to her and said, "Now, sit with me."
I did, because I wasn't stupid.
"Now... Mr. Collins, you lived up to the hype rather exceptionally, I'll say that. More than exceptionally, if I'm to be honest. Exceptionally enough that I feel you've earned a certain reward. Do you feel that you've earned a reward?" Mrs. Harker asked.
"If you think I have," I replied.
"Such a good pet," she said, smiling, wrapping an arm around me and pulling me in close for a kiss. Her lips were just as full and soft as I'd have hoped, and she was a good kisser, very enthusiastic, and as hungry to taste herself on me as I was in making out with her. We kissed like this for a little while, unmindful of one of us being a basically fully clothed teacher and the other a completely naked student, having a good time feeling each other.
Ending the kiss, Mrs. Harker said, "That was only the appetizer. I think it's about time you had the main course."
Before I could ask what that was, she pulled open the rest of her blouse dramatically, spilling her massive tits out before my eyes. For all intents and purposes, she was wearing a bra, but it was the type of bra I'd learned was called a shelf bra, in that it only really supported her tits without really covering them up. Somehow, I wasn't surprised at all that she wore some risqué lingerie beneath her conservative clothes; it seemed to fit how things went around here.
Mrs. Harker's breasts were bigger than anything I'd ever seen, creamy and pale and beautifully round. Her areolas were pale pink and about the size of the palm of my hand, with perfectly suckable, bullet-shaped nipples sticking out.
"Well, what are you waiting for? Take your reward and fucking worship my tits, pet!" Mrs. Harker demanded, the kindness in our kissing completely gone as she took her dominant tone again. It was a little harsh, but it made my cock twitch.
And those tits... my god.
It took a lot to completely hypnotize me, but seeing these massive tits up close for the first time had a way of doing that. I was frozen in anticipation, in overstimulated desire. I couldn't do anything because I wanted to do everything.
Mrs. Harker snapped her fingers at me. "Mr. Collins?"
That snapped me out of it. My hands dove forward almost on their own, grabbing Mrs. Harker's amazing tits and squeezing. They were so soft, so full and heavy, and so fucking huge. No one was touching my cock, but even still it felt stimulated for the simple act of groping her boobs. I rolled her nipples under my thumbs, loving how it made her groan pleasurably.
Before she could command me to use my mouth, I leaned in and took a nipple in my mouth, suckling and licking at it, teasing it gently with my teeth while I continued to worship them with my hands. I looked up at her expectantly, hoping that she was enjoying what I was doing, and thoroughly enjoying how she looked down at me.
"Mmm, such a good boy... you don't need to be told how to treat a lady, do you? You don't need an instruction manual or correction, you just know right where to go and what to do..." she purred, stroking my hair with her hands.
I didn't answer her, but instead leaned further so I could focus on suckling at her other tit, savoring her groans. She shuddered and quaked under my mouth's efforts; she must have been very sensitive. Experimentally, I dropped one of my hands between her thighs, beneath her skirt. She parted her thighs for me slightly, enough that I could reach in underneath her soaked, utterly ruined panties and once again please her hot, dripping sex.
"Oh FUCK! Keep going, fuck, my nipples are so sensitive, so hard, keep going, keep making me feel good, keep doing that... please..." Mrs. Harker groaned, dropping her head back as she held my face to her massive tits.
I was practically smothered by them at this point, but I didn't care one bit; if I had to be smothered to death by the biggest tits I'd ever seen, well, I could think of worse ways to go out. I fingered her harder, in time with my worship of her tits, playing her as I would a musical instrument. Her groans and moans were my notes, the way her body responded to my touch, to my mouth, my guide for where to go next.
I couldn't tell you how long I was there, lost in her tits, but I didn't care. Stuck in the pillowy pale softness of her mammoth breasts, suckling on her nipples with my fingers buried deep in her cunt, I was well and close to heaven I'd say. We could have kept this going on for quite a while I wagered, and when she finally came again, shaking harder and jerking heavily against the couch as she cried out and gushed on my hand, I felt proud that I had pleased her so well.
"Oh fuck... oh you motherfucker..." she groaned, then laughing. "Literally. Fuck. Haven't done that with a man since... fuck I need to have a talk with my husband, make him fucking man up and do what he's supposed to do instead of treating me like a fragile piece of glass that'll break if he even looks at me..."
Hungrily, she looked down at my cock, then added, "Until he does, though, I'll make my own fun. Yes. That's much better."
On wobbly legs, she stood up before me and pulled off her juice-stained skirt, revealing her massive, curvy ass to me, then turned back to face me as she slipped her panties to the floor.
"I'll have you know that that skirt and panties weren't cheap. And you made me make a nice fucking mess all over them. If you weren't so good at making me cum, I'd fucking bend you over my knee and punish that ass like there was no tomorrow," Mrs. Harker said, standing before me in near-naked glory. Though she still wore her blouse and bra, the blouse was wide open and her tits beautifully displayed. A fancy garter belt held up her stockings, and her heels gave her a nice extra bit of height and stuck her ass out.
"But I have been good, haven't I? I've made you cum rather exceptionally, it seems, haven't I, Mrs. Harker?" I asked, keeping my voice demure and playing the game she wanted to play.
"You have. But let's cut the crap, and get down to it. I am in desperate need of some serious cock, and if my sweet but weak husband isn't willing to give it to me, then I'll find someone who will. What do you say, Mr. Collins? Are you ready for your married teacher to bury your magnificent cock in her top-shelf cunt and have her ride you until you fill her exceptional slit deep with your thick, young cum?" Mrs. Harker purred, crossing her arms under her tits and giving them a slight lift.
Do I really have to illustrate how easy it was to answer her?
I nodded. Mrs. Harker smirked.
Cocky, she walked up to me, kneeling onto the couch and straddling my legs. My cock bounced up against her pussy lips, and she hissed pleasurably. I looked up at her in awe of this sex goddess straddling my cock, eyeing me hungrily. She knelt down over me, sliding her soaked pussy lips up and down my shaft, making me groan.
"You know I've been with some women since my husband stopped touching me. I have a high sex drive and it needs to be fed, it felt natural to seek an outlet," Mrs. Harker monologued as she tantalizingly continued gliding up and down on my cock. "I lied to myself, saying that it wasn't cheating, it was just fun, because it was with other women and he'd be titillated if I were ever with another woman and that would be a thrill. It was only cheating if it was with another man, cock buried in cunt, but no, I wasn't doing that. As much as I needed that, I was still that good."
Reaching the head of my cock, she stopped, reaching down and grabbing hold of me, lining me up with her pussy lips. Kissing me once, she said, "I'm not going to be that good anymore."
She forced herself down onto me, the head of my cock slipping inside of her tight, hot cunt. It wasn't the tightest I'd ever been in, but that didn't make me moan in pleasure any less, because Mrs. Harker's body was a work of art that I was only too lucky to experience.
Wordlessly she shrieked, forcing herself down another inch. I grabbed hold of her ass, helping pull her down as I sunk into her a little at a time. She looked down at me, her eyes wide, her mouth hanging open in a perfect circle as soft sounds of pleasure occasionally arose from her throat. She settled down, forcing herself onto me a little bit at a time before biting her lip and shoving the last couple inches inside.
As the entirety of my length settled inside of her, Mrs. Harker's eyes nearly bugged out, her mouth dropping open silently again. Was it in pleasure? Shock? Her breaths were shallow, as if she fully didn't know what she wanted to feel. A groan, one from deep within and far beyond her control, came out just as her eyes nearly rolled back into her head and trembled with pleasure.
Squeezing my cock with her pussy, she then looked down at me, at us, and smiled drunkenly with pleasure. "I'm a... I'm a... GOD, FUCK! Fuck, I'm a cheating bitch now, fuck, I'm a cheating bitch and it feels so good... fuck, Mr. Collins, your cock and my body were made for each other, this is perfection, this is amazing, god, FUCK ME YOU MOTHERFUCKER!"
She announced this with a pride and such a pure sense of triumphant joy that I couldn't help but smile with her. How she wanted to live her life was her choice, but if she was enjoying herself and I was enjoying it while buried ten inches with her, well, I wasn't one to argue.
Mrs. Harker rose, pulling a few inches out of my cock out of her before settling back down again. Her eyes bugged out and her mouth opened in a wild, lusty scream that promised quite a bit of fun. I might have joined her, it was hard to be sure for the intense pleasure that nearly blinded me. My cock was buried to the hilt in the cunt of the bustiest teacher in school, and soon we would be fucking. If what she said was true, this would likely happen again, and again, and again, the two of us fucking while she gave me tasks as her errand boy. It wouldn't take much to learn to enjoy that.
She trembled against me, and so I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her onto me and letting her tremble. Her insane tits crushed against my chest, I let a hand drop to squeeze her ass again while she got accustomed to my size. Wanting my mouth on her somewhere, anywhere, I soon began kissing and gently licking her neck, causing her to only tremble harder.
"Holy fuck..." she groaned. "Wow..."
"It's... amazing..." I replied, both meaning it and wanting to bring her back to where she wanted to be. She'd started this encounter nice and dominant, but had lost a lot of that rigidity and bluster as she collapsed against me. For a moment, I knew I felt *her*, the Mrs. Harker stripped of any pretense and pontificating, and found myself buried inside of a lonely woman who needed some attention.
My efforts, though, seemed to work. She looked up at me, blinking and returning her confident sneer. "Of course... of course it's amazing. I'm amazing. You... holyfuck... you knew that already. Is it everything you dreamed of? Am I every bit as tight and soft and perfect as you imagined me being while you jacked off thinking about my curves?"
"Better," I replied.
"Such a good pet," she said, kissing me deeply and squeezing my cock with her pussy. "Such a very, very good pet. I knew this was the right choice to make. I knew trusting my friends about you was the right move. You're a very good boy, with a very nice mouth and an even better cock."
Slowly, she raised herself up, then slid back down onto my cock. Mrs. Harker's eyes snapped closed and she shivered, her hands digging into my chest as she pushed off of me and began to ride.
"Wow," I murmured, looking down to where my cock spread her pussy open in awe as it disappeared into her, only to reappear as she pushed off of me.
"Yeah, you've been with a lot of other bitches, but none with a body like mine, have you?" Mrs. Harker said, hissing as she started to ride me properly.
"No, none of them have ever been quite like you," I admitted, ducking my head down so I could suck on her tits while she rode me.
Mrs. Harker moaned, running her nails down my chest pleasurably as she fucked me. "And you'll never find one like me. Let's face it, there's a lot of hot bodied girls and women in this town, but none of them like me. I'm one-of-a-fucking kind, and I was made for this cock like you were made for me. We fit together, and we're fucking magic, and... god, keep fucking me!"
I thrust up into her, matching her rhythm and trying my best not to lose it.
It wasn't easy. Her pussy felt every bit as magical as she claimed we were, and her insane tits bouncing before my eyes were practically hypnotic. I could barely remember my own name, let alone anything else that happened today as her body slammed down into me with a sexual intensity I didn't know a body like hers could handle.
It took every last ounce of self-restraint I had and a little more past that to avoid cumming as she really began to fuck me, but I pulled it together. Thank god, I pulled it together.
Though our seating on the couch was awkward, I was able to plant my feet on the floor and fuck up into her every bit as hard as she fucked down onto me, transforming us from two people with exceptional assets into one writhing, grunting, sweating body. Flesh slapped against flesh, and I couldn't tell you where I ended and she began as we fucked into each other with an impressive savagery. Her eyes bored down into mine, staring me down with a superiority she had well-earned, while I looked up at her grateful and horny and doing everything in my power not to fuck up and cum too soon.
Focusing on sucking her tits helped, slightly, but her lips were the easiest way to lose me. I don't know what kind of lipstick she wore, but its staying power was marvelous, keeping her lips bright red, smear free and utterly begging to be kissed. I leaned up and made out with her, our tongues exploring each other as our bodies fought to find a sexual peak.
"Tell me... tell me... tell me what I need to hear..." Mrs. Harker groaned as she fucked me savagely, holding on tight as her hips became a blur, pleasuring my cock with unfathomable speed. With her this close to me, I looked over her shoulder at the intoxicating sight of her jiggling, amazing ass slamming down onto me. I might have been past words before, but when she called for them, I felt inspired.
I held her, painfully slowing her down so I could say what I needed to say while still being able to breathe. It didn't stop her from grinding down on top of me, but I had enough to say what I needed to say, and what she needed to hear. "You're so fucking hot, and I am so fucking lucky. Every square inch of your body is so fucking amazing, made to fuck, to please and be pleased and I want to please you. Your husband's a fucking fool for not fucking you like the goddess you are, but I'll fuck you whenever, and however you need, worship you with everything I got until you're full and satisfied, because you're right, our bodies were made for each other. This big cock and your perfect fucking body... fuck, we were designed to make each other cum."
Smiling slyly, she kissed me long and hard, then began rocking her hips faster. "Fuck me, pet. Fuck me hard, and make me cum again, and then cum for me. I'm not letting you go until you've filled this pussy with cum..."
She sat up on me, riding me hard again, her massive tits bouncing and colliding. I reached up to grab them, steadying them, squeezing her nipples as she savagely fucked me. I did what I could to meet her, but Mrs. Harker was on another plane of sexual need. She looked down at me with such a look of confidence and sexual superiority that I could only seek to match as I thrust up into her, holding on with every ounce of will I had against her onslaught.
"Oh fuck, you're gonna make me cum... I'm gonna cum like the cheating whore I am on top of your big fucking cock and you're gonna fill this married cunt... fuck it feels so damn good, it feels good to be bad, feels good to be bad on your thick, fucking cock..." she intoned.
"God you feel so good, Mrs. Harker... fuck... I've never seen any body like this... never fucked anyone like you... god..." I groaned, leaning back into the couch and closing my eyes as I fucked up into her as hard as I could.
"I'm gonna cum soon..." Mrs. Harker groaned.
"Me too..." I replied.
"Cum for me, pet. Cum for me hard and set me off... cum for me FUCKING! NOW!" Mrs. Harker roared.
She didn't need to ask twice. I felt my balls clench and my body overwhelmed by pleasure as I came deep inside Mrs. Harker's pussy. My body was calling on reserves I didn't even know I had as I thrust into her, overpowered by sensation that set my body alight with pleasure. Fucking hell, it felt like I was having sex for the first time again for the pleasure I felt (except this time, I was good at it), and the torrent felt endless.
My own orgasm was easily beaten by Mrs. Harker's, screaming and clenching down on me as her hips slowly jerked up and down on my cock, milking every last drop from my cock. Her face, so expressive, was completely lost to the pleasure, her mouth wide open as she wailed, haltingly, her eyes rolled back as she shook and bucked against me. Her pussy squeezed me, pulling even more cum from me deep inside of her. It felt like if I let go, her pussy might well have pulled my cock off, so I hung on for the ride, thrusting gently inside of her in slow, spasmodic jerks.
After what felt like an hour of this, she finally collapsed against me. My cock still buried in her pussy, we held onto each other for a good long moment, the both of us just sitting here intertwined, catching our breaths and coming back to earth. Again, my mouth needed something to do, so I leaned into the crook of her neck and began slowly kissing it. With a sound very much like purring, she curled against me.
We sat there, still conjoined and holding onto each other. Mrs. Harker did look up at me once, planting her lips on mine for a long, deep kiss before climbing off and sitting next to me on the couch still trying to catch her breath. Her pussy was obscene, with swollen, stretched-out lips leaking a positive river of cum. It felt in that moment that I had never seen anything hotter in my life.
"Would you mind... would it please you if I got a picture?" I asked.
"As long as it doesn't get shared around, shoot away. I left your stuff right outside the office door," Mrs. Harker replied, her deep breathing making her tits rise and fall in epic fashion.
True to her word, she had piled my stuff right outside the door. I pulled them all inside, making sure to once again lock the door behind us and pulling out my phone. Mrs. Harker sat on the couch, looking up at me with the same intensity she'd had when she seduced me, her legs still spread apart lewdly and showing exactly what I had done to her. She let me take a few pictures before I put the phone away, then I sat down next to her again.
"I'll imagine you've some exciting pictures stashed away in that phone," she said.
"That's... putting it lightly," I admitted.
"Well, enjoy them while you can. You've still got a fair amount of time to enjoy your irresponsibility, have fun with it, and never forget the good times you've had," she said knowingly.
"I know responsibility. I've done a lot this year, with the paper and Halloween, and Christmas, and... well, I've got a lot going on, but if you need an errand boy, I'll help you the best I can."
"Good, because I'll need it," Mrs. Harker said, sighing.



"How?" I asked.
"If you're asking if I've got anything concrete for you, my answer is not yet, but almost certainly quite soon. I need someone who can get things done, and after the Halloween Scream, I know you're the kind of person who can get things done when properly motivated. We're beginning prep for our spring musical in March, and with the egos of my students all colliding with one another, if I'm to get anything done, I'm going to need someone who works outside of their social hierarchy. That, and someone with friends in a lot of different places who also are unattached to the stupid student and parent power struggles would be incredibly helpful," she said.
Being thoroughly unaware of what it took to put on a school play, this all took me by surprise. "Sounds very Game of Thrones."
"It can be, but hopefully this will have a better ending," Mrs. Harker replied.
I didn't think the final season of Game of Thrones was that bad, but I didn't press her on that. "What kind of problems are you having?"
"The kind I don't really want to think about too much right now," she said, sliding onto the floor on her knees.
I had a good idea of some of the issues she was having, after overhearing her talking about dealing with the PTA's issues with the selection of the next musical, but I didn't know what I could do to help her with that. I did like the view of her I had from here, though.
"Tell me, Mr. Collins, you had sex right before I discovered you, and you just came deep in my cunt again. Can I trust that you have a good recovery time based on this?" Mrs. Harker asked, looking at my now mostly-limp cock. Reaching behind herself, she pulled off her blouse and tossed it on her desk, then sending her bra on the same path. Watching those massive tits finally freed was enough to make me twitch a little. Briefly, I saw her take hold of her wedding ring as if she meant to take it off, before deciding to leave it on.
"It takes a bit longer between each try. But I can make it happen," I replied.
"Good. Because you'll soon find out how demanding I am, and we are definitely not done for the day," Mrs. Harker replied, reaching for and stroking my cock. I hissed at her touch, enjoying the smile it got from her.
"I'm glad to see I've still got your attention," she replied.
"It's kind of hard for you to lose my attention," I said.
"That's not the only thing I want hard," Mrs. Harker quipped, taking my stiffening cock into her mouth. Her ruby-red lips stretched around the swollen head, slurping and messily swallowing a fair length of my cock. She bobbed up and down slowly, getting me harder with every stroke from her perfectly plush lips.
"Wow... I don't know how long it's been... but you're really good at that, Mrs. Harker!" I moaned.
"I know," she said, suddenly taking my entire length into her mouth, down her throat and holding it there, gagging. She held it there for a moment, her fingers stroking, massaging my balls and trying to will them back to life, before she came up for air coughing and smiling arrogantly.
"It's been a while, and I've never had a cock this big," Mrs. Harker explained. "But I've still had some fun with some sizable toys. And the girls from my book club know how to use their toys."
Beyond words, all I could do was moan.
"Oh, you like that image, don't you?" Mrs. Harker said, taking her mouth from my now very hard cock and then wrapping her massive tits around it. She squeezed them together, her saliva and my precum lubing the space between her massive, fleshy globes.
Yes, as it turned out, getting tittyfucked by Mrs. Harker felt every bit as awesome as I'd imagined it might be, and more.
She could have gotten me to agree to anything at this point, so I nodded. Mrs. Harker smirked. "It started with books and wine and all of us wanting to bitch, but then Viola had to go and start selling her toys to us, and after we got them we wanted to try them and... well, we'd split off two at a time and have the fun our husbands didn't care to have. Me, Brenda, Lauren, Janelle... Valerie Chan, Ana Lopez, and a whole lot more of what I wager you boys would call MILFs. Our needs weren't being fulfilled, so we sought out fulfillment on our own. You like that, don't you, pet?"
"Honestly, that's incredibly fucking hot... and I'd love to talk about and fantasize about it with you, but... fuck, I'm really kinda past all rational thought... and going more than a little crazy right now the way you're tittyfucking me, so if you want a complete and... well thought out answer, I'm afraid I won't be able to give it to you until you stop, which I really, really, *really* don't want you to do," I said quickly, my voice high and rapid and barely a whimper by the end for the pleasure I was feeling.
"I'll tell you when I'm going to stop, pet. Don't forget about who's in charge here," she answered, her voice completely stern once more. She slowed her tittyfuck down, but not enough to make me lose any sensation. It was enough to make me moan, a pitiful, begging sound under the power of her massive tits.
"Yes, Mrs. Harker, I didn't mean any disrespect," I said quickly.
"Good. Because I don't fuck disrespectful boys," Mrs. Harker said, standing back up. Now only wearing her garter belt, stockings and heels, and with her cunt dripping a copious amount of both of our juices, she was completely awe-inspiring. She sat next to me on the couch again, pushing me to the side so there was more distance between us, allowing her to lie on her back. There wasn't a ton of space for us, but enough for her to spread her legs some, with one foot on the ground for stability.
"I want you to fuck me," Mrs. Harker said, her voice almost threatening as she pointed one finger at her pussy invitingly, "This is your job, Mr. Collins, but rest assured I will kick your ass through the door if you don't show me the reverence I demand."
I meant no disrespect, and I definitely didn't want to turn down more hot sex with Mrs. Harker. Silently, I knelt between her legs, then lay on top of her, sliding my cock once again inside of her tight cunt until I was fully sheathed inside of her. It felt different, being on top of her, but I had no illusions that I was in control. Even with her eyes staring into mine and her massive tits crushed into my chest, my entire weight holding her to the couch, I was absolutely aware that Mrs. Harker was in complete and utter control of this fuck.
I wouldn't have had it any other way.
Slowly, I thrust in and out of her, enjoying the pleasurable sounds it brought from deep in her core, the way it changed her breathing and how she looked up at me with eyes that were simultaneously dominant and pleading.
"Is this... respectful enough... for you?" I grunted as I thrust into her deeply.
"It's... ohgod... it's a start, Mr. Collins. As my new pet... I will have to put you through some training... when we're together... so you... fuck... know how I deserve, and need, to be treated... but for someone who is making it up as he goes... you're not bad..." Mrs. Harker groaned, her eyes lidding over as she leaned up, wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me. I kissed her back, letting her suck my tongue into her mouth as I continued slowly fucking into her. She wrapped her legs around my ass, pulling me in deeper, harder, making me fill her.
This would have been an ideal place for me to hold her, but Mrs. Harker soon opened her eyes, staring deep into me and said, "We've had a change in plans. Get off me, pet."
Disgruntled and needy, I whimpered, continuing to slowly thrust into her in the hopes that I could change her mind. Mrs. Harker looked at me crossly, pushing me harshly and making me pull out of her. Apologetic, sat further down the couch from her while she sat up and looked at me with a punishing look in her eye.
"I shouldn't have had to ask twice," she said.
"I'm sorry, Mrs. Harker," I replied, hanging my head in apology and looking at her with the best puppy-dog eyes I could muster.
"You're lucky I'm not done cumming," Mrs. Harker said, getting up on her knees and turning away from me. She leaned over, presenting her amazingly round ass. Her hands reached out, each grabbing a pale, creamy ass cheek and spreading them apart, showing me her tight, pink asshole, still glazed with our mutual juices from earlier.
"You said you wanted to worship my ass? Well, it's time to make good on that promise. Eat my fucking ass, pet, and eat it good. Get me nice and wet; I know you lust for this ass, and I know you have a talented tongue. Let's see if you can put your money where your mouth is," she taunted, flexing her ass and winking her tight little hole at me.
If she expected any hesitation from me, if she thought I might be intimidated as other guys had been, I wanted to prove her wrong. Without any hesitation, I dove in, kissing and squeezing each of her bountiful ass cheeks, running my tongue over her supple flesh and loving how it made her moan. I didn't dive in to pleasuring her tight little asshole, not right away anyway, but I teased around it, giving all my attention and worship to her ass as she so desperately deserved, but gradually focusing inward.
Mrs. Harker seemed to rather enjoy it. "Mmm, such a dirty pet, fuck, you know how to worship an ass. Everyone seems so obsessed with my tits that they don't pay as much attention to my ass, but you, Mr. Collins, you appreci- OH, FUCK!"
This was the sound she made when I finally touched my tongue to her asshole, sliding a couple fingers deep into her sopping-wet cunt for assistance. I thrust them into her in time with my rimming her ass, fucking her while I ran my tongue in tight, firm circles around her pink, forbidden hole. By the moment, I was more forceful, digging in with real gusto as she quivered and cursed.
"No man... oh fuck... such a good pet... no man has ever done that to me before, Mr. Collins... no man has ever been brAAAAAAAAVE ENOUGH!" she yelled, an understandable sound given that I'd just pressed into her asshole with my tongue. She squeezed her ass around my face so hard she might well have suffocated me, beating her couch with her fists at the pleasure I was giving her. It felt good to give her something she so clearly wanted and obviously wasn't getting, but I'd be lying if I said my cock didn't feel the need for some attention.
"MOTHERFUCKER!" Mrs. Harker exclaimed. "That tongue's not enough. GET YOUR *FUCKING* LUBE, NOW!"
"Yes, Mrs. Harker!" I exclaimed. Carrying an extra tube around in my backpack had proven a wise precaution for impromptu sex opportunities like this one.
I got the message. I dove for my backpack, pulling out my emergency bottle of lube and squeezing some into the palm of my hand, quickly coating my cock. Getting behind Mrs. Harker, I squeezed some of the liquid onto her ass as well, sliding it around her hole, then pressing one of my fingers against her hole. There was resistance, quite a lot of it actually, but she groaned at my efforts.
"If I wanted you to finger my ass, Mr. Collins, I would have told you to finger my ass. I want that fucking cock buried in me now, not later," Mrs. Harker said harshly.
I wanted nothing more than to do exactly that, but if it had been as long since she'd been fucked in the ass as she'd indicated, I didn't want to do anything wrong, especially hurt her or scare her off. Still, she seemed to have a lot of confidence, and if she'd been fooling around with toys... well, I hoped she'd done her own preparations for her ass.
Taking my cock in hand, I lined it up with her tight, glistening asshole. She flexed it at me, winking the hole invitingly.
"Do it, Mr. Collins. Fuck my slutty, cheating ass," Mrs. Harker growled.
Pressing my cock against her hole, I said, "Yes, ma'am."
Then I started pushing.
"GODDAMNIT! FUCK! THAT'S FUCKING BIG!" she yelled as my head began to spread her tightest of tight holes open. I groaned at how tight she was, uncertain that she was actually going to open up for me. She'd no doubt had some experience, but probably not with anyone or anything as big as me. I pressed up against her, feeling a certain amount of give but not enough for the head to pop inside of her.
I pulled back slightly, hoping to regroup. Mrs. Harker didn't like this. "I SAID FUCK MY ASS! TEAR ME OPEN, DESTROY MY TIGHT, CHEATING BITCH'S HOLE, I NEED THAT HUGE FUCKING COCK IN ME!"
Well, I couldn't say she didn't seem certain. I pressed forward again, harder, feeling resistance as her tightest of tight holes held firm against my invasion. The pressure built as I pushed forward, feeling a little give but not enough.
And then, all at once, I felt give, and the head of my cock broke through into her asshole. Mrs. Harker yelled a formless, violent and animalistic sound of pleasure and pain, pounding her hands against the couch as she urged me forward. She pressed her ass back against me, forcing a little more inside of her.
Me, I was on another plane of existence entirely, trapped in her perfectly tight asshole and not wanting to leave. She squeezed my cock almost painfully, but still so exquisitely pleasurable I could have cum right there if I lacked self-control. Instead of getting lost to the pleasure, however, I focused on pushing forward, wanting to feel everything her ass could do to me.
She said most guys couldn't handle her ass, and I was going to prove to her I wasn't most guys.
I slid my cock in another couple inches, made easier now past the initial resistance. The lube definitely made this easier, but her ass still made this one of the most pleasurable battles as it squeezed me tightly every inch of the way. Mrs. Harker was a groaning, grunting, cursing mess, her face dropped down onto the couch and her tits pillowing out underneath her. She shook and shuddered as I pressed forward, more than halfway now, each of us savoring this forbidden fuck.
Then... there it was. With only a couple inches to go, I thrust inside of her, burying myself completely within her ass.
"I'm all the way in now, Mrs. Harker. Does this please you?" I asked, my voice a little high from the pressure surrounding my cock.
She turned her head enough that I could see an eye looking up at me. "I can feel your balls against my cunt. It's good, pet. Give it a moment... let me feel you... then fuck me hard. This cheating bitch's ass can take it."
"Are you sure?" I asked, my voice shaky for how I felt inside of her.
"I wouldn't demand it if I wasn't. Now... fuck me, pet, fuck me until I scream," Mrs. Harker demanded.
Well, if she knew what she wanted...
I withdrew, pulling my cock out and feeling the tight ring of her hole squeezing me on the way out. I almost got to the head before slamming back in all at once, making her cry out in pain, pleasure, perhaps even some emotion born of those two sensations' wicked coupling. Her fleshy ass rippled with the impact of my body against hers, a sight that only amplified what my cock was feeling.
"Goddamn... fuck my ass, fuck my cheating ass, Ryan... fuck me like no one ever could... GODDAMNIT FUCK ME HARD, NOW!" Mrs. Harker cried out.
I obliged. I obliged because I wanted to, but even more because it was what she wanted. Though she was physically beneath me, her face pressed into the couch while I drilled her ass, Mrs. Harker was definitely in control of our encounter. Though this may have been just the beginning of a new arrangement between the two of us, I wasn't going to do anything to mess up this first time.
So, I fucked her with a savagery I reserved for special occasions. Kneeling behind her and grabbing her hips, I fucked her even harder, watching her face crush against the couch cushions as her jiggling tits pillowed out beneath her obscenely. I pounded into her with almost my entire length on every stroke, her screams of pleasure becoming a long wail only occasionally interspersed with words or pieces of words. I was beyond caring at this point, lost completely to how good it felt to fuck this insanely curvy teacher. My cock was in heaven, beyond heaven, even, sliding in and out of her so quickly and building up another good load for her.
I felt her reach between her legs, her hands furiously rubbing at her pussy while I fucked into her, my balls occasionally grazing her fingers. I was a grunting, rutting mess, only interested in a hard fuck and a harder cum. Thankfully, I'd found a partner who matched me, as Mrs. Harker forced her ass back onto me.
"That's it! That's it! Right fucking there! You can take my ass! You can take my ass like no one else could! You're a fucking find, pet! I love it, I love it, I love fucking you, I should've done this ages ago, fucking fuck, motherfucker, yes, right there, right there, FUCKING YES! I'M CUMMING AGAIN! I'M ACTUALLY CUMMING AGAIN! FUCKING... GOD!!!!!" Mrs. Harker cried out, her whole body shaking as if she'd been hit with electricity. Her ass clamped down on me hard, so hard it nearly set me off. I kept fucking her because she had an orgasm to ride through, and it felt too good to stop fucking her. So, I let her wail and shake and have her hard cum as I showed her ass little mercy, continuing to pound into her long past the point her orgasm subsided and she was a complete and utter mess.
Still, I could feel an orgasm building in my swollen balls, a delicious pressure that forced me to slow down so I could ask, "Where... do you... want it? Cumming... soon..."
Weakly, she reached back, pushing at me and urging me out of her. Though disgruntled and needing release, I complied, pulling out of her and watching her roll over. "Paint my fucking tits... pet..."
Carefully, I climbed onto her, straddling her stomach so I could jack my cock onto her. Mrs. Harker reached down to help, rapidly stroking my cock for me. Her hands were firm but gentle, swiftly bringing me over the edge.
Grunting, I came again, firing streaks of semen all over her massive tits. The trails pooled in the valley of her cleavage and ran down her neck, even as the last few shots splattered her chin. Through this, she groaned, squeezing every last drop from me.
Lightheaded from the intense cum, I almost fell over, but Mrs. Harker held me upright. She pulled me closer, leaning down so she could barely fit the head between her lips. Her suckling got me at a sensitive point, one where I wanted to pull back, but I didn't dare stop her for how cross she would be with me. Watching her, with my cock between her cum-coated tits, suckling on the head with her ruby-red lips, I could think of only one thing to say.
"So... was I a good pet?"
She let my cock pop from her lips, then smiled up at me smugly. "You were very good. If you continue to be good, we can do much, much more of this. Would you like that, pet?"
"I would," I admitted, nodding eagerly. This had been one of the most insane encounters of the year, and I very much wanted a repeat.
"Good. Because I meant what I said, the two of us are sexually gifted, and together we can make some sweet music," Mrs. Harker said. The woman had an ego, but it was well-earned.
She sighed. "We should both get going soon."
"Yeah," I replied, climbing off of her and standing. My legs were wobbly, and it didn't feel like they'd hold my own weight. I was not looking forward to the bike ride home.
Mrs. Harker smirked, her voice taking on a tone of mock pity. "Oh, no, did I destroy you, pet? Did I fuck you better than all those little girls ever could?"
I could play her game. "I'll be fine..."
"I'll need you in better shape than that in the future, but for now... I'll take the compliment. Would you like a picture of all of this, before you go?" she asked, gesturing at herself with her hands. Looking as utterly defiled as she did, I could only reply one way.



"Yes," I said, retrieving my phone. Mrs. Harker took to massaging my cum into her tits, seemingly taking great joy at running it over her wedding ring as I took a couple pictures for my memories. These... well, these would certainly be some fairly epic pictures in the album.
"So..." I pondered, putting my phone in my pants and beginning to dress. "Do you have any errands that need my attention right away?"
"So eager!" Mrs. Harker replied, looking me up and down. "For now, get home and get your rest. I don't have anything imminent, but once discussion of the musical ramps up later in February, expect to be at my beck and call."
"Oh, I will," I said, trying, very awkwardly to get dressed.
Mrs. Harker laughed, then smiled at me. "Good. And, Mr. Collins?"
"Yeah?" I asked, pulling my shirt over my head.
"Thank you. I cannot express for how long I've needed that. I look forward to our next opportunity," she said. It was a completely genuine smile, one of warm gratitude that really made me wish I could do more for her now. I couldn't, not with how much she'd taken out of me, not when I needed to get home in time for movie night, but it was fun to fantasize about.
"Anytime," I replied, smiling back.
"Good," Mrs. Harker said, the warmth of her smile disappearing as her dominant side returned. "Because if you aren't ready when I need you, pet, there will be... consequences."
Something told me it was wise to heed that.
***
Once I would've thought there could be nothing better than going home to two beautiful, freaky girlfriends for all the fun we could've had just fucking the ever-loving shit out of each other. On days like this, though, after the paces first Dakota, and then Mrs. Harker had put me through, I couldn't have been happier that these two girls were just as happy with a casual movie night as they were with me filling each of their holes with cum.
"Awww, poor baby," Brooke said as I lay down on my bed, groaning. Looking very cute in her oversized pink t-shirt and pajama pants, she sat down by my head and stroked my hair.
"Poor baby? Really?" Josie teased as she went through our streaming options. "He got to fuck Mrs. Harker. I don't think he's exactly in a pitiable position."
"And Dakota! I know she was, like, the appetizer, but she's a pretty rough fuck too! You should totally try her sometime, she likes girls with tats," Brooke jumped in.
Josie stroked her chin thoughtfully.
"Dakota was fun, and she was still Dakota, but with Mrs. Harker... well, in my defense, it was more her fucking me," I said. Despite my groans, the memory of what the two of us had done together did manage to make my cock stir, a little.
"But you came on her tits?" Josie asked.
"And, like, made her a three-hole slut?" Brooke added, Josie nodding in agreement.
"Yeah," I replied.
"And you had fun?" she asked.
"Oh yeah," I replied.
"Then quit your griping and enjoy movie night with us," Josie said, smirking. She looked good when she was like this, especially in the tank top and shorts she wore that showed off her assets very, very nicely. If I had more energy, I'd have given her a nice spank on the ass for her bitchiness, but I didn't, and I knew she was just trying to get a rise out of me. I did caress her ass, enjoying the way it made her take a sudden breath.
It was definitely fun.
Brooke kissed me on the lips quickly, taking me out of the argument. She said, "Well, Josie can be, like, bad cop all she wants, but I'm totally the good cop here. She can totally bust your chops, but I can totally massage your fucking muscles and get you back in fighting shape so you can show us a good time."
"And if you don't, I just might have to fuck Blondie all on my lonesome," Josie replied.
Brooke considered this. "Hey, Ryan, you know-"
"It wouldn't be that much of a tragedy if I didn't recover anytime soon?" I suggested.
Brooke smiled perkily. "Wow, it's like you, totally read my mind!"
"I've been getting good at this," I acknowledged.
"And I've finally narrowed down our options," Josie said.
"Oh? Do tell," I replied.
Josie said, "Well, Blondie here hasn't got a lot of experience, and you were suggesting horror comedies as a way to get in, but since that's a subgenre that's often weakass or more focused on the comedy or deeply metafictional jokes that require extensive knowledge of other films of the genre the genre to understand than the horror-"
"I *like* comedy and proper metafictional humor!" Brooke interjected.
"-I want to make sure we at least get a movie that gets some proper balance while still being fun and accessible," Josie finished. "I'm not normally one for the weaker stuff, but I don't want to scare you off either, Brooke, when we could have some fun together. So... we'll work you up into more advanced material. Tonight is just fun. And so..."
Scrolling through her options, Josie finally pulled up a familiar screen that brought a smile to my face.
"Shaun of the Dead?" I asked, smiling.
"What's Shaun of the Dead?" Brooke asked.
"It's a romantic comedy. With zombies. It's not very scary, but it does have its moments. I think you'll like it," I said.
"Okay," Brooke said, skeptical but wanting to trust Josie and me.
"If it doesn't have you laughing out loud in the first twenty minutes, we'll just have to tickle you until you do," Josie said, hopping down on the bed next to us as she started the movie.
"Hey, I'm ticklish!" Brooke protested.
"I know," Josie said, reaching to tickle Brooke. Brooke squealed with giggles, crawling more my way to avoid Josie's talented fingers. If she was looking for mercy, though, she wasn't going to find it with me, as I dove in and began to tickle her as well.
Though we could've gone on for a while, I wanted to watch the movie and for Brooke to enjoy watching the movie with us, so I collapsed contentedly on the bed, one arm wrapped around Josie, the other around Brooke. Sharing a fun movie with two women I absolutely loved while recovering from the fucking of a lifetime?
Yeah, life was good.
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews or shoot me some feedback, as they really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
And after some recent crises and battles, I want to add one last note on a more practical concern. When it comes to mental health, I hope everyone out there is taking the time to take care of themselves. Mental health may seem like a never-ending battle, but it's a never-ending battle that is always worth fighting, and one that there are plenty of resources to be found to help with should you ever be struggling. Be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: Basking in the glow of a new status quo, 18-year-old Ryan Collins couldn't be happier with how well things are going now that he, goth girl Josie Wong and cheerleader Brooke King have come to a supportive and successful polyamorous relationship. January is coming to a close and ending well, and after a busy day of going down on popular flirt Brianna Roth, cheering on skater girl Jess Garza's improved grades, and fucking cheer captain Dakota Lewis, he doesn't think things can get any better. However, after finding himself accidentally naked in the office of insanely busty drama teacher Wanda Harker, Ryan finds himself engaging in a new side project. In exchange for helping her run the occasional errands to help her with the spring musical, Ryan is consensually dominated and fucked hard by the curvy teacher. He is happy to accept this new responsibility, but not as happy as he is to come home to Josie and Brooke at the end of the day.
***
I'll be the first to admit that I've had a bit of a complicated year. I've met a lot of new people, made a lot of new friends, had a few adventures and even more misadventures, had a lot of sex, and even managed to complicate a number of things that I never expected to be all that complicated. I had a lot on my plate, but even though that got exhausting at times, on the whole I was happy for it. I know that level of complications isn't for everyone, but when every year I'd lived before had felt duller than dishwater, I was happy for a few complications.
Admittedly, I might have taken on one or two too many by the time January ended. Between tutoring three students, working on the school paper, two girlfriends, a whole lot of girls who wanted to have occasional casual sex with me, and signing on to be our insanely hot drama teacher's errand boy/part-time submissive (oddly relaxing, given everything else on my plate), as well as homework going into the final end of my senior year *and* the random month-long projects I seemed to be taking on with increasing frequency, I had a lot going on.
So, yeah, as much as I enjoyed the complications, when I could take the occasional shortcut that would let me relax, I'd take the shortcut that'd let me relax, even if that meant missing my morning bike ride to school.
Still, when Josie offered to carpool on that last day of the month, I wasn't one to argue.
When I heard the horn honking outside, I grabbed up my backpack and waved a quick goodbye to Dad, though he was so wrapped up in the set of antique dental instruments he was restoring that he could only wave half-heartedly back to me.
Getting out on the lawn, I was a bit surprised to see that I wasn't the only one out here. My neighbor, 18-year-old Alice Talbot, stood outside already waiting for the ride expectantly. A beautiful, athletic black girl with soft skin, a tight body, and her impressive curls usually held in a loose afro, she usually rode her bike along with me to school and dressed accordingly. Today, though, she wore a flattering green dress with leggings underneath, and a light jacket on top.
Looking her up and down as we both approached Josie's car, I smiled and asked, "She call you, too?"
"She did," Alice confirmed, licking her lips slightly. I shivered at the sight, remembering very fondly what it felt like to have those lips wrapped around my cock. Alice and I hadn't had much free time together to fool around since our memorable first time (that soon became a rather impressive foursome once Josie and Brooke joined in), and I found myself missing that closeness.
I felt a little something pass between us, a certain understanding that both of us wanted a little more of that time.
"I really need to pry you away from your girlfriends sometime," she said, looking down at my crotch.
"You read my mind, though I think they'd like to see you try. I'd like to see that too, for that matter," I joked.
The rear passenger window rolled down, and a bright, cute face with a bouncy pair of blonde pigtails stuck through. "Hiya, guys! Josie's driving, and I call Ryan to sit back here with me, so, you, like, get shotgun, Alice! It's normally, like, the best non-driving seat, but not today!"
I smiled at Brooke King as she beamed at me proudly.
"This feels terribly strategic," Alice said.
Looking at my cute girlfriend's face as she smiled brightly at me, I said, "Doesn't it?"
Brooke slid across the seat and let me in next to her, while Alice took her seat right in front of me. Brooke was... well, looking as cute as ever. I never thought I'd be in a relationship with a girl who wore as much hot pink and sounded like as much of a ditz as Brooke King, but now I only ever looked on her with adoration. Her tight and petite body was contained in a pink top, pink coat, and a knee length skirt that was, yup, you guessed it, bright pink, almost as bright as her smile, but few things were.
"You're looking good today," I said to her.
"Oh, I know it! And you're just so damn cute too!" she exclaimed, leaning over to kiss me. The kiss soon became something of a tackle as she leaned into me, arms wrapped around my neck as she made out with me. A tongue battle with Brooke King had a way of lasting for quite a while, and normally I'd have been happy for that to be the case, but someone clearing their throat up front broke that up rather quickly.
"Seatbelts, everyone. Safety first," Josie Wong chided from the driver's seat. She looked at me in the rear-view mirror with a single black, raised eyebrow, the faintest hint of a curled smile on her face.
Josie was my first girlfriend, a busty, Chinese goth princess who dressed all in black and fucked like every bit as much of a freak as Brooke. The two of them couldn't have been any more different, but the three of us worked quite well together as a polyamorous trio. We could all bring something fairly unique to the arrangement, and knew how to have fun together. And, well, it was kind of cool that we all liked each other as well. There was no reason the three of us should have worked together, but somehow, we managed it.
"Yes, ma'am," I said, sliding my belt on. Begrudgingly, Brooke did the same. I'm sure she'd have loved nothing more than to slide onto my lap and just fuck me silly (and her position on automotive safety combined with sex was a little flexible), but it was Josie's car, and Josie's tone was quite firm. There would be no car-fucking today.
Still, seeing Brooke in one of her more lusty-looking moods, I knew there was something else I could do.
As Josie pulled away from the curb, I smiled at Brooke and reached over with my left hand, squeezing her thigh. She purred appreciatively, especially when I began to sneak my hand further up, under her skirt. She looked at me with her cute green eyes and smiled brightly.
"Oh, I could so go for a cum right now," she whispered to me as my fingers found the damp patch at the front of her no doubt bright pink panties.
"We all could," Josie said dryly from up front. "You're just the one who's lucky enough to actually get one."
"I knew I should've fought for the back seat," Alice said, amused but annoyed.
"Shoulda, but didna, and that's why I get a great great great fucking start to my daaaaaaaaay!" Brooke squealed as I slipped my fingers underneath her panties and into her pussy. I knew her pussy about as well as I knew anything, and I was quite confident that I could get a good cum out of her before we made the short drive to school.
The way she bit her lip and still managed to moan through it, I knew I was off to a pretty good start.
"Did you hear, Ryan?" Josie asked. "Nadia's back."
"Oh?" I said, twisting my hand so my pinkie could graze Brooke's clit. "That's news."
Nadia Barclay was an overachiever, the editor of our school paper, and seriously intense in bed. She had been out sick since about the time we'd returned to school with a fairly intense flu, and I got the impression that now that she was back, she'd be trying to make up for lost time. She meant to win some awards for our paper by the end of the year, and she had to be bouncing off the walls for how long she'd spent away.
"Yeah, should make things fun. I got a text from Nica, she wants a lot of us to swing by for a couple minutes to check in during lunch. You, me, Hope, Nica, Willie, Leah, Tori..." Josie said, going just shy of listing off every member of the Puma Press.
Brooke groaned at my efforts, holding onto my wrist for dear life. I said to Josie, "Is it looking bad?"
"Well, it's not looking good, but I don't think it looks bad, either," Josie said. "It wouldn't hurt to have a good story or some gossip in mind."
"What kind of gossip?" I asked.
"I dunno, I'm a photographer, not a writer," Josie replied. "I was wandering in the science building the other day and I'm pretty sure I heard moaning through a door. By the voices I think Mrs. Chan and Ms. Moore might have been screwing around."
"Mrs. Chan and Ms. Moore?" I asked. Both of them were popular and well-liked science teachers, and though Ms. Moore was definitely rumored to be a lesbian and I knew of Mrs. Chan's extracurricular fun, I didn't know it was happening on school grounds. They were both pretty hot, so it was not a bad image, but...
I shook my head. "Hot, but definitely not going to be helpful."
"I know some gossip," Brooke moaned.
Alice turned around with interest. She hadn't made a ton of friends at school so far, so she definitely looked ready for some good gossip. Alice said, "Do tell."
"Well, like, you all totally know the hot new history teacher Mr. Beaumont, right? Well, he's got, like, a lot of girls I know kinda creaming their panties for him... like that Ryan, please... and there's kind of a bet going around to see who can fuck him first..." Brooke moaned.
"Isn't he married?" Alice asked.
"If you think that's gonna stop any of this school's sluts, you haven't been here long enough. These girls are hot, and determined, and there won't be much that'll stop them," Josie explained, eying me in the rearview mirror. I'd had my share of encounters with married women, and
Alice shrugged. "You make a fair point."
Since I had Mrs. Lynn as my history teacher, I didn't know Mr. Beaumont terribly well, but I had seen him around. He was handsome, tall and muscular, and I could see how he'd captured the eyes of the senior class girls. If they were going to start throwing themselves at him... well, he was definitely in trouble.
"That's probably not the kind of gossip that would make for good use in the paper, either. Teachers and sex... not the kind of story that Nadia would want to publish," I admitted.
"Probably not. It's cool, though," Josie replied.
"Toooooooooootally..." Brooke groaned, bucking her hips against my hand as I began to finger her more vigorously.
"I was thinking... since we've had such a great month together, and I consider all of you about my best new friends here, would the rest of you perhaps be interested in doing something tonight?" Alice suggested.
"Oh, really?" Josie asked, raising a suggestive eyebrow.
Alice laughed. "Not that. I mean, it doesn't have to be that, if it just becomes that I am quite fine, but... I was just thinking maybe ordering some food, watching a movie, playing some games... what would the lot of you think of that?"
"I'm down," Josie said.
"Ohgod, ohgod... totally..." Brooke said, her hands clenching the seat as she got closer and closer. Given our proximity to the school, that was likely for the best.
"Yeah, that sounds like a lot of fun," I said, before a thought about timing hit me. "But..."
"But? But what? You got three hot, very fun, and might I note again hot girls for a night of fun, potentially lust and definitively some hijinks, what's the but about?" Josie asked.
"I must echo her sentiment," Alice replied, amused.
"Totally..." Brooke said, almost breathless. She was panting and looking at me with her big green eyes, needy and wanting me to finish her off with my fingers. Given how I could pretty much live for making Brooke cum, this was something I wasn't going to deny her. Squeezing her clit gently between two of my fingers, I watched and we all listened as she came loudly, jerking in her seat as she moaned and laughed, leaning her head back with her mouth open in a big, broad, silly smile of ecstasy. A flood of her juices coated my hand and her panties, giving us all a nice whiff of her intoxicating scent.
"Oooh, yesyesyes, like, wow, guys, I never get tired of that," Brooke said, leaning over to kiss me.
"Neither do I," I said, kissing her back.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah, we all love making Brooke cum, and now my car's going to smell like her cunt for the rest of the day thankyouverymuch," Josie rattled off quickly.
"You're welcome!" Brooke shot back, cheerfully, sticking her tongue out at our girlfriend.
Josie raised her middle finger to Brooke. "Regardless, that doesn't explain what the fuck Ryan meant when he said 'but'."
Right. That.
I pulled my hand from under Brooke's skirt. She quickly grabbed it in her small, strong hands, licking her juices from my fingers luxuriantly. Though the feeling and the sight of her sucking my fingers deep got me rock hard, I needed to focus.
"The only thing that might mess things up is it being the end of the month," I said.
Josie caught on fairly quickly to what I was insinuating.
"Ah," Josie said. "Right. I've heard of better excuses, but that's not a terrible excuse."
"What does that have to do with anything?" Alice asked.
"Jess Garza," I explained. "One of the girls I'm tutoring. I promised her that if she improved her grades, that I'd, uh, rock her world."
"And have her grades been improving?" Alice asked.
"Big time," I admitted. "I don't know if she'd come and collect today, but-"
"Knowing Jess, she'll collect ASAP," Josie said.
"And you know Jess?" I asked.
"Some; Mia and I bum some weed off her sometimes. She's cool, but if she wants something, she's taking it," Josie said.
I didn't think she was wrong about this; Jess was a fun-loving and amicable skater and stoner, but I'd come to learn that when there was something she was enthusiastic for she basically became the Juggernaut. Nothing would stop her. As a pretty hot Latina with shockingly great curves under her less than flattering clothes, and one I'd found to be both nice and really fun, I normally wouldn't have minded this, if only it wouldn't mean, you know, losing a night with Josie, Brooke and Alice.
"So... yes, if that is what happens, or when that happens, I have my doubts about my availability today," I said, letting the disappointment seep into my voice.
Josie nodded. "Yeah, that'll probably happen. She's a tight slut, hope you two have a lot of fun."
Though Josie said this with a harsh tone, I could see her lips curling into a smile at the edges in the mirror. Though she loved to give me a hard time, she was having fun with me and would no doubt be begging me for details of what it was like between Jess and me.
We pulled into the school's parking lot. A little huffy, Alice said, "Well, bully for you, then. You were starting to sell me on just some after-school sex."
"Ya know if Ryan's busy, like, we can totally have some fun of our own," Brooke said, straightening herself out to look at least a little more presentable.
"Doing our hair and watching movies?" Alice joked.
"I was thinking of heading down by the community college," Brooke said. "They got this sex shop nearby with, like, everything cheap and they got these changing rooms that got, like, glory holes in them that only really bring in these neat and clean college guys, and it's, like, totally fun. Kaitlyn and I go there and get all messy every so often, it's pretty fucking sweet."
Alice cocked her head. "Interesting. Enticing. Sounds fun!"
As Josie pulled into a spot, I said, "Well, whatever you three settle on doing, take pictures and have a lot of fun, okay?"
"Hey, you're the one abandoning us. You'll be lucky if we even give you stories about the shit we got up to," Josie said, shutting down the car and opening up.
"We'll totally take pictures and tell you what we did," Brooke whispered proudly.
"Well, you girls be safe and suck a lot of cocks and have a lot of fun then," I joked.
"You know we will," Brooke said, kissing me again quickly.
I stretched when I got out, slinging my backpack over my shoulder. I took a moment to kiss Josie and Brooke before we began to spread our separate ways into the school. With my hand still covered in Brooke and Brooke's saliva, I knew my first stop was going to be a bathroom where I'd-
"Ryan!"
A meek voice called out for me. I turned my head and saw a girl running toward me from the bike racks. With pale skin and dressed in paint spattered overalls and a blue t-shirt, her dark hair pulled back into a ponytail and big brown eyes looking out from behind her glasses, Jennifer Cage ran at me with a bit of a nervous smile on her face. I didn't know her very well, other than her being a bit of a nerd and fairly artsy, and that she was fairly invisible around school, but she always seemed nice enough. The last time I'd seen her she almost caught Brianna Roth and me in one of the school's art rooms, but we'd been lucky enough to avoid an interruption.
Hanging around the bike racks, I couldn't help but think she might have been waiting for me where I'd usually be pulling in.
"Hi, uh, Jennifer," I said. "I'm in a bit of a rush. I need to hit the restroom before class."
I didn't have to tell her it was to wash Brooke's pussy off my hand.
"Oh, I understand, I should be getting to class too... but I was wondering if I could talk to you about something today? Something important?" Jennifer asked.
"What kind of important?" I asked.
"It's, uh... difficult to explain..." she said nervously, looking down at the ground. "And probably not something that we should talk about here, especially if you need to run, because I don't want to make you late or anything, but I feel like I need to, and-"




I didn't know her well, but it still felt bad to cut her off. The bell ringing, however, made that a bit necessary. I asked, "Can we discuss this later?"
"Oh... sure," she said, a little deflated. Jennifer pulled out her phone and handed it to me. "Can you input your number? In case I need to get in touch with you and you're unavailable?"
"Sure," I said, adding my number to her phone very carefully so as to not spread Brooke's juices on it. There was something off, and a little odd about her. I'd fulfilled a lot of odd requests for women since the beginning of this school year, but I'd only rarely gotten the impression that something was being hidden from me. There was something more to what Jennifer wanted to talk to me about, more than just something about sex (because I wasn't completely blind), but I couldn't quite put my finger on it. It wasn't worrying... but it had me curious.
"Thanks," she said, looking at me nervously before darting away.
Sighing and smiling, I followed her into the school, ready to see what the rest of the day had to throw at me.
Honestly, I didn't know that the answer to that was going to be, "A lot."
***
With what I needed to accomplish during lunchtime, I was glad I packed one that could be eaten quickly. I polished off my sandwich, chips and soda in a few minutes and headed over to the Puma Press offices to see what a newly returned Nadia Barclay had to unleash upon us.
I wasn't alone.
"B-plus? Not bad!" I said as I looked at Peter Nixon's history test.
"I was thinking of calling it pretty fucking great, but I guess I can deal with 'not bad'. Mrs. Lynn said I showed great improvement. I owe a lot of that to you, man, so, thanks," Peter said, smiling down at me with his big, joyous grin.
Now, of all my odd friendships this year, Peter Nixon had to be one of the strangest. Peter was large, muscular, black, and popular, one of our school's star football players who actually had something to boast about when it came to on field skill. Devastatingly handsome and a major ladies man, I used to avoid him simply for being one of the popular kids, and then for being friends with my old bully, Kyle Bowman. Tutoring him in history had revealed him to be surprisingly kind and thoughtful, a young man who wanted to graduate on something more than just his skills on the football field in spite of his dyslexia.
I didn't have many guy friends this year, but I knew Peter was a pretty good one to have.
"Well, pretty fucking great is a much more accurate way to describe it," I admitted.
"See? That's what I'm talking about. Don't hold back, man, just go for what you want to say and say it. Confidence! It's a beautiful thing, isn't it?" he replied.
I laughed. "I'm working on it."
"A résumé like yours and you're still just 'working on it'? You and me, we gotta hang out some time. You've taught me some lessons, now it's my turn to teach you something," he said.
Not that I didn't think he could teach me anything, since Peter was always something of a high school philosopher, but still I asked, "And what've you got to teach me?"
"That you're more than you think you are, Ryan. You still think you're the same skinny nerd that everyone convinced you you were, but you're not that guy anymore. You've done things, seen things that barely anyone gets to experience in a lifetime, and you should own that! Face it, Ryan, you're actually pretty cool, now," Peter said.
"Me? Cool?" I said, looking out across the quad in disbelief. At a statement like that I nearly expected to see all eyes in school on me, but the only person who looked back at me was Jennifer. I couldn't help but think that she was waiting for me again, but when she ran away that thought fell apart.
"Not cool like everyone would think of it, because everyone's definition of cool is determined by a pop culture and media that don't really know what it really takes to be cool, but, yeah, I'd say you're definitely pretty cool. You're smart, sometimes you're funny, and your way with the ladies goes beyond a guy who's blessed downtown," Peter said, his eyes dropping to what was in my pants for emphasis. "You're pretty cool, believe it or not. Now you just gotta believe it."
"That's easier said than done," I said.
"You've internalized a lot of shit. I can see that. We all do. Lord knows I have. For the longest time, I thought all I had was a good smile and some serious football skills because that's all anyone ever told me I had. I thought I was happy with that, but I wasn't. Ever since I realized I wanted more, that I wanted people to appreciate me for being more than strong and charming and good-looking, I've been happier with myself. I was well on my way when we first started working together, but now? You've helped me, I want to help you," Peter said, smiling warmly.
That... well, that touched me more than I thought it might. Peter was right, that I had internalized a lot of bad feelings about myself, feelings that others at school and in life had encouraged, and that even though I was happier than I had ever been at school, I could be happier if I got rid of some of those toxic thoughts I still held onto about myself.
"So... what have you got for me, Cool Sensei?" I asked.
Peter laughed. "Cool Sensei... I like that. And what I've got is more than I can teach you in the next thirty feet. It's mostly talking, let's build your confidence, make it so you talk like you know you're worth as much as you are, maybe we can talk about your clothes..."
"What's wrong with my clothes? I like my clothes," I said, clutching at my sleeves. I was wearing my usual jeans and graphic tee with a light jacket to keep out the modest chill in the air, and on the surface it didn't feel like I was dressed any different than Peter. He had jeans and a t-shirt too, and sure, his looked nicer because they probably were nicer, and sure most things would look nicer on a guy like Peter and... okay, fair enough, he may have known what he was talking about.
"And there's nothing wrong with someone having a style that suits them, I'm just saying that we can add to your wardrobe instead of replacing it, you know? Help you look a little cooler, impress the girls even more than you already have? Seal some deals, open some doors... keep your own style for most of the time, I'm just helping you in those times when a little style will come in handy, show them your appreciation when they get all nice and dolled up for you..." he said.
Peter was smooth, I had to give him that. I know a few of the girls I'd been with had offered me some fashion advice, but I'd always tried to hold on to my own style. Maybe Peter was right.
"Sounds like an idea," I said as we reached the Puma Press offices.
"Good. We'll talk, soon," he said, playfully clapping me on the back with one of his big, strong hands. "And thanks again for the tutoring. I'm liking seeing these grades go up."
"Hey, you earned it, remember," I said.
"I do," Peter said, walking away, grinning proudly. "Oh, how I do."
Smiling, I took a breath and stepped inside the Puma Press' offices.
I was expecting a scene of tightly packed, low-key chaos now that Nadia was back.
I wasn't wrong.
As ever, the room was small and packed, claustrophobic in a busy way that would've really gotten to me if I hadn't spent so much time in here getting used to it. Most of the action seemed to be around the far corner of the room near the dark room, where a cluster had gathered around a pair of computers. I recognized the pair sitting at the computers as Nica Dubois, the slender assistant editor of the paper, and Hope Harris, the lanky brunette band geek and writer for the paper. Standing over them were Josie, who looked at me and rolled her eyes, and Nadia. The beautiful black editor of our school paper and I had had our share of memorable encounters in this very room, but when it came to crunch time, she was a force to be reckoned with, and one whose way you generally wanted to get out of.
"I'd grab a seat and stay out of this if I were you," a cool, calm voice said from behind. "Perhaps get away while you still could."
I looked at the speaker, and found sitting in a chair at one of the desks beside me 18-year-old Leah Sartori, another of our paper's photographers. Olive-skinned and with short, wavy black hair with bangs in the front, she was definitely cute in a bohemian sort of way, 5'4", tight-bodied and dressed in comfortable jeans, a t-shirt and cardigan. With a small septum piercing and black-painted lips, she's easy to first take for a goth girl, but as an out and proud Wiccan, it was easy to see the other signs, the bracelet of crystals and hematite, the pentacle necklace with a couple nice points of amethyst on either side of the star. We hadn't had much time to talk while on the paper together, but, I'd found her a relaxed presence in a generally stressful place.
I followed her advice, taking a seat next to her while the meeting with the others went down.
"How bad is it?" I asked.
"It would depend on your definition of bad," Leah said, turning her chair to face me. "On a cosmic scale, it's not much to get worried about, lost like dust in the wind, tears in the rain, whichever metaphor suits you best, but if you're in Nadia's shoes, it's close to the end of the world."
I couldn't hear what they were saying in their corner, but the body language told me the same story. I said, "You miss almost a month of school, a lot can happen."
"Oh, definitely," Leah said, kicking her feet up on the desk once certain that Nadia couldn't see her. "January has been a most chaotic month in general, hasn't it? A month of aimlessness and false starts, the kind of month where adventures are had but were uncertain to what end they might be?"
That... well, that sounded correct. Almost too correct. Rather than say anything, I simply nodded.
Leah laughed lightly. "I could go on for ages about planets and moons and explaining how their positions may or may not have led to the strangeness and scattershot path of January, but then I'd be rambling, and who wants a rambling witch?"
"I don't mind one," I said.
"*I* mind one," she laughed again, tilting her head back cutely. "February's going to be better. I sense a definite order to things, one that might require a little help, but that's what us helpful types are around for, isn't it?"
Leah raised an eyebrow at me. I said, "I'm not sure I know what you're talking about."
"And I'm sure you do," she replied. "You're a helper, Ryan. You help those who need it, when they need it, with whatever skills you have in your arsenal. I find it admirable. I try to help how I can, when I can, and more often than not I've found it doesn't blow up in my face."
"More often than not?" I asked.
"Well, we can't always succeed, can we?" Leah asked.
I spotted a figure slinking out from the Dark Room, the office's photo lab and quiet hangout that I'd had a few fun exploits in. I didn't have to see more than the shock of red curls that quickly ducked down between the tables to know that Tori McNeil was very much trying to avoid Nadia.
I sighed. "No, we can't."
She crawled in front of Leah and me, keeping low between the tables and quickly looking over her shoulder toward the meeting where Nadia was, before looking back at us.
"Don't let her know I was in here?" Tori asked us.
"Never," I said.
"Your secret's safe with us," Leah said, amused.
"Thanks," Tori whispered. "Nadia thinks I'm late on some projects that Nica gave me more time on to approach more thoroughly, so... I'm dodging her until they're done."
"We've got you," I said.
Grateful, Tori looked up at me and repeated, "Thanks."
Quickly, she crawled toward the door and made a quick escape outside.
Smiling, Leah said, "It's good to see the two of you getting on better."
"It's better to be better. At least, more civil. December... was hard. January's been a little better," I said.
Leah nodded knowingly. "New year. New beginnings. The chance to make it the Fool's Month if you really wish for it to be."
"The Fool's Month?" I asked. I couldn't understand why anyone would choose to start their year as a fool, but Leah was the kind of girl who had her own reasons and understanding for most things in our world, I'd found.
"Not an official term, just something I dabble with. Words have a power, I try to... sculpt them, embrace them accordingly," she said, nodding at me knowingly. "The Fool is the first card of the Major Arcana, and is only a fool for not being changed by the journey they've yet to take. They may start a chaotic, confused individual, but they are one who will soon find their purpose and guidance. What may have felt chaotic and uncertain may only reveal a path ahead that feels all too clear, so long as the Fool is brave enough to take those first steps. Depending on your deck, that first step may be off a cliff, but sometimes it's worth it."
"That's..." I didn't know what that was. I wasn't much of a believer in anything terribly spiritual, but the easy, confident way Leah spoke of it I couldn't help but be a little drawn in.
Laughing nervously, she said, "I've just... yeah... I like to look into these sorts of things if it wasn't obvious already. Of course, that's only one interpretation, there are a lot of ways of looking at any card."
Lacking an easy response and sensing her nervousness, I tried to show her I wasn't weirded out by what she'd said, "Has it been a good Fool's Month for you?"
"I think it has," she sighed pleasantly, smiling at me brightly. "I've been doing a lot of soul-searching, a lot of consideration of how I want to handle the rest of senior year... and I think I might have figured out what I wish to do with the rest."
"Yeah?" I asked.
"And perhaps there might be a part for you to play as well," she said mysteriously. "We shall see what happens as we transition from the month of fools into the month of lovers, no? February is just around the corner, after all."
"Ryan? Leah?" Nadia called out, waving us over.
"Good luck," I whispered to Leah as I stood up.
"And to you as well," Leah replied, gently grasping her pentacle.
The two of us got up and walked over toward Nadia's corner. While Nica stayed with her, Josie and Hope walked toward us on their way out of the room.
"She's not in as bad a mood as she seems, but it's still not great," Josie whispered as she passed.
"Thanks," I whispered back.
Nadia wasn't looking at her happiest as she stood over Nica, but Nica, as nearly-unflappable as ever, sat in her seat beaming up at me.
"Ryan, Leah, thank you for coming in for this check-in," Nadia said.
"What? You don't want to start with the good news first?" Nica replied, smiling.
"There's good news?" I asked.
Nadia didn't exactly scowl, but she did something a lot like it. "I was going to get to that."
"Ah, but if you begin with good news, then whatever follows is easier to swallow. Haven't you watched Mary Poppins?" Nica chided.
"What good news?" Leah asked.
"More for Ryan and me than you, but good news all the same," Nica said smugly, pulling a certificate from beside her computer. "You and me, Ryan, we got an award."
"An award?" I asked, surprised. I didn't think any of the school newspaper writing competitions Nadia wanted to win were until the end of the year.
"It's nothing official," Nadia grumbled, snatching the paper from Nica's hands. "I just wanted to show appreciation for the hard work you two put in while I was out sick, and I might have had a moment of feeling cheesy that I'm suddenly regretting..."
"Regret nothing! It is an award! Ryan and I won, we shall enjoy it, shan't we, Ryan?" Nica said, smiling proudly.
I shared her pride, because such praise from Nadia wasn't exactly common if it didn't involve some quality sex first. That wasn't a criticism Nadia, but more a matter of how serious she took the dealings at the Puma Press.
"I'll enjoy it," I said.
"Feel free to enjoy it later, now I would greatly like some updates as to what everyone has been keeping up to while I was out," Nadia said. Nadia had been keeping up with most of us while she was out sick, and though she may have been out of commission for a couple weeks, you couldn't tell it now for how fiercely she'd jumped back on the horse.
"If you're asking if I've been keeping up on my sports photos, I have. It's not my favorite, but you know I'm good at it," Leah said confidently.
"She is," Nica said.
"I know. I want to see what you've taken while I've been out," Nadia said. "Upload them to our Google Drive?"
"Already done," Leah said, sounding nice and smug.
"Excellent. This is why I love working with you, Leah. And you, Ryan? What's happening in the world of Current Events? Our class president caught doing anything impeachment-worthy?" Nadia said, her tones equal part joking and hoping that I potentially had found something that fun.
Unluckily for her, our class president, Sabrina Singh, was an overachiever and straight arrow of the highest order and unlikely to have found herself in the midst of that kind of scandal. I did have something, though, from my recent experiences that might have interested her.
"Well, I've gotten a line in with the drama department recently, there's apparently some drama going on behind the scenes with the spring musical," I said.
"Oh?" Nadia asked. "Do tel-"
With a cacophony that sounded like the end of the world at our gates, the door to the Puma Press offices slammed open across the room from us, and a voice exuberantly shouted, "A-FUCKING-MINUS, RYAN!"
In the silence that followed, you could have heard a pin drop as all guests turned to our newest guest. Nadia looked at me disgruntled, while the other members of the team looked back and forth from me, to the room's invader, to Nadia, wondering what was going to break first.
Smiling sheepishly, I turned my attention to the figure holding the door open.
"Hi, Jess," I said as inevitability crashed down all around me. Though I'd tensed up upon her initial devastating entry, now I was more relaxed.
Over the last month that I'd gotten to know 18-year-old Jess Garza, I'd known her to have two settings. Affable stoner who enjoyed a good laugh and stirring the pot, and a 5'2" freight train of energy and enthusiasm that you couldn't hope to contain any more than you could contain an earthquake.
Today she was in freight train mode. The Latina skater was dressed in her usual old hoodie, torn jeans and knit cap, backpack over one shoulder and skateboard tucked under her arm, but none of these could hide how hot she was. Her hoodie was unzipped enough to show off her DD tits hidden behind a tight, midriff baring shirt that displayed a fair stretch of her soft brown cleavage, while her jeans could barely contain her impressively wide, round ass. Short, dark curls hung out from underneath her knit cap, framing a cute face with big eyes and a proud smile. She bounced on her feet, barely able to contain her energy, and when I saw the test she held in her hand with an A- written on top of it, I knew why.
"Congratulations," I added.
"Thanks!" Jess exclaimed.
"Can you step outside, please? We're having a discussion," Nadia said, not quite scowling but getting closer by the second. Nica and Leah at least seemed amused by this.
"And I'm supposed to have a fucking discussion with him too, but probably a way more interesting one because it involves us mixing good grades and sex, ain't that right, Ryan? You made a promise, and it's time to pay up because I got a motherfucking A-minus, bitches!" Jess declared, not caring for even a second about how flush my face was getting in front of my colleagues.
"We got that, but good on you," Nica said, smirking.



I had to nip this in the bud before Jess said anything else that could be embarrassing. I stepped away from Nadia and the others. "I should take care of this."
"See that you do," Nadia said. "And text me about your line on the musical."
"I'll do that," I said, heading toward the exit with Jess. I was eying her up and down, and from her pretty face with eyes that checked me out to the way she cocked her hips slightly to the side, I knew that sex was the only thing she had on her mind. I'd come to like Jess a lot during out tutoring sessions, finding her a confident and fun-loving girl with some well-internalized self-esteem issues, and once she was able to get past some of those mental blocks about her own academic potential, she had a good head on her shoulders.
I liked her, but that didn't mean I wasn't a little intimidated by the enthusiastic Latina skater, because with energy like hers, I knew I had my work cut out for me when I had to make good on my promise. I'd seen her nearly naked before, briefly stroked her pussy even, and I believed her when she said that she knew how to really fuck.
I was intimidated, but that didn't mean I wasn't looking forward to it.
The moment we left the Puma Press offices behind us, Jess grabbed me by the wrist and practically took off running, dragging me across the school.
"Wait, you want to... now?" I asked as I kept up with her.
"Uh huh!" she acknowledged. "You promised me that you and me were gonna fuck if I made it to the end of the month with improved grades, and you can bet your sweet ass I improved my grades. You can see it here, you've seen it before, I'm improving, and you and me, we're gonna fuck!"
Jess did very little to lower her voice, getting a handful of strange looks from other students as we passed, but to those who were familiar with one or either of us, it didn't seem like they were that surprised.
I was a little confused, but remembering Jess' body and curious to see how accurate her boasts were, I couldn't help but start to harden in my pants.
"You're not gonna hold back on me, are ya, Ryan? Because I know you're not a guy who holds back. I mean, yeah, the first thing you did was hold back when I was offering to fuck away this tutoring, but ever since, you seem to be the kind of guy who throws himself into what he's doing. So, you're not holding back, right?" Jess asked enthusiastically.
"I wasn't planning on it," I answered.
"Good. Because I like to fuck and I like to be fucked and I like it all hard, and if you hold back on me, well, that wouldn't be cool, man. That wouldn't be cool and you wouldn't like it, so, you're not holding back, I'm not holding back, let's make some sweet fucking music," she said, finally dragging me out across the quad, past one of the school buildings and toward the parking lot.
"Where are we going?" I asked.
"My van. Nice and private, got A/C, tunes, and a mattress in the back," she boasted, taking me over to a white, windowless van that looked a few steps away from being one that a creepy-looking clown would offer candy out of the back of.
Still, I'd hooked up in stranger places.
Looking around to make sure we hadn't been spotted, she unlocked the back doors and swung them open, ushering me inside. I climbed into the van, and though I was dropped into near pitch darkness when she closed the doors behind me, that didn't last long. She climbed into the front, flipping a switch that lit up criss-crossing strings of Christmas lights she'd strung across the van's ceiling, creating a messy starfield. A couple mystery straps hung from the ceiling as well, but I was sure that she had her reasons for them. The walls were decorated with posters for various metal and punk bands, while a small shelf along the left wall held a number of tools, spare skateboard parts, and an impressive collection of differently sized bongs. True to her word, most of the floor behind the driver and passenger seats was taken up by a mattress, with a sheet that actually didn't look too dirty. If I didn't know any better, I'd say she cleaned up for the occasion.
It was dark, cramped, and smelled heavily of weed, but seeing Jess' broad smile as she turned back to look at me more than made up for any discomfort. Though there was definite lust in her eyes, I could see the pride in her accomplishment in the smile as well. Knowing where this was heading, I pushed my backpack into a corner and took off my shoes.
"You got no idea how happy I am now," Jess said, climbing back between the seats.
"I think I got an idea," I said.
"No, no, I don't think you do, I don't think you can," she said, sitting down at the head of the mattress and working at taking off her boots. "You've, like, always known you're smart and can do all this stuff in school. I never got that. I mean I knew I wasn't dumb, I've never been dumb, but I've only ever been able to do so much and everyone's only ever thought that I could only do that much and not much more and... ya know if you hear it enough, you start to believe it, right?"
I knew that well. I'd been told that I was only ever going to be one kind of person for so much of high school that I never imagined this side of me could be possible. At the beginning of the year I had assumed this only to be a me thing, but the more I got to know more people around here, I'd come to see how many of us were dealing with the same problems, just in slightly different flavors.
"Well, do you still believe it?" I asked.
"Nuh uh," she said, pulling off her knit cap and shaking out her curls. "I'll never be valedictorian, but I don't think I'm gonna give up so easy just 'cause I think I can't be any better at something."
"Good. I'm glad to hear that," I said, pulling off my socks.
"It's like... I started taking tutoring because I thought I could improve enough for sex, and now I'm happier for how I did than the hard dicking I'm gonna get," she said, unzipping and removing her hoodie.
"Yeah? Really?" I asked.
"Well, like, 60-40, but it's close. Don't mistake me, though, I'm fucking horny, and I wanna see what you got," Jess said, crawling over to me on all fours. I was granted a fantastic view down the deep canyon of her soft brown cleavage, her lively, horny eyes every bit as ready as her full, moist lips. She climbed over me, straddling my hips as she pressed her full and very soft tits against my chest.
"So, I love to talk as much as anyone, but there's a time to talk and a time to fuck. Yeah?" Jess asked.
"Yeah," I replied.
"Good," she said, pulling out her phone and swiping a couple times, kicking in the opening notes of "You Shook Me All Night Long."
"AC/DC?" I asked.
"The best," she confirmed, reaching down for the base of her shirt. "Almost as good as these, even."
With that, Jess smoothly and quickly pulled her shirt over her head, tossing it aside and giving me a nice, close-up look of her firm, round and completely bare DD's. Clearly Jess wasn't one to overprepare when she was going to get lucky. Her skin was immaculate and even softer-looking up close, her thick, hard nipples surrounded by a dark, palm-sized areola that begged to be sucked on. She looked so achingly hot, her eyes staring up at me with want while her moist lips curled into an enthusiastic grin.
"Not bad, eh?" she said.
"Not at all," I replied, kissing her full lips. Jess proved an enthusiastic kisser, her lips running all over mine as her tongue darted into my mouth, wrestling with mine. She tugged at my shirt, pulling it over my head and throwing it to the side as she ground me in time with the music. I reached up, cupping her breasts, squeezing them and pinching her nipples as she groaned against me. She humped against me needily, her crotch rubbing against my erection through our pants.
Though it seemed like she might have been able to pull off my pants with her hips alone at the rate she was going, it would've taken too long for her. She reached for my belt and undid it, pulled down the zipper, and began to pull my pants down. It was awkward in our current position, but her enthusiasm would not be held back. I arched my back against the wall enough to get my ass off the mattress, enough that I could pull my pants down to my thighs and finally releasing all ten inches of my thick cock from their confines.
Jess backed off enough, then climbed off of me and knelt on all fours with her face by my cock, taking it all in.
"Oh, fuck yeah," she said, looking it up and down. "I hear a lot of people talking about how big your cock is, but... fuck, I need this down my throat, now."
Jess leaned in, parting her lips slightly and wrapping them around the head of my cock. I groaned, already in heaven as she began to lavish attention on the cockhead, running her enthusiastic tongue in circles around it. With a hand barely wrapped around the base, she held me like this, suckling and licking at the head like a lollipop and driving me fucking wild.
And then, at once, she dropped down and managed to suck all ten inches into her mouth and throat. Her nose was buried in my pubic hair as she easily deepthroated me, gagging only slightly before she came up for air, then dropped back down, sucking almost my entire length with every bob. When I first met Jess about tutoring, she'd boasted that she was really good at fucking, and while I might have took her at her word, I didn't know that she was this good. Holy fuck, did she know how to suck cock. It was messy and loud, even loud enough that I could hear her over the music, but I didn't care. My cock was just bathed in hot, tight pleasure, and Jess knew how to treat me right.
"Oh... fuck..." I groaned, running one hand through her hair while I cupped one of her breasts in the other.
"Yeah? I told you I was good," Jess said, her breathing ragged as she still vigorously jerked my slick cock. "And they told me you were good, so, matched set."
"Wh-wh-who told you about me?" I whimpered, barely able to control myself for the amazing handjob she was giving me.
"Word gets around, and there's a lot of people whispering about the nerd with the huge cock slinging it around to all the girls in school," Jess said.
"Not all of them," I corrected.
"I know, but... I've heard it directly from a few people who claim to have firsthand knowledge. Izzy. Mia. Sarah. Josie has a lot to say about you. Even Kaitlyn got to admitting it to me when we got to racing around the track. And they're just the ones who actually claimed to be with you. There are girls I know lining up to get in on that action who just haven't had it in them to make a move yet, Cara, Doreen, Bev, Olivia... it's more like, who doesn't want a ride on Ryan Collins' cock? But it's mine now, mine, mine, mine, and I'm gonna have fun with it," Jess said, inhaling me once again.
I liked a nice, sloppy blowjob as much as the next guy, but I don't think they came any sloppier or more intense than what Jess was giving me. I could feel her saliva dripping down my balls as she forcefully sucked me. She gagged and she choked, but that didn't hold her back for even a second as she inhaled my cock. I definitely was enjoying myself, but I wanted a little more than that.
Grabbing a handful of her curly hair, I pulled her head off of me. A long string of drool connected her mouth to the head of my cock, and her tongue kept reaching out to get good lick at my cockhead.
"Awww, come on!" Jess protested, the string of saliva snapping.
"Love the enthusiasm, but today's your victory. You earned this, and I want to make you feel good," I said. "Take off your pants."
"Oh. Okay!" Jess said, her eyes brightening immensely. She got up on her knees beside me, turned away and pulled off her pants and panties. Jess looked over her shoulder, making a show of it as she freed her round, delectable ass. As she slowly bent over, pulling her pants off and tossing them to the side, I followed her lead until we were both naked. On all fours, she bent down beside me, showing me her beautiful, soft and nicely rounded ass, her tight winking asshole and the full, dripping pussy lips beneath it.
It may have been the blowjob talking, but I couldn't recall ever having seen anything quite so sexy in that moment.
"So, what do you think?" Jess asked, looking over her shoulder at me and smirking smugly.
I didn't have anything to say to that, so I didn't. Instead, I pushed her face down into the mattress, thrusting her ass out even more dramatically. Then, I did what came naturally. I slid two fingers into her cunt, and then bent down and buried my face into her ass. I worshipped her tight little asshole with my lips and tongue, running tight circles over her forbidden hole.
"Oh, fuck! Holy fuck! Oh god, like that, like that, eat my fucking ass, Ryan! CÓMETE CULO! Fucking hell, lo quiero adentro!" she groaned as I fingerfucked her and ate her ass.
I'll admit that I was caught up in the moment, and I may not have been at my most skilled, but this wasn't a skilled fuck. Neither of us was trying to impress the other or ourselves, we knew what we were capable of and what we wanted out of this. This was just time, plain and simple, for the two of us to fuck each other in as dirty a fashion as we could, and with most of my face having disappeared into her ass, I think we managed that well. That didn't mean I wasn't fingerfucking her to the best of my ability, but I was more distracted by running my tongue over her asshole, digging, pressing within.
"Ahhh, that's something all you white boys like, you like that hot, Latin ass, don't you? Oh... fuck... you know how to treat it well, Ryan, I'll- MIERDA!" she yelped, pounding her fists on the mattress.
Yup, that was the sound of my tongue sliding into her asshole. I thrust in and out of her for a little while with my tongue, alternating it in time with my fingers in her cunt, and Jess was wild. She groaned and battered at the mattress, her pussy flooding with juice in anticipation of more. Jess got wet, fast, the intoxicating aroma of her cunt wafting up to my nose. I wanted some of that on my tongue as well and, fuck, I wanted all of her. Jess and I had been building for a while now, and it was fun to finally let loose on each other.
Jess forced herself to her hands and knees and pushed my head from her ass.
"Enough foreplay. I wanna fuck," she said, guiding me to lie down on my back. Jess bent over momentarily, making out with me deeply, not caring for a second for where my tongue just was as we made out and I squeezed her nipples. Then she reached up, grabbing one of the straps hanging from the ceiling and swinging slightly so her other hand held onto the other strap.
This finally gave me a good look at her engorged, soaked pussy lips, a landing strip of jet-black pubic hair on above it. Parting her legs as she lowered herself, I got a view of the tattoos she had on her inner thighs, a pair of ornate, Dia de los Muertos calaveras, one on each thigh. Each skull was entwined with a crown of bright, vividly colored flowers, making them stand out beautifully on her skin. Whoever did those had to have gotten up close and personal with her pussy, which no doubt was a story unto itself.
With that, she pulled herself into a position where she was poised above my cock, hanging from her van's ceiling straps as her pussy was only perhaps an inch or two above my cock.
I'd never seen straps used that way, but I was excited that Jess seemed to know what she was doing.
"You'll need to do the aiming like this, 'kay?" Jess said.
"On it," I replied, grabbing my cock and aiming it at her pussy lips. Slowly, smiling proudly, Jess began to lower herself until her lips grazed up against my cockhead. Then, with only a little resistance, they began to part for me, enveloping me in a sweet, hot tightness.
"Oh, fuck!" I groaned.
"You're telling me! You're not trying to shove this beast cock inside of you... motherfucker!" Jess said as she began to lower herself down onto me. She was tight, she was hot, and she was very, very wet, but unlike most girls who took it slow, she pretty much attacked my cock. Once she had a few inches in and it was clear that she wasn't going to hurt either of us, she began to drop more quickly, first taking a full half of my length, then settling down entirely on my cock a few seconds later. Her eyes bugged out and her mouth dropped open. Her arms tensed against the straps that held her up and her legs clamped around me tightly.
And she screamed, oh how she screamed.
"HOLY FUCK! QUE GRANDE LA VERGA! You're gonna break me, fuck, so fucking big, this was a bad idea... this was an AMAZING idea... oh fuck... I need to fuck you... god yes..." she rambled, her eyes rolling back as her mouth opened in a great, broad smile. Without any prompting, she began raising her hips and dropping them down on my cock, squeezing me and riding me so exquisitely that, after her blowjob, I feared I wouldn't be able to last too long for her. I mean, I knew it was lunchtime and that we didn't have a lot of time to spare, but it was something that she'd been looking forward to for a while (and if I'm being honest, I was too), and I wanted to make it good.
So, with all the restraint I had, I held the cum at bay.
To call the effort Herculean would have been an understatement. Jess was riding me and riding me hard, shaking the entire van as she braced herself with the ceiling straps and rose up and fell down on me. Every time she took almost my entire length it felt as if I were being dropped into a brand new, impossibly tight hole, every square inch of her milking me as if she desperately needed my cum. I watched her great ass jiggle and flex every time she slammed down onto me, her tits bouncing wildly for control. Her entire body was a perfectly honed sexual engine, and I was merely lucky to be in her presence, let alone in this capacity.
I was holding back, but I was going to have fun.
I reached up, cupping her bouncing tits and squeezing them firmly. I found her nipples and pinched them, making her squeal as she continued to ride me. I thrust up into her, wanting to get in as deeply as possible, enjoying how her eyes either jolted out or rolled back every time I bottomed out inside of her warm, perfect cunt.
"Oh, fuck, yeah, you're a good fuck Ryan, fuck, one of the best... you put the guys here to shame, I'll tell you that, and I know I've just had your cock and your mouth so far but I know, I can tell, you're gonna be great... you're gonna be a lot of fun... we can get up to a lot of fun together... holy fuck, chingas mi coño... how do I stack up, huh? You got a lotta pussy from a lotta sluts around here... how's skater cunt match up?" Jess said, looking down at me proudly as she continued to ride me savagely.
I let my hands drop down to her hips so I could better thrust back into her, squeezing her ass and getting an amazing view of her bouncing tits. Smiling back, I answered, "You're fucking amazing and you know it. You're fucking hot, so fucking tight... you're damn good."
"The best," she corrected.
"Damn good," I shot back.
"Oh, that's a challenge, huh?" Jess said, fucking me even harder.
"Yeah," I admitted. Jess was a girl who seemed to live for challenges, and if it's one that got both of us pleasure, well... I wasn't going to *not* challenge her.
"That a problem?" I asked her, challenging her further.
"Nuh uh. You don't think I'm the best, I wanna show you I'm the best, I think we're at a good place here to settle that," Jess said, riding me even harder. How she had the stamina to do this with all the weed she smoked was beyond me, but I was definitely curious to see how far she could go.
"I'mma gonna show you what some real good pussy can do. Everybody's got their own tricks of the trade, and while I don't got any special moves or distractions or anything like that, I can fuck harder, longer, than any other bitch around here you're gonna find," Jess said confidently.



"I dunno, I've been with a lot of girls, a lot who think they're the best and they can fuck me the hardest, and they've delivered..." I said.
"Maybe, and maybe if you sit down and rank us I won't top out, but right now isn't that ranking time, right now it's you and me, and I've got you buried in my cunt, and I'm gonna do everything I can to make sure you don't forget me... you're not gonna forget this body... my dirty fucking mouth, my perfect fucking cunt, and this ass that'll swallow anything you give it whole... I'm gonna milk you dry until you're spewing cum deep inside of me, and then I'm gonna suck out even more because I'm just that good," she groaned, disentangling herself from the straps so she could drop down on me. She still rode me hard, but now dropped one hand to work over her clit, while another squeezed her right tit.
Jess wanted to get off. That was comforting, since I was damn close myself. We would cum together pretty soon, that much was obvious, and when we did it would be hard.
I groaned as she squeezed me, and Jess smiled. "You like that, huh? You like being squeezed dry in my tight Latin cunt, huh? Tired of all the white bread sex you get around this school when you could've had the real best in me. So why don't you do it? Why don't we do this together... why don't you just fucking cum for me, make me scream and make me cum and fill me up until we're both a nice, juicy, sweaty mess... do it, Ryan, cum for me... cum in my tight, hot cunt... cum for me... cum for the best..."
She was almost whispering at this point, and I was almost beyond words with her... fuck she was hot. She was so damn hot and I was so fucking horny, and both of us were so close to the edge. I thought it would've taken an act of god at this point to stop me from cumming.
Instead, all it took was someone pounding on the outside of the van.
"GARZA! I KNOW YOU'RE IN THERE AND I KNOW WHAT YOU'RE DOING!" a harsh, female voice yelled out.
Jess' eyes went wide, and this time not in a good way. "Oh, shit! It's Officer Brandy!"
"Officer Brandy? Like school security Officer Brandy?" I asked, fear flooding my body.
"Yup. My archnemesis," Jess said as she climbed off of me. I let out a disappointed whine at my orgasm being prevented, but fear has a way of helping you reprioritize fast. I didn't know much about Officer Brandy and hadn't even seen her on campus, but had heard rumors that she was one to watch out for.
"DAMMIT, GARZA, I TOLD YOU NEVER TO PULL THIS SHIT AGAIN!" Officer Brandy exclaimed, pounding on the side of the van. "GET OUT OF THERE AND MAKE THIS EASIER ON YOURSELF!"
"We're in trouble?" I asked, getting a sinking feeling in my gut.
"I've been in trouble before. We don't have to stay in this kind of trouble," Jess said, heading to the driver's seat and turning off the music. While I'd started getting dressed, she didn't seem to feel under that same obligation.
"How?" I asked.
"I've got a plan," she said, turning the engine on and immediately sending the van jolting backward. I could hear Officer Brandy shouting outside, but it didn't sound like she was in any danger, more like she was exceptionally pissed with Jess. Jess turned the van around and drove away quickly, hastily looking at her mirrors. I was rolling around the back, falling around the mattress and holding on for dear life as I desperately tried to get dressed.
Jess frantically drove us away for a few minutes, not stopping, not looking back.
After it didn't seem like it was going to end, I carefully crawled up toward her.
"What's going on?" I asked.
"I've got stuff in here she can't find," she said, motioning back toward the bongs. "Can you get me a shirt?"
I found her shirt and gave it to her. Skillfully, she pulled it on over her head as if she'd done this plenty of times before.
"And now she won't find it because you ran away? That's your plan?" I asked.
"It's worked before! Better to run away and get in trouble for ditching school than getting caught for bringing drugs to school, right?" Jess asked.
She had a point. "So... we've ditched school?"
"I can circle around, let you back in when you're dressed," Jess said, looking back at me with concern. I felt touched by the offer, but that wasn't something I could accept. She was having a great day, and I couldn't let her be in trouble.
"I'm not going to leave you alone," I said.
"I can take care of myself," she replied.
"I know, but I've seen you through things this far... I'll take care of this," I said.
"How?" Jess asked, looking both worried and a little relieved.
I didn't have a good answer for her, but an idea quickly formed. "I might have a plan too..."
***
There was once a time when I used to fear getting in trouble more than anything else. I didn't want to be the guy who broke rules and got in trouble like everyone else, so I toed the line as well as I could. While I still tried to do that these days, it only took the occasional sexual encounter at school or with a married woman to guarantee that my days of 100% following the rules were long behind me.
And so, as much as I tried to follow the rules, I wasn't as nervous about breaking them as I used to be. Back at the beginning of the year, I'd have been freaking out like crazy if someone had dragged me along with them outside the school. Now, I was thinking of plans to avoid both of us getting in trouble.
It involved having friends in both high and low places; I could provide the high, Jess could provide the low.
I had made enough friends of teachers this year that it wasn't difficult to call in a few favors and get a grapevine among them started by Mrs. Lynn, Mrs. Addams and even Mrs. Harker. I'd earned enough goodwill that I could ask them to vouch for both Jess and me, and inform the rest of Jess and my teachers for the day that we were to be marked as "in". This wasn't a card that I could play often, but it seemed a good moment to use it. Combined with messages to Brooke and Josie begging them to pick up both of our homework for the rest of the day, Jess and I were pretty well covered.
Then, so we wouldn't get busted by anyone that Officer Brandy was likely to call, we needed a place to lie low until school let out. With Jess' van not exactly being subtle, we couldn't just drive around until day's end or hide at either of our places. And so, we wound up driving to an apartment complex on the other side of the local community college that might've looked new and clean sometime back in the late 1960s.
"So, what's her name?" I asked as we walked through the complex.
"Lana. Lana Granger. She's cool, mostly," Jess said.
"And she's your weed dealer?" I asked.
"Yup," Jess replied.
"You do know weed's legal in this state now, right?" I said.
"Yeah, but... why spend full price when you can pay less? Lana's a college student, works at a dispensary and manages to get her hands on a fair bit that's 'fallen off the back of a truck' that she sells on the side. It's not always the best quality, but it's a good price. Gets the job done. She's an amazing baker, too, so good, even when it doesn't have bud in it. And I've done enough favors for her that she's always a solid crash house," Jess explained.
Though this sounded like it could get dicey, it could have been a lot worse.
"And what do you mean by she's mostly cool?" I asked.
"Well... she's from Texas originally, moved out here because, you know, legal weed, and she's high almost as often as she isn't, so, she can get a little... interesting... sometimes," Jess explained. We walked up a set of outside stairs to the apartment complex's second floor, overlooking a pool that was well past needing some landscaping on the plants that surrounded it, but with otherwise clean-looking water.
"Sometimes?" I asked.
We walked up to a door, and Jess knocked on it. She explained, "Well, kinda all the time. But it's always fun, I swear!"
We stood waiting at the door for a good long while, me feeling more nervous by the moment as we were out in the open. The few people we'd seen around the complex barely looked interested enough, and surely we weren't the oddest people to ever come to Lana's door, but...
Jess knocked again, louder and more insistently. I could hear movement inside, a faint voice saying, "Coming, I'm coming, keep your tits on" before the telltale sound of a number of locks being undone hit my ears, and the door swung open.
"Hiya, Jess!" the woman I took to be Lana said in what was a lazy, somewhat faded Southern drawl. She was short at about 5'4" and petite, a slender young woman in her early 20s. Her skin was pale and quite freckled, especially on her pointed, pixieish face that went well with the long, wavy red hair that cascaded down to her lower back. Time in the sun had faded much of its lustrousness to a pale strawberry blonde, but with her freckles, big blue eyes and paleness she was no doubt a real redhead. She greeted us barefoot at the door in cutoff jeans so short they barely covered her nice round butt, a faded, tight tank top that showed off her small B-cups (and that she wasn't wearing a bra either), and I kid you not, wearing an honest to god cowboy hat.
Jess' description began to make sense.
"Hey, Lana. Is James in?" Jess asked.
"James? Naw, he's in classes 'til real late," Lana clarified, smiling lazily.
"James?" I whispered to Jess.
"Lana's fiancée, he's kind of a dick," Jess whispered quickly to me.
"Awww, he's a sweetie-pie, he just doesn't understand a lot of the finer points in life," Lana said, waving us inside her place. It was a small, one bedroom apartment, with a cramped living room to one side, kitchen to the other, and a small hallway that no doubt led toward the bathroom and bedroom. With a perpetual hint of weed in the air and a TV blaring cartoons, this was... well, pretty much exactly what I expected, actually.
"Like pot?" I suggested.
"Yeah! How'd you know?" Lana asked, her smile stretching into a wide and goofy grin.
"Lucky guess," I said.
"So, you're sure we're okay to hang out here for a few hours?" Jess asked.
"Oh, yeah, definitely, mi casa es su casa and... yeah, that's how it goes," Lana said, looking around confused. "Got a bunch of baked goodies in the fridge, and drinks, just don't eat anything wrapped in the blue cellophane, that's... that's special..."
"Got it," I replied.
"Hey, I'm gonna use the bathroom," Jess said, pulling me down for a kiss. "And don't think I've forgotten where we left off."
It was kind of hard to forget where we'd left off. My balls were still swollen with need after what we'd done in the van, and even the slightest touch of her lips was enough to get me fully hard again. I shuffled around uncomfortably, readjusting myself as she walked down the short hall.
"Well ain't you two just so damn cute. Grab a seat, lemme bend your ear while she does her business!" Lana said in her cute drawl, motioning for me to sit on the couch. I did as suggested, taking a seat on one end while she grabbed the opposite side of the couch, both of us sitting facing the TV. The cartoons were brightly colored and nonsensical, but at least they were muted.
She picked up a ceramic pipe from the ash tray on the coffee table before us and tilted a lighter into it, igniting the material inside before lifting it to her lips for a long inhale. She held it in for a while, before exhaling, a rather pleased look crossing her face.
"Oh, where are my manners?" she said, offering me the pipe. "I got some edibles too, if that's more your speed."
My experiences with marijuana were limited, but not wholly negative back when Tori and I used to hang out. I didn't like the taste, and smoking felt like I was inhaling a brushfire, but it kicked in faster and didn't fuck me up nearly as much as edibles did. Figuring I hadn't much to lose at this point, I accepted the pipe and took a hit. It definitely burned going in, but I held on as long as I could before letting go in a heavy coughing fit.
Lana giggled. "Don't smoke much?"
Coughing, I handed the pipe back to her and asked, "How'd you guess?"
"Oh, I got an eye for these things!" she said, taking another deep inhale. She passed the pipe to me, and though I wasn't looking forward to the burning, I knew the buzz would be worth it. I pulled in a breath and held it with the greatest effort, and then...
Well, then I was swimming. It was very, very nice, actually. Anything resembling worry had gone away, and I just couldn't stop smiling. It was a wonderful, silly place to be, and though movement felt like one of the hardest things in the world, it felt pretty wonderful to be on the couch.
And maybe it was that and a mix of being horny, but I had to say that Lana was looking pretty good, too, in a white-trashy sort of way.
"So... Jess tells me you go to college?" I asked.
"Yup," Lana said without elaboration.
"What do you study?" I asked.
"Oh, uh, yeah, right!" Lana replied, giggling. "Business. It sounds soooooooooo, fun, I know, but I'll be really good at it. That's how James and I met, he's so cute, and he's in marketing. Put the two of us together, bam, good sex, and we'll run a solid business or two or six, I'd say."
"Lemme guess... dispensaries?" I asked.
Lana laughed. "If I have my way."
"Will you?" I asked.
She shrugged. "Who knows. Let's see how things go after we're married. Even though it doesn't make a lotta sense with our majors, he's more the money guy, I'm more the idea one... but I think I can get him to think like me better then."
From my limited relationship experience, I had my doubts that that was how things worked, but since she might've thought differently of things when she was sober, I wasn't going to say anything about it.
"So, Jess tells me that you're tutoring her in... something?" Lana asked, frowning in confusion.
"Something, yeah," I said, my words seemed to swim from my mouth slowly in a way that took my mind a moment to catch up with. It reminded me of what I both liked and didn't like about weed, but landed more on the liking it side as I just couldn't stop smiling.
"Whatever it is, you got her real proud. Like, Jess is cool, and she's usually happy, but you got her, like real happy. She says ya made her smarter. I think you just brought out the smart that was already there. That's pretty darn cool to see," Lana said, reaching for a bag of candy on the table. She quickly scooped a few gummy worms into her mouth and began to chew.
"I'm happy to see her happy, she worked really hard," I said.
Lana giggled. "But that's not the only thing that's hard, right?"
I shifted in my seat. I really couldn't hide how hard I was, so after a moment of attempted readjustment, I decided that I didn't need to readjust. "Yeah, Jess and I were... interrupted at school."
"Oh, you guys didn't finish? That's so fucked up," Lana said, her voice a little sad.
"It's alright," I said.
"No, it's not alright! Jess is so cool, and so fun, and you... I don't know you, but she talks about you real good, she really likes ya so you gotta be sweet and cool and all that, and she says you're hung like a horse... you're hung like a horse, right?" Lana asked.
My tongue was apparently rather loose from the weed, as I acknowledged, "I got a pretty big dick."
"Really, how big?" Lana said, deeply curious.
"Big," I said, with no small amount of pride.
"Can I see it?" Lana asked as if it was the most natural question in the world.
"Aren't you, like, engaged?" I asked, trying to shake my head clear and finding that thoroughly difficult to do.
Lana twisted a ring around her finger, but her smile was still goofy. "Yeah, but he ain't here now, and you are, and it's not often a girl gets to see a dick like what I hear you're packing. And if that's all it is, a little show-but-don't-tell... I won't tell him if you don't."
In my stoned mind, that sounded like as good a logic as any, and with her looking so cute and expectant, it would've felt pretty bad to say no to her.
So, I didn't. I undid my belt and unzipped my jeans, then fished my cock out of my pants and let it stand at attention. Though I'd cleaned Jess off of me already, I'd been so hard off and on during our flight over here that I was already leaking copious precum.
Lana's jaw dropped when she saw it. "Wow!"
"I know," I replied.
"I mean... that's huge!" she exclaimed.
"I know," I repeated.
"I mean... fuck, that's bigger around than my wrist, and those balls, man those are some nice-sized balls... you must cum like a fountain," she said.
"I do," I admitted, having my fun exposing myself to this college student as she practically drooled over me.
"I mean... how do you even fit that inside a lady, that's just... wow..." Lana said, in a kind of awe that couldn't help but fill me with pride. My cock twitched, and if it were capable of growing any more, it might have under her appreciative gaze.
"With difficulty, but it's a really fun kind of difficulty," Jess said, reentering the room. Without needing any prompting, she grabbed Lana's pipe and took a puff of weed, holding it in for a long moment before exhaling. Her face almost instantly relaxed.
"But you guys didn't finish? You should really finish. Finishing's good for you and healthy and all sorts of fun. Use my bedroom. You guys can, like, fuck and get it all out of you what you need to get out but couldn't get out earlier and, it'll be fun," Lana said, lingering on each word as if it were part of a truly profound, world-changing speech.
I was definitely in need of a good cum. I looked up at Jess and asked, "You wanna?"
"I wanna," she said without any hesitation, grabbing me by the wrist and helping me stand. I wasn't sure my feet would carry me, but we only had to make it down a hall, right? With my cock already out and leading the way, that didn't sound too hard to me, not one bit, no sirree... (Okay, maybe I wasn't that great with weed after all)
Without much prompting, Jess took my cock in hand and practically used it as a leash to guide me down the hall. She stopped, only briefly, to turn back to Lana.
"You wanna watch, don't you?" Jess asked.
"I don't need to watch," Lana said, noncommittal and giggly.
"You don't need to, but you wanna? It's not like the first time you've ever seen me do it; you always wanna watch the sex that goes down here," Jess said.
Lana frowned comically, but that frown soon turned into her big, goofy smile. "Yeah, I wanna watch. I mean, it's like porn, only better!"
"You want her to watch?" Jess asked me.
"Oh, yeah," I said.
"Good," Jess said, kissing me sweetly. "Come on, Lana, I don't know if we're up for showy, but you get to watch us fuck."
"I am soooooooo gonna be masturbating to you two," Lana promised, getting up on unsteady feet and wobbling toward us eagerly.
"Why am I not surprised?" Jess replied with a laugh, guiding me into Lana's bedroom.
Jess easily shed her clothes as we walked down the short hall, and though I wasn't nearly as graceful or experienced of stripping while walking and a little high, when we both reached the bedroom in the nude, I wasn't in a position to complain. Not when I had Jess naked again, and not when we were both desperate to finish what we'd started. The bedroom matched the rest of the apartment, small and dim, oddly decorated and smelling of weed, but with a king-sized bed in the middle it looked about as close as you could get to the promised land.
Standing at the foot of the bed, I embraced Jess and made out with her, crushing our naked bodies against each other as our hands roamed, exploring and caressing, squeezing and just having all sorts of delicious fun. Out of the corner of my eye, I caught sight of Lana taking a seat in an old, worn chair in the corner of the room, unbuttoning the front of her cutoffs as she watched the two of us go at it.



"Mmm, he's got the skinny nerd thing goin' on, but he's still a cute one, and that cock... mmm, that's some quality meat there, I'll tell ya what now," Lana said as she watched us.
Breaking the kiss, I said, "What about Jess? She's hot too."
"Thanks," Jess said, pulling me into another deep French kiss.
"Oh, Jess knows she's hot, and that I know she's hot, I didn't think I needed to tread over that territory again. But you know I think you're a total hottie, right, Jess? I wish I had tits like yours..." Lana said, idly running some fingers over the stiff nubs pointing through her tank top.
"I know, but it's always fun to hear it," Jess said.
Playfully, I pushed her onto the bed, enjoying Jess' squeal. I approached her as she crawled backwards up the bed, crawling between her legs and parting her thighs with my hands.
"I'm going to eat your pussy now," I said, licking my lips. I might not have had the munchies yet, but seeing her soaked, full lips just glistening and begging for a mouth on them, I felt utterly and completely famished.
"Oh, fuck yeah!" Jess exclaimed.
"That's an 'oh, fuck yeah'?" Lana mused, still playing with her nipples as if she'd never found a more fun toy. "I mean, I like getting my pussy eaten too, but, that was kind of a big wow sorta response you gave there."
"I'm good at eating pussy, like, really good," I said, enjoying the surge of confidence my high gave me.
"A lot of guys say that," Lana said.
"I don't think he's lying," Jess replied. "I've heard it from a lot of girls that he's supposed to be- CHINGAME!"
I couldn't recall enough of my Spanish to know just what Jess was saying, but I got the impression she liked what I was doing to her pussy with my mouth. With how sensitive both of us were after our interrupted encounter in her van, it wouldn't have taken much for me to make her cum right then and there. I could've given her half my usual effort and had her gushing on my face in no time, but that wouldn't do now, would it?
No, not when I could give her so much better than that. I was giving Jess my best efforts, licking and sucking at her lips before rolling my tongue leisurely over the firm nub of her clit. I kept it nice and slow, though, taking my time and savoring her taste, inhaling her scent, getting her nice and eager without pushing her over the edge. It made her into a mewling, cursing and moaning mess, grinding her hips against my face but finding no mercy from me.
I wanted her primed, but she wasn't going to cum until I wanted her to.
"Wow, that does look like fun!" Lana marveled, her hand now down her cutoffs and rubbing herself slightly. "Is he as good as advertised?"
"Better..." Jess whimpered, running her hands through my hair. "Oh man... I don't think my cunt's ever been treated this nice... fuck yes... lámeme coño, like that, fuck... please..."
"You like the way I eat you out?" I teased her.
"I think that's pretty fucking obvious," Jess groaned, grabbing a handful of my hair and pushing me back into her pussy.
"Obvious, but awesome!" Lana declared. "Keep going! Get her off!"
With one long, last, lingering lick, pressing between her folds before giving one last circle around her clit, I came up for air. "I will, but I had... an idea..."
Jess whined, wanting more of my mouth, but as I crawled over her, kissing my way up her belly, to her tits, suckling briefly on each of her perfect and thick nipples, and then to her mouth. Finally, I climbed on top of her, lining up my cock with her pussy once more. We looked into each others' eyes, a silent understanding of what we needed after we were interrupted by school. There were no interruptions, no worries now, just the two of us and this bed, and, okay, maybe Jess' dealer watching us, but she was cute so neither of us really minded.
With a hiss and a moan, I slid once again back inside of Jess, sheathing myself deep in her pussy until she'd taken my entire length.
The weed had me feeling slightly sluggish, but everything at once felt a whole lot better, too. It was easier for us to get lost in each other, focusing solely on the simple joining between us and how amazing it felt. I began to thrust into her slowly, watching her face get washed over with pleasure again and again as I thrust into her. In someplace very far away, I'm sure Lana was giggling and talking to us, trying to offer commentary that neither of us cared to hear. This was only me and Jess, two bodies joined in one, having fun, smiling, and looking for the release of pleasure that both of us had been seeking for some time.
It could have been only a couple minutes, it could have been a couple hours, but thrusting away on top of Jess and hearing her moans fill my ear became my world. Her big, joyful eyes looked at me with great need and lust, her smile transforming with each thrust. Her breasts pressed into my chest were nearly as intoxicating as the way her cunt gripped my shaft, embracing me, teasing me, urging me onward.
Jess swung her legs around my ass and locked them in place.
"Do it... faster... harder... fuck me... so close..." Jess groaned, looking deeply into my eyes.
"Me... too..." I groaned, pumping into her harder.
She pulled me in closer for a kiss, then whispered in my ear, "Then... fuck... do it... fuck me, Ryan... fuck this slutty cunt and fill me the fuck up..."
The way she nibbled on my ear, I wasn't sure I had much choice in the matter. Though the weed had dulled me somewhat, I was definitely feeling the need for that one, final release. I fucked away at Jess harder, so hard the bed began to knock against the wall. My ass was a blur, the entire length of my cock sliding in and out of her with each thrust. I felt her tense up as my own body felt a great building of pressure.
And then what needed to happen, happened. I thrust into her deeply, one last time bottoming out inside of her. The dam broke.
"Ooooooooh yeeeeeeeeeeeeessssssss!" Jess cried out, tightening and tensing, her legs wrapping around me even harder as she pulled me in deep with orgasm. "Thaaaaaaaaaat's iiiiiiiiiiiiiiitt, right there... fuuuuuuck... esto se siente bien, tan jodidamente bien..."
I grunted, loudly, as my body was overwhelmed by a long, deep orgasm, seemingly a firehose of cum firing into her. The pleasure and the weed swirled together in an intoxicating cocktail, my body sluggish but overwhelmed by the sensory input. I was floating. I was in heaven. Every last thrust spilling cum deep inside of her bringing me to another plane of existence entirely. There's every chance I might have blacked out there for a moment from the pleasure that overtook my body, but once my vision cleared, I looked down into the beautiful, sweet, smiling Latina face of Jess Garza, her short, curly hair splayed about her hair in a halo of filth. She felt like perfection in that moment, and I couldn't hold back from kissing her, the two of us making out long and deep and very, very wet.
So, maybe there was something to occasionally skipping school after all.
"THAT! WAS! AWESOME!" Lana declared from her chair. The two of us turned lazily to look at her as she pointed at us, her face overtaken by a very goofy, very sweet smile. "You two, you can, like, wow, fuck! It's pretty great... fucking awesome... and did he actually cum inside of you?"
"Yeah..." Jess said, smiling more than a little smugly. "A whole lot, too... I'm fucking full."
"That's... that's cool... but aren't you, ya know, worried about... ya know, gettin' knocked up and all that? 'cause that really seems like a lotta fuckin' cum," Lana mused, sounding more philosophical than worried.
While under the influence of a drug that could very easily make one quite paranoid, I think I acquitted myself well under the circumstances, rolling off of Jess and laying on my back next to her as we both caught our breath.
"Not really," Jess said, her fingers toying with the pooling cum that leaked from her gaping pussy. "You look at it on a large enough scale, this isn't that kind of town, and this isn't that kind of story. Give us a more serious story, and there might be consequences; I mean, how many people at our school oughta be pregnant by now 'cause of Ryan? He cums like a fire hose. But this isn't that serious a story, this is just... fun, you know?"
I had no idea what she was getting at, as my mellow from the cum and the weed had me quite drowsy and floaty and very easily confused, but she seemed confident enough.
I wasn't alone in my confusion. Lana barked a laugh. "The fuck are you talkin' about? You are wasted."
"I am not wasted yet. I am buzzed. I am looking forward to being properly baked, though," Jess clarified.
"And how's Ryan, there? You doin' alright there, buddy?" Lana asked.
"I'm... good..." I said, holding a thumb's up to her.
"Got anything I can smoke?" Jess asked.
"Sure," Lana said. "In the usual spot."
I couldn't help but notice that she still had her hand down the front of her pants. Was it possible that she'd cum when neither of us were paying attention? I doubted it. Her skin was still fairly flush, but I'd found that redheads got that way pretty easily. She and I both watched as Jess got up from the bed, cum dripping down her legs as she walked toward the front room.
"Hey Jess, can you toss me my phone?" I asked.
"Picture time?" she asked, smirking, finding my pants on the ground.
"Picture time," I said, smiling.
Jess took my phone from my pocket and tossed it to me, crossing her arms under her tits while throwing up devil horns with her hands and spreading her legs in the doorway. Sticking her tongue out like she was screaming enthusiastically at a concert, it was a perfectly lewd picture to add to my album.
"Thanks," I said, putting the phone on a nearby bedside table.
"Hey, we'll get more before this day's over, believe that," Jess said, walking from the room.
Briefly alone, Lana and I looked to each other, our eyes meeting curiously.
Well, for a moment anyway. Lana's eyes soon went to my cock. She licked her lips.
"What's this about a picture album?" Lana asked, looking at my cock.
"Something... something the first girl I got with this year started. She took some pictures while taking my virginity and... it became kind of a tradition, so... keeping, like, a collection of my 'Senior Year Memories'," I explained.
"Senior Year Memories?" Lana asked, amused by the name, her hand still not out of her pants.
"Her idea, not mine," I said, looking Lana up and down. She was breathing heavily, her skin flush from whatever excitement she'd gotten from our show no doubt. The two of us sat here like this for a good long moment, looking at each other and wondering just what was going to happen.
Lana bit her lip. "That was... a mighty fine display you two put on. You sure know how to show a girl a good time. And that cock... holy hell, that's something else..."
Following the momentum of the conversation, I considered how to play this best. Finally, I said, "You wanna touch this cock, too?"
Lana paused. "I dunno... I really shouldn't... I mean, it looks tasty and all that, but... James and all that, ya know?"
I could tell she was nice and horny, and my cock was already coming back to life. "Are you sure? How often do you get to see a dick this big in person? I'm not saying you have to go do anything crazy if you don't want to, but if you want to touch it, I won't say no."
"I dunno..." she repeated, though she still had that broad, goofy smile that made her confusion all the more adorable.
"If you want, I'll totally eat your pussy, too. If it goes further than that, hey, that's up to you, but if you want me to eat your pussy, I'll eat your pussy," I said.
"Yeah?" she said, biting her lip.
"Yeah," I repeated.
"Welp!" Lana said, standing up. "That seals the deal, then!"
"It does?" I asked. I was expecting a little more coaxing first. I knew she was definitely down, just trying to talk herself into this, but I didn't know her well enough to know what language would and wouldn't work. How readily she made up her mind was surprising, but welcome.
"Yup! Who doesn't love a good little bit of cunnilingus, amIright?" Lana intoned. Her legs were a bit wobbly, but she was steady enough as she reached down and pulled her shorts and panties to the floor, exposing her pussy to me. She was completely shaved, and like many a redhead I'd known had very prominent, very, very pink lips. They protruded ever so subtly, and already glistened with her juices.
That was enough to get a mouth watering, if I must say so myself.
"Ya like mah cunt?" Lana asked, leaning a little more heavily into her drawl as she reached down and played with her lips. "I have a lot of fun with it. I think you will too. I mean, you and Jess, that was somethin' else. I want a piece too."
"Well, then get over here," I said, sliding over on the bed and allowing her some space.
Smiling her goofy grin, she climbed over onto the bed and leaned over to kiss me. Her kisses were light and fun and tasting heavily of weed, but in my state that wasn't the worst thing to have to deal with. She was enthusiastic, maybe even a little messy as her tongue jumped into my mouth, but she was definitely fun to kiss.
"Mmmm, you are a sweet one, but I wanna see that tongue in action. Well, feel it on mah cunt, ya know what I mean!" Lana said, getting up on her knees beside me. Up close... well, her pussy lips did look rather delicious. I could smell a fair bit of her musky arousal, mixed with a scent that I knew to be weed. I doubted I could get high just by eating her out, but it seemed like if it might happen with anyone, Lana would be the one to make it happen.
Jess reentered the room with a pipe in hand and a very satisfied smile on her face. Looking at the two of us, she commented, "Nice butt, Lana. You giving in to Ryan's charms?"
"Oh, entirely!" Lana exclaimed.
"Good move. You'll have fun," Jess said, walking over and plopping herself down in Lana's chair, spreading her legs to show off her well-used pussy while she got high.
"Consider it payment for you smoking me out of my stash," Lana replied, looking down at me. Her face was undeniably on the cute, pixieish side, an impressive contrast to a girl whose naked pussy was only a matter of inches from my face.
"Sounds like a deal," Jess mused, taking a puff.
"Good, 'cause I'm gonna sit on his face!" Lana exclaimed, swinging a leg over my head and dropping her pussy down onto my mouth. I was right, she did taste of pussy and weed, but honestly, I didn't care. She felt good, and I would never turn down my mouth on a good pussy like this.
"Ride 'im, cowgirl," Jess joked with a cough.
Her lips parted easily for my tongue, and she tasted exactly like I expected. It was a different sensation than I was used to, but every girl had her own taste, and Lana's was far from a turnoff. I rolled my tongue slowly over her lips, circling it over her clit before pressing it inside. Lana groaned, then laughed, throwing her head back. Not far back enough to throw her hat off her head, but enough that I felt her hair pool on my stomach.
"Oh, yes yes yes, that's iiiiiiiiiiiiit....." she said, laughing pleasurably. I looked up as she ran her hands up her flat stomach and up to her breasts, squeezing them playfully as she ground her hips against me.
"That's some good shit, right?" Jess asked.
"That might be the best... my word... fuck..." Lana groaned, rocking her hips against my face playfully as I continued to eat her out. She was giggly, and she was more than a stranger to me, but she was enthusiastic.
"You know if you turned around, you could see his cock nice and close up, right?" Jess suggested. My cock twitched at the thought, and if I didn't have a mouth full of pussy right at that moment I probably would have thanked Jess for the suggestion.
"Oh, wow, you're... fuck, you're right! Stupid, stoned little me!" Lana giggled, climbing off of my face for a moment, only to turn around and settle her pussy back down on my face in reverse cowgirl.
Wait a second, I had an actual cowgirl sitting on my face.
Were I capable of laughing instead of having a mouthful of cunt, I would've laughed, but that's not how things shook out. Instead, my eyes were now consumed by Lana's tight ass, her cheeks spreading ever so slightly as she bent over me and giving me a wonderful view of her asshole. This, or perhaps it was more of her laughter, encouraged me to keep eating as she shook and squealed against me.
"How's your deep-throating?" Jess asked, coughing lightly on another puff of smoke.
"It's pretty good... never had anything this big... but what the fuck, I'll try," Lana said, kissing my cock all over with her same giggly enthusiasm, briefly suckling on my balls before planting one big, enthusiastic kiss on the head. Then the kiss became something more as she opened her lips up for me, taking my cock into her mouth an inch at a time. Her mouth was rather amazing, her tongue playing all over my cock as she swallowed more and more. Though I could feel her close to gagging, she easily took the last few inches in, my balls resting against her nose as the entirety of my cock was buried deep within her mouth and throat.
I felt her giggle around my cock, but the vibrations were quite nice.
Arching her back slightly, she soon began to bob up and down on my cock while I continued to lick and suckle at her pussy. She began rocking her hips against my face enthusiastically, and though it was difficult to keep my glasses on and keep up with her rocking, I think we both managed pretty well. Her mouth felt more magical by the moment, taking a lot of my length in at once before pulling out almost to the head before swirling her tongue around it and dropping all the way back down again. There were times when she would have to come up for air, coughing and gagging, but then she went back to our 69 with her same giggly enthusiasm as we both sought to pleasure each other.
"Mmm, fuck, I should've gotten me some of that shit," Jess said, watching us and laughing softly to herself. I couldn't see her, but I knew then that she was fingering herself. Well, if she was watching, I'd give her a fun show.
I grabbed Lana's ass roughly and pulled her down onto my face, hard, licking and thrusting my tongue into her energetically. She squealed around my cock, rocking her hips against my face so hard I thought she might knock me out, but she was definitely happy for the attention. Looking up, I watched as Lana flexed her ass cheeks with every bounce, showing me her tight little asshole with every movement. Taking a guess, I ran one of my fingers through her pussy juices, then pressed it against her tight hole.
She groaned around my cock, making a noise that very well could have been "mhm". I took that as a good sign, and began running it in little circles around her asshole. Lana squealed and giggled around my cock, rocking her hips even harder, practically forcing my finger inside her on her own. I did give it a little pressure, but with Lana doing much of the work, I was kind of just along for the ride as this horny redhead rode my face and shoved my own finger up her ass.
Lana was greedy, but damn it if she wasn't good at sucking cock too. If I hadn't already put a good load deep inside of Jess, I probably would've already shot down Lana's throat by now. Instead, I got to feel her body tensing as she rode my face harder and harder, her moans and giggles around my cock becoming more tentative between breaths. She was close, but I was going to take her further.
Suckling on her clit and running my tongue over it in nice, tight circles, I then slid a second finger up her ass. Twisting them around in her oh so slightly is what finally took her over the edge. Her body jolted, and she practically screamed around my cock as she sucked me in deeper, almost desperately trying to pull out any little bit of cum that she could. While I didn't have that for her, I kept pleasuring her pussy and ass, enjoying as the orgasm rolled through her body.



Though it still had her shaking, Lana soon came up off my cock, her hat still impressively on her head as she giggled, "Oh, wow, oh wow, that was... wow..."
"I told ya," Jess replied.
"I wasn't sayin' I doubted ya," Lana replied, moving off of me slightly, still shaking on the bed next to me. I could finally see Jess again, who was touching herself with one hand while taking another hit with her other.
Coughing slightly, Jess asked me, "How's her mouth, Ryan?"
"It's... really fucking good," I admitted.
"Really? Ya think?" Lana said, turning around on the bed so she was now facing me. She kissed me with stars in her eyes, gently stroking my cock with her hand. "This cock's somethin' else too. Biggest I ever set eyes on."
"Thanks," I replied. "Eyes aren't the only thing you set on it."
"That's true!" Lana laughed, continuing to stroke me slightly.
"You know, if you think that was fun, you should really try stuffing your pussy with it. It's... amazing," Jess said.
"Thank you," I replied, smiling at her.
"No prob," Jess replied.
Lana bit her lip. "I... I dunno... I mean, mouth stuff is one thing, everybody does mouth stuff, but the whole cock in pussy game... my word, I dunno..."
"Oh, what's the big deal? This really isn't *that* far off," Jess said.
"It's still a pretty big fucking deal," Lana said uncertainly, looking down at my cock and biting her lip again. Looking back at Jess, she asked, "Gimme a hit?"
"Sure," Jess said, walking over and placing the pipe in Lana's mouth. Lana took a deep lungful, held it in for a while, and then released it. She looked at me curiously, smiling her goofy smile and looking down at my cock.
"You need to cum, don'tcha?" Lana asked, her eyes never drifting from my throbbing cock.
"Yeah... I'm getting there," I admitted.
Lana screwed up her face in deep concentration as she tried to figure out how to solve this dilemma. She probably would have been able to solve it more quickly if she hadn't been so high.
"Well, how about... maybe I finish blowing you, you cum in my mouth and all that? You like my mouth, I like cum, we'll all be happy," Lana proposed.
I looked to Jess, who had a mischievous grin on her face. I could see she wanted to see more than a blowjob, and admittedly, I was right up there with her. I wanted to see how far we could push this.
"I tell ya... I don't smoke often, so it's got me a little wiped right now... I'm not sure a blowjob will be enough," I said. Some of that was even the truth. I didn't want to make Lana do anything she didn't want to do, but since she seemed on the fence, it was worth a try to see if there was a side she preferred to be on.
Lana looked at Jess for help. Jess answered, "Shit, don't look at me, I'm too baked to fuck right now."
I doubted that Jess was ever too baked to fuck, but she was definitely just baked enough to give in to some mischief.
Lana looked at me, biting her lip in deep concentration. I might have given her something resembling puppy dog eyes to help smooth things over, and this seemed to help her make up her mind.
"Okay... alright, let's do somethin' about this. Tellya what, how 'bout I grind on ya with mah cunt for a bit, get you off all nice and messy like and we call it all square? That way I don't cross too much of a line and we still get you all cummy, right?" Lana proposed.
Jess didn't look too satisfied with that answer, but it was a step in the right direction, and since I was pretty fucking desperate for an orgasm at this point, I said, "Sure."
"All right!" Lana declared, pushing herself up onto all fours, then swinging a leg over my hips. She settled her soaking-wet pussy lips against the shaft of my cock, then began gliding back and forth. Her lips against my cock were, well, rather intoxicating, and every time her clit hit the head of my cock, she let out a sound that was somewhere between a hiss, a moan and a giggle, a feeling that must have encouraged her to grind back on me harder on the back stroke.
"Oh, my word, this is a nice fuckin' cock..." Lana groaned, pushing off of the bed so she was practically riding me. One at a time she reached her arms into her tank top and then reached under, pulling it up and over her head. Though it sent her hat sprawling onto the bed, I was granted a rather nice view of her soft, firm B-cups, nice puffy nipples standing out rather prominently. She looked down into my eyes, smiling and giggling as her clit hit the head of my cock again, before she reached down and picked her hat back up and plopped it on her head.
"It's a nicer cock if you put it inside, you know," Jess said, tipping me a nod, a hand between her legs lazily playing with her pussy.
Lana groaned. "I know it would be... but... ya know... James..."
"He's not here... and for fuck's sake, you've had his cock down your throat already," Jess said.
"That's different," Lana replied.
"Says who?" Jess asked.
"Bill Clinton," Lana joked back. "I read about it in history class."
"Ah, we've another history fan here..." Jess chuckled, looking down at me. "Ryan here knows more about history I'd say than just about any other person I know."
"That a fact?" Lana asked.
"Yeah," I nodded, enjoying the false confidence the weed was giving me.
"Well, the fun part about history as Ryan's taught me, is that it ain't always right. Like, just because the president said something, doesn't mean it's true. Quite often means it isn't, actually. So, despite what our...forty-second president?"
Jess cocked her head at me questioningly, and, groaning from the sensation on my cock, I nodded with approval at her answer. Jess continued, "Despite what our forty-second president might have said, a blowjob, that's sex. Not the most fun kind of sex, but it's still definitely sex, so why split hairs and deny yourself some serious fun? Letting Ryan slide his big, thick cock into you and fuck your brains out, that's not all that different from what you've already done."
"Uh, it's a bit different," Lana said, biting her lip, looking at both me and Jess with a hint of confusion. Her walls were breaking down, and though I didn't want to push her into anything she didn't want to do, it was fun watching Jess press her buttons.
"Yeah, because it's more fun, and might end in a nice, screaming orgasm. Ten inches buried in your cunt, Lana, it's a whole helluva lot of awesome," Jess boasted, taking another hit off her pipe.
"Yeah, but..." Lana groaned, running her hands over her tits. She began to grind on me harder, perhaps hopeful that if she got me off sooner that it might be a moot point and that she wouldn't be tempted by what I had. Still, while I was quite in need of a good cum, it was going to take more than that to make me make a mess.
"But what?" Jess asked.
Lana pushed herself up to the head of my cock and rubbed her clit against it, not pulling herself back as she had done so far. She just sat there, rubbing her clit against me, feeling oh so delicious, almost as delicious as she looked. I reached up with one hand, cupping her left tit, squeezing it and rubbing her nipple with my thumb.
Lana groaned. "But... I have condoms here... but nothing big enough for Ryan..."
"Then you'd have to fuck him nice and bareback. It's pretty fucking sweet, believe me," Jess urged.
Lana let out a sound that might well have been a whine while she thought this over. "Okay..."
"Okay," Jess said, smiling.
"Okay?" I asked, wanting to make sure that this was what she really wanted.
Lana bit her lip and nodded. "But just the tip, alright? Just so I can... you know, get a feel of it, know what it's like to have some of a cock that big inside of me, alright?"
"Alright," I said, smiling up at her in a manner I hoped to be comforting.
"Excellent," Jess said, standing unsteadily as she picked up my phone. "We are so gonna get some pics of this..."
"These don't go anywhere..." Lana groaned as she continued rubbing her clit against my cockhead.
"These are just for me... for my memories..." I said, running my hands down her side and holding onto her ass. I squeezed her, gently, helping press her even more against my cock.
"Okay... good... then y'all are gonna want a good shot of... THIS!" Lana exclaimed, pressing her entrance against my cock. It was a tight fit, but her lips parted for me, allowing my cock to burrow into her snug tunnel. Her mouth lolled open as her eyes rolled back into her head, and though I didn't see it, I could hear the insistent click of Jess taking pictures.
"Fuck... you're tight," I groaned, my hands sliding up Lana's sides until I could properly cup her tits, rolling my thumbs over her hardened nipples.
"That happens when you're so big... gawdalmighty..." Lana groaned, dropping her head back. The head of my cock was nestled snugly in her open, hot pussy, stretching her immensely. It took every bit of willpower I possessed not to pull her down and bury all ten inches deep inside her cunt, but we'd agreed to the tip, and so I would hold where I was. I contented myself with running my hands over her body, squeezing her tits, caressing her sides before getting back down to her ass again... fuck, she had a nice, tight body.
"How's it feel? Fuckin' amazing, right?" Jess goaded.
"Better than that... and just the tip... fuuuuuuck..." Lana said, rocking her hips against me slightly.
"You know there's a whole lot more inches where that came from," Jess said, smiling down at me as she took more pictures of Lana and me. Briefly, she reached down to me, one of her fingers running over my nipple and causing me to shiver. It was a battle not to cum right then and there in Lana, and Jess knew that she wasn't helping.
Thank god the weed was dulling my senses just enough to keep this from being too much of a problem.
"I know," Lana said biting her lip. "But I really ought not to."
"But do you want it?" Jess asked.
"Fuck yeah I want it, why do you think this is such a problem?" Lana shot back, shivering and tensing up as I ran my fingers over her body. "You're not makin' this whole 'just the tip' thing easy."
"Just the tip is never easy. That's why it's fun to just go all in," Jess said.
Lana looked down at me, horny and conflicted and biting her lip so hard I thought she might just have bitten through it. To me, she said, "You know, you could be making this easier."
"Kinda hard not to be hard around you two," I said, honestly.
"I know..." Lana admitted, wiggling slightly with my cockhead buried in her tight entrance. Finally, sighing, she said, "Aw, fuck it. I've come this far. Just not a word to anyone..."
"'course," Jess replied.
"I promise," I replied.
"Good," Lana said, pressing down onto me.
Slowly she began pressing down, sliding my cock into her a little bit at a time. It was a deep, needed pleasure as I felt her hot, wet sheath embracing my cock. There was definite resistance, as it seemed she didn't have much experience with a cock like mine, but she was nice and determined. Her face kept flying through numerous emotions, from ecstasy to slight pain to that mouth lolling open groaning pleasure, all the way back around to her usual giggling. She giggled the most, of course, but inch by inch, past half of my cock, the look on her face was one of pure determination.
"Holy fucking shit... holy fucking shit..." she groaned as she took another inch. "Awww, hell with it."
Steeling herself, she forced herself down the last few inches. Her eyes, closed from determination, now flew open big and wide from shock.
"HOLY FUCKING SHIT!" she exclaimed, nearly falling down against me as her mouth hung open. Looking down to where she sat, fully impaled on my cock, she looked from Jess, to me, then back again. "Is this even real? Are you seeing this shit?"
"Oh, I'm seeing it..." Jess said, smiling as she took another picture.
"Seeing and feeling," I groaned, running my hands up to Lana's breasts. She quivered and squeaked when I caressed them, and when my thumbs ran over her nipples she groaned so deeply I could feel it in the tightening of her pussy.
"Fuck, you're tight," I groaned.
"I know... definitely, very, very tight... but not for long if I keep this in me," Lana giggled, smiling down at me. With seemingly great effort, she rocked her hips, letting some of my cock out of her before dropping down yet again.
"Awww, fuuuuck..." she groaned as she began to get a rhythm. "You're gonna split me open. You're gonna tear me right in half..."
"And you're gonna love every second of it," I replied, thrusting back into her.
Lana giggled. "I can't lie; this cowgirl loves her a good ride."
"Lucky for you, then; I love to be ridden," I said, dropping my hands to her hips, holding on and using my new leverage to fuck into her even harder. She moaned, riding me harder and harder, fucking down onto me as I held on for dear life. Lana wasn't lying about liking a good ride, but the way her face contorted every time she dropped down on to me, the way she unconsciously squeezed me with every thrust, I knew she'd never had a ride quite like me.
"Damn, that shit's hot," Jess said. She'd clearly tired of playing photographer, and instead sat back down to get another hit off the pipe, then started to play with herself. This would normally have been enough to grab my attention, but having a tight-bodied redhead riding me nice and hard, all smiles and giggles and the occasional yelp of pleasure, I was easily overwhelmed.
My head was swimming, and I was living in a world of pleasure. Not a bad day by my accounts. I didn't see making a habit out of cutting class, but if I had to every so often... well, I hoped I could make it like this.
Lana fell down on top of me, still fucking against me but kissing me giddily. I wrapped my arms around her, holding on as I fucked up into her, smiling and kissing her back.
"I love a good ride... fuck I love a good ride... but you know what I love more?" Lana said.
"What?" I asked.
"I like being fucked deep, and hard. I want you behind me, fuck me like a bitch," Lana whispered into my ear, nibbling on the lobe slightly and giggling as we continued to fuck.
"You know if we keep this up, I'm gonna be cumming soon, right?" I warned.
"Oh, we're both gonna!" Lana promised.
"Well, alright," I said. With great effort, I rolled over on top of her, then pulled out. Though she lost her hat for a moment, Lana soon rolled over onto her hands and knees and managed it back onto her head.
I got up on my knees behind her, lining up my cock back against her pussy lips, easily sliding back in. I grabbed her by the hips and started thrusting in and out of her vigorously, our bodies slapping into each other and her tits bouncing wildly. Her giggles had become a long, drawn out wail, and I doubted either of us was very long for this world.
"Nnnnhfuck! Right there... fuck... fuck me... fuck me hard... make me cum..." Lana groaned.
I didn't need any encouragement to fuck her harder, but it was much appreciated. The simple sound of our frantic coupling pushed me onward, the wonderful feeling of her pussy grabbing and squeezing my cock every time I bottomed out within her. She was taking nearly my entire length with every stroke, and looking over to watch Jess enjoying the sight of us was almost too much.
"I'm gonna cum soon..." I warned.
"Gaaaawd... metoo, fucking me too, dear lord..." Lana moaned as I thrust into her harder and harder.
"Oh, sweet, lemme get this..." Jess said, grabbing my phone and angling herself to see both Lana's and my faces.
"Where do you want it?" I groaned, pushing into her harder.
Lana squealed. "Ooooooh..."
"You should really make him cum inside of you, it's pretty awesome," Jess suggested to Lana.
"Thanks," I replied.
"No problem," Jess said, leaning over to kiss me briefly while Lana considered this through her railing.
"Oh, fine, fuck, let's take our chances, cum inside of me nice and deep, I wanna feel it all!" Lana proclaimed.
"That's what I'm talkin' about!" Jess cheered, getting the phone ready. "I'm so gonna get a picture of your face when he cums in you."
"You better," Lana exclaimed. "because... HOLY FUCK, I'M CUMMIN', Y'ALL!"
She cried out and went tense, bucking back against me as a gush of liquid splashed against my balls and thighs. Her pussy tightened around me as she laughed and wailed, bucking against me and demanding more and more of my cock.
That was my cue. Unable to hold back the torrent anymore, I let loose, thrusting deep within and cumming inside of Lana Granger. Pleasure flowed through my body as my cock entered another plane of existence, my eyes lidding over and almost fading into the gray for how good it felt to be gripped within her. Lana was insatiable, squeezing every drop out of me, and though I hadn't many left, I was happy to provide every drop I could.
I could hear the snapping of pictures on my phone as Jess documented the occasion, but I was so overwhelmed I didn't really care much. Rationally I hoped they were good shots. On instinct, I was slowing down, pulling out of Lana and collapsing on the bed beside her. My cock was softening, still dripping with her juices and the last bits of her cum.
If my head was swimming before, now I was floating with my head barely above the surface enough to breathe. I was inexperienced with weed, and after pulling myself together for some serious exertion, I was spent. I was beyond spent. I was on the precipice between consciousness and unconsciousness, floating away a little bit at a time. Somewhere in the distance I felt Lana fall to the bed beside me before getting up. I felt a kiss on my lips, and her talking about how she needed to get some munchies, before trotting off somewhere far away.
"Ryan? You in there, buddy?"
I murmured something. The world drifted further away, and I sat rather well on the precipice of exhaustion and sleep. It was nice.
Then I felt the glass against my lips, and on instinct I sipped, letting the cool water roll down my throat. Soon I was ravenous, chugging it down with great need as if it was the sweetest, cleanest water I'd ever had and that I could never get enough. Coughing slightly as I breathed in some drops, I let myself be roused by the image of Jess standing naked over me.
"Not an accomplished pothead?" she asked.
"No," I admitted. My head was a little clearer, but my throat was another battle entirely. I tried clearing it, and for my troubles Jess gave me another sip of the cool water. It didn't make the dry mouth go away, but my head felt a little clearer.
"You don't have to be to smoke," Jess said, setting the glass at a bedside table, "but it helps to know some of the basics. Like how engaging in a power fuck like that when you're already cotton-mouthy and thirsty's not gonna be the best for you"
"Noted," I replied.
"Good," she said, scooting closer to me so that she could kiss me. It was a slow, lingering kiss, the kind that tasted wonderful and I could never get enough of. With great effort, I wrapped an arm around her and held her close to me, loving the way her breasts felt pillowing against my chest. We kissed again, slow and lingering, enjoying the closeness. Her hands drifted down to my cock and began to stroke it slightly, bringing what felt like a little life back.
"I like to party. And I like to fuck hard. When I'm high, though, I'm just as fine to keep things nice and slow, unhurried, ya know? It's more fun that way... and I can keep going for a long, long time," Jess said, smiling slyly and kissing me again.
"I think I've got a lot to learn from you," I said, smiling and kissing her back.
"Let's call it a trade, teaching for teaching," Jess replied.
As my eyes cleared further, I looked around the room for Lana and found us alone. And that the sun had seemingly shifted places in the sky since I last looked.



"Where's... where's Lana?" I asked.
"In the kitchen, staring at the cupboards. Maybe baking, too, I don't know how long she'll be, but you get her started and she can be a while. Especially when she's making cookies," Jess explained.
"Pot cookies?" I replied, not sure I was ready for that much.
Jess laughed, then kissed me. "No, the regular kind. She makes some pretty mean chocolate chip cookies. Really great when you've got the munchies. I think her fridge is already pretty full, but she wanted 'em fresh."
"Food does sound good," I admitted. A lot of things sounded good. Lying down here next to Jess, naked and spent and being so close to someone so soft and fun felt beyond amazing. I wasn't going to make a habit of cutting class, but if I had to, this was the way to do it.
"Doesn't it?" Jess admitted, kissing me again, her smile almost as big and goofy as Lana's.
"You're baked..." I laughed, kissing her.
"Damn right I am. And I'm gonna get more baked, too. You want some more?" Jess asked.
"Oh, definitely... maybe not now, but definitely..." I said, running a hand lightly over her side, up the swell of her hip until I could gently cup her ass. She moaned at my touch.
As my cock swelled in her hand, Jess smiled. "Feels like you're ready for something."
"For you? Yeah," I said, kissing her deeply, slowly.
Jess moaned into my mouth. "Thanks."
"You sound surprised..." I said, squeezing her ass again, then running my hand between her legs so I could finger her pussy. No surprise, she was still quite wet with a mix of our juices. Jess groaned, shaking against me and pressing herself in closer. She was definitely still quite sensitive.
"Not surprised... I know I'm good... but you've been with all kinds of girls... women, really... and I know you been up to some crazy shit, so it's pretty cool to know I can get your motor runnin'," Jess said, kissing me.
"Oh, you do more than that," I said, sliding a finger deep inside of her. Jess moaned.
"Chingame, I can tell," she said. "But it's nice to be wanted by someone who knows how you want it; compatibility, man, it's so underrated."
"Glad to hear it," I replied, gently pressing my thumb against her clit. She hissed pleasurably, rocking side to side ever so slightly so she could drag her nipples against me.
"You think you might be ready again soon?" Jess asked, looking up at me hungrily.
"Yeah," I replied.
"Good," she said, rolling over to a bedside table and opening a drawer.
"Whatcha doin'?" I asked, looking at her ass appreciatively as she did this.
Chuckling, Jess rolled back over to show me the bottle in her hand. "It's lube time?"
"Oh, fuck yeah," I said as understanding hit me.
"Oh, you wanna fuck my slutty, cock-loving ass? Because I'm told that it's, like, the best ass most guys have ever had. Once you've had it, you're pretty much ruined for all other asses. It's pretty awesome. You sure you still want some of this?" Jess asked, squeezing some lube into her hand, then applying it generously to my cock. Her touch, plus the slippery texture of the lube made my cock twitch. Fuck, it felt good.
Having had my share of asses before and being very, very happy with each unique experience, I replied, "I'd have thought that the amount of time I spent with my mouth on your asshole would indicate enough to you of my intentions for your ass."
Smiling, Jess leant down to kiss me. "Bitchin'."
"Yeah, that's definitely bitchin'," I replied.
"Good..." Jess said, lying down so that I was spooning her. My now slick cock rested between her impressive ass cheeks, perfectly sandwiching me. I couldn't help grinding into her like that, wrapping my arm around her so I could better cup her tits. She parted her legs slightly, encouraging me. Briefly, I let go of her tit and grabbed my cock, lining it up and pressing the head against her tight hole.
I'd already had my tongue in there and got a taste of how amazing her ass was, so you could say I was looking forward to this.
Jess turned her head so she could look at me as I placed my hand back on her tit and began to press into her. Her full lips parted slightly as she took in a breath. Silently, she nodded to me, as I pushed harder. Her asshole offered resistance, daring me to go at her harder, but with a little more pressure, it began to give. Then, with a pop, the head of my cock slid in.
Jess groaned, her mouth lolling open and her eyes rolling back as she adjusted to my size. "Hijo de puta! Motherfucker, that's... that's..."
"Big, huh?" I groaned. "Well, you're tight."
I pushed a little more into her, sliding another couple inches inside. She said, "That's what happens when you've got a dick that big."
"You knew I was big," I said.
"You never know how big a guy is until you're taking him in your ass," Jess groaned, leaning into me, forcing even more of my cock inside of her.
"Not the first time I've heard that one," I said proudly, forcing a little more inside. I was more than halfway in by this point, it wouldn't take much more to bottom out inside of her. I was lubed, and she was willing, and all it took was a little bit of force. Compared to our earlier fuck and the time I spent with Lana, this just felt nice and relaxed by comparison.
Nice and relaxed with an amazing Latina ass wrapped around my cock threatening to squeeze even more cum out of me, but relaxed all the same. I slid the last couple inches of my cock up her ass, and with that, Jess gasped. She never stopped looking at me, her mouth open, smiling somewhat, but still open as she tried to breathe to take in everything that was happening to her. I felt her shudder, quivering slightly against me as her body broke out with goosebumps all over. With the slightest flex, she squeezed my cock with her ass, making me moan with pleasure. In response, I wiggled inside of her a little.
I leaned into her, kissing her gently and squeezing one of her nipples, loving the way she moaned into my mouth.
Wiggling again, I smiled. "So, be honest."
"What?" she asked.
"Biggest you've ever had in your ass?" I asked.
Jess laughed. "Biggest I've had in any hole."
"And you're taking it like a champ," I said, smiling and running my fingertips over her soft flesh again.
She groaned. "Are you always this proud of yourself?"
"Depends on my mood, but today... yeah, I'm pretty fucking proud," I said, withdrawing a couple inches and sinking back into her.
Jess hissed. "You've got a lot to be proud of... but so do I."
She pulled away, then arched her back into me, pulling several inches of my cock out, then pressing them back into her. Jess leaned into me, looking into my eyes and kissing me deeply.
This was the rhythm we developed, a slow, steady fuck as we spooned, making out and touching each other as I methodically fucked her ass. She was right, that her ass was something worth being very proud of. It was one of the best I could remember, and one I knew I could fuck for a very long time without any regret.
Time passed in a strange, slow fashion that made it hard to tell how long we'd been at it. We could smell the tempting aroma of fresh baked cookies that alerted us to what exactly Lana had gotten herself up to, and though it definitely managed to tickle both of our need for the munchies, it didn't stop us. I reached around Jess, dropping my hand between her legs so I could finger her in time with my fucking her ass. Taking our time, I know that I made her cum twice. The first time was quiet and sudden, while the second time had her moaning something long and low in Spanish as my hand was drenched by a flood of her juices.
Grasping onto her more tightly and needing my own release, I thrust into her just a little harder, savoring the tightness of her ass while I fucked into her. The buildup felt natural, and when I was finally ready, I grunted and released another thick load of cum deep within her. Jess gasped and groaned, moaning as she used her ass to coax each and every drop from me. She murmured something low that I couldn't quite hear, but didn't need to. Her smile said everything.
Still conjoined, we lay on the bed spooning, kissing and stroking each other and feeling very, very nice.
We were like this for a while, making out and curled into each other, before Lana reentered the room, a tray in hand. Wearing not much more than her hat and an apron, she smiled down at us proudly.
"Hey, guys, I got cookies and milk and some pretty damn good weed. Don't tell me you're finished now?" she challenged, smiling brightly.
Jess and I looked to each other and smiled.
"Nah, we're just getting warmed up," I said, smiling broadly.
***
I know there's been a handful occasions where I've said things were a blur, but when you have as much sex and weed as Jess, Lana and I had on that lost afternoon, it's easy for things to blur into each other. We ate, we got high, and we fucked.
A lot.
I was the center of attention for most of it, Jess and Lana taking turns having me stuff their various holes, but in moments where I was too wasted or tired to do much of anything, I have the vaguest memories of them sometimes getting down and getting each other off. It was great to watch, and great to get me ready again, and soon enough I'd have another nice, long, slow session with one of them while we wiled away the afternoon and early evening until it was time for Jess to take me home.
As we pulled up next to my place, I felt like I could barely move. It wasn't just the sex, or the weed, or the crazy afternoon I'd had, or the fear of facing school tomorrow (even if I did have a number of texts reassuring me that all was well on the school front), but some amorphous combination of all of those factors hitting me at once. Even as Jess pulled up to the curb, my house so temptingly close, it felt like it might as well have been on the moon.
Instead of leaving, I turned and took a look at Jess. Fuck, I didn't think anyone could have looked hotter than her in that moment. Though she was back to her usual ratty skater wear, the pretty way she smiled at me and the knowledge of what that body was capable of utterly disarmed me.
"That was... amazing," I said.
"Yeah, it was pretty fuckin' hot," Jess replied brightly, leaning over to kiss me. The kiss lasted a few seconds, the familiar feel of our lips and tongues pressed against each other almost beginning another hot and heavy makeout. My hand traveled up to one of her tits, but the moment I felt her nipple hardening under my palm, I pulled back.
"I should probably stop. If I don't, I don't think we'll ever stop," I said.
"Why should we stop? You got a bed in there, right?" Jess said, smiling mischievously.
I laughed. "You're a fucking machine."
"No. I'm a fucking machine who got an A-FUCKING-MINUS!" Jess cheered, pounding on her wheel triumphantly.
"Yes, you did, and if we celebrate any more I think I might be comatose," I answered honestly. It didn't mean that part of me wasn't tempted, but that was against much of my better judgment.
Smugly, Jess puffed herself up. "Like I told you, I'm the best."
"I don't think I'll doubt you ever again," I said.
"Good. Are you still gonna tutor me?" Jess asked.
"You still want to be tutored?" I asked.
Jess thought about this. "Yeah. I do. At first I think this was all about the sex, wanting some of that anaconda you got (and might I say it's real prime, fucking meat, thankyouverymuchforsharingitwithme), but seeing my grades go up... it feels good. I liked doing better. I liked having it feel like someone believed in me. So, yeah, I'd still like you tutoring me if you'll still do it, we don't even have to have sex or nothin'."
Quickly, I said, "We can still have sex. Not even just at the end of the month, whenever we, like, can."
I swear, I'm more eloquent when I'm not a little baked.
Jess smiled at me sweetly. It was a smile I hadn't seen from her, not a hint of edge or amusement, just a pure sweet joy. "I'd like that."
"I would too," I said, leaning in to kiss her. This was a slower, deeper kiss, but one that felt... well, different. Good different. I didn't know what the future would hold for Jess and me, but I was curious to see where our friendship would take us.
"Good. Now get home before I put you in a coma," Jess said, reaching over to grab my cock through my pants. She leaned in, whispering into my ear, "Because you know I'm the kind of slut who would."
Fuck, just being this close to her got me hard again. It shouldn't have been physically possible, but she found a way.
"Oh, I know," I said.
Grabbing my backpack, I got up on unsteady feet and opened my door, stepping outside and closing it behind me. Jess gave me a quick honk and then pulled away. It was... darker outside than I remembered, but that was probably for the best. Jess no doubt had kept us at Lana's place for a while, not just for sex, but so she could sober up and drive safe.
That... was nice and responsible.
Walking unsteadily for the door, I pulled my phone from my pocket, and despite the temptation to look at the pictures I'd taken with Jess and Lana, I instead shot a group text to Josie and Brooke letting them know I was okay.
A few seconds passed as I stood on the walk up to my front lawn before I got a response from Alice, and a picture. Josie and Brooke smiled up at the camera, their lower faces covered in cum.
Alice: We're having a blast at the sex shop. These two are quite popular.
I laughed, texting back.
Me: I bet they are.
I slid the phone into my pocket, then walked up the pathway and laughed again. I was happy to see that the girls were having fun. I'd have enjoyed more coming home and collapsing next to them, but, lacking that, I was glad to see that they were having fun and getting some.
Stepping up onto the porch, I fumbled for my keys, and it was in my fumbling in the dark that I finally looked down and saw what was sitting at the door.
"The hell?" I muttered, bending over carefully to see what it was. At the base of the door was an ornate, silver tray piled high with cookies and covered in Saran Wrap, and on top of this was a small branch with a bow and a note attached. Though the porch lamp was off (no doubt because Dad was probably out on some hot date), I could see enough in the early evening light the text of the note.
FROM KAREN BOWMAN TO THE COLLINS MEN -- DELICIOUS TREATS!
"The fuck is this?" I said, holding the branch as I tried to roll over her words in my head.
"It's an olive branch," a timid voice answered.
I nearly jumped out of my skin screaming as I turned to the source of the voice sitting on my porch and found sitting in a chair Jennifer Cage. Her backpack was with her, and she was still wearing the same clothes she'd worn to school. If I'd smoked any more weed than I had, no doubt I'd be incredibly paranoid right about now, but that didn't mean that I wasn't a bit alarmed to find her here.
"I don't know why Kyle's mom is putting an olive branch on a cookie tray at your front door, but that's what it is. I could speculate, of course, your history with the family being, uh, the subject of a number of provocative rumors, but... yeah," Jennifer said quickly.
I could think of a number of reasons, not the least of which was Addison's warning around Christmas. Apparently, Kyle's mom had been trying to pull strings behind the scenes to get his exile from Regan Hills undone, and no doubt getting in good with me and Addison was a step in the right direction. That, combined with the pressure I'd heard about her putting on the PTA to prevent Mrs. Harker from doing the spring musical that the drama kids wanted, helped me realize that my problems with the Bowman family were far from over.
The cookies looked good, my munchies not having abated in the slightest, but as tempting as they looked, it certainly felt like they could have been poisoned.
Of course, I had more pressing matters to take care of.
"Don't take this the wrong way, Jennifer, but what the hell are you doing on my front porch? Have you been here since school let out?" I asked her, trying to shake my head clear.
"Yes," she answered.
"Why?" I asked.
Nervously, Jennifer stood up and flexed her hands. "I said, earlier I mean, I said that I needed to talk to you about something important today, and before you ask, I know I could have texted or called, but I was too afraid to, so I came here instead, and... I'm just making such a mess of things when I didn't want to make a mess of things, but, this isn't easy to talk about, so..."
I'm not lying when I say that I barely knew Jennifer Cage, but Jennifer was clearly in a lot of distress, and I wanted to help her get out of it if I could.
"Just take a breath, and tell me what you wanted to tell me," I said.
"Okay, okay, I can breathe... breathing is easy, we do it all the time, I can do it, you can do it, just... breathe..." Jennifer said to herself, stepping up to me and taking a deep breath. Her big brown eyes were bigger and browner through her glasses when she looked up at me.
"What's so important that you've been waiting here all evening?" I asked.
Jennifer let her breath out, took in another, and said, "You're a legend, okay?"
"I'm a legend?" I asked, genuinely surprised by her choice of words.
"Yeah, a legend. To me, anyway," she said.
"Why?" I asked.
"It's... not a secret really, what's been happening to you, what you've done, what you've been doing and who you've been doing it with this year..." Jennifer said, her voice a little meek, her eyes darting away from me, then nervously back.
Though I knew what she was talking about, I needed to hear it from her lips to make sure I wasn't barking up the wrong tree. "And what exactly do you think I've done?"
Jennifer gulped. "Sex. Lots of sex with lots of girls, girls from all over the school, girls of all different types, gorgeous girls who would normally be unattainable to people, nerds, like us, and I know a lot of it's said to be because of your certain... gifts... but that can only explain so much. I know that can't be everything. You've a number of gifts, Ryan, and you've given a lot of us something to aspire to, and... that's why I'm here."
She gulped again, and took in a deep breath. "I am sick and tired of being looked over and unnoticed by everyone in school. Everybody just looks at me like, 'there goes the art girl with the ponytail and glasses and overalls with paint on them, let's go on with our lives', and I don't want that to be me. I want to be noticed, like you. I want to be remembered. I want to have friends. I'm horny, and I want to get laid! I want to be with boys, and maybe even girls, I'm not really sure about it but I'm game to try... and I want to party and have fun! I don't want to hold myself back anymore just because I feel like I'm expected to act a certain way, or because I'm afraid of people knocking me back to where I was... Ryan... I know I'm a stranger, but I've heard about what you were like before all this, and I've seen how far you've come, and... can you teach me? Teach me how to do what you've done? Teach me what you know about sex and how to be... you know, someone who can enjoy their year more, I guess? Like you and all your friends? Can I... can I be, like, your apprentice?"
Now it was my time to gulp. What she said... it was a lot to take in, and it sounded like a lot of responsibility to consider... and my head wasn't in the best place in the world either, but was I going to turn her away when she'd opened her heart to me like this?
I cleared my throat. "I've got some cold milk in there. Would you be up to join me in seeing if these cookies are poisoned while we talk about your situation?"
Jennifer's lips briefly curled into a bright smile. "Yes. I would like that."



"Good," I said, motioning her inside. Following her in with the cookies in hand, I shook my head.
January may have been a busy month, but it was looking like February wasn't planning to let up on me, either. It should have daunted me, and yet as I thought about it, only three words came to mind:
Bring it on.
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews or shoot me some feedback, as they really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
And after some recent crises and battles, I want to add one last note on a more practical concern. When it comes to mental health, I hope everyone out there is taking the time to take care of themselves. Mental health may seem like a never-ending battle, but it's a never-ending battle that is always worth fighting, and one that there are plenty of resources to be found to help with should you ever be struggling. Be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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Briar's Mill, California wasn't much of a town to look at. Not quite suburban and not quite rural, it lay in a middle-ground of uncertainty that had it perpetually looking like a town out of a PG-13 80s adventure movie featuring a bunch of kids solving mysteries on bicycles, but not one that could afford to be filmed in a nicer town. Oh sure, it had quaint businesses and family homes that had been in many a family for many generations, but if you looked close enough, half of those businesses were boarded up, or were soon to be replaced by their big chain counterparts, while the local Briar's Mill Mall was barely holding on. Most of the nearby farms were on the verge of failure, and while many of the older families stuck around, many more had long since parted.
As a matter of fact, there were pretty much only two things the town was noteworthy for.
The first, was being the hometown of a reasonably well-known pornstar named Alexis Ashe, but considering that wasn't something that you put on signs (and her reputation for being up for anything on camera), it wasn't exactly something Briar's Mill boasted about.
The second, however, was something they'd put far more pride into: they did Halloween right.
Between two of the still operating farms nearby specializing in growing pumpkins, and the abandoned gothic manor that was the Higgins House at the west edge of town (naturally claimed to be haunted), it was a reputation that only came naturally, and one the town leaned into. Being Instagram-ready for the seasonal crowd wasn't saving the town from failure, but it was slowing the downward spiral. People would come from far and wide for a Halloween experience in Briar's Mill, taking in the Briar's Mill Halloween Carnival just off Main Street, or a Halloween movie marathon at the Camelot Theater, or even just trick or treat at the many amazing yard displays.
It was a magical time of year in Briar's Mill, a time of possibility and wonder, where anything could happen to anyone, and for ten seniors of Briar's Mill High School who had been friends since childhood, each would find something that night that would make it particularly memorable...
***
It was the afternoon of Halloween, and a man in a grim reaper's robe walked up and down the seasonally decorated Main Street handing out fliers to anyone he didn't recognize.
"Come on down, that's right I said come on down, to the Mortuary of Doom Haunted House! You can skip the entire rest of the carnival because it's the only thing you need to see. Why's that, you say? Well, for one simple reason: it'll scare the shit out of you!" he declared with great pride.
Very little of this was in the script he was given to promote the haunted house, but 18-year-old Miguel de la Cruz had never exactly been one for following scripts. He was a handsome young man with a confident grin, well-groomed black hair, warm brown eyes and a muscular physique that had served him well with the ladies. If he'd followed scripts his entire life, he wouldn't have had nearly as much fun, and with this being his last year in Briar's Mill before college, he was going to have as much fun as humanly possible.
If it had been up to him, he would have gone his entire senior year without working, but with money tight and the kind of fun he had in mind requiring some extra income, he wasn't averse to taking the occasional part-time job. Handing out fliers for the local haunted house attraction was pretty easy as after school jobs went, and since the actual attraction was pretty fucking scary for a local haunt, he had no problem hyping the place up. It wasn't to say that he wouldn't rather be out with his friends Richie and Lucas and Bobby raising some hell tonight, but since the money was good and he knew how to make his own fun on the job, he wasn't too worried about missing out on one last Halloween.
And speaking of fun...
There were two of them, college girls by the looks of them, both of them fashionably dressed in tight, revealing outfits. They weren't costume-ready for Halloween, but definitely looked like they were the kinds of girls who were here more for the pics than the experience the way they were glued to their cell phones. The girl on the left had long, blonde hair and big blue eyes, while the one on the right was Asian, with her jet-black hair cut in a short bob. They were both at least a head shorter than him, and both had everything that would draw a woman to Miguel's attention: huge tits (at least a D-cup on each of them), and tight, round asses.
Sidling up next to them was one of the easiest things Miguel had ever done in his life.
"Hello ladies. Looking to get scared? Mortuary of Doom Haunted House tickets are still on sale, but they're going fast..." he said, holding a flier out to the blonde.
"No thanks; I didn't come here to be scared," the blonde said with some faint disgust.
Her friend grabbed the flier instead, looking on it with some amusement, "Oh, come on, Tiffany! Live a little; we're only here for the night, and it's Halloween! Why not get a good scare?"
"Because, Sandra, I don't like it, alright?" Tiffany replied, crossing her arms under her impressive breasts. The way her tight, midriff-baring t-shirt hugged them as she hiked her tits up... well, it made Miguel a very happy spectator.
The way she talked, Miguel thought that Tiffany might be a little bit of a ditz, while Sandra seemed like she might be more on the fun-loving side, not to mention the brains of the operation. It was times like this that he loved not having a type, aside from a proclivity towards chestier girls; options were always fun to play around with.
"But it's Halloween! We're supposed to be scared, a little!" Sandra protested.
"I don't have to do what I don't wanna do, alright?" Tiffany shot back.
"You know, you're right," Miguel said smoothly. "You don't have to be scared if you don't want to be scared, and thankfully for you, there's a lot of things you can do in town tonight that are both fun, and hardly frightening. Why, with the proper guide..."
Tiffany smiled, her full lips curling into a grin. "See? This guy knows how it works."
Sandra rolled her eyes. "Well, I'm gonna check out the haunted house. You do what you want, I'm gonna get scared. If you're gonna chicken out and be a bitch about it..."
Miguel knew goading when he saw it, and appreciated the assist from Sandra. Tiffany lunged a hand out, grabbing one of the fliers from his hands.
"Fine, I'll try the stupid haunted house, but if I need fucking therapy after this, you're paying for it," Tiffany said.
"I'll take those odds," Sandra said, looking over the flier before her eyes widened. "Wait a sec, entry to the haunted house is forty bucks?"
"Yeah," Miguel answered.
"No thank you; give me something special, and I'll pay forty bucks, but a small-town haunted house I've never heard of before? Yeah, no, that's too much," Sandra replied.
"Would it make a difference if I told you it was going to a good cause? Because it is," Miguel said, smiling. "Proceeds go to a number of school programs 'round town, with special attention paid this year toward helping revitalize our library's children's section. You wanna help the kids, don'tcha?"
Sandra looked thoughtful. "It does sound good, but... we don't have that kind of money to throw around; we want to be able to spread it around, you know?"
"So, wait, first you wanna go and then you don't wanna go, and all this after you twist my arm into going? Make up your fuckin' mind, Sandy," Tiffany said, annoyed.
Miguel prided himself in his ability to think on his feet, and when he had a couple of hotties on the hook he was more than happy to think even faster than usual.
"Well, lucky for you ladies, you happen to know a bona fide employee of the haunted house in question. I could probably get you in cheaper than that," Miguel said.
"With what, your employee discount?" Tiffany asked.
"Well, that was my plan," he admitted. It was a time for a big play, one that could either backfire tremendously, or work out very, very well. "Though if you want to try to talk me into getting you in for free, I'll listen."
Tiffany, ditzy as she was, didn't seem to catch his meaning right away, but Sandra understood right away. She gave him a look, a difficult proposition in his flowing robe, but must have found his face handsome enough to consider him.
"What did you have in mind?" Sandra asked, raising an eyebrow at him.
"What are you offering?" Miguel returned. Sandra grinned at his confidence, while Tiffany appeared to be racking her brain for what they had to offer.
The blonde snapped her fingers. "Ooh, I got it! We got some really, really hot pics; will that be enough to get us in?"
"They'd have to be some hot fucking pics," Miguel replied.
"Oh, we got hot fucking pics," Tiffany answered, mischievous.
Miguel thought about this. On any other day, this would have been more than enough to get his attention, but it was Halloween and he was on the job. Nonetheless, he was also feeling playful, and there were very few things he wouldn't do for some suitably hot pics. "Tell you what, let's make it a game. Whoever sends me the hottest pic gets in free. Sound like fun?"
Miguel had been counting on Sandra's playfulness, and the busty Asian girl more than delivered when she answered, "Oh, this is going to be *so* fun."
Yeah, Miguel had to admit, there were worse nights he could be working than Halloween.
***
Standing across the street, a handful of Miguel's friends ate ice cream from one of the carnival's street vendors who'd opened up early for the evening and watched the scene unfold as he smooth-talked his way into the good graces of two bona fide hotties. Though this was hardly an unfamiliar sight when it came to Miguel, the unlikelihood of what was occurring still bore noting.
"I don't know how the hell he does it," Jacob Wright said. Tall, blonde and as muscular as he was handsome, on paper he should have understood exactly what worked for Miguel. He had his reasons, though, and his friends understood them well enough to not give him a hard time for it.
He continued, "It doesn't take any thought for him, no consideration, no weighing options, all he does is walk up to them and start talking and then he has them all giggly and in the palm of his hand. It's as easy to him as breathing or walking. I don't get it."
Sadie Fuentes, a petite and short Latina whose fashion sense bordered on somewhere between tomboyish and goth yet was still distinctly her own, looked at her friend across the street and answered Jacob, "Some of us are simply gifted, and that boy there he's among them. Good genes, natural confidence, never had a bad thing happen to him in his life... he's gifted by luck."
"Why can't we all be gifted with that kind of luck?" Jacob asked, envying how easy everything seemed to come to Miguel.
"Not how life works, man. Just roll with the punches and play the cards you're dealt," Sadie suggested.
Jacob sighed, swirling the remnants of his pumpkin ice cream around his cup. "Yeah, like that's worked for me so far."
"Give it time, man. You'll make it work," Sadie said, patting her friend on the back before she came up with what felt like the world's most brilliant idea. "Should we fuck with him? We should fuck with him. I think we should fuck with him. Guys, what do you think of fucking with Miguel?"
"Let's not fuck with him," Jacob suggested. "What's to gain there?"
"Oh, come on, it'll be fun!" Sadie suggested. "A little trick to make him work harder for his treat?"
While Sadie was all for playing a prank, Jacob and their other three friends seemed less enthused.
Sean Donner, a thoughtful and somewhat sad-looking boy with dark hair, replied, "I'm with Jacob. Miguel's having a good time, let's not fuck with it? It's Halloween, and some of us should be having fun without needing to worry about whether or not that fun would last. Besides, he's working and you know he needs the money, and you wouldn't want someone messing with you while you were on the job, would you?"
"It's barely a job the way he does it," Sadie said, blowing some of her dark curls from in front of her eyes, her face betraying that she had to admit Sean had a point. "But... fine, you don't want me to fuck with him, I won't fuck with him."
"Thanks," Sean replied, smiling warmly. By all rights, the two of them shouldn't have been friends; Sean was a quiet, hard worker, and Sadie was a wild child party girl known for finishing as many fights as she had started. Interests-wise, they hadn't much in common, but that didn't stop them from being the closest of friends, especially lately after Sean's breakup. After his girlfriend, Anna, had broken up with him, Sadie had been the best friend a guy could ask for (when she wasn't threatening to burn Anna's house to the ground anyway), a true ally and confidante. In a rare move for her, she was even willing to handle Sean with a fair amount of sensitivity, but that only meant she went harder at the rest of her friends, and even worse toward her enemies.
"But know this," Sadie said theatrically, twirling around and standing before her friends. "There will come a time when all of our minds are one when it comes to whether or not to fuck with Miguel de la Cruz, and on that day, I will strike, oh how I will strike down upon him with great vengeance and furious anger the likes of which he has never seen! Oh yes, there will be striking!"
As usual when Sadie was overly dramatic, this got a fair round of laughter from her friends. Well, to those who understood it was a joke anyway.
"Awww, I wanted to see Sadie strike! She's soooo good at it! Like what she did at Holden's party last year? Or Jones's party last year? Or pretty much any party last year? Man that was one helluva year; lotta cop cars. It was soooooo funny every time... I wanted to see Sadie strike," Hana Nakamura pouted. The busty and more than a little ditzy Japanese cheerleader may have looked the most out of place of anyone in the friend group standing and watching Miguel, but while it may have looked like she traveled in very different circles, she was as beloved and necessary as any of them for the history they had together.
"Next time, sweetness," Sadie said, playfully leering at her old friend.
"Yay!" Hana exclaimed, jumping up and down and splashing a little melted ice cream on her shirt. "Ah, crap."
"I wouldn't mind seeing some of that great vengeance sometime; assuming whoever's on the receiving end is deserving anyway," said Simon Greene, looking a little jealously at Miguel as he worked his magic. The black nerd may not have been as gawky and awkward to the others since he started working out and really buffed up, but his voice was every bit as timid as they were accustomed to.
"Give it time; Sadie will make good," Jacob said, nodding, amused, at Sadie, a nod that she readily returned. While he had always been jealous of Sadie's decisiveness, it was also something that he admired in her, even if it meant one of their other friends was going to get pranked somewhere down the time.
Sean sighed. "I really don't see what you're all fussing about; there's gonna be playtime to go around for all of you tonight. It is Halloween, after all."
"Couldn't get off work at the Camelot?" Simon asked, sympathetic.
"Nope," Sean replied. "Not sure I want to, really. Work's an easy distraction."
Tossing her ice cream cup in a nearby trash can, Hana bounded over and wrapped her arms around Sean in a big and enthusiastic bear hug, yet even her huge tits crushed against him wasn't enough to get a smile. "Awww, come on, Sean, it's Halloween! This isn't time for moping! This is time for fun! You don't need to worry about that b-i-t-c-h that dumped ya, not when you got Halloween and friends like us!"
Sadie shot her a look for potentially opening up one of Sean's fresh wounds, but he looked pretty nonplussed as he extricated himself from the cheerleader's enthusiastic embrace.
"Hey, work's work, what can I say?" he said, noncommittal. "It's too late to ask for a schedule change now, anyway."
"Yeah, but you're only eighteen once, and Hana is right in her way; you should find some way to find your fun tonight. Why not just call in sick and come with me to Becky Hardesty's party? You know it's gonna suck there, but I'm planning on starting and ending some shit to make it interesting," Sadie said, her smile devilish but her meaning vague. Whether she was going after an enemy or just starting trouble for fun was something only she knew, and Sean didn't seem all that enthusiastic to find out.
Simon rolled her eyes at this. "Or you could come to the carnival with the rest of us. Jacob and Blair and Hana and me, we're all gonna hit it up, aren't we guys?"
Hana squealed with joy. "Oh, you know it! I'm probably gonna leave early and be a bit naughty, though..."
With Hana, this was nothing new or noteworthy, though whether she'd pull off her intended naughtiness or go home pouting was another matter entirely. Still, with her sex doll body and can-do attitude, it was best not to underestimate her, as she could be remarkably persistent once she had set her mind to something. There were still stories going around about the legendary shit she pulled after getting pissed off that she lost the Homecoming Queen title, mostly involving her getting caught fucking the Queen's father and the Queen's best friend at the same time.
Jacob, on the other hand, looked rather uncomfortable at the prospect of being out with the others, not that this was anything new or noteworthy either. Noncommittally, he said, "Yeah... I'll just need to get my costume first; no big deal, right?"
"See?" Simon said. "You can be surrounded by friends if you want."
"I can be surrounded by friends anytime, 'cause you guys are awesome," Sean shot back.
Simon retorted, "Well, fine, be with friends and help me conquer the hay maze? I've heard it's hard this year, but I plan on kicking its ass, and some assistance would be appreciated."
Sean laughed a little, and felt good at being able to laugh. "It's all good guys, really. Really! I could use the money, and I like the people I work with. It's really not gonna be that bad for me."
"We know," Sadie said, wrapping an arm around his shoulders and squeezing him purposefully too tight. "We just wantcha to know we got your back."
"Definitely," Hana said, then looking at her phone. "Ah, crap, sorry guys, I gotta get to the mall; I promised Blair I'd help her look after Richie and Lucas and Bobby, and you know how those guys get if they don't get some proper adult supervision. Byeeeeeeee!"



Amused at how bad her timing was for abandoning him after agreeing to have his back, Sean watched her walk away and barely held back a laugh. Even with Sadie's leanings towards mischief and Hana's terrible timing, Sean was happy that his friends were having fun even if he wasn't really. He had known in the abstract that breakups were never fun, but had been hopeful enough to not have to understand what one was like. In retrospect, that had been a foolish attitude, but then again, he had been fairly foolish, hadn't he?
He looked across the street, watching as Miguel so easily handled these matters. The man was an artist when it came to the ladies, one that he would have to study and learn the wisdom of one day, no doubt. Why, the way Miguel and the girls were looking at their phones right now, Sean had no doubt that his friend was getting their phone numbers at this very moment...
***
In a way, Sean was half right.
He was right that Miguel had gotten Tiffany and Sandra's phone numbers.
He was wrong, however, about the timing. Miguel had gotten their numbers quite a while ago already, and he was looking at something quite different now in his most recent texts, namely a picture of Tiffany's shapely ass.
The lightly tanned blonde was gifted in this department, with a round, full ass with perfectly even cheeks. The picture she had shared to his phone was borderline lewd, but not quite all the way there either, as it was a close-up of her ass bisected by the tiniest strip of bright green fabric from a thong bikini. The way it filled the picture up, though... it was enough to get him nice and hard at the thought of what it would look like in person.
"I hate to say it, Sandra," he said. "But I think Tiffany just took the lead."
Huffy, Sandra jumped over to take a look at his phone. She pursed her lips, annoyed, then said to her friend, "You really think that'll do it?"
Smirking proudly, Tiffany replied, "Only 'cause you wouldn't know how to take a slutty pic to save your life."
"Oh, please," Sandra replied, "I could out-slut you any day of the week; I just wasn't ready to bust out the big guns yet."
"Then bring 'em out, bi-yatch," Tiffany teased.
"Fine, you want the big guns? I'll bust out big guns. Just remember when this war's over, that you were the one who escalated it," Sandra replied.
Miguel smiled slyly, quite pleased with how this afternoon was going. When he had begun encouraging them to share pics, he had simply hoped for some modeling shots, maybe a few good bikini pics. While it had looked like they might have some wild sides to them, he knew it was also best not to assume. If he got some cheap thrills out of it, so much the better.
For the past few minutes, however, these girls had been delivering the goods and then some. At first they started out pretty tame, some nice pictures of each of them made up and dressed in their tight, fashionable and oh so revealing clothes, but the moment he started to show any favoritism to one girl, the other would one-up her. Modeling shots soon transformed to bikini and underwear pictures, each of them showing more luscious skin than the last, and now they had gotten to the point of downright lewdness. Tiffany was by far the more unrestrained of the two, but Sandra had a competitive streak with her friend that kept her in the running as one-ups went.
Miguel had been waiting to see how Sandra meant to one-up her friend, and when his phone dinged, he couldn't help but open the new message with some curiosity.
What he saw, however, made even his experienced eyes go wide.
The picture was unmistakably Sandra, and she was standing in front of a mirror with her phone held out to take the picture. Instead of another delicious picture of her standing in a bathing suit or underwear, she was standing mostly naked in front of the mirror. Her shirt was pulled up over her massive, DD-cup tits, revealing full, firm breasts with even firmer dark nipples mounted proudly and staring out at him. They begged to be sucked, squeezed, and to have your cock slid between them...
But that wasn't where the view stopped, no. When Sandra said she would bust out the big guns, she really meant it. In addition to her tits being on full display, her pants had been pulled down to her mid-thighs, revealing her pussy beneath a dark thatch of hair. In the picture, she reached down with her free hand to part the lips and put them on full display.
"Wow," Miguel said, impressed with how this had escalated.
"Yeah, pretty fucking great, right?" Sandra said, smug. "My ex may not have appreciated the pic enough, but if it gets me a free ticket, I'll say it was a pic well worth taking."
Tiffany huffed and tried to dart around Miguel and Sandra, trying to take a look at what she had sent. Both of them, however, were quick enough to avoid this, Sandra hiding her phone, while Miguel angled himself to keep the nude to himself.
"You can say that again," Miguel said, pulling himself back into some semblance of his usual control. "Sharing nudes is a fine and delicate art, but I'd say you can get a man to do pretty much anything with a well-shared nude."
"And was this a picture well-shared?" Sandra asked.
"I'd most certainly say it was," Miguel said, sighing dramatically and shrugging toward Tiffany. "I'm afraid your friend has taken a very considerable lead by being the first to bust out the nuclear option."
When Tiffany next jumped around to take a look at his phone (her tits jiggling very nicely in the process, Miguel observed), this time he let her see. Her face grew red with anger as she whirled on Sandra.
"You didn't say nudes were on the table!" Tiffany huffed.
"He didn't say they weren't either. Don't blame me for going there first; I was just playing smart," Sandra said, smirking.
"I think you were playing slutty," Tiffany replied.
"Says the girl who sent a pic with all her ass right out there and in his face," Sandra says. "Admit it, Tiff, I gotcha beat. There's no shame in that."
"Oh no, it ain't over 'til it's over, and it's far from over, Sandy," Tiffany shot back, scrolling through her phone before looking particularly smug in her own way. Grinning, she sent another picture to Miguel.
"Yeah, you're not gonna be able to beat this one," Tiffany added.
By this point, Miguel was nearly painfully hard from what these girls were sending him. The next picture Tiffany sent... well, it certainly didn't make it any easier. Like Sandra, she'd sent a nude, but unlike her friend, Tiffany was completely nude. Her tanned, toned body was on full display, from her equally massive tits topped by pink nipples with wide areolas, to her landing-strip framed pussy with prominent, pink lips. Like Sandra's picture, she was playing with her pussy, but had instead gone for something significantly larger than her hand, namely a very thick dildo that she had standing straight up on the floor that was buried halfway into her splayed-open cunt.
Miguel smiled. He'd thought he had a good read on them when he proposed this game, but even now he had to admit that it worked far better than he ever could have hoped. Now if only he could find a way of pushing this to the next level.
"That's... well, what more can I say to that than wow as well," Miguel said.
"Hey, you said wow to her," Tiffany pouted. "You know that pic's better, you owe me better than wow."
Miguel stroked his chin. "You know what, you're right, I do owe you better than a wow."
When Tiffany took on a superior look at this perceived victory, he added, "I owe both of you more than a wow, because I could not have expected to see such perfection when I proposed this little game. I dare say you humble this poor grim reaper on this glorious day where we celebrate the balance of life and death... but since death is no fun, I'll be happy to choose a celebration of life. With all of my power granted as an employee of the Mortuary of Doom Haunted House experience, I will certainly get the two of you fine ladies tickets completely free of charge."
"Fuck yeah!" Tiffany said, holding her hand for Sandra to high five.
Sandra didn't return the high-five, as she looked Miguel up and down appraisingly. She could clearly read between the lines of where this was going, and didn't seem to be put off by that idea.
"And that's all?" Sandra asked.
Miguel grinned. "Well, there is some time yet before the house opens this evening; what would you ladies say to a personal, behind the scenes tour where I'll be happy to show you my appreciation for the pictures in a way that lines up with the appreciation you deserve?"
"Huh?" Tiffany asked.
"He means sex," Sandra said, continuing to appraise him. "He's propositioning us for sex. You do mean sex, right?"
"Well, it doesn't *have* to mean sex, but... it could, if you want," Miguel said.
Sandra thought about it for a fraction of a second. "Yeah, I'm down. Tiff?"
The blonde's big blue eyes lit up, sparkling as she eyed Miguel. "Sure! It's been a while since we've done a threesome, sounds like fun!"
Smiling, Miguel put an arm around both of the ladies and began to walk them toward the haunted house. It was still abandoned and would be for some hours more before it opened for the evening, allowing him a fair bit of private time with the ladies. While Tiffany giggled and gossiped with Sandra, and Sandra ran a hand over Miguel, feeling for his muscles through the costume, he looked over across the street at his friends and smirked. As usual, they looked a mix of embarrassed and impressed at what he had pulled off. It would have been a sweeter victory if Richie and Lucas were here so he could rub it in their faces, but the amusement brought by the others would have to do.
While he'd first bemoaned the prospect of working Halloween night instead of raising some hell with his friends, he had to admit that this job did have its occasional fringe benefits. After all, how could any of his friends top this?
***
"Fucking Miguel!" Bobby Lambert bemoaned as he searched through the racks of the cheap Halloween store that had opened in the Briar's Mill Mall. "He's got all the luck!"
"It ain't all luck," Hana chided back, watching the boys browse Halloween costumes as she hung back with her best friend Blair. "Guy's got skills."
Bobby grumbled. Miguel was tall, muscular and handsome, and Bobby knew that he was none of these things. He knew he wasn't ugly, not by a longshot, but compared to Miguel he was plain and short. At just a shade over 5'5" and well past any chance of a last-minute growth spurt, it had led Bobby to always be a little disgruntled when he compared himself to his other male friends. He also knew that when he was capable of pulling his head out of his ass that he could almost be cute, and had had a couple girlfriends through high school often with the wingman assistance of friends like Miguel, but his own insecurities often led to him ruining good things.
"Some of it's luck, still, even by your own words," Bobby retorted.
"Hey, Bobby?" Blair Eklund asked.
"Yeah?" Bobby replied, suddenly chastened. He'd been friends with Blair almost as long as he could walk, and had learned a fair amount of respect for her. The athletic black girl may have been a couple inches shorter than him, but made up for it with a commanding presence and beauty that had served her well in both school politics and sports. While he may have been in a sarcastic, annoyed mood, she could easily remove his momentum.
"You're being a dick. It's not a good look on you. Lighten up, alright?" Blair said.
His grumble now carrying considerably less bite, he replied, "Yeah, alright... sorry, it's just this whole being grounded on Halloween thing, folks outta town and I can't leave the fucking house without getting in trouble, it's got me going a little crazy."
"I know, and it sucks, but try not to take it out on everyone else?" Blair suggested.
"Yeah, yeah," he replied, before nodding. "I'll try better. I fucked up, I get it, I just wish they'd cut me some slack on Halloween."
From out of a nearby aisle, a tall boy wearing a hockey mask and wielding a big, plastic machete, jumped out, swinging the weapon at Bobby. While Bobby and Hana may have yelped some at the sudden intrusion, Blair was less than impressed.
"Really, Richie? Really?" she said.
Richie Olson pulled his mask up onto his forehead. "Oh, come on, it was funny!"
"It wasn't funny," Blair said.
"I disagree," he declared, thrusting his plastic machete into the air. "For Halloween is a night of freedom, liberty and mayhem, and in bringing this chaos, I declare it was funny!"
Blair shook her head, annoyed, but didn't say anything. If she hadn't known Richie for so long, and known what a decent enough guy he could be when he wasn't a jackass, she likely would have kicked his ass to the curb ages ago. After all, he was a blonde jock who had had everything handed to him on a silver platter because he had good looks and a rich enough family. She had been helping him deal with one mess or another for most of their lives, and while she was waiting for the day that his attitude would bite him in the ass, she knew it wasn't likely to be anytime soon.
"Whatever," Blair said.
"Whatever," Hana agreed. Blair smiled at her, a little nervous. She and Hana had agreed to pick each other's Halloween costumes for the night, and while Hana was up for any challenge, Blair was a little nervous at the sexy costume Hana had chosen for her, especially when Hana was so much prettier than her...
Hana looked her way, and Blair pretended briefly to be fascinated by a rack of accessories so Hana couldn't see her blushing.
Sighing, Bobby shook his head. "Really, Richie, you're gonna pile on too?"
"Only because you made piling on so easy," Richie said, playfully sliding up next to Bobby and wrapping an arm around his neck so he could ruffle Bobby's hair with his free hand. "I mean, who doesn't check all their connections before they watch porn? Accidentally playing it at full volume over your living room Bluetooth speakers? I mean, that's just gold, and funny, and deserving of a little playing around, wouldn't you say?"
"No, it isn't," Bobby said.
"You'd laugh if it was me, try to tell me I'm wrong," Richie teased.
Bobby couldn't. "Fine. I'm just bitter."
Softening, Richie took on a tone that he rarely would take on in public. "Look, man, I know it sucks, but this won't be your last Halloween. Your last Halloween in Briar's Mill? Maybe. But there will be other Halloweens down the line, and you'll fucking kick their asses. Once you're out there living your own life, unrestrained by things like groundings and curfews, you're gonna be one badass of Halloween, okay, man?"
Smiling for the first time since Hana had shared Miguel's escapades, Bobby said, "Yeah, yeah, alright."
It was hard telling Richie he was right since it was usually so much more fun to tell him he was wrong, but when he entered big brother mode it was difficult to hold anything against him.
"And besides!" Richie declared proudly, wrapping his arm around Bobby's neck tightly again, "With your folks out of town, you can watch your porn as loud as you want!"
Bobby shook his head. "They took the router and my phone, and are gonna be checking in on me on the landline to make sure I'm up to no trouble and handing out candy to trick-or-treaters. Really wish I'd saved some on my hard drive."
"Harsh," Richie said. "Well, you've got your hand and imagination and enough Alexis Ashe clips stocked up in your mental spank bank to make it through, right?"
"This is true," Bobby answered. "For whatever good that will do."
"Hey, will you guys keep it down?"
A boy as tall and muscular and handsome as Richie stepped out from the aisle Richie had jumped from. Though carrying a similarly mischievous look to Richie, he wasn't nearly as unrestrained by his best friend. While Lucas Choi was up for the same amount of hellraising as Richie, he was always the more measured of the two.
Peering back down the aisle before addressing the others, Lucas continued, "Your porn talk's quite loud, and I just saw a group of ladies down the aisle snickering."
Flexing slightly, Richie replied, "Well we wouldn't want snickering. Were they hot?"
"Yes, but that's not the point, man," Lucas said, pushing Richie and Bobby over toward Blair and Hana. "Back me up, Blair?"
"Oh, I'll back you up," Blair said.
"See? She backs me up," Lucas replied.
"It's a conspiracy!" Richie said dramatically. "I demand a recount and satisfaction and another recount and if that one doesn't go my way, a win anyway! Anyway, what do you think of the hockey mask and machete look for tonight?"
"It's a bit overplayed, and requires too much in the way of costume," Lucas said. "Besides, if we're going to be wrecking shit up, we should look more anonymous and generic; they had some good skeleton bodysuits that I think would suit us well."
Richie had always loved how pragmatic Lucas could be. "My man!"
"As I say every year, this is stupid and an easy way to get us in serious trouble, especially now that we're eighteen... but, also, you got the stuff?" Lucas asked.
"TP, eggs and various other throwables are stashed away in my room," Richie said proudly.
"Bitchin'," Lucas said before turning his attention to Bobby. "Sorry you won't be able to join us. It won't be the same without your throwing arm."
Bobby smiled warmly. "Thanks."
"You guys are really risking some serious trouble now that we're all eighteen, you know that, right?" Blair said.
"Yeah, but we can take it. We won't do anything too bad," Richie said, fingers crossed behind his back so Bobby, but not Blair, could see.
"And, what, if we get caught, it's just a slap on the wrist, maybe a night at the sheriff's office, I mean, it's not like we gotta spend a night in the Higgins House or something. Easy peasy," Lucas replied.
Blair sighed. "I just want it to be recognized that I gave all appropriate warnings, and that I officially from this point forward relinquish any and all responsibility for any of you tonight. I'm here to have a good time, and a good time is what I'm gonna have."
Richie grinned. "Well, if you're looking for a good time and a way of keeping me out of trouble, I can think of something."
"Eww, no," Blair laughed, stepping away from Richie and closer to Hana.
"Yeah, come on, you know she's got better taste than that, right?" Hana huffed jokingly, putting her hands on her hips and thrusting out her massive chest. The move was so sudden that Blair had to jump out of the way to avoid her friend's massive tits hitting her in the face, but she definitely got an eyeful.
"Ah, ladies, you break my heart," Richie said.
"It's not your heart that's broken," Lucas joked.
At this, the five good friends shared a laugh, and for a little while, Bobby wasn't feeling down on how his night was going to go. Yeah, he'd be missing Halloween, but Richie was right, this wouldn't be his last one, and as long as he had friends like this, nothing in the world could be all that bad, right?
Yeah, no matter how hot the girls were, Bobby seriously doubted Miguel was having a better time than he was right now.
***
As local haunts went, the Mortuary of Doom Haunted House was actually fairly well made. At one point in time, Briar's Mill had been a bit of a popular retirement destination for old Hollywood behind the scenes types, and their skills had endured throughout the generations. Because of this, the Mortuary of Doom had professional quality sets, high quality costumes from nearby business Baxter's Rare Clothes, and makeup that was beyond a bit of grease paint and a pull over mask.
Unfortunately, very few of the artisans who had retired to Briar's Mill had been writers, and that much showed in the Mortuary of Doom, as after only a few rooms it ditched its mortuary theme and became a fairly generic haunted house with random, vaguely themed rooms that led into other random, vaguely themed rooms. While it may not have been the best for immersion, it did have some benefits.



Like the Victorian bedroom with the large, four-poster bed that Miguel had Sandra and Tiffany bent over on.
Each of the girls were absolutely and lusciously naked, on all fours on the bed and moaning, their big tits hanging beneath them and heaving with every moan and panting breath. Equally naked and with all eight inches of his thick, hard cock pointing out, Miguel knelt between the two of them, fingering both girls with every bit of expertise he'd picked up in his short but very experienced eighteen years. Considering their moans and the juices dripping down his fingers, Miguel thought he was doing a pretty good job.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck fuck fuck... feels so good..." Tiffany groaned, the blonde's arms briefly giving out as her tits pillowed out on the bed beneath her. She fought to regain her stance, but it was unsteady.
"I told you it was a good idea coming here... shit..." Sandra moaned, flexing her ass and looking back at Miguel as he fingered her. She didn't say anything to him, but the lust in her eyes was undeniable.
Miguel grinned. This wouldn't be the first time he'd brought girls back here to screw around, but it was probably the most memorable. He hadn't had a pair of sluts this hot back here before, and though they'd only made out and done some stuff with their hands and mouths, these girls' bodies promised a very, very good time.
Like now, watching them side by side and naked, Tiffany and Sandra both exchanging glances of lust and determination. It was a ridiculously hot sight, one that he could not wait to push over the edge.
Tiffany groaned, grinning at her friend. "Betcha I can last longer."
"Oh please, bitch," Sandra moaned back at her. "We all know you've got a hair trigger clit. I can so hold out longer."
"Make it a bet," Tiffany said, eyes rolling into the back of her head as her body quaked with pleasure. "Last one to cum gets to fuck him first."
"You're on," Sandra said, turning back to look at Miguel again. "But you better be giving us your best."
Gently squeezing each of their clits, he replied, "I always give my best!"
"That remains to be seen," Sandra whimpered, closing her eyes tightly.
"I believe him!" Tiffany groaned, pressing back against him as he fingered each of them even more vigorously.
Miguel loved making girls cum, a little bit as an ego thing, a little bit just enjoying passing along some pleasure, and a lot of plain and simple fun. Though it may have been irritating at other times to see girls resist his efforts, that the two of them were competing and oh so luscious whilst doing so made it all worth it. Sandra was, as expected, the more outwardly reserved, though the way her pussy clutched at his fingers, he knew she was really into it. Tiffany on the other hand was far more unrestrained, moaning and shaking and actively fucking herself against his hand. She mewled and moaned, whimpering as her juices dripped down her legs.
There were moments where each of the girls seemed close to going over the edge, only to come back from the brink, but by the time one got there, the result was all too predictable.
"Ah, FUCK!" Tiffany squealed, her body jolting as the orgasm tore through her. "Fucking hell, shit, damn it, no fair, FUCK IT'S SO GOOD!"
Her body shook and her pussy clenched down on his fingers as a gush of juices poured out, her strength ebbing as the pleasure utterly destroyed her.
"Haha, I got you bitch, I got you... oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuckfuckfuckfuckFUCK!" Sandra cried out, finally holding back no more as her own orgasm ripped through her. Though she wasn't as much of a gusher as Tiffany, once she released her restraint, she really cut loose. She was screaming and cursing, pressing back against Miguel as she desperately fucked against his hand, needing more fingers, more pressure as she came wetly against him.
It wasn't long before Sandra's legs gave out beneath her and she collapsed next to her friend.
"No fair..." Tiffany breathed.
"Not my problem you... lack restraint..." Sandra panted, leaning into and kissing her friend. The two busty girls did this for a good while, lazily kissing each other while they lay facedown next to each other on the bed. It was a pretty hot sight, and at any other time Miguel might have been tempted to let them just lie there and make out, but after making them cum, he was horny as hell and in need of release. His eight inches of cock were dripping with precum, and needed a good fuck.
Still holding to the letter of their bet, he crawled over to Sandra and rolled her over onto her back. She squealed enthusiastically as he did this, instinctively spreading her legs and showing off both her dark thatch of pubic hair and the engorged, soaked pussy lips beneath.
Jacking his cock, he asked, "You want this?"
"Fuck yeah I do," Sandra answered as he crawled between her legs.
"Good," he said, dropping down on top of her. He kissed her passionately, a kiss that was reciprocated quite enthusiastically as the pair made out and rubbed their bodies against one another. They barely even separated their lips as Sandra reached down and lined his cock up with her tight entrance, and he took the opportunity to press inside.
Miguel groaned at the sensation as her unbelievably tight cunt embraced him. Even with their mutual lubrication, it felt difficult to push fully inside of Sandra, even as she enthusiastically squeezed him with her walls, pushing him forward. The groaning, wild slut beneath him admittedly did make it a lot easier, wrapping her arms around his back and locking her legs behind his ass as she pulled him in deeper and deeper, and as impossible as it felt, soon he was buried fully inside of her.
"Fuck..." she groaned, looking down to where they were joined. "Fuck that's a big cock."
"Goddamn that's so fucking hot..." Tiffany whined, reaching down between her legs to play with her shaved pussy as Miguel penetrated her best friend.
At times like this, Miguel was occasionally tempted to think that he was one of the luckiest SOBs on the planet, but he would just as quickly remind himself that it wasn't all luck. Sure, genetics may have granted him some gifts, but the rest of it was all him. He had pulled this off himself, and damn it if he wasn't going to enjoy it.
After so much time getting the two of them off, he wasn't exactly in the mood for slowness, or romance... no, Miguel was ready to fuck. He pumped his hips, fucking hard into Sandra's tight, clutching cunt with very little mercilessly. Looking down at her, he watched as Sandra's face contorted with a mix of agony and ecstasy as he pounded her.
"Ah, yes, yes, yes, like that, fuck my tight little pussy, fuck me hard... give it to me... give it all to me..." she whined.
"Oh, you're gonna get it all... fuck, you're so tight, I'm giving you everything," Miguel grunted, thrusting his thick cock into her.
"Yeeeeeeeeeesssssss..." Sandra hissed, her eyes rolling into the back of her head as her mouth lolled open pleasurably.
Sliding in closer, Tiffany challenged, "Oh, come on, Sandy, you can do better than that..."
"Oh... yeah?" Miguel grunted, looking over at the stunning blonde. Though the tight Asian slut with the huge tits beneath him was everything and more that he could have wanted, the blonde lying on her side next to them, her huge tits pressed tightly together, was enough to get him slightly harder inside Sandra.
"Oh, yeah..." Tiffany said, smiling. She crawled behind Miguel and grabbed Sandra's legs, forcing them up. Miguel knew what she was doing, arching his back just enough so he could grab her legs and fold Sandra in half.
"FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!" Sandra wailed, eyes rolling back in her head as another orgasm soon overtook her. She was well past the point where she was holding back and seemed more than happy to just let go as another wet orgasm had her gushing on Miguel's cock. The way her pussy squeezed him, it felt miraculous that he didn't set off then and there, but he knew when the moment was right that he would cum hard.
With Sandra folded in half beneath him, Miguel was capable of fucking her deeper and harder than he ever had before, and once she looked up at him with her big brown eyes and smiled that beautiful smile of the cum drunk, he couldn't help but lean down and kiss her. With one of his hands finding her tits and squeezing, getting the feel of her hard, dark nipples in his palms, Miguel thought he was in heaven.
This was only half true, as the real heaven came when he felt Tiffany pressing in behind him. Her tits against his back while her hands reached down, one to gently stroke his balls, the other playing with Sandra's ass... yeah, this was a pretty good place to be.
"So fucking hot..." he grunted, smiling down at Sandra.
"You're pretty fucking hot too," she moaned, reaching down to finger her clit while he fucked her. "Come on, think you can fuck me hard enough to make me cum one more time before you pop off?"
"That a challenge?" he asked.
"Yeah," she replied, unhesitating.
"You like challenges, don't you?" Miguel said, not breaking stride for even a second.
Wordlessly, Sandra moaned, but Tiffany was more than happy to speak for her. "You kidding? This bitch lives for 'em, but I don't think she can hold on, even after another cum like that, when we're DPing her like... this!"
Sandra's eyes flew open and her pussy clenched down on Miguel's cock eagerly as Tiffany slid a finger into her friend's ass.
"Oh, you bitch... you dirty fucking bitch... when it's your turn..." Sandra threatened, moaning.
"Promises, promises," Tiffany said, leaning in to whisper in Miguel's ear. "Fuck her brains out and fill her pussy, alright? Sandy here loves a good creampie..."
Only just remembering that he was fucking her bareback, Miguel looked down at Sandra for confirmation, but when she bit her lip and quietly nodded, that was enough for him. He needed to cum, she needed to cum... there was only one simple outcome.
Kissing her hard, Miguel fucked down into Sandra and gave her everything he had. She moaned, she wailed, and soon the combined efforts of all three of them had her cumming the hardest yet. Knowing she was ready and willing, Miguel held back no longer and let her have it. Grunting, he came inside of her, some of the most overwhelming pleasure he had ever felt flowing through him as her pussy sucked every drop from his full balls. As someone who considered himself well-versed in everything sex, he had to admit that these two girls had put him through his paces.
Looking into Sandra's lust-filled, fluttery eyes as she began to come down, and as his own senses found him, Miguel understood quite readily that he had a lot to learn.
Leaning down, he kissed Sandra. It was a slower kiss than any they had shared so far, one that was almost tender, coming from that wonderfully honest place after two people had amazing sex. Panting silently, he then leaned his forehead against hers as the two of them caught their breaths.
"More than wow..." he murmured.
"More than wow," Sandra agreed, smiling and kissing him.
Miguel had gone into this thinking it might just be some quick fun, but this... maybe he'd have to keep in touch with Sandra afterward after all.
Strong hands grabbed him by the shoulders, pulled him off of Sandra and threw him onto the bed. Though he missed the feeling of her pussy embracing his cock, looking up at the naked blonde goddess above him, he soon realized that he had nothing to complain about.
Sandra mewled defiantly. Tiffany smirked.
"My turn, bitch," she said, leaning down so her face was nice and close to Miguel's softening cock. She took his juice-covered sex in her hand, squeezing it gently and jacking him.
"Still pretty hard..." Tiffany muttered, licking the underside of his cockhead and making him shiver. "Nice."
"Well, thank you," Miguel replied, enjoying the view, then the feel, as Tiffany took his cock into her mouth. Her full lips felt nearly as good as her tongue did swirling over the head of his cock, and while she may not have had the greatest of skill, she did make up for it quite well with her enthusiasm. It was the sloppiest of sloppy blowjobs as she left trails of drool all over his cock, long strands connecting to him whenever she came up for air. It may not have been the fanciest blowjob that he had ever received, but it got him nice and hard again in a hurry.
"Yeah, there we go, that's what I'm talking about," Tiffany said, taking a ragged breath as she vigorously jacked his cock. "That's how you get a guy fucking hard again."
"I know how to get a guy hard again," Sandra replied, rolling her eyes as she crawled to face her friend over Miguel.
"Yeah, but I know how to get it done, *right*," Tiffany said, leaning in and pressing her tits around Miguel's spit-coated cock. She squeezed her breasts together, bouncing them up and down slightly as she used them to jack Miguel's cock. By this point, he was more than ready for the next step, but if she was going to insist on a tittyfuck... well, he was not a man to turn down a tittyfuck from a big-breasted blonde. It really didn't seem like it could get any better.
"That's not how you tittyfuck a guy," Sandra said, leaning in and pressing her tits to his cock, "Watch!"
"I know what I'm doing," Tiffany replied. The two of them battled it out for a moment, each of them pressing their tits around his cock and tittyfucking him as they fought for some form of superiority where Miguel would never want to declare a victor. Sandwiched between two perfect sets of DD tits with nipples pressed against each other, his cock was feeling rather well taken care of, and when Sandra and Tiffany stopped being competitive long enough to be horny and started making out...
Okay, this was time to do something.
"Far be it from me to be the guy who volunteers to stop something like this, because it feels really fucking good and is the sort of thing most guys'll never get to experience, but I am quite ready for my next round, ladies, and I believe I promised Tiffany some of this cock too," Miguel said.
"Yeah, yeah," Sandra said, rolling to the side slightly and laying down next to Miguel.
"Finally!" Tiffany declared, crawling over Miguel and straddling his hips. She reached down between her legs, grabbing his cock and lining it up with her entrance before settling down onto him.
"Yeeeeeeeeeeessssss..." she hissed, her voice joined by Miguel's groans as he was soon buried entirely within her. Tiffany wasn't quite as tight as Sandra, but it was possible that she was even hotter and wetter, and she was definitely far less restrained. There was no playful banter, no taunts, once his cock was within her, she was bouncing freely, taking every bit of cock that he had to give, and oh did Miguel have cock to give. Looking up at the blonde goddess with her huge, bouncing tits and her ass jiggling with every impact down onto him, he smiled a contented smile that few men will ever know in their lifetime.
"That's it, that's it, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck this is awesome!" Tiffany squealed, grabbing his hands and putting them on her bouncing tits. Miguel was all too happy to squeeze and hold them, pinching her nipples and getting her even more excited.
Sliding closer to him, Sandra whispered in Miguel's ear, "She may have the blonde bombshell thing going, but you remember where the *real* pussy is."
She kissed his cheek, causing Miguel to shiver inside of Tiffany, but it didn't stop him from fucking the blonde.
Kissing his cheek again, Sandra got up and said, "I'm gonna fuck her ass now. This bitch loves it in the ass."
"Yeah?" Miguel asked, squeezing Tiffany's nipples nice and hard.
"Fuck yeah!" Tiffany exclaimed, fucking down onto him harder as Sandra crawled up behind her friend on her knees. Miguel felt a distinct pressure build, and saw Tiffany's eyes widen, as Sandra forced several fingers up Tiffany's ass.
"FUCK!" she yelped. "Not so rough!"
Sandra laughed, only fucking her friend's ass with her fingers harder. "Oh, you know you love it rough, Tiff... this bitch here, she's an anal whore. Fuck her nice until she cums and she'll give it up to you easy. In fact, I'd love to see that, let me help..."
Leaning into Tiffany's back, Sandra reached around to toy with Tiffany's clit. Though it was a delicate balancing act, fucking her ass and rubbing her clit while Tiffany bounced on Miguel's thick cock, Sandra managed it with expert skill. Soon Tiffany's eyes crossed, then rolled back as pleasure overtook her. Feeling her weaken somewhat as her orgasm was overtaking her, Miguel grabbed her hips and fucked into her harder. With his efforts and Sandra's dirtiness pushing it over the edge, Tiffany soon cried out as an orgasm hit her.
Hard.
Her body jerked and shuddered as her pussy squirted an obscene amount of fluid. Sandra encouraged this, only fingering her clit harder and harder as she slowed her ride on Miguel's cock, and while he was positively coated in juices, he wasn't going to complain under the circumstances. With one orgasm out of the way, he could go for quite a while more, and he was looking forward to seeing what these girls had in mind.
As Tiffany's orgasm left her utterly drained, she collapsed onto Miguel, kissing him and murmuring indecipherable-sounding words.
Kissing her back, Miguel asked, "It true that you're an anal whore?"
Weakly, Tiffany nodded, "Big time."
Miguel smiled. "Then I want to fuck your ass."
Tiffany smiled weakly back at him. "Sweet."
Still weakened by her recent orgasm, Miguel took advantage of the situation. He lifted her off his cock and rotated her until she was on her barely functioning hands and knees. Getting on his own knees behind her, he teased her puckered asshole with his cockhead, rubbing it over her tightest hole as she flexed her ass cheeks, urging him forward.
"Such a fucking tease..." she whined. "Please, Miguel... fuck my ass... pretty please?"
Sandra rolled her eyes, crawling in front of her friend until she was in a relaxed sitting position. "Always such a whiny bitch, Tiff... why don't we give your mouth something more productive to do?"
Without letting Tiffany get a word in edgewise, Sandra grabbed the blonde's hair and shoved her face into her pussy. If Tiffany had any complaints about eating Sandra's cunt, she didn't let them out as she eagerly licked up Sandra and Miguel's combined juices.
"Fuuuuck... we need to do this more often, Tiff... you're so good at that," Sandra moaned before looking Miguel in the eyes, "You can fuck her ass whenever, I'm just going to enjoy this."
"Thanks," Miguel replied, though he wasn't really looking for permission. Slowly, he pressed his wide cockhead against Tiffany's asshole, and though she was more than willing there was still some resistance. It had been a while since he had fucked a girl in the ass, and already her intense tightness threatened to take him over the edge again, but he wanted Tiffany's ass and was going to do whatever it took to have it. Forcing a little at a time, he felt her asshole open for him.
She screamed into Sandra's pussy when the head popped in, and Miguel might well have joined her for how tight she felt. Nevertheless, he pushed onward, burying inch after inch of his naturally lubed cock in her ass before bottoming out inside of her. It was... well, for lack of a better word, amazing being buried inside the busty blonde's ass, and watching as Tiffany only more eagerly ate Sandra out while he was violating her tightest hole... that was just icing on the cake.
Briefly, Sandra and Miguel locked eyes.
She smirked.
He grinned.
And what came after that was easily the most depraved bit of debauchery that Miguel could ever recall having partaken in in his 18 years of life. He fucked Tiffany's ass like a man on a mission, pounding it with everything he had while she desperately ate Sandra's pussy. Tiffany's hands found her own pussy, fingering her clit urgently as she meant to get off while having her ass fucked. The cries and moans of pleasure from the trio filled the haunted house and may have even reached outside a little, by this point sounding much like the moans of the damned and seeming quite appropriate for the house, all told.



Sweaty and covered in their own juices, the trio fucked savagely, wanting, *needing* this to reach its necessary and messy conclusion.
This didn't take very long. This time, Sandra broke first, cumming on Tiffany's face as she held onto the blonde's head with both hands, riding out her orgasm and making sure Tiffany got every last drop she had to give. Tiffany was soon to follow, cumming and screaming more into Sandra's cunt while her ass clamped down on Miguel's cock. He could have cum then and there, but knew how it had to go...
Feeling like he could hold back no longer, he pulled out of Tiffany's ass and roughly forced her onto her back next to Sandra. Jacking his cock forcefully, he came on Tiffany and Sandra's faces and tits like a fountain. He had never known that he could hold this much cum with this force, but with these two girls, he managed. Smiling and laughing, the two of them took every bit of cum he had to offer, and once he was out, they began to make out and lick it off of each other.
Much as he would have loved to watch that play out, Miguel collapsed to the bed, panting and spent.
"As much as I would love to keep this up with you ladies, I do have to work out the rest of my shift, and it won't be long before people start paying to come in here. We should really get dressed and clean this mess up," Miguel panted.
"You're still getting us in, right?" Tiffany asked.
"Totally," Miguel replied. "Meet me out front after we all get cleaned up, and I'll get you the tickets."
"Sweet," Tiffany replied.
"And if you can send any more nudes you think might help me get through such a long, arduous shift... well, that would be very helpful," Miguel added.
Sandra laughed. "I can do that."
"Me too!" Tiffany added.
Sitting up and looking down at him with most of the cum free from her face (if not her chest), Sandra asked, "So, what time do you get off shift?"
Miguel smirked. "Ten."
"We've got a room at the Skyview Motel down the road, you know it?" Sandra asked.
Miguel had taken plenty of dates there in the past. "I do."
"Well," Sandra said. "We're gonna be checking out the Halloween sights for a while here, but, once we're done, we should be there around 10:30. It'd be a shame if the night had to end then, wouldn't you agree?"
"Uh huh," Miguel answered, smiling. "I can make that work."
"Wonderful!" Sandra exclaimed.
"Sweet!" Tiffany added, pulling Sandra in close and kissing her again.
Watching the two beautiful, naked women he'd just fucked making out with each other, Miguel couldn't imagine this day could have gone any better. His friends had all given him shit for having to work on Halloween, but if this was how his day was going... yeah, he doubted any of them could do better than him tonight.
Smiling and putting his hands behind his head as he lay back on the bed, Miguel said, "Happy Halloween."
***
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You wouldn't have known if you just glanced at 18-year-old Jacob Wright as he wandered down Main Street on Halloween night, but he was in hell. All holidays where something was expected of you managed to do this to him, but Halloween was one where this feeling was exceptionally pronounced. None of this came from fear of monsters and ghosts, and it wasn't from any negative memories from his childhood chasing him. He was quite fearless in many respects, and he had a wonderful and loving family who had always tried to do the best for him, but this didn't stop his hands from shaking and a slight sweat from breaking out on his brow as he considered what he had to do.
For a boy as handsome and accomplished as Jacob, you wouldn't have imagined this of him on sight alone. After all, he was senior class vice president, on the honor roll (aiming at valedictorian if Blair didn't beat him to it), and a star on the school's state champion water polo team. At 6'2" of toned muscle and with well-trimmed blonde hair and a stubble that actually looked on purpose, he had movie star good looks and a warm smile that made him popular with the girls at Briar's Mill High School. That he didn't seem to date was a matter of much debate and discussion outside of his friend group, but there was one simple reason that he kept close to his chest out of simple embarrassment.
In short, Jacob Wright was plagued by indecision.
To him, life was an equation, one where there was always one right decision and a million wrong ones, and the possibility of choosing wrong petrified him. It was a philosophy that had generally worked for him when it came to matters like academics or sports, because there the goals were always tangible and distinct. When it came to everything else, however, the calculations of variables overtook his better instincts and drove him to anxiety. At his family's insistence, he had been seeing a therapist for close to four years now, and things had gotten better, even if they hadn't fully conquered the fear just yet. It made it easier to have friends and enjoy his extracurriculars, even date a little here and there (though, inevitably, his indecision would find a way to screw things up on that front), but some things were still close to impossible.
Holidays were close to the top of that list for bringing about anxiety. There was always the right gift to find, the right decoration to place, the right food to prepare and the right customs to observe, and if you got one detail wrong, it would disappoint a lot of people you cared about. He couldn't handle that, and if he could have, he would have retreated into his room and hidden like a turtle until things were done.
The problem, was, he couldn't do that this time. Not when he'd promised the others he'd meet them at the Halloween carnival. Not when he'd promised he'd come in costume, even though he hadn't already picked one out.
Cursing himself for making such a promise with uncertainty in place, he balled and unballed his fists, walking down Main Street, past excited children and parents and decorated windows, past the Camelot Theater where Sean was no doubt preparing for the yearly showing of Halloween, past the ice cream shop and the IHOP, down to Baxter's Rare Clothes, the costume/vintage clothing shop whose very presence had given him this anxiety.
Theoretically, all he had to do was run in, grab something, then run out, and that would be it, right? Just grab the first thing within arm's reach and let that be that?
No, nothing was ever that easy. This was their last Halloween in high school after all. Most of them were going to be headed to college next year, and he couldn't ruin anything for his friends.
While it was this pressure that brought about his anxiety, it is also what made him steel himself into pushing open the door and stepping inside the shop.
As he took in the store with wide eyes, Jacob recognized one simple and nightmare-inducing fact: if choices were hell, then Baxter's Rare Clothes had to be close to hell's hottest circle. A store that had been in business for close to forty years after old Mr. Baxter, a former Hollywood costume designer, retired to Briar's Mill with a warehouse's worth of movie costumes in tow, Baxter's was a cramped and chaotic battleground featuring racks upon racks of costumes, props and vintage clothes that had since been donated by the residents of Briar's Mill. Coupled with the off the shelf costumes that you'd find in any average Spirit store just hanging on hooks throughout the shop, and the options were seemingly limitless.
"Fuck..." Jacob groaned, annoyed. "Why'd I have to come here... why'd I have to make any promises... and why the hell does a small town have such a big year-round costume shop? I mean, seriously, what kind of sense does that make?"
The one thing he was thankful for was that, with most people having already picked their costumes out for Halloween night, the store itself was mostly empty. Sure, there were a couple of idle window shoppers looking to kill some time without any intent of buying or renting anything, and a couple of employees no doubt around somewhere, but being able to have some peace while dealing with his issues was certainly nice. The cheery yet spooky Halloween music, the good vibes in the air... that was definitely something that took a little of the edge off.
"You can do this... you can do this..." he murmured to himself, finishing with, "Eventually. Eventually always happens, you'll make this work..."
Finding some strength in the bouncy tune of the Ghostbusters theme kicking in over the shop's speakers, Jacob was fairly certain that he'd worked out a strategy. He would methodically pace the store, making a list of every costume that he certainly couldn't wear, and then make appropriate pro/con lists for everything that would remain. That, certainly, wouldn't take too long, and he'd certainly have enough time to make it to the carnival to meet with Blair, Simon, Hana and the rest... yes, this would be possible. He could do this, he could make a system of this, he could...
He could stop in somewhat slack-jawed surprise at what he saw in the last aisle.
Velma, from Scooby Doo, was dancing. More appropriately, she was dancing to the Ghostbusters theme like nobody was watching, which, until he'd rounded the corner was probably accurate. She wasn't a very good dancer, but was having so much unrestrained fun that Jacob still couldn't help but feel jealous of her.
Of course, he knew it was a girl in a Halloween costume, and one who was a damn sight cuter than her cartoon counterpart. At 5'6" and with a tight body, the knee-high orange socks, red miniskirt that showed quite a bit of thigh and orange sweater (with a neck she'd pulled down to expose her slightly tanned and very bare shoulders) looked good on her. Looking a couple years older than Jacob, her generous ass and bust made the already tight garments look even tighter as they bounced lusciously with her every fun, if ungraceful move. It was her face that really got his attention, though. Framed by a period appropriate bob of the girl's jet-black hair, her face looked so cute she actually bordered on sweet, with pouty lips and dimpled cheeks.
She smiled as she danced, her eyes closed behind her big, black, thick costume glasses, looking freer than Jacob might have ever felt. His jealousy of her strengthened, but that was far from the only thing that strengthened at the sight of her.
Opening her eyes, she saw him and startled, nearly falling over from surprise but catching herself.
"Jinkies, you nearly scared me half to death!" she laughed, her voice high and light and cheerful. Putting a hand to her chest, her fingers briefly toyed with the nametag pinned above her left breast before she asked, "Are you looking for a costume, cuteness?"
An answer. She wanted an answer. What was he going to say? Of course, he was in a costume store on Halloween quite obviously not wearing a costume, what else was he going to say?
After a brief moment remembering what words were, he answered, "Uh, yes."
"Then I'd say you've come to the right place, 'cuz we got oodles upon oodles of costumes!" the girl exclaimed, practically skipping down the empty aisle toward him. "I'm Valerie!"
She pointed to her nametag for emphasis, and continued, "And I'll be happy to find you the perfect one just in time for the big night!"
Smiling faintly, glad to have a guide on this journey who might help him find the right option, he said, "Thank you."
"It's my pleasure, helpin' out a cutie like you!" she said, bouncing down the aisle. "Oh, and my job, too, I guess. But, you know, if you take pleasure in your job then it's barely a job, and I don't like ordinary jobs, so... letsgofindyouacostume!!!"
Turning back to him, looking slightly worried, Valerie added, "And please don't tell my boss I called you a cutie? We're supposed to keep things strictly professional, but it's Halloween and I can't exactly contain myself because this is one of the best nights of the year, and... well, you get the idea, right? You won't tell on me? Please? Pretty please?"
Though still quite confused, Jacob replied, "I wouldn't even know who to tell. And I also wouldn't."
Valerie's face lit up again as she went back to bouncing down the aisle. "Wonderful! Thanks! Come on, let's get you started and find you the perfect costume! What's your name cut- I mean, valued customer!"
He looked around, wondering just who she was afraid of being overheard by and finding the store quite empty, save for the overstuffed racks of costumes and vintage clothes that threatened to crush them.
"Jacob," he answered.
"Excellent. And what kind of costume are you in the mood for, Jacob, because lemme tell you, at Baxter's here, you are positively spoiled for choices! We've got cool, we got sexy, we've got scary! We've got screen ready and cheap, cheap, cheap! We got so many options your mind will probably explode!" Valerie exclaimed perkily, completely unaware of the personal hell a phrase like that put Jacob into.
"Ummm..." Jacob said, feeling his hands start to shake.
Valerie looked at him, and her face lost some of its prior perk. Her smile returned almost as quickly, however, as she asked, "So, would you be interested in buying a costume, or renting? I guess that's where we should start first!"
Jacob hadn't thought about this, but he found that looking at Valerie made it a lot easier to think about options. "What are the pros and cons of these options?"
"Well, buying means you get to keep the costume of course, so that's a pro. That and nobody having ever worn it before," she said, pointing to one of the off the shelf Halloween costumes that could have been bought at any store. "The problem with that, though, is that they're more expensive than a rental, and of lower quality."
That made the choice simple. He said, "Alright, what do you have in the way of rentals?"
"Now we're talking!" Valerie cheered, grabbing him by the wrist and pulling him down a nearby aisle. She was a much smaller girl than him, but he doubted he could stop her even if he was inclined to. As she looked him up and down, mentally taking his measurements, she would take him from one area of costumes on hangers to another, before zeroing in on an area she thought fitting.
"Alright, with your muscles a lot of our stuff's going to be on the tight side, but I think we can make something work for you. Would you say you want something scary, or something cool?" she asked, considering him. "You strike me as a guy who'd do well with the cool look, but that's just my opinion."
If Jacob didn't know any better, he could've sworn that she understood exactly what was going on with him. Maybe it came from being just a real good salesperson, or an overly sensitive sense of empathy, but he was appreciating her presence more by the moment.
"Cool works," Jacob agreed.
"Perfect. So, do you wanna go more good guy, or do you wanna go more bad guy? Because you got the good looks to pull off good well, but I think you could make a surprise bad boy pretty easy, catch people off guard and all that," she said, looking him up and down quietly and giving him a chance to make one of his own decisions. Though it was still difficult, especially with what felt like several casual come-ons from her part, Jacob found the words coming with more ease than usual.
"Somewhere in the middle, I think," he said.
"Ah, someone morally gray who could shake out one way or another depending on the needs of the story, keeping people in suspense until the last minute... but still probably leaning toward the side of good, I'd wager," she said, stroking her chin as she looked at the racks of plastic sack covered costumes. Looking at the bare expanse of her neck, and her shoulders, Jacob was once again taken by how beautiful she was, and found a rather annoying stirring in his pants that might threaten to make things a problem. Shifting to the side slightly, he hoped his jeans would cover things well enough.
"Do you trust me?" she asked.
"I don't know you," he admitted. "But I trust that you know this, because I sure as hell don't."
"Then how about I make some selections for you? I've got a few ideas that'd work with your... impressive build, and your general aesthetic, and I think one of them could prove a perfect Halloween costume for you if you just try them on," Valerie explained, looking up at him with big green eyes that practically challenged someone to say no to her.
Glad to have a decision taken out of his hands, and hoping that she had as good taste as he hoped (even if he was taking this completely on faith, and possibly being a little addled from her being so cute), Jacob said, "Hit me with your best shot."
***
Standing in the small changing room with its wall-sized window and narrow bench, Jacob considered her best shots and found himself troubled. Valerie had done a wonderful job of paring down the various options into looks that would both fit him and work for the parameters that he'd established, but that didn't stop the simple fact that he was still looking at two costumes of similarly high quality and found himself torn by not wanting to screw up.
On one hook, there was a cowboy costume. On the other, a pirate costume. Like most of the rental costumes at Baxter's, they were screen ready, high quality and just cool enough that he would look good without necessarily standing out. He could see himself wearing either of them, but instead of actually wearing one, he stood in his boxers and undershirt, looking at them.
"How ya doin' in there?" Valerie asked from outside the door. "Either one calling out to you?"
"No," Jacob admitted.
"Well, if they don't reach you, I can find another," Valerie offered.
"No!" he yelped, then calming his tone. "I think that'd make the problem worse. They're both good costumes, I just can't pick the right one."
"There's no right or wrong, you know. It's Halloween! It's about what's fun!" Valerie said.
"I know, but that doesn't mean there isn't still a right and wrong about how to have that fun," Jacob said. "Like, there's a certain appeal to the idealized lifestyle of the open frontier implied by the cowboy costume, but would I also be implicitly supporting the horrors committed by said cowboys toward the indigenous populations that came with westward expansion if I did so? On the other hand, pirates were known as some of the earliest seeds of democratic leadership in the modern world, which is admirable, but they were also violent criminals... there's just too many variables to consider..."
There was a pause from the other side of the door before Valerie said, "You're breathing in there, right?"
"Yeah," Jacob replied.
"Is it helping any? Taking a second, breathing deep, trying to expel whatever's holding me up, it's helped me with anxiety in the past," Valerie said.
"No. I breathe because I have to, it's not really helped me with decision-making in the past," Jacob explained.
"Huh. Okay, I should say that it's just a Halloween costume and no big deal, but since that's got every chance of making things worse on you, I won't," Valerie said.
"Thanks," Jacob replied.
There was silence from the other side as she thought about this. "Can I come in?"
Looking down at his half-dressed state, and the semi-obvious erection that had been around ever since he'd met her, Jacob replied, "That probably wouldn't be a good idea."
"Oh, I know that; I'm supposed to stay out here and keep an eye on things even when there's basically no one here and I've got coworkers who'd cover things, but you're in crisis, I can tell, and I think it might be easier to help you deal if I can talk this out face to face," Valerie said.
Her logic made sense. "I'm... not fully decent in here."
"So? Wouldn't be the first time me seeing something like that around here," she replied.
That was of little comfort, honestly, but since it didn't help his indecision any, Jacob relented. Sighing, and flexing his hand, he unlocked the door and said, "Come on in."
She stepped inside, closing and locking the door behind him, and then getting in close. The changing room was quite small, and close was about the only option for proximity between them it seemed. Valerie looked up at Jacob, biting her very, very nice lower lip and looking up at him with her big eyes. He could almost feel the heat coming off of her in this proximity, and found the only way he could keep his large erection from being the center of attention was hoping that she wouldn't notice it.
"I'll be honest. I don't have a cure for what you're going through, and while I may not have dealt with your flavor of anxiety, I know at least a little of what you're going through. Even though I know I don't know everything, I know three things here for sure," she said.
"Oh? And what are those?" he asked.
"Well, one, that you haven't been able to take your eyes off me since you entered the store," she explained.
"I'm sorry-"
"Don't be sorry, I like you looking at me," she said, smiling up at him sweetly. "Because it goes with the second thing I know, and that's that I think you're really, really cute! Most guys as good-looking as you got some serious attitude and superiority shit, but you, you don't let it give you a big head, and that's a really good look."
Jacob blushed. It managed to silence the anxiety for a moment, so, blushing was a definite improvement, even as she took half a step closer to him. "And what's the third thing?"
"Oh, that?" she said, looking down. "It's that you've got a pretty big cock, and that I really want to know what it tastes like."
He nearly choked after hearing what she said. No, he couldn't have heard her right, could he. "Wha-"
Before he could get another word, another objection, another fear out, she closed the distance between the two of them and kissed him. Her kisses were eager and playful, and though there was a lot inside of him that wanted to fight this, to question this, to determine the optimal path forward, in the end he found it a lot easier to kiss the hot shop clerk.



Being around Valerie, things felt a lot lighter than they usually did, and although he was certain it was just a heady mix of confusion and arousal crashing into one another, the results weren't exactly worth complaining over. While his kisses were at first timid to her playful, he caught up to speed fairly quickly, wrapping his arms around her and holding her close while they made out. Her firm, full lips suckled eagerly at his tongue, and in those rare moments they came up to breathe, her big green eyes looked up at him pleadingly.
"It's not that I'm complaining," he said, smiling at her. "But I have to ask, why me?"
Valerie smiled at him cutely, then disentangled from his arms and knelt before him. "Well, I'm recently single because my ex was a fucking dumbass, you're cute as hell, and call it masochistic but I find that crazy tends to attract crazy, and since our looney tunes seem to be playing on the same station... well, I figure we can probably have fun. Want to have some fun with me? You know, to make it a happy Halloween?"
Her voice hitched up as she pouted her final words. Jacob had certainly heard better logic in the past, but looking down at her gorgeous face getting closer to his clothed erection and the sweater that strained against massive tits, and the way her fingers teased at the waistband of his boxers... well, it was fairly difficult to argue with her.
"I'm all for a happy Halloween," Jacob replied. "It's kind of what I was doing here."
"Good!" Valerie answered perkily, pulling his boxers down around his ankles. She was taken off guard for a moment when his eight inches of thick cock fell from his underwear, bouncing off her cheek.
She giggled. "I knew you were a big boy, but this... I can touch it, right?"
"Yeah," he hissed through clenched teeth, watching as she took his cock into her dainty hands, requiring both to wrap all the way around him.
"Mmm, I love sucking cock. I mean, I love everything about sex, but I love, love, *love* sucking cock, not gonna lie, no sir," Valerie said, running her hands up to the head and rolling her thumbs gently over the hole at the end. When a bead of precum formed there, she practically squealed, running her thumbs over it and spreading the lubrication around.
"Looks tasty," she said, leaning in to lick at the precum. Her eyes went wide as she got a taste, lidding over briefly before opening back up again as she squealed, "You *are* tasty!"
"Thank you for the shining review," Jacob groaned as she trailed her tongue down his shaft, briefly worshipping each of his balls, before coming back up and kissing the head. Jacob hissed at the attention, his head dropping back slightly.
"Oh, definitely! Five stars, highly recommend," Valerie said, kissing the head one more time, suckling and eagerly running her tongue over it before sucking it into her mouth. Watching her lips part as they sucked his thick head in, Jacob moaned, finding it thoroughly more satisfying to be standing here getting a blowjob from this sexy minx than worrying about his costume choice. No doubt he would stress again soon when he had to go meet his friends, but for now, he was enjoying the treatment.
Valerie approached his cock with the same eagerness she seemed to approach everything with, bobbing back and forth on it until she'd taken the entire thing into her mouth. He felt the head disappear into her throat as she made light choking and gagging sounds on it, but that didn't stop her from giving a truly amazing and sloppy blowjob. It wasn't long before she was picking up the pace, her head bouncing up and down on his cock enthusiastically as she gave him what had to be the greatest blowjob of his life.
Looking up at him, she took a breather, kissing and licking the head and smiling at him. "You know you don't just have to stand there, right? Feel free to really grab my hair, fuck my face nice and hard, use me... like I said, I love sucking cock; I'm perfectly happy being your cocksucking slut if, you know, you keep the power dynamics nice and respectful on the inside."
"You're... you're sure?" Jacob asked. Jacob had felt the need to be more... aggressive, during sex in the past, but between his own indecision and the kinds of girls he tended to date (who were generally more on the mellow side), it was something he had never indulged in. Actually having that opportunity, well, that almost made it feel like his cock had gotten just a little bit harder.
"Yeah, totally," Valerie replied, kissing his cock before inhaling it once again.
"Alright, if you say so," Jacob answered, grabbing her hair in both hands and taking control of her head. Behind her big glasses, she looked up at him with the sweetest, most innocent eyes (well, as innocent as eyes could look when someone's mouth was full of cock), and then he began to thrust in and out. At first he used her face like he was fucking one of his exes, keeping it nice and slow and hoping he wasn't doing something that she didn't like, but when she reached up with both hands and grabbed his ass, encouraging him to fuck her harder, he followed her lead. He began fucking her harder, coming to enjoy the sounds as she gagged, the feel of the strands of saliva collecting against his balls as she gave him a properly sloppy blowjob. Valerie's eyes watered, slightly trailing her eyeliner down her cheeks, but the way she looked up at him she might have been the most satisfied girl in the world.
Not that he too wasn't about to feel satisfied. Getting to engage his rarely used assertive side on top of an intense blowjob had him feeling ready to pop off, and despite absolutely wanting to savor the moment, he felt it important to warn her.
"I'm... fuck, it's so good, but I'm gonna cum soon," he said, almost sounding embarrassed at how quickly this was happening.
Valerie pulled his hands from her hair and extracted her mouth from his cock, smiling up at him with the sweetest look he'd ever seen. "Awesome! Let me take over from here? I need it all over my face, you have no idea how long it's been since I've had a good facial..."
Taking his cock in both of her hands, she began jacking him, using her own saliva and his precum as lubrication as she playfully jerked his cock. Valerie smiled and giggled while Jacob stood there dumbstruck, wondering at his insane luck as she brought him over the edge.
"Oh god," he warned. "I'm cumming... I'm cumming!"
"Awesome!" she exclaimed, jacking him harder and opening her mouth. Jacob couldn't hold back any longer, and with a moan he worried might be too loud, he came. The first shot splashed across her lips and cheek, some hitting her glasses and some rolling slightly down her chin and neck, while the next few landed in and around her mouth. As he finished shooting what felt like an insanely large load, she kept jerking him, pressing the head against her lips so she could suckle out the last few drops.
Proudly, Valerie showed Jacob her mouthful of cum, before swallowing it luxuriantly. "Delicious."
"Thank you," Jacob replied, a little weakened by a good orgasm, but still standing.
She scooped dollops of cum from her face with her finger, sucking them clean. "So, have you decided on a costume?"
"Pirate," he answered with surprising swiftness. "I'm gonna go with the pirate."
"Wonderful!" Valerie replied, continuing to lick drops of cum from her face. "I should get cleaned up, but I'll be happy to ring you up up front."
"Awesome," Jacob answered, enjoying how light and simple everything felt.
"You got plans for tonight?" she asked.
"I'm meeting some friends at the carnival, you know, hang out, see the sights," he said.
"Well, that doesn't start for a bit..." Valerie said, pulling off her glasses and licking the drops that had hit them. "And I'm getting off work in a few minutes..."
Though some of his old, destructive thought processes almost fought for attention, Jacob pushed them aside and asked, "You wanna do something before carnival time?"
Smiling and hopping to her feet, she leaned in and kissed him on the cheek. "You, ideally. I've got an apartment just down the street from here. What's say when I finish my shift, I take you there, we just strip off our clothes and fuck like a coupla crazy people, which we kinda are and kinda aren't, kick Halloween off right?"
There were a lot of variables in play that still needed to be considered, but looking at how unbelievably sexy Valerie was standing before him, and wanting to get much better acquainted with her, Jacob figured that variables could take the night off.
"I'd say, Happy fucking Halloween," he said, grinning.
***
The front door to Valerie's small, one bedroom apartment burst open, a now fully dressed Jacob and Valerie intertwined as they furiously made out. It was a small miracle that they managed to get the door closed and locked for how aggressively they were groping and kissing one another, but they managed it well. As his hands reached under her short skirt and grabbed her ass, she leapt up onto him, locking her legs around his waist and her arms around his neck as he easily carried her.
"The bedroom's to the left," she said, guiding him poorly around the apartment. "No, not that left, *my* left... I mean, I could fuck you on the floor, but my bed is sooooooo comfy..."
Jacob managed not to drop her as he took her into her small bedroom. It was a cluttered, eclectic room filled with bookshelves and posters, board games and collector's figurines of various cartoon characters, but most importantly, it had a very large, very comfy looking bed. He set her down on it easily, and began pulling at his clothes while she giggled and squealed, enjoying the show as he got naked.
Jacob enjoyed watching her watch him, as Valerie was considerably less interested in getting completely naked. Sure, she pulled off her shoes, and reached underneath her skirt to tug off her red thong and chuck it to the side, but she made no indication that she was interested in removing her knee-high socks or miniskirt. He worried for a moment that this was all she'd do, and that Valerie would hide from him the mammoth breasts that her tight sweater promised.
He shouldn't have worried.
Sitting up, she pulled her tight sweater up, exposing toned, lightly tanned abs.
Briefly, the sweater caught on her tits. Valerie laughed, "These things are always getting in the way. Bet you've got that problem too."
She licked her lips, staring down at his cock hungrily. Though she'd already had a taste, the mere sight of it seemed to greatly excite her, a fact that swelled Jacob's pride to no end.
"Sometimes," he admitted, reaching down to absentmindedly stroke himself while she struggled with her top.
"Hey, don't have too much fun there!" Valerie exclaimed, finally pulling off her sweater and tossing it aside. "I want that thing in me at least a couple times here."
Her bra barely contained a pair of full, firm DD tits, a sight that now had Jacob looking on hungrily. He said, "I'm good to go several rounds."
"You better," she said, reaching behind herself and unclasping her bra. Her tits only dropped a little when they were set free, and when she threw her bra on the floor, Jacob finally got to see them bare.
He licked his lips. They were every bit as full as he expected, with dark, firm nipples and modest areolas.
"So, whaddya think?" she asked, reaching up and squeezing her tits, running her thumbs over her nipples and giggling to herself when the pleasure forced her eyes closed.
There were a lot of right and wrong answers, and normally Jacob would have found himself at war trying to ensure that he got the rightest of right answers. Instead of saying anything this time, he climbed over her on the bed and kissed her deeply, enjoying her smile and enthusiasm as she kissed him back.
Grabbing him with surprising strength, she flipped him onto his back and climbed on top of him, making out eagerly as she straddled one of his thighs. She pulled her skirt up just enough so that Jacob could feel her exposed, and very, *very* wet pussy, grinding against his leg.
"You've felt what my mouth can do, I wanna know what yours can," she said, kissing him sweetly before climbing on top of him. She crawled over his chest until she was straddling her head, his head buried under her skirt as she lowered her delicious-looking pussy over his mouth. With a thin landing strip and swollen, moist lips, it might well have been the most perfect pussy he'd ever seen.
"Open wide!" she exclaimed, lowering down onto his face.
Jacob let out a muffled sound of surprise, but with his mouth positively smothered by her deliciously sweet cunt, he was hardly one to protest his circumstances. Valerie ground herself against his face energetically, and he did what he could to keep up with her. She was positively soaked, and it seemed as if she had understated just how horny she'd gotten during their encounter in the changing room. He wrapped his arms around her legs, holding her close as he ate her out, licking and sucking at her enthusiastically. She had such a sweet, distinct taste, a taste he could drink in for quite a while it seemed.
While her pussy was sweet, what was coming from her mouth was far from it.
"Ooh, yes! Lick my sweet and cute little cunt! Suck on that clit, fuck me with your mouth! I wanna get all my juices all over your fucking face and lick you clean because I fucking taste soooo good! Come on, come on, that's eat, eat my needy cunt, do it, do it..." Valerie moaned, squeezing her tits and pinching her nipples as she rode his face. With his face properly covered by pussy and skirt, Jacob was unable to see such an intoxicating sight, but with his cock rock hard and ready for another round, he hardly needed any more visual encouragement.
Instead, he kept at pleasuring Valerie with his mouth, wanting to pass all of his thanks and gratitude on to her in a singular act of pleasure. This had not started out as a good night for him, but with Valerie's help it had turned around quickly, and he wanted to make sure she understood his feelings on the matter.
And, well, her pussy tasted really fucking good, and the noises she made were hot as hell, too, so, these things also had a way of offering him some proper motivation.
"Yes, yes, yes, you got it, you got it, keep going!" Valerie whined, grinding more insistently on his face. "You keep doing that and you're gonna make me cum! You wanna make me cum, don'tcha? Well I cum like a fucking fountain, just so you're prepared, but you can take it, I know you can take it, because you know what you're doing, fuck yes, I didn't know it when I saw you, but I should've, because you've got it... you're made for this and we're gonna have so much fucking fun! I am gonna rock your fucking cock, but I want you to make me cum with your mouth first! Do it, do it, do it, fuck, do it, you're getting close, theretherethereFUCKING HELL, FUCK, I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING ALL OVER YOUR FUCKING FACE! YOUR TURN, JACOB! OH, FUCK!"
She wasn't lying when she said it was his turn, as when her pussy spasmed against his mouth, she began gushing on his face. It was a sweet surprise, and one he sought to lap up as much as he could, but with her gyrations and the sheer volume, most of it ended up all over his face and neck. Nonetheless, Jacob savored what he could, holding her close as she slowly came down.
Almost at once, it seemed as if animation left her body as she climbed off of him and collapsed on the bed. She lay at his side, panting and kissing him, licking her juices from his face as she curled up next to him. For Jacob, it was a strangely pleasant moment in a day that had seemingly started far from pleasant.
Practically purring, she looked Jacob in the eyes and said, "Well, that was super sweet. I wanna fuck. Do you wanna fuck?"
She pulled her skirt up around her waist and spread her legs for emphasis, not that he would have needed that much additional encouragement. At the moment, it didn't seem as if there was anything Jacob could have wanted to do more.
Although...
He looked around the room. "You got any condoms?"
She shrugged. "'fraid not."
That was unfortunate. Jacob hadn't had a girlfriend for a bit, and so didn't have any on hand for emergencies. His usual need to worry was running counter to how much he legitimately wanted to have sex with Valerie, so he tried a different angle, "Are you on birth control?"
"Nope. Bad reactions. I'm quite unprotected," Valerie said casually, playing with her pussy for his benefit. Jacob groaned at the sight, but was inwardly torn.
"I... I want to, but it sounds pretty risky," Jacob said, absolutely knowing what the right answer was but finding her raw sexuality overpowering what he used to consider his better instincts.
"So? It doesn't bother me, I find a little risk fun; I spent too much of my life worrying, and I'm not doing that anymore. Worry's not gonna have power over me," she answered, leaning over and kissing him. Reaching down, she slowly began stroking his cock, spreading his precum around with ease.
He groaned at her touch, and while he wanted to tell her that it was a lot more than a *little* risk, there was no denying that she had a certain power over him. The voices in the back of his mind that had dictated so much of his life screamed at him, telling him to consider absolutely everything crazy about this.
But with Valerie, he found those voices easy to ignore.
"Fuck it, then," he said, rolling on top of her. Valerie squealed with glee, reaching down and guiding his cock toward her cunt. He felt the head pressing against her slick lips, inviting him in.
"Come on, Jacob, do it... fuck me, I need it sooooooo bad," Valerie whined, looking up at him sweetly through her big glasses.
Pushing forward, Jacob sank his bare cock a couple inches into her pussy. She was tight, and oh so wet, but he knew that already. Even so, never having fucked a girl without a condom before, this was all new territory to him and it felt oh so good. Her face contorted with ecstasy as he continued pushing deeper into her, and soon she locked her legs behind his ass and pushed him in even further. It wasn't long until he was buried deep inside of her, moaning and looking down in awe at the vixen beneath him.
While Jacob wasn't inexperienced when it came to sex, he wasn't an expert either. Everything about being with Valerie felt new and exciting, and as she let up pressure with her legs, letting him pull out of her slightly, he soon began to develop a rhythm that felt good.
"Yes, yes, yes!" Valerie exclaimed, wrapping her arms around Jacob as he fucked her. "I wanted this to be a perfect Halloween, but I didn't know how perfect it could be! I thought it was just gonna be me having fun at the carnival and then fucking myself silly with a vibrator, but this is the fucking best, thank you, thank you, thank you, Jacob!"
She kissed him deeply, looking up at him with lustful eyes and urging him further.
Grunting, he fucked down into her. "I didn't... fuck... I didn't think I'd have fun tonight... I thought I'd still be stuck in the damn costume shop... now look what you've done to me."
Valerie laughed, pulling him in tight as he fucked her. "Oh yeah? You thought you'd have a lousy night? Well I'm glad to change things... I'm *really* glad 'cause it means I get to have fun with a cutie like you and all that cock buried up my tight little pussy... yes, please..."
She purred, leaning in and nibbling on his neck slightly. While the pain was momentarily intense, it only drove him to fuck her harder. He couldn't explain why, but in addition to his anxiety, all of his common sense had seemed to go out the window. The world outside ceased to exist. There was only him and Valerie, intertwined, slaves to pleasure as they fucked without abandon.



Pushing off from the bed, Valerie rolled over so that she was on top of Jacob, riding him vigorously as she bounced on his cock. Jacob looked up at her in awe, watching as her pretty face was twisted in a mask of pleasure and her massive tits bounced. He reached under her skirt and squeezed her ass, running his hands to her hips as he helped her ride him.
"This is so fun, so fun, so fucking good..." Valerie moaned, reaching up and squeezing her nipples as she rode him. "I'm getting close, so close... how are you?"
Jacob hadn't been fully conscious of his own impending orgasm, but as she began to ride him far harder than he'd been fucking her, he could feel his balls boiling.
"I think... fuck... I think I'm gonna cum soon..." he warned.
"Good," she said, looking down at him and smirking.
A little worry struck him, but not enough to make him stop fucking her. "Shouldn't I pull out?"
"Nuh uh," she said. "I love a good creampie, and I want to feel every drop of your hot cum deep inside my sweet little cunt!"
Jacob very much liked the sound of that, but felt he had to voice the obvious. "Doesn't that risk getting you, you know...?"
"Pregnant?" Valerie moaned, fucking down onto him harder. "If I get pregnant, I get pregnant, that's just another of life's twists coming my way, and remember what I said about worry and me? I don't mind if you don't."
It wasn't long ago when he had sense, and would have thought this a tremendously bad idea, but having embraced a "fuck it" attitude a while ago now, Jacob found he still didn't care that much in the way that he would have used to. If this was how she was going to play it, fine. He grabbed her ass, squeezing her perfect cheeks as he urged her to ride him harder, feeling his balls swelling as another orgasm began to grow within him. It was all just a matter of who would give in first...
"Yes, yes, yes, I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" Valerie squealed, her body jolting as she clamped down on his cock, another gush of fluid warming his groin.
The way she shuddered, slowing but still riding him insistently, looking down at him encouragingly... it was too much for Jacob. Grabbing her hips roughly, he pulled her down and came deeply within her. His body flooded with pleasure as he felt her clutching, sucking cunt pulling every drop of his cum deep into her womb. She sat there, welcoming him in, before leaning down and kissing him. This was a slower, deeper kiss than any they had shared so far, the look she gave him one that was difficult to read but one he wanted to fully understand. He kissed her back, savoring buried deep within her while they made out.
Soon, though, his cock began to soften, and while that would have normally sent reality crashing down upon him, Valerie clearly had other plans. She climbed off of him, then went down between his legs. She took his cock into her mouth, eagerly sucking and licking him all over, looking up into his eyes as she suckled on his balls. In seemingly no time at all, he was back to full hardness yet again.
Giddily, she got up on her hands and knees and turned away from him, pulling her skirt over her ass and looking back at him.
"That was a lot of fun," Valerie said, her voice playful. "But I think we can do better than that, don't you?"
With his cum still dripping from her pussy, and Valerie flexing her ass muscles enticingly, Jacob found it quite easy to agree with her. Wordlessly, he got up on his knees and buried his cock deep in her pussy yet again.
While their first time having sex was playful and fun, this next go they truly went to town on one another. Jacob fucked her from behind so long and hard he could have sworn that this couldn't have been comfortable for Valerie, but she kept squealing and begging for him to go harder, to make the fuck nastier, and he wasn't one to turn her down. They managed to contort into a number of positions, saying the most vile things in the sweetest way that Jacob had ever heard, and when they finally ended with him on top of her and her folded in half beneath him with her legs locked behind her head, Jacob found himself feeling happier than he had ever felt in a long time, consequences be damned, when he filled her pussy up deep with another load of cum.
By the time he finally pulled out and laid down next to her, the two of them were panting and sweating, a complete and utter mess.
"This is amazing..." Jacob said, "But I should really clean up and get dressed. Like I said, I'm supposed to meet some friends at the carnival tonight."
"Oh, definitely, I *completely* understand," Valerie replied, looking down at her ruined costume pieces. "There's no way I'm missing out on the carnival either, but I definitely need a shower and to find my backup costume."
"You have a backup costume?" he asked, amused.
Playfully, Valerie kissed him. "If it's not expensive, always have two copies of a cute costume you like; never know if you're gonna ruin it with some sweet, hard fucking."
"Good advice," Jacob said.
"I am a woman of mystery, full of ancient wisdoms and advice, and happy to share it with you..." she answered jokingly. "And still one who needs a shower. Wanna join me?"
Feeling thoroughly worn out and sweaty, he answered, "Definitely."
"Good!" she exclaimed, kissing him quickly again. Getting up, cum dripping down her legs, she continued, "Now, I don't know what kind of plans you want, and I don't wanna be stepping on friend time if that's what tonight's meant to be, but if you want a date..."
Jacob smiled. "You want to go to the carnival with me?"
"Sure!" Valerie exclaimed brightly, smiling. "If we can keep our hands off each other, we can help each other get into costume."
"Sounds like a plan," Jacob responded, glad for any help with the more complicated looking elements of the pirate costume.
Still smiling, she asked, "You got any plans for after the carnival?"
"No," Jacob answered. "Should I?"
"Well, you can always come back here and we could fuck like rabbits until we pass out, and then fuck some more when we wake up. You know, if you want to..." she said, sauntering into her nearby bathroom. "I'll start getting the water hot, since it takes for-fucking-ever... you think about that while things heat up?"
She left the room, and Jacob lay there in her bed thinking about everything that had happened, and everything that might happen if they kept up like this. He should have worried... no, he should have been losing his fucking mind, but he wasn't. He was comfortable, and happy, and with a promise of more time with Valerie...
Smiling and standing up to join her in the bathroom, he said to himself, "Happy Halloween."
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews or shoot me some feedback, as they really keep me going. Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
And after some recent crises and battles, I want to add one last note on a more practical concern. When it comes to mental health, I hope everyone out there is taking the time to take care of themselves. Mental health may seem like a never-ending battle, but it's a never-ending battle that is always worth fighting, and one that there are plenty of resources to be found to help with should you ever be struggling. Be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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For a small town with a modest population, Briar's Mill boasted three separate movie theaters that pulled a reasonable business from surrounding towns. The biggest was of course the multiplex at the Briar's Mill Mall, with ten screens and showing all of the most recent hits. At the edge of town was the Firecracker Drive-In, which was less a drive-in theater and more a large, weed-choked lot with screens on either side of it. The audio systems rarely worked 100%, and the movies they showed were generally six months out of date, but nostalgia kept it from ever shutting down entirely.
It was on Main Street, nearly perfectly in the center of town, where the pride and joy of Briar's Mill's theaters sat. The Camelot Theater, a single screen theater built back in the 1930s, glowed with flashing lightbulbs and neon lights as a beacon of cinema's fabled golden age. The seats inside were cramped, and the paint and vaguely medieval decorations had truly seen better times, but an avid fanbase of old-timers and hipsters alike kept it afloat when so many similar theaters had fallen. With a modern concessions booth and a mostly modern digital sound system and projector, it kept up with bigger theaters admirably, and attending a late night showing of the most recent big release or classic in need of some new attention had been a rite of passage for Briar's Mill youths for ages.
On Halloween night, rather aptly, it was airing John Carpenter's 1978 Halloween all night, a tradition the nostalgia audience had kept going for nearly a decade now. Enthusiastic audiences filled the theater to be scared by (or at least mock) the classic horror film, keeping all of those who worked the Camelot rather busy for the holiday.
Well, most of them, anyway.
Sitting in the small, quiet projection booth, Sean Donner eyed the digital projector and made sure that, yes, it was still working. As opening credits rolled across the screen and the eerie synthesizer score played over the creepy image of a jack-o-lantern that floated ever closer to the camera, Sean made sure to join the audience in cheering Jamie Lee Curtis' name before getting back to 'work', even if that work meant babysitting the projector and making sure it didn't catch fire. The projection booth itself was spacious enough to be comfortable, since it was made to hold the many film reels of older days, but with those gone, it now had room for a couple of clean couches, a refrigerator, and a desk with a laptop loaded with games. Dressed in the usher's uniform of a long-sleeved, button up blue shirt and dark pants, he was ready for anything, and expecting nothing as on most nights. Ideally, he would have been watching the projector the whole time and ensuring that nothing went wrong, but since that pretty much never happened, he usually just had to wait for complaints.
It was the waiting that was the hardest part nowadays, because waiting meant that he was stuck with his thoughts, and all of his thoughts these days were stuck on Anna.
His hand hovered over his phone, tempted to once more pull it out and look at the two of them in happier times. He even pulled the phone out once, nearly unlocked the screen, but soon quickly pocketed it.
"She's moved on, you gotta move on too. That's the healthy way to handle this," he repeated, though finding it easier said than done.
Anna was his first girlfriend. They'd dated for three months. She was pretty, and nice, and fun, and she'd made him feel handsome when he'd never truly felt it before. In the abstract, he knew it to be true. He had a decent face, not movie star good looks or anything, but at least memorable, with dark hair, striking blue eyes and a smile that could very nearly look confident. At just over six feet tall and being a guy who semi-frequently hit the gym with his friends, he knew intellectually that he wasn't bad looking, but it was Anna who actually made him feel that way and... to suddenly feel unwanted by the girl who'd built him up and he'd lost his virginity to... yeah, it was a definite hit to the ego.
He knew he carried his share of the blame. She wanted him to be around more, and he was working his ass off, saving up for college. He'd thought he'd be able to balance these two aspects of his life, but in the end, it just didn't shake out that way. Anna wanted more of his time than he was willing to give up, and in the end a breakup made sense.
That didn't stop his hand from finding the phone again, nor him wanting to plead to get her back. It was stupid, he knew it, and like Miguel always said, there were plenty more "chicks in the sea" (Miguel's bad metaphor, not Sean's), but it didn't stop things from feeling just a little bit hopeless. And he'd so been looking forward to Halloween...
The phone vibrated. Perhaps a little too quickly, Sean picked it up.
It was a text from Sadie.
SADIE: Going to get revenge for you now. Wish me luck!
Sean scowled, but knew better than to try to stop his best friend once she set her mind to something.
SEAN: Just don't hurt anyone.
That was probably too much to ask for, but he didn't know what else to do. Still, it felt nice that Sadie had his back, and it was with a smile that he put his phone away.
There was a knock on the booth's door. Getting up from his stool next to the projector, Sean straightened out his uniform and sighed, hoping that it wasn't the manager, Mr. Guinness, with some last-minute notes to give Sean. Mr. Guinness was, after all, taking the night off to be with family, but the theater having been in his family for generations made him an accomplished micro-manager. Leaving it in the hands of a bunch of high school students wasn't his dream scenario, but he trusted Sean well enough to captain the ship.
Steeling himself for the potential confrontation, Sean unlocked and opened the projection booth's door.
Thankfully, Mr. Guinness wasn't there.
There was, however, a sheet ghost wearing a large pair of 70s eyeglasses over the holes. Knowing enough of the movie reference that the joke-player was going for, Sean sighed.
"Aren't you a little short to be Michael Myers?" Sean asked the 5'4" sheet ghost before turning back into the projection booth.
"You're not even a little scared?" she protested, pulling off her costume and revealing his coworker, 18-year-old June Poole. A cute brunette with a bright smile and big green eyes, her mid-back-length hair was held back by a hair tie in a loose ponytail. Wearing a uniform shirt that always seemed slightly too tight across her immense chest, she had always had a way of catching people's eyes. When they'd first started working together, she'd always teased him for not looking at her chest, but the moment he began dating Anna she kept remarkably respectful for someone who considered themselves a practical joker.
June had been a good friend for him since the breakup, even though he knew he couldn't say that he'd been the same to her.
"Not even a little," he replied. "You've come up here to hang?"
"Yeah," the usher replied, closing and locking the door behind her and tossing her costume and purse on the floor before going over to plop down on one of the couches. "The house seems in order, but if anything comes up, I'll stop it."
For a small girl, she had a remarkable talent for breaking up fights and kicking people out. Sean replied, "I know you will."
She sighed. "Not even a *little* bit scared? Do you have any idea what I had to do to find those 70s glasses? I had to do some terrible shit."
Sean laughed. "Sorry. It was a good costume, though. You should've taken it out to the carnival."
"Woulda, shoulda, coulda," she replied. "But you know me, no rest for the wicked, especially when the wicked wants to hit up med school."
"I hear ya," Sean replied knowingly. He wished that he could've hung out with June more outside of work, but with her going to school the next town over at Briar's Mill's dreaded rival school, that would have likely been more trouble than it was worth with some of his friends. She was a breath of fresh air in a world that could've used more fresh air, and only being able to get some of that fresh air at work was rather annoying.
"So, any plans for later? Any tricks? Treats? Trouble? Hot dates?" June teased, reaching over and grabbing a Coke from the fridge.
"You know I don't have any of the latter," Sean said, hoping a joke would deflect the sick feeling in his stomach from thinking about Anna. It didn't. He continued, "And as for any of the former... nah, I think it's all going to be sleep for me after this."
"What? You aren't going to take part in any of the Halloween fun your fair town has to offer?" June asked. As someone who'd painted her nails in alternating orange and black and wore spider earrings, he understood that it was a favorite for her, but he just had a hard time putting into words how little he was looking forward to the holiday this year.
"Everything they set up for Halloween will be closed by the time we get off," he explained.
"So? Doesn't mean you can't make your own fun," June said.
"Like?" Sean asked, feeling that picking her brain had to be better than lingering in his own.
"Well, we could sneak some beers into the hay maze after it's empty, or break into the old Higgins House, that place is supposed to be, like, actually haunted, right?" June teased, smiling mischievously.
"You do know that I'm just superstitious enough to find that a bad idea, right?" Sean asked.
"Fine, fine, I yield; you're gonna have a boring Halloween night," June sighed, taking a sip of her Coke.
For the first time in a while not thinking about what Anna might have been doing right now, Sean asked, "Pass me one of those?"
"Sure," June replied, reaching into the fridge and tossing him a Coke. He took the cold soda gratefully, cracking it open and taking a sip.
Looking out through the window on the house and finding things looking orderly enough, he asked June, "So, I'm sure you've only got fun stuff planned for after work? Any tricks, treats, or messy hot dates planned for what's left of your Halloween evening?"
"Maybe," she said, shrugging. "I try not to make too many plans, never know what might come up."
"Fair," Sean replied.
"I mean, we're here through the midnight showing and that means, what, all of us getting off at 2:30?" June suggested.
"Yeah, that's about right," Sean groaned miserably, happy that it was a Saturday and not a school day he had ahead of him.
"So, yeah, for me it's probably driving home, getting out of this damned uniform, and masturbating until I pass out," June said, casual and completely uncaring of how it nearly made Sean spit out a mouthful of Coke.
"JUNE!" he exclaimed, halfway between laughing and misery.
"Hey, you asked..." she teased. June had always been one to freely talk about her sexual exploits at work in a way that had yet to be annoying, and though it still had some entertainment value, it brought Sean into thinking about Anna again quicker than he would have liked.
It must've shown on his face. June asked, "Sorry, still raw?"
Slowly, Sean answered, "A little. Sorry... doesn't exactly make me a lot of fun to be around, does it?"
"Not really," June replied. "But none of us are really fun after a breakup, so I won't hold it against you. Breakups fucking suck."
"Tell me about it," Sean replied, surprised by how happy he was to talk about it. It wasn't that he couldn't talk about it with his friends, but they were all so close to the situation, all wanting to do things and tell him how everything was going to be alright, it was like he was being smothered with their good intentions when he really just wanted to sort his own shit out. Being able to talk to someone like June who he saw less frequently... it was a good outlet.
"Would it make things any easier if I called her a bitch who didn't know what she was throwing away?" she suggested.
"She knew what she was throwing away," Sean answered. "As for the bitch part... yeah, I don't think that'd help..."
Sorrow had overtaken his face, which put June into a thoughtful-looking state. She said, "Alright, we've got a real challenge here, I can work with this..."
Suddenly, her face brightened. It was such a quick change that it might as well have been set off by a lightbulb appearing above her head. "Would a distraction help?"
"Probably wouldn't hurt," Sean admitted, exhaling. Honestly, a distraction sounded pretty fucking good right about now. He may not have been the most fun, happy-go-lucky guy at the best of times, but he wasn't one prone to wallowing either. Wallowing like this... it felt like shit, and Sean would've given pretty much anything to change that feeling.
"Okay, cool!" she exclaimed, setting down her Coke and standing up excitedly. "Now, close your eyes..."
Familiar with these sorts of games that June liked to play so much, he followed her instructions and closed his eyes.
"This better not be another attempt to scare me," he said.
"It's not," June replied, her voice closer to him.
"I don't believe you," Sean said.
"Why?" June said.
"Because you do this all the time?" he said.
"Point," she replied, "but I promise it's not that this time. It's something better."
"It's not one of those videos of guys getting hit in the balls, is it?" Sean added. "Not that those aren't funny, that's just not the sort of funny I'm into at the moment."
"Look, are you gonna let me get on with my fucking surprise, or aren't you?" June said, annoyed.
"Sorry, sorry, surprise away," he replied, curious and a little scared all at once. He wouldn't put it past June to try to scare him even after she said she wouldn't, and if she did... yeah, he was going to make her pay.
"Okay, you can open your eyes now!" she said, excited.
Preparing for a scare despite all of June's promises, Sean braced himself and opened his eyes.
Though what he saw was certainly surprising enough to almost knock him out of his seat, it didn't quite scare him.
After all, how could anyone be scared by a pair of bare tits as big and perfect as June's? With her shirt unbuttoned to her stomach and the front of her bra pulled down, the creamy expanse of her full, round F-cup tits was only a matter of inches away from Sean's face. Her nipples were firm and thick, with dark, silver dollar-sized areolas that just begged to be sucked on. June looked down at him proudly, smiling a huge, cocky smile.
"So, what do you think? Distracted yet?" June asked, putting her hands under her tits to better display them to him.
Distracted... right, that was certainly a word to describe how Sean felt. Distracted was... definitely a word that existed. Shocked might have been a better descriptor for having a huge pair of tits suddenly shoved in his face, but when driven by surprise and what he was seeing, trying to find a better word than distracted was certainly a challenge.
"June... what are you... what...?" Sean muttered, his mouth dropping open from shock at what he was seeing.
"Pretty sweet, right?" she said, squeezing them and shaking them in his face a little. "I figured since you were still broken up over your bitch ex that a distraction in kind would help get you out of your funk, and when my tits are so much bigger than hers, I thought I might actually be able to succeed. I did succeed, right?"
"I... uh... yeah, that's definitely... distracting," Sean said.
"Well, duh, that was the goal," June replied, leaning close to get her tits even more in Sean's face. Her nipple was so close to his lips, all he'd have to do is stick out his tongue and he'd have it in his mouth...
Confusion hit Sean like a truck. Why was his mouth watering? Why was his cock hardening? Oh, right, this was what lust felt like... he thought he'd forgotten his capacity for that feeling after the breakup, but no, it was there, it just needed the right key to unlock it...
"Wow..." he said, angling his head to get a better look at them.
"I know, right?" June said, amused, twisting from side to side slightly to give him a better view. "One day they just started growing, and it's like they've never stopped since! Oh, and, yeah, you can play with them if you want."
It felt like his cock was about to burst through his pants at her words. "Say what?"
"Yeah, you can play with them all you want, squeeze 'em, suck 'em, do whatever you want, only be gentle, my nipples are really, *really* sensitive," June said, her voice cheerful and playful.
"You're joking... this is a joke, right?" Sean said.
"Nuh uh!" June retorted. "I've wanted my tits in your face for a long time, just never found the opportunity 'til now. I mean, it works out great: you get distracted, I get my tits in your face, it's win-win!"
Sean was torn. He couldn't do this, could he? Deep down, he was still hoping that things with Anna might sort themselves up and they could make another go of it. Beyond that, though, June was a coworker and his friend, and in the few jobs he'd had these last couple years, people who mixed work and fun almost always tended to regret it in the end. He didn't want to make anything awkward around the theater and risk fucking up his friendship with June all because she was pushing her massive, perfect tits in his face. He couldn't risk that, could he?
Licking his lips, Sean said, "Fuck it!" and leaned in, taking one of her nipples in his mouth.
"Mmm, yeah, that's it, suck my nipple, like that..." June groaned, running her hands through Sean's hair and holding him in close as he sucked on her tit. Though he may have started out a bit tentative, the moment his tongue started to rub against the hard nub of her nipple, he was lost. He suckled and licked, closing his eyes as he gave in to sensation. Her tit was so soft, so welcoming, so... perfect. It was unlike anything he'd ever dreamed of before, and having her to himself right now, just pushing away all of his fears and doubts and sorrows, fuck did it feel good.
That June was dirty-talking him the entire time certainly didn't hurt matters either. "Fuck, your mouth feels so good on me... we should've done this sooner... I know you were trying to be a good guy, and I was trying to be respectful, but if that bitch was going to treat you like that I should've shown you these titties sooner- FUCK!"
This exclamation came when he switched tits and gently nibbled on her other nipple. She groaned and squealed, then took his hands in hers and planted them firmly on her tits, making sure that Sean was massaging and getting to know every inch of them.
"Yeah, I bet Little Miss Anna liked it all nice and gentle... but I like it fucking rough and hard... like that, suck them harder, lick me, bite me, fuck yes... like that... forget about her, you deserve to have your own fun with a pair of huge tits on a tight body like mine... her tits don't compare to mine, do they?"



Though it was hard to answer her with a mouthful of tit, Sean found it surprisingly easy to murmur, "No..." before continuing to suckle and massage her epic breasts.
"I can tell," she said, running her hand over the bulge at the front of his uniform pants. "My, my, my, Sean, you are a big boy, aren't you?"
At the moment she touched his clothed cock, Sean's eyes flew wide open and looked up into hers. She looked down at him with a look of playful lust, but more than that, a great sense of caring. He was reminded that she was his friend, and all of the awkward landmines that might entail, but he didn't stop sucking her tits either.
"We can stop this here if you want," she said, her voice dropping down into her usual friendly tone instead of the lust-driven vixen she'd become. "If you think it might be weird, I can stop, and we can just chalk this up to some craziness brought on by the holiday and emotions running high. I wanted to distract you, and it seems like it worked, and I don't want this to mess anything up any more than you do... but I could go further with this if you want to. I... I kind of want to go further. Wanted to for a while. What do you think?"
Sean pulled his mouth from her tit and sat up straight, thinking about what she had said, and over every other thought that he had had tonight. Briefly, he looked out the projection room's window as the audience enjoyed one of many long scenes of Michael Myers stalking his victims from his car. They looked nice and orderly, unlike his own thoughts (though one that was quite clear was being happy that the window was tinted enough and the booth soundproof enough that nobody in the audience could know what they were doing). Looking back into June's eyes, he saw at once her lust and her earnestness, her big, bare, amazing tits, and that hopeful little smile she had.
Wrapping an arm around her back, Sean pulled June in close and kissed her, pressing his mouth to her full, firm and waiting lips. The kiss was experimental at first, but quickly became deeper, their tongues pressing against one another as they explored their each other's mouths. While his hands ran up and down her back, June reached back down to massage his cock through his pants, before she fumbled for his zipper and pulled it down, snaking her hand into his pants. Sean groaned as she explored, working around the side of his briefs before she wrapped her small, strong hand around his thick cock.
"Mmm, I was right... you are big..." she groaned, stroking him gently. "Come on... let's go over to the couches, it's gonna be way more comfortable over there."
"Okay," Sean replied, smiling serenely. He hadn't felt this good in, well, he couldn't really remember, so that probably said something. Though it took some mental effort to extricate themselves from each other, they did manage it enough to make their way over to the couch. Along the way, June stripped off her shirt and bra, leaving herself naked from the waist up. Her skin was creamy and pale, and Sean found himself wanting to touch every square inch of her. He almost managed that on the way over, but when they reached the couch, she playfully pushed him into a sitting position.
Kneeling on the couch next to him, she dropped to her elbows, her face now quite close to his cock. Seeing what she wanted, he unbuckled his belt and pulled his pants down.
"Shirt too," she said hungrily, pulling at the waistband of his briefs while Sean fumbled to remove his shirt. When he was finally bare-chested, June commented, "Nice."
Finally pulling his underwear free and revealing his cock, her eyes went wide and she said, "*Very* nice!"
Sean smiled. Though it didn't feel like he had much to be proud about lately, he did rather enjoy having a rather thick 8-inch cock. Standing at full attention from June's efforts, it looked even more impressive than usual, with the thick head already beading with precum.
"Why, is that all for me?" June asked, her voice playful and innocent.
"I think you know the answer to that," Sean replied, moaning as she took her finger and rubbed it over the head, spreading the precum around.
"I do," she said, leaning in and kissing the tip, making him hiss with pleasure. "I just wanted to hear it come from your lips. Want me to kiss it again?"
"Yes," he replied, his voice weak as he watched the topless goddess, her massive tits swaying beneath her, leaned down and gave his cockhead a slightly longer kiss, feeling as her tongue rolled around him. She parted briefly, licking and kissing up and down his shaft before planting another long, lingering kiss on the head. Sean groaned at her worshipful attention, running his hand down her bare back. June shivered at his attention before looking back up at him.
"Admit it, you want me to do more than just kiss it, don't you?" June teased.
"Yes..." Sean said, weakly.
"Then all you have to do is ask," she replied, her voice singsong as she ran a finger down the underside of his shaft.
"Please, June... I'd like a blowjob," Sean said, his voice needy yet polite.
June laughed. "Oh, come on, you can ask better than that."
Growling with need, Sean grabbed a handful of her hair and demanded, "Suck my cock, June."
His voice was lower, darker than anything he'd ever said around Anna, but it was enough to make June smile brightly. "You got it..."
With that, she leaned in for one last kiss, but the moment her lips met the tip of his cock, they parted, allowing more of him into her mouth. The full head of his cock disappeared between her lips with ease as her tongue danced over it, making Sean groan with pleasure. Smiling around his cock, she began to bob slightly, taking more of his cock in her mouth with every bounce. It was impressive watching how easily he disappeared into her mouth, and how eagerly she took it, slurping loudly as she gave him an amazing and messy blowjob. Although she would do it, getting Anna to suck him was always a chore, and she was never that enthusiastic about it, but June took to it as if her life depended on it.
With her mouth taking almost all of his cock and the pleasure blinding him, it took a lot to clear Sean's head enough to wish to return the favor, but it was one he wanted to return quite urgently. Reaching under her toned stomach, he tugged at June's belt. She reached down just enough to help him undo her belt and zipper, enough that he could reach down and slide his hand under her panties. Through a thick bush, he soon found her steaming hot, and oh so wet pussy lips. With two fingers, he explored, feeling around until he found her clit before he pressed them in firm, swift circles.
June groaned lustily as he fingered her while she sucked him off, and the two of them spent a good long while pleasuring each other. Sean found it a very welcome escape from his thoughts, as for the first time he was truly free of worry over the theater, or of what Anna was doing. Where he once might have been wondering if she was out at a party, or the carnival, or finding some other fun to get up to on Halloween and wondering if she was missing him, here he was enjoying an amazing blowjob from a girl he cared a lot about.
It was... well, it was pretty damn perfect.
Pulling off of his cock for some air, June looked at him with a mischievous smile. She gently stroked his cock, then his balls, looking at it hungrily before back to him.
"I could finish you here like this... but that isn't what either of us wants, is it?" June teased.
More than anything, Sean was certain he needed to cum, and would have said or done just about anything to do it. He groaned a formless, needy sound that only made her laugh with pride.
"Ditch the shoes, and the pants," she said, standing up and doing the same. He watched her pull her pants down her nice, round ass with some interest, kicking off her shoes with ease before she made a show of slowly pulling her black panties down her toned legs. Her bush was dark and quite full, but beneath it her pussy was quite pronounced, with swollen, moist lips that just begged to be worshipped.
Sean was considerably less graceful than her, kicking off his pants, socks and shoes, but he found it easy to get naked in a hurry with motivation like this.
Once they were both nude, June climbed atop him, never breaking eye contact as she leaned in for another kiss. With her heavy tits pressed against his chest and her legs on either side of his, he felt her lower herself, grinding her pussy against his cock slowly.
Briefly, she dropped her eyes off to the side. "I've liked you for a really long time, Sean... I don't know if you've caught that..."
"I had a suspicion," Sean admitted. "But Anna found me first."
"I should've made my move first," June said, pouting slightly. "We'd have both been a lot better off."
Sean leaned in and kissed her, slowly, tenderly. He felt her tense slightly, her skin turning to goosebumps under his hands.
"Maybe, but, we're here now," he said.
"I know," she replied. "And I don't want to mess anything up when we've come this far. I don't want to ruin this... and I sure as shit don't want to ruin Halloween... so I need to ask one more time. Are you sure this is what you want?"
There was a time only a matter of minutes ago that Sean would have questioned if this was what he wanted, but in his current position there was only one possible answer.
Kissing her, he said, "I want this more than anything."
June smiled, kissing him back and reaching down to grab his cock. "Good."
Lining up his cock with her entrance, she began to settle down onto Sean. The width was a bit of an issue at first, and she grit her teeth as her pussy lips parted for him. Sean hissed as her tightness began to embrace him.
And then he'd fully broken through. "Oh, fuck!"
"That good, huh?" June hissed, moaning and trembling softly as she began to settle down onto him.
"That's one way of putting it," he groaned, arching his hips upward and pushing more of himself into her. "Fucking amazing."
"Thanks... your cock, pretty amazing too..." June moaned, leaning forward and pressing her tits against his face as she settled down further. Sean didn't need more encouragement and began suckling at them eagerly, rocking his hips up into her as she took his last couple inches. It was a beautiful agony, waiting to be fully enveloped in her, but once he'd made it fully inside, he felt a satisfaction greater than any he'd ever known. Being inside of June was, for lack of a better word, perfect.
She wrapped her arms around him, holding him close and keeping his mouth on her tits. Her breathing was already ragged as she tried to keep him close.
"Wow... just... fucking wow..." June groaned, staying still as she got accustomed to his cock. Smiling down, trying to return with her sense of humor, she added, "So... better than Anna?"
Looking up from her tits without taking his mouth off her nipple, Sean first answered her by sucking harder and nibbling at her sensitive nub. The he grabbed her beautiful, full ass in both hands, lifting her up and encouraging her to fuck him.
"I'll take that as a yes," June whimpered, putting her hands on the back of the couch for leverage as she began to ride Sean properly.
"Oh, FUCK!" Sean exclaimed as June began bouncing furiously on his cock. He watched her body as she fucked him, the way her massive tits bounced and her ass jiggled in his hands, the way her face scrunched up and her clutching cunt took much of his length with each bounce. Though he quite wanted to fuck her as she was fucking him, in this position it was entirely June's show, and the way his cock felt inside of her, he was hardly going to complain.
"Yeah? You fucking like that? You like getting fucked hard?" June grunted as she slammed down onto him.
Squeezing her ass, Sean answered, "I'd think that was pretty obvious by now."
"I bet... fuck that's nice cock... I bet Anna never fucked you like this... like you deserve... fuck..." June moaned, pressing her tits against his face once more as she kept fucking down onto him. Reaching down, Sean could feel her rubbing her clit as she continued fucking him.
"No," Sean replied, his voice muffled by her tits. "Never... goddamn your body is amazing..."
"What a bitch... well, I'm gonna fuck you like you should always be fucked. This is what real fucking is like," June answered, fingering her clit even harder. Looking down at him, she squeezed her pussy walls around his cock, making him groan from her tightness.
June laughed, though her voice had gotten noticeably higher as her fingers quickened on her clit. "Yeah, I like to keep my cunt nice and tight, but with a cock like yours, I don't know if I can keep it like... oh fuck, I'm cumming, I'M CUMMING!"
Her body was hit with a powerful jolt, and she jerked against him. She slowed her fucking as her legs nearly gave out beneath her, but still holding her ass and guiding her, Sean helped her ride out her orgasm. She shuddered and moaned, and the flood of juices from her coated his cock and balls messily, but through it all Sean couldn't help but look at her with the greatest fondness and care. Never in his life would he have imagined that he would be right here, like this, with June, but now he couldn't imagine being anywhere else.
She slowed down, giggling slightly and pressing against him, kissing him and smiling. "So... you still haven't cum? I can't be doing that good a job distracting you then, can I?"
"Oh, you're plenty distracting," Sean said, wrapping his arms around her and spinning her to the side. Without sliding out of her, he lay her on her back on the couch with him on top. June squealed in surprise, smiling up at him as he continued to fuck down into her. With her hair splayed out beneath her and her tits bouncing with his every thrust, she was truly a sight to behold. More than that, Sean was happy to be in the driver's seat; June had done so much to try to make him feel better, it was about time he showed her how much better he was feeling.
"Oh, fuck yeah! Like that! Fuck me like that!" June moaned, wrapping her arms around Sean as he fucked into her hard. His hips were moving with blinding speed, giving her nearly all of his cock with every thrust as he let pleasure drive him. Common sense, memories of how he'd been feeling earlier, all of them left him as he was simply driven by a primal need to fuck the goddess beneath him.
He could feel it coming on, his balls swelling with need as they bounced against her ass. While that didn't stop him from fucking her harder, it did make him very aware that he was fucking her without a condom.
"I need to... gonna cum soon... where should I...?" he asked.
Playfully, June locked her heels behind his ass and pushed him further, before releasing him. "While I'd love a nice creampie... I want you to paint my fucking tits..."
The simple thought of it got him harder, made him fuck her deeper... but he was reaching the end of his rope. When he reached the point he couldn't hold back any longer, he pulled out and, straddling her body, crawled over her until his cock lay against her tits. Jacking himself furiously, he looked down at June as she opened her mouth wide and stuck out her tongue as a perfect landing target.
That was all he needed. Groaning, Sean came and came hard, the first blast ricocheting off her left tit and splashing against the side of her face. More shots soon landed between the valley of her tits, properly drenching her from her neck to her lips, while he soon began aiming, making sure to give her perfect breasts the same worshipful treatment. When the bursts finally became a matter of drops, he rubbed his cockhead against her nipple, causing both of them to groan as their sex had come to an end.
Panting, Sean looked down at his painted coworker and found himself wondering just who they were. Earlier in the day, he'd been an emotional mess and she'd just been his friend and coworker. He hadn't been looking forward to Halloween as much as he'd hoped to, and then, this...
"That was..." Sean said, trying to find words adequate enough to sum up what they had just done and finding himself wholly inadequate. "...wow!"
"Tell me about it," June laughed. "I just had *that* cock in me. It's bigger than it looks, and it looks pretty fucking big."
"Thanks," Sean replied, rather enjoying the compliment. "Your pussy's, well, it's really tight."
"Oh, I know it," June replied. "But thank you. Pass me a roll of paper towels?"
"Right!" Sean said, a little embarrassed as he remembered just what state she was in. Climbing off of her, he grabbed a fresh roll of paper towels from on top of the refrigerator, tore one off for himself and then passed it to June, who tore off some sheets to begin cleaning herself off.
"We're gonna have a helluva time cleaning this mess up after," June said.
"We'll make it work," Sean said, cleaning off his cock and finding himself decidedly unworried about what Mr. Guinness thought about what had just happened here. He was having a good night, and he wasn't going to let anything mess with that. Remembering just why he was here, Sean wandered over to the projection window and glanced at the audience outside.
"How's it going out there?" June asked, sitting up. Her legs were wobbly, but she smiled giddily as she ran her hands over her now clean, but still very well-fucked body. Sean clearly wasn't the only one having a good night.
"The usual. People enjoying watching a bunch of 70s kids getting stalked and picked off by a masked maniac all because they committed the cardinal sin of wanting to be young and horny," Sean said, looking around the room, then back to June. "Makes me glad we don't life in Haddonfield. And that this room is soundproof."
"Right? I'd like to spend my Halloween getting laid and not getting killed by a masked maniac, thankyouverymuch," June said, rolling onto her knees and turning away from Sean as she tried to get up on her wobbly legs. "Come to think of it, I did. Go me!"
Laughing, Sean turned back to face her, and saw what looked to be one of the most glorious things he'd ever seen. From her position turned away from him, with her knees on the couch and her hands on the back, her round ass stuck out at him. With her cheeks parted as they were, he could see her tight, winking asshole and below it her well-fucked pussy.
His mouth watered. Sean said, "Stay right there."
"Why?" June asked, looking over her shoulder at him. Seeing his obvious lust, she smiled. "Oh. See anything you like?"
"I can see something," he said, smiling devilishly as he knelt behind her. "You did something very nice for me tonight, brought back a little of that old Halloween spirit, and I'd like to return the favor."
June purred. "Oh, I like the sound of- THAT!"
Her voice hitched up as his tongue met her pussy. Going down on Anna had always been one of Sean's favorite things, and though he hadn't gotten much experience with her, he liked to think that he'd picked up a thing or two in their time together. The way June squealed and shook as his tongue explored her folds, exploring, probing within even, before he settled on her clit, told him he wasn't far off in this assessment.
"Oh yeah, right there, right there, fuck, keep going, like that... ah, this is nice, this is fucking nice..." June groaned, struggling to keep herself on her hands and knees. "Anna was a fucking dumbass, ditching a guy with a mouth like this; I'd have had you on your knees all the fucking time just worshipping my hot cunt, and you'd have done it, wouldn't you?"
"Mmmhmmm," Sean agreed. It was difficult forming words when his mouth was full, but he thought he communicated himself pretty well. June's pussy had a savory and sweet taste and an intoxicating aroma, the kind he could find himself loving very, very soon. He licked up her juices with great gusto, wanting both to please her for what she had done for him and, well, simply because he found he was having a very good time doing it.



"While that's... fucking awesome," June said, her voice high and fluttery as he pleasured her, "I want your tongue somewhere else."
Pulling his mouth from her cunt, Sean asked, "Where?"
June flexed her ass at him again, drawing attention to her tight, pink asshole. "Where do you think?"
Sean gulped. He'd done a fair bit when he was with Anna, but he'd never licked a girl's ass before. There was something about it that still felt, well, dirty, but there was no denying that it was also impossibly enticing. He'd already done a fair bit with June already, how was this any different? And yet, it still felt strangely taboo.
June read his hesitance and growled at him, "Eat my fucking ass, Sean and finger my pussy until I cum, and if you do it good enough, I'll let you fuck my ass."
Sean's eyes went wide. If he hadn't eaten a girl's ass, he'd certainly never fucked one before. Only slightly hesitant, he adjusted his aim and dove in, suckling and licking at her asshole.
"Mmm, yeah, that's it, right there... I bet Little Miss Anna never let you do anything with her ass like this, right? Well, I love having my ass played with. Lick it, kiss it, fuck it, do whatever you want with it so long as you keep doing it that well," June groaned, reaching down to finger her clit while he ate her ass.
It was a strange position for him to be in, and while the act may have felt a little wrong at first, he soon found there was nothing wrong with eating June's ass. It may have tasted different, but worshipping her tightest, most forbidden hole was strangely enticing, and the way it made June moan and shake more than made up for any discomfort on his end. Sliding a couple fingers into her pussy, he fucked her with them in time with her own efforts on her clit, thrusting into her while he licked her asshole in tight circles.
She purred, her voice weak as she moaned, "Ooooh, fuck... that's so good, so fucking dirty... you thought you needed a nice girl, a good girl, but what you really needed a good girl who knows how to get down and fucking nasty, and trust me Sean, I can get fucking dirty... stick around and we can do some nasty fucking stuff..."
That brought up a question he hadn't considered. They had been fooling around for a fair bit now in the projection room, and while it had been amazing, Sean had never considered what was going to happen once they left this room. Was this a fling where they'd go back to how things were once they were clothed and out of this room? Did June expect a relationship out of this? Was he ready for another relationship? These were big questions to consider when he had his face buried in the hottest ass he'd ever seen, and they weren't ones he felt qualified to properly answer.
"Like that, like that," she instructed as he applied more force with his tongue to her hole. "Keep going, fuck me with your tongue, fuck my tight fucking ass with your tongue..."
Sean realized that those were also questions best left for later, and that he should do what he set out to do. Straightening his tongue out, he pushed against June's asshole hard. It took a lot of force, a lot of grunting from her, but finally he broke through, thrusting his tongue into her asshole.
"OH MY GOD, FUCKING HELL!" June cried out, cumming hard as he broke in. Her asshole tightened around his tongue as her pussy did around his fingers, but only her pussy gushed and soaked his hand. She shook and cursed until all strength left her body and she collapsed facedown on the couch.
Weakly, she turned around, her eyes full of pure, unadulterated lust as she pulled Sean in and kissed him. She sucked on his tongue, his tongue that had just been inside of her ass, with some delicious, naughty glee, before parting and smiling. Without a word, she also took the hand he'd been fucking her with and sucked his fingers into her mouth, cleaning them with lidded over eyes.
"Fuck, I taste good," she groaned.
"Yeah, you do," he replied, kissing her and savoring her flavor on her lips.
June kissed him back needily, pulling him closer to her and crushing her tits against his chest. She reached down and felt that Sean was both hard and leaking precum again, and sliding to the edge of the couch, she lined him up with her pussy and guided him inside again. Kneeling on the floor while she sat on the couch, Sean fucked her like this slowly, grunting softly while June occasionally made pleasurable mewling sounds and the two exchanged long, lingering kisses and gropes.
"I... fuck, I need this in my ass... I need you to fuck my ass sooooo bad," June said, looking up at Sean with her big, expressive eyes. "Will you fuck my ass, Sean... please?"
There were some questions in life that didn't need to be asked with that kind of insistence, but it didn't hurt to hear the request put so nicely, either.
Grunting, continuing to thrust into her, he said, "Yeah. I'd like that."
"Good!" she replied brightly, kissing him and pushing him out of her. Quickly, she went to her discarded purse and explained, "Now, you've never fucked a girl in the ass before, have you?"
"No," Sean admitted, a little embarrassed.
"Makes sense. I wouldn't have thought Anna would be up for that, by the sounds of her," June said, pulling a small bottle of KY from the purse and smiling. "Well, a quick lesson, then. When it comes to a good, hard, assfuck, lube is the difference between a bad time and a very good time, and if we want to make this fun, we're really going to need to lube that monster up."
"I understand. Pass me the bottle?" Sean asked.
"Yeah, I love the enthusiasm, but I've got a better idea for how we can apply it to you," she said, upending the bottle and pouring it on her tits, working it into her cleavage before she put the bottle aside.
"Oh, I'm going to like where this is going, aren't I?" Sean asked.
"You bet! Now sit on the couch," June replied, watching as he did before first, bending down to kiss him, and then kneeling between his legs. "Fuck, this is an amazing cock... I might have to keep you."
"Not if I keep you first," Sean replied, looking on in awe as June massaged her massive, oiled-up tits.
"Yeah? You think we could make a thing of this?" she said, leaning in and wrapping her lubed tits around his cock. Sean moaned at the heavenly sensations as his cock was wrapped up in her massive breasts, the sight of the head disappearing in and out of the valley of her cleavage feeling fucking insane as she tittyfucked him vigorously.
"A thing of tittyfucking, or, us?" he asked.
June thought about this, but stopped meeting his gaze. "Dealer's choice?"
Though it was hard to argue with a huge-titted girl who was tittyfucking him so well, Sean thought it best to let cooler heads prevail. "Can we talk about this when we're less horny? I think that might be best."
"Right," she replied. "Sorry, I can get a little crazy when I'm horny."
"Don't we all?" he answered, groaning.
June laughed, squeezing her tits harder around his cock as she bounced them up and down. "You'd be surprised. Some guys, they look at this and just go at it like they're on a mission. Not a hint of passion."
For all of her teasing, Sean decided to turn the tables on her and asked, "I got them beat, don't I?"
"Handily," she said, pulling her tits from his cock and then quickly kissing the tip. "It's not every guy I let fuck my ass. You should feel special."
"I do," he said, watching attentively as she stood back up and turned around. Her magnificent ass was on full display and after shaking it from side to side briefly for his benefit, she slowly began to lower herself.
As an idea struck, he stopped her and said, "Wait."
"What?" she asked.
Standing up, Sean took her by the wrist and guided her over to the window where they could look out onto the theater.
"Don't you want to watch the rest of the movie?" Sean teased.
June raised an eyebrow at his suggestion. "You know what... I think I do."
Turning to face the window, June bent over at the waist and braced her hands against the wall. She jut her ass out toward him, flexing her cheeks enticingly as she showed him her tight asshole.
Sean grinned, a little nervously. "Good."
June looked back at him encouragingly. "You've never done this before, right?"
"No," Sean admitted, approaching her slowly.
"Don't stress," she said. Reaching back, she gently grabbed his cock and urged him forward until he was pressing up against her tight hole. "Just take it slow, and easy. It will take some force, and it might hurt me some, but I can take it. After that, then it'll feel really good for both of us."
Sean found it rather surreal to be in this position, June bent over, his cock about to penetrate her ass as they both looked out over the theater and watched Halloween. Below them was a reasonably full audience watching a masked killer stalking babysitters, and here they were only feet away about to get into some truly dirty fucking.
"Do it, Sean..." June urged, biting her lip as she looked back to him. "Fuck my ass."
With his cock lined up, Sean held his cock and pressed forward. June grunted and groaned, and though she talked like she was experienced with her ass, Sean doubted she'd been with any guy as big as him. Nevertheless, he pressed forward, rocking back and forth as her asshole first held firm, and then began to slowly open for the tip of his cock. With only a little more fucking, he felt her definitively open up for him, accepting more of the head.
"Almost, almost..." he grunted, savoring the tight embrace of what he could fit into her ass.
"You got this, just a little more, just a lit- FUCK!" June cried out, closing her eyes tightly when his cockhead finally entered her ass.
"Oh my god, ohmygod, hooooly fuck," he grunted slowly, looking down at the seemingly impossible sight of his cock disappearing into her ass. Never in a million years would he have expected to do this with anyone, and here he was, inside June's ass.
"Keep going," she whimpered. "Sooo fucking good..."
Beyond words himself, Sean continued forcing his cock into her impossibly tight ass. He had thought he'd known tightness before, but inching inside he began to understand that there was still much he had to learn. Her ass embraced him so firmly it quite hurt, but in that pain there was an undeniable burning pleasure deep within him. He needed to fill her, to claim her, and he pushed forward insistently to give her every last inch.
With every slight push forward, she squealed and moaned, reaching down with one hand to finger her clit as he filled her. When Sean had bottomed out in her ass, his balls resting against her pussy, she looked back at him and smiled weakly.
"That's... that's some awesome cock," she said, almost giggling from her giddiness.
Weakly, he replied, "Wow." Then he leaned down and kissed her. He held her close, his hands reaching around and squeezing her lubed-up tits as he rested buried in her ass for a moment.
It was not a moment that would last long. June grunted, "Come on, Sean, I told you I wanted you to fuck my ass and I need my ass fucked now!"
Chuckling, he grabbed her hips and replied, "So demanding."
"And you love it, don't you?" June challenged.
Pulling his cock most of the way out of her, Sean just as quickly slammed home, making her moan. "What do you think?"
"Fuuuuuck..." she moaned, bracing herself while Sean properly fucked her ass.
Pumping his cock into her ass hard, Sean felt well and truly good for the first time in what felt like a long time. He was happy with himself, and where he was, and couldn't have been happier for the company. He wasn't worried about his phone, or Anna, or missing out on the night, he was living in the moment with his cock buried up June Poole's ass, fucking her for everything she was worth. When she looked back at him, her face screwed up in the greatest look of passion and lust he'd ever seen on someone's face, Sean could only smile back at her and fuck her ass harder.
It was an unconventional approach to Halloween, he had to admit, but when in a matter of minutes she was cumming so loud he worried the audience might have heard her (thank god for an even louder sound system) and he filled her ass with his own cum while looking on at the horror classic, he realized he was not one to complain.
Still buried in her ass, he bent over to kiss her while she did everything to stay standing on wobbly legs.
"Happy Halloween, June," he whispered to her, smiling sweetly and kissing her again.
Smiling back and squeezing his cock with her ass, she said, "Happy Halloween, Sean. We should really get cleaned up and back to work."
"I know," he said, wrapping his arms around her and holding her close. "But can we stay like this a little longer, watch a little more of the movie?"
Smiling up at him sweetly, she kissed him again and said, "Sure."
Sean sighed pleasantly. Earlier today, he would have said this Halloween perfect was impossible. Thinking on how it ended up, he realized he'd never been happier to be wrong.
He grinned. "Happy Halloween."
***
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As a place that was neither thoroughly rustic nor thoroughly cosmopolitan, Briar's Mill's Halloween Carnival was a fair reflection of the town. With a couple blocks worth of side street just off of Main Street cut off and filled with an equal mix of carnival games and farmer's market stalls of goods and pumpkins grown from nearby farms, it was an event that brought out good cheer and fun in town residents of all ages. While the bravest among them would venture into the nearby haunted house (with a now rather smug-looking Miguel working the ticket booth in his grim reaper costume), more parents would take their costumed children trick-or-treating down the streets as nearby businesses handed out candy.
Everyone was having fun... and that, more than almost anything else, annoyed 18-year-old Blair Eklund, because she rather distinctly *wasn't* having fun.
"Okay, not exactly..." she said, correcting her train of thought as she strolled down the street. It wasn't that she wasn't having fun, but more that she wasn't having quite as much fun as she wanted. This was going to be her last Halloween of high school, and she wanted to have as much fun with her friends as possible. Many of them were going to be leaving town for college the next year, after all, and Halloween in Briar's Mill was always such a fun time...
And yet, she had barely seen any of her friends at the carnival. The only one she'd seen for sure was Jacob, dressed to the nines in a costume that made him look like an extra in a Pirates of the Caribbean movie and looking more relaxed than she'd seen him in a long time. She nearly approached him, but after seeing him with a girl wearing a slutty Velma from Scooby-Doo costume that very much looked like a date, she kept her distance.
Just because she wasn't having fun didn't mean she'd try to insert herself in his fun.
Biting her lip and looking around, Blair just couldn't help but wish for her friends to be around because, well, on her own she was feeling kind of naked. As senior class president and bearing a usual preppy style, she wanted to try something as different as possible when it came to this momentous Halloween, because how often do you get to be someone else for a night? In doing so, she had borrowed her best friend Hana's cheerleading outfit. It mostly fit (save for the top, which she had to tighten due to Hana's bust being significantly larger than her own DD's), but left her wearing a tight, shoulder and midriff-baring top and a short skirt that showed off her toned body. This was more skin than she'd ever show outside of a road trip to the beach, and it felt strange, to say the least. With others here she'd have some courage, but as it was the feeling of nakedness was very pronounced.
Especially with the attention she was receiving.
Now, attention wasn't exactly something Blair was unused to, since she knew quite well that she was gorgeous. A 5'3" dark-skinned black girl with ample curves, a tight, athletic body, and a pretty face she accentuated well with hints of makeup, she knew she had to be a lot to be proud about. Be it her deep brown eyes, full lips or bountiful dark curls that bounced around her shoulders, she knew she was damn pretty, even if most eyes were generally on her large breasts or full, round ass. She got looks even in her usual long-sleeved shirt and jeans, but tonight she couldn't help but feel every eye on the street boring into her... and that was, well, rather uncomfortable.
A wall of friends to surround her and give her strength would have been nice, but she made the most of it anyway. She walked up and down the carnival, playing games and shopping, winning a cheap necklace of LED-lit plastic jack-o-lanterns and munching on a pumpkin spice-flavored churro. As a small town, she recognized everyone, and though she wished for some cover, she didn't let anyone else see that.
After all, she was Blair Eklund, Briar's Mill High School's senior class president, president of four separate clubs at school, field hockey and academic star, someone who had a good shot at valedictorian and getting in to pretty much whatever college she wanted. Barring a lot of the usual bullshit that came with the adult world, she had as good a chance of running the world as anyone and she was going to take it. She could have any boy in school that she wanted, and though she had partaken from time to time, there was usually too much going on in her life to pay them any mind.
She wouldn't let anyone see her lonely or afraid, not even on Halloween.
But if she couldn't find anyone soon (especially Hana, who was totally supposed to be here), maybe she'd finally hit up the haunted house. It wasn't that she wasn't in the mood for a scare (even though she'd heard the house wasn't that scary), but it would be an excuse to kick back and talk with Miguel. No doubt he'd bombard her with his usual come-ons, and the way she looked tonight she knew he'd feel even more emboldened.
Even though he was often tiresome, he was still a good friend, and maybe she'd just give in to the spirit of the night and be someone completely different and respond in kind to his remarks. After all, there were likely worse ways of spending a night than making out with Miguel de la Cruz; it wasn't like she'd never gotten drunk enough to make out with him in the past...
"You look like a woman who's interested in seeing her future..."
Blair turned to look at where the soft, sultry voice had come from, and found herself looking at a witch. Or, more appropriately, a woman dressed as a witch. She was tall, at just shy of six feet, with long red hair that cascaded down her shoulders and nestled on either side of her immense bust. Dressed in a light, silky, black witch's robe and a tall pointed hat, the woman had a silver pentacle necklace nestled between her huge breasts. Looking up, Blair took in the woman's face, with her flawless alabaster skin, big blue eyes and full lips (glossy with black lipstick) curled into a smile. Though she looked only a few years older than Blair herself, the witch carried herself with the confidence of a much older soul.
Blair was briefly taken aback by the woman's stunning beauty, but finally found words when she saw the witch standing in front of a small hole-in-the-wall business with a sign reading "Madame Serena's Fortunetelling". So that was what this was, a sales pitch. Blair knew how to deal with that.
"I don't need to be told my future; I know where I'm going," Blair answered confidently, though finding her words somehow a little difficult to come by in the other woman's presence.
"Maybe you do, maybe you don't," the woman said, a little too smugly for Blair's liking. "Surprises have a way of creeping up on you, and wouldn't you like to know about them before they do?"
Less intimidated and more annoyed by her now, Blair approached the witch and said, "And you offer absolute insight on what is to come, promising me that you can tell my future all for a low, low price?"
The woman looked her up and down and smiled mischievously. "I promise nothing but guidance on possible futures."
There it was, there was the catch. Blair said, "And you'll still charge money for this unreliable 'guidance' you offer? I'm sorry, but you know how shady that sounds, right?"
The witch remained unfazed by Blair. "Normally, yes, but for one as skeptical and uncertain as yourself, I'll be more than happy to do a brief reading free of charge. All Hallow's Eve is a night of great power after all, and the spirits might find the mischief of your disbelief entertaining enough to make this an interesting drawing."
Blair was of two minds on the subject of what to do with the witch. On the one hand, it wouldn't have been all that difficult to simply walk away and look for her friends who'd decided to take their time to arrive. On the other hand, it was free, and she was supposed to be spending tonight doing things she wouldn't normally do, this being the last Halloween in town after all...
The opportunity to show the witch up was too much for Blair to ignore. "Fine, I'll take your free reading."
"Lovely," the woman responded, turning slightly to bid Blair to follow her into the shop. Blair followed her, a little smug in her own way, thinking of all the ways she was liable to prove the witch a fraud, and all on the other woman's dime no less.
A small bell jingled above the door as Blair stepped inside the shop's cramped front room. It had a desk to welcome people, a couple small chairs, and walls lined with shelves carrying new age books for sale, crystals, and other odd bits of paraphernalia. It smelled heavily of incense and oils, a combination of scents that she didn't find altogether unpleasant, maybe just unfamiliar.
The bell jangled again as the witch stepped inside, ducking so the point of her hat made it through the door. She locked the door and turned the OPEN sign around to CLOSED, a power move that got Blair's adrenaline pumping.
"Wouldn't want any interruptions in your reading now, would we?" the woman explained.
"No, I guess we wouldn't," Blair said, looking around the front room, and the business name painted on the glass. "So, you're Madame Serena?"
The woman laughed pleasantly, the first break in her character that Blair had seen. "Oh, gods no... Madame Serena's my great aunt; she's in the hospital recovering from hip replacement surgery, and I'm filling in for her. *My* name is Delilah Thorne. She's taught me much about magick and fortunetelling, and it's proven a useful skill to help me pay my way through college."
"By giving away free readings?" Blair shot back.
Delilah smirked. "A free reading can often help a skeptic become interested, and if they want further readings past that... well, business is business. It's helped me make it to junior year, so from a purely pragmatic standing, I won't complain."
It made Delilah sound like a drug dealer to Blair's ears, but she wasn't going to say anything about it now that she was locked in to the store. She asked, "So... do we do it in here?"
"No, in the back," Delilah said, taking off her costume hat and hanging it on a coatrack by the door. She shifted to the side just enough that her robe fell open somewhat in the front, revealing a few inches of her impressive cleavage, but if she knew about this, she didn't show Blair.
Blair tried not to stare at the creamy expanse of skin on display, but found it rather difficult not to. Staring wasn't something she did as a matter of course (except sometimes at Hana, though since she had the biggest boobs Blair had ever seen, she thought a little staring was natural), but it was hard not to when someone had assets as impressive as Delilah's. It wasn't that she had any interest in women (not that she had a problem with people who did, having her share of gay and bi friends, like Hana), but just a simple matter of curiosity and jealousy, yeah, that was it. It wasn't like it was getting her hot and bothered or anything.
Though it was pretty warm in here compared to the cool fall air outside...
"I didn't catch your name," Delilah said as they walked through the shop.
"Oh, uh, Blair. Blair Eklund," Blair answered.
"Blair... lovely..." the fortuneteller answered with some amusement.
Delilah led her into a smaller reading room, one decorated with dozens of lit candles on shelves surrounded by other odds and ends trinkets. The smell of incense was heavy in here, and the heat from the candles impressive. In the center of the room was a small table with a colorful tablecloth on it, and two chairs. At Delilah's insistence, Blair took one seat, while Delilah took the chair that wasn't quite opposite her. Blair only realized this curious arrangement when Delilah crossed one leg over the other, opening the bottom of the robe slightly and revealing her long, pale, toned leg to be quite bare.
Shaking her focus from this display, Blair put her hands on the table.
"So, what are we gonna do here? You gonna read my palm? Tea leaves? Stare into a crystal ball and ask me leading questions where you can seemingly magically come up with answers that make you think you've got a greater insight to me than you actually do?" Blair said.
Delilah listened to her with a smile. "No, I only do the crystal ball thing for proper assholes. You, on the other hand... you know I didn't drag you in here, right? If you've got a problem, you can leave at any time. I love playing with a skeptic as much as anyone, but if you're going to be a problem..."
Blair sighed. "No, no, sorry... I'm supposed to be trying new things tonight, and I'm not very good at trying new things."
Delilah nodded knowingly. "Sounds a lot like my ex. You had to drag her kicking and screaming into new experiences, but she usually enjoyed them in the end. After a time. And possibly some more kicking and screaming."
Blair felt a slight bit of discomfort at the discovery of Delilah's ex being a woman, but told herself not to think about it too hard. It's not like Delilah dragged her in here to attempt to seduce her or anything like that, or that it would work if she tried.
"So, how does this work work?" Blair asked.
Reaching to a nearby shelf, Delilah pulled out a deck of tarot cards, shuffled them a few times with her eyes closed and then spread them out facedown on the table.
"I prefer the cards," she explained. "They have more nuance than some other methods. I can go pretty in depth with them given more time, but since we're doing this free of charge, we'll make it quick. Now, tell me, what would you like your reading to be about? The most popular things people tend to want to know about are money, and love. Any preferences?"
Normally, Blair would have been all about looking into matters of her financial future, but in the spirit of playing things differently, she said, "Let's go with love."
"Alright, getting adventurous, I see," Delilah teased lightly, gathering the cards into a deck once more for one final shuffle before spreading them again. "Now, I want you to focus on your love life, as it has been, as it is now, and then pick out three cards from here, setting them out in a row in the middle of the table."
"It's that easy?" Blair asked.
"It's that easy," Delilah replied, shifting slightly in her chair, the robe opening slightly enough to show a little more cleavage.
Feeling uncomfortably warm in such a small room, Blair nodded, and then did as Delilah said. Focusing on her love life turned out to be surprisingly difficult, as despite having had two boyfriends and a handful of dates throughout high school, she hadn't really found a serious feeling of attachment from them. She had pursued these relationships as something expected of her, they'd mostly been fun, and the rare occasions she'd had sex had been satisfying enough, but at the end of the day they just hadn't felt as important to her as her academic achievements, nor as fun as Hana always talked about. Nonetheless, she focused on this the best she could, picking three cards from random spots in the middle of the deck, and then set them in front of herself.
"These cards represent your past, your present, and your future," Delilah explained, pointing at them from left to right from Blair's perspective. "Feel free to confirm or not confirm whatever you feel most comfortable sharing... but until then, let's see what these cards hold in store. First, your past."
With a flourish, Delilah flipped the first card over and revealed a jester-looking character stepping toward a cliff, the name "THE FOOL" printed in bold letters at the bottom. Blair grimaced at the image, not one to take being called a fool lightly.
"Ah, The Fool, a card of beginnings and a journey ahead!" Delilah said, pleased. "You began a journey through the tumultuous waters of love optimistic and hopeful, unknowing of what would come ahead. Though the Fool may look foolish, this is only because they know nothing yet, as we all do, but through experiences both good and bad will become stronger and more rounded individuals."
Blair's scowl left, slightly, but she found herself strangely happy that the cards weren't mocking her, but rather acknowledging that she started out, like so many, at the beginning of a journey.
"We all start as fools when it comes to love, do we not?" Delilah said.
"That's the truth," Blair agreed.
"It's all a matter of setting our boundaries and learning what we do and don't like, while being open for... more, because life does offer such delicious surprises sometimes..." Delilah continued, leaning over the table slightly and showing off the deep cavern of her cleavage. For how much Blair could see without being certain she could see anything in particular, Blair found herself briefly wondering if Delilah was wearing a bra under the robe... or anything for that matter.
Why was it getting hotter in here?
"Now, let's take a look at the present," Delilah continued, flipping over the next card. It revealed an image of the grim reaper, the card itself upside-down to Blair's view, but its name and meaning clear. DEATH.
"That doesn't look good," Blair said, mostly amused but feeling a distinct stab of dread.
"Death's reputation is generally... misstated. Typically, it means the end of a journey and the beginning of another, a rebirth of sorts, much like the phoenix. When it's reversed like this... well, it typically means something along the lines of an inability to change at worst, or perhaps stagnation. In this case, it could mean that for all of your optimism and hope in initially dipping your toes into the world of love and lust, that you haven't quite reached the fulfillment from it that you've wanted," Delilah explained.
Blair's face dropped slightly. She didn't want to show any weakness to the fortuneteller to give her any ideas to latch onto... but in this case, it was hard to say she was wrong. While some of it was definitely on her for what she chose to focus on, there was also something intangible she had a hard time placing, something missing that led to a sense of, well, stagnation when it came to her love life.
Blair shivered slightly at the thought of how right Delilah seemed to be. Concerned, the fortuneteller leaned over and placed her hand on Blair's, saying, "Are you alright? Would you like to stop?"
Blair found Delilah's soft, pleasant touch calming. No, something a little more than calming, something that was hard to place... she felt good, yet a little anxious at the same time.



Not moving her hand, Blair answered, "No. Let's keep going. I'd like to see how I could get out of that stagnation."
"Well, the good news there is that there's *always* a way," Delilah said knowingly, removing her hand from Blair's and turning over the final card.
"The Queen of Wands?" Blair asked. "What does that mean?"
Interested, Delilah raised an eyebrow at the card, before looking at Blair with a mischievous grin. "The Queen of Wands is a warm, caring figure, but also one with a strength and a fire. Wands are the suit of fire, after all, of action, and passion."
"So, that's going to be me?" Blair asked, strangely finding that she'd become rather invested in the reading.
"It's possible, or it could be someone else; the Queen of Wands is often a guide, and frequently comes in the form of an older woman," Delilah said, her tone dropping slightly, still playful, but a little darker at the same time. The room felt suddenly much warmer, and though Blair had no inclination to leave, she couldn't help but feel a strange sense of urgency building within her that needed an outlet.
Sensing something was off, Delilah continued, "Now, I'd like to ask you a question, Blair, and I want you to answer me honestly..."
"Sure," Blair replied, her voice suddenly and strangely weak. She was tense, and not thoroughly sure why, and painfully aware of the woman looking at her from across the table.
Smirking slightly and staring deeply into Blair's eyes, Delilah said, "You seem to have a hard time not looking at me. Do you find me attractive?"
Blair blushed, trying to pull together words that would take her away from this swerve in the conversation.
Delilah continued smiling. "It's alright if you do find me attractive, or if you want to stare. I know I'm beautiful, and that I've a fair bit to stare at. Would you like a better look?"
Before Blair could stop her, Delilah pulled apart the top of her robe and exposed her mammoth breasts. Blair's eyes nearly bugged out of her skull as she got a good look at the fortuneteller's bare boobs. They were creamy and firm, centered with firm pink nipples on an otherwise pale background. They were some of the biggest breasts that Blair had ever seen (only slightly smaller than Hana's H-cups), and inspired as much awe as they did discomfort in Blair. It felt hotter than ever in the reading room, and it wasn't long before Blair felt herself shifting uncomfortably in her seat.
"I... I think you have the wrong idea about me," Blair said, her voice surprising her by how weak it was. "I'm quite straight."
Again, Delilah smirked. "Oh, really?"
"Yes," Blair confirmed. "I... I've had boyfriends."
"So have I," Delilah said, standing and sauntering over toward a nearby hallway. "And let me tell you, women are *always* more fun. We know how to treat each other right, like a man never could... I'll admit, that when I saw you on the street, I called you over because I thought you were luscious, and we might have some fun together."
"And now?" Blair asked, her throat feeling dry as she found herself unable to look away from the gorgeous redhead.
Stepping into the hallway, Delilah looked over her shoulder at Blair with a mischievous grin. "That hasn't changed. Follow me, and I can promise you sex better than any of the fumbling boys you've ever met could ever deliver. I'll make you cum so hard that your legs will go weak and you won't stop shivering for days from the pleasure your body feels. I'll make you feel like this all fucking night long... if I'm right about you. If I'm wrong, please feel free to leave through the front door and enjoy the rest of the ordinary Halloween Briar's Mill has to offer. However, if you're looking for something a little more... *exciting*..."
Her back to Blair, Delilah dropped her robe to the floor, exposing herself as completely nude underneath it. Delilah's curves were every bit as insane as Blair could have guessed through the robe, with the swell of her breasts visible from behind, and her ass... well, Blair knew she had a bigger and better ass than Delilah, but that wasn't to say Delilah's didn't make her shift uncomfortably in her seat again.
Dropping her voice to a sultry invitation, Delilah finished, "...then follow me."
Soon, she disappeared into the back, leaving Blair hot and flustered and sitting in front of the small table, looking at her cards and just wondering what the fuck had happened. This was Halloween, a night she'd vowed would be full of new experiences and an adventurous spirit after playing everything else safe throughout her high school career. Getting her fortune told was one thing, but this... this was too much...
Wasn't it?
Blair liked men, that was something she was now... well, reasonably certain of. It was true she'd looked at women in the past, briefly, as a curiosity, a passing thing to see why Hana loved fooling around with other girls so much, but she'd never considered anything, well, like this. It didn't feel wrong, but it was so strange and outside her perception of herself that she thought she should have just run out and never looked back.
And yet... her skin was prickled by goosebumps, her nipples were hard, and she didn't need to reach under her skirt to know she was wet, but she did anyway for good measure, shivering at her own touch.
"What the fuck, what the fuck, what the fuck..." Blair murmured, looking toward the front of the shop, back to where Delilah had retreated, then back to the front again.
Heart beating a mile a minute, she stood, and she chose.
***
Blair followed the brief hallway at the rear of the store to a short staircase, following the carpeted steps down until she reached an open door for what looked like a small apartment. It was dimly lit with red lights and decorated in a style similar to the store (and apparently was used for storage based on all the boxes), but in the center of the room was a king-sized bed. Sitting on the edge, hands behind her head as she put her long hair in a bun, Delilah was a luscious sight. With her boobs raised and her legs slightly parted, showing off a shaved and thoroughly wet, pink pussy, a mere look at her was enough to make Blair feel weak.
"Wow," she said, her voice soft.
"I'm going to take that as a compliment," Delilah said, her voice dripping with confidence as she tossed Blair a hair tie. "You'll probably need this."
Blair took the hair tie gratefully and tied her curls back. So nervous she was almost shaking, she found it miraculous that she was still standing. Delilah must have seen this, as once she was finished with her own hair, she smiled, a look that was somehow equal parts warm and sultry.
Patting the bed beside her, Delilah said, "Come on, take a seat, I won't bite. At least, I won't until it's fun."
Tipping a wink to Blair, Delilah calmed the girl just enough for a shaking Blair to take a seat next to the naked goddess.
"I just need to tell you that I've never done anything like this before. Never even thought of it, honestly," Blair said quickly, her words coming out faster the more nervous she got. "I mean, it's not like I *never* never thought of it, because we all have our fleeting things, and my best friend is incredibly bi and really hot, and I mean she's, like, *painfully* fucking hot, but I never thought I'd be in a place where I'd-"
Delilah silenced Blair by leaning in and kissing her. Blair was shocked at first, but once the soft lips and the light, eager tongue brushing against her own computed in her mind, it felt easy to lean into. She kissed Delilah back timidly, but never retreating, matching Delilah's soft, wet kisses with her own as they made out. Soon, Blair found herself unconsciously grinding on the bed, wanting more but not thoroughly sure what it was that she wanted.
Delilah broke their kiss. "How was that?"
"Good," Blair replied, breathing heavily. "Really, *really* good."
"I thought you might approve," Delilah said proudly. "And you've a really nice mouth... I can think of something else you could use that mouth for..."
"Oh?" Blair asked.
"Yeah," Delilah replied, gently grabbing the back of Blair's head and pulling it into her tits. Blair was surprised at first to have her face suddenly filled by Delilah's huge tits, but the moment that a nipple grazed her lips, she instinctively knew what to do. She opened her mouth, her tongue grazing Delilah's nipple, first tentatively, and then with greater enthusiasm when she found it quite intoxicating. Blair closed her lips over Delilah's nipple, suckling and licking eagerly at her breast, while also reaching up with her hand to cup and squeeze Delilah's other tit.
The redheaded fortuneteller moaned at Blair's attention, stroking her head gently.
"I wouldn't have known you'd never done that before... that's... fuck, that's nice..." Delilah purred.
Blair smiled around Delilah's nipple. As someone who loved to have her own breasts worshipped (and had it done, badly, plenty of times with past boyfriends), she thought it just made sense to just do what she wanted done for herself. She kept like this for a while, licking and sucking, squeezing and fondling, switching between Delilah's breasts with less fear and greater eagerness as she went. She could smell a strong, womanly scent, and knew instinctively that it was Delilah's wetness growing. It filled Blair with a distinct pride to be pleasing her like this, and she felt a strange emptiness when Delilah finally pushed her away.
"I want to see you..." Delilah said, tugging at Blair's cheerleading top.
Blair helped her pull the uniform top over her head and toss it aside. Delilah easily reached behind Blair and unhooked her bra, freeing her DD-cup tits to Delilah's pleased gaze. Her nipples, dark and thicker than Delilah's, stood out firmly, surrounded by areolas the size of the palm of her hands.
"Very nice," Delilah purred, leaning down and gently suckling on each of Blair's nipples for a moment. Blair was in heaven as Delilah's lips and tongue treated her breasts as she'd always wanted them to be treated, and barely restrained the low moans from escaping her mouth. When it came to tit worship at least, Delilah knew exactly what she talked about with women being better.
With some difficulty, Blair reached down and removed her shoes and socks while Delilah still worshipped her tits. She didn't want to do anything that would change that treatment, but suddenly quite eager to be every bit as naked as Delilah, Blair stood up briefly so she could pull off the short skirt that barely covered her ass, and her soaking wet panties. Naked, she stood before Delilah, feeling slightly bashful as the woman took in her ample curves, her firm, round ass, and the well-trimmed patch of hair above her wet pussy lips.
"You're gorgeous," Delilah said, smiling.
"Thank you," Blair replied, blushing.
Delilah took Blair's hand in hers and gently pulled her back to sitting next to her. They kissed again, somewhat more energetically, as their hands roamed over each other's bodies, exploring.
"Lie down," Delilah said, her voice suddenly quite husky.
Heart beating heavily, Blair nodded and said, "Okay," before doing as she was told.
She lay down on the bed, her chest rising and falling with every ragged breath as the red-haired goddess climbed over her. She lay down on top of Blair briefly, kissing her deeply. The weight of Delilah on her gave Blair a distinct thrill, especially as their nipples rubbed against each other's. She moaned with a hunger, a need, not knowing quite what was needed as Delilah rubbed against her, but with how good this felt so far, she was happy to put her trust in the redhead.
Parting from the kiss, Delilah asked, "So... have you ever had your pussy eaten?"
Blair remembered less than fondly the fumbling attempts of the one boyfriend she'd talked into trying, and the orgasm she had to fake just to get him to stop.
"Once or twice," she said, her voice sheepish.
"But have you ever had it eaten correctly?" Delilah asked, kissing her again.
"No," Blair answered, a little embarrassed.
Smiling, Delilah kissed her again and said, "Well, let's make sure to do it right this time."
Slowly, Delilah kissed her way down Blair's body, focusing a while longer on each of Blair's nipples before continuing further down. Lightly running her fingertips all over Blair's body caused Blair to shiver pleasurably, her entire body feeling like a single nerve set alight under Delilah's expert touch. There was a hot, wet, urgent need between her legs, and it felt like she might explode from the gentlest of touches at this rate. She wasn't sure she wanted to do that, not when there was so much she wanted to find out from Delilah, but under Delilah's tender ministrations, she didn't think she'd have much of a choice when it came to her pleasure.
Now kneeling on the bed between Blair's legs, Delilah bent over and parted Blair's thighs.
"Such a pretty pussy," Delilah said, kissing Blair's inner thighs, close but not close enough to actually touch her needy sex. Blair could feel Delilah's breath on her lips and quivered in anticipation.
"Please..." she murmured softly, looking down at Delilah with great need.
Delilah smiled, placing another kiss on Blair's thigh. Then, before Blair could beg again, she felt Delilah's tongue pressing gently against her folds, exploring and gently licking around her very wet pussy. Words escaped her as ecstasy overtook her body at feeling a talented, enthusiastic tongue working its way around her sensitive folds. Delilah licked her with mischief in her eyes, clearly enjoying the response she was getting from this girl who'd never been with another woman before. Her tongue was firm and skilled, knowing exactly what to do where while still exploring tentatively to see what best suited Blair's needs.
"You're sweet... so sweet," Delilah said, licking her lips before planting a firm, suckling kiss on Blair's clit. Between the wet, eager suction of Delilah's lips and her tongue dancing over Blair's clit, Blair soon lost it, overtaken by a quick, hard little orgasm that racked through her body. It was... well, it was likely the best orgasm she'd ever had with a partner before, and in the parts of her mind that could process rationally, she found herself understanding that she'd been missing out.
Admittedly, this was a small part of her mind when the rest of her was jerking and shaking in bed from a mindblowing orgasm that had her nipples rock hard, her pussy gushing slightly, and low, wordless sounds breaking free from her throat every so often. When her hands found Delilah's head, they grabbed onto her hair and held on tight, something that Delilah didn't seem to mind in the slightest.
When it finally passed, and Blair finally caught her breath, Delilah came up for some air. Her face glistening with Blair's juices, she smiled.
"So, that was alright, wasn't it?" Delilah teased.
"That was..." Blair said, still finding words hard to come by, "...better than alright."
"No, that was just alright. That was your first cum. Just a quick one, one we were getting out of the way because you were so geared up. Now comes the really good stuff," Delilah said, planting a firm kiss on Blair's clit.
Blair hissed, looking down as Delilah grinned and once again pressed her mouth to Blair's pussy. Once again, she felt Delilah's talented tongue exploring her folds, licking and occasionally suckling on Blair's pussy, but with a familiar feeling of pressure, soon she felt something very different. Something squirming and wet and quite forceful buried in her pussy.
Delilah's tongue. Delilah was fucking Blair's pussy with her tongue. Looking down at her, Blair felt a brief yet powerful moment of awe. She'd only allowed a couple of guys and a handful of toys inside of her in the past, and yet here she was, lying on her back being penetrated by a woman she'd only met a short while ago, and it felt amazing.
No, better than amazing.
It felt *right*.
Something she hadn't known she'd been missing her entire life just clicked and made sense, and as Delilah began to fuck her more insistently with her mouth, Blair gave into the pleasure. She moaned and cried out, reaching up to massage her tits and pinch her nipples as her body was consumed by pleasure. She rocked her hips in time with Delilah's efforts, wanting to give her more access, wanting to feel more of her everywhere.
A second, messier and harder orgasm soon followed the first, once again coating Delilah's lovely face with her juices, but Delilah barely gave her a chance to catch her breath before diving in once again. This time she spent most of her efforts suckling at Blair's clit while sliding two fingers into her slit. Blair found the invasion of her pussy rather easy for how wet she was, and Delilah was so good at fingering her, she could have done whatever the hell she wanted and Blair would let her.
Delilah's fingers were searching, probing and curling inside of Blair, a delicious feeling that she wouldn't have traded for anything, but then, quite confidently, Delilah curled her fingers forward.
"HOLY SHIT!" Blair cried out, eyes flying open and hands grabbing the bed hard as Blair felt a pleasure seize control of her body. It was one she'd only heard of, but thought to be more or less mythical, a supposition that Delilah was very handily proving to be wrong.
Huh, she thought, so *that's* the G-spot.
Blair decided very quickly that she was a big fan of the G-spot. She did this by mewling and crying out pleasurably, trying to hold on while Delilah expertly manipulated her pussy and failing abysmally. When a third orgasm was forced out of her, one might have thought Blair had become possessed for how much she was screaming and shaking. Her body tensed and jerked as she had the most powerful orgasm of her life. Looking down, her eyes locked on to Delilah's. The redhead was merciless, stretching the orgasm out as long as she could and enthusiastically lapping up Blair's juices.
As the orgasm finally abated, Blair said breathlessly, "Please... please, come up here, I need to kiss you."
"Certainly," Delilah purred, climbing up next to Blair and kissing her. Blair had never tasted her own juices before, but found it to be not that bad once she got over thinking about it. A little savory, a little sweet... she found it easier by the moment to lick herself off Delilah's face as the older redhead held her in bed.
"That was... wow," Blair said, finding words thoroughly inadequate to describe what she just felt.
"I know," Delilah said playfully, kissing Blair on the neck. "I mean, I know I'm good, but thank you for the compliment."
"You're welcome," Blair replied breathlessly. She leaned into Delilah, kissing her long and hard.
Heart still beating heavily, Blair considered her next words carefully, but finally decided that this wasn't just something she thought she owed, but something she wanted.
"I think... I think I'd really like to know how to make you cum, too," Blair said. It was hard not sounding bashful, but with everything Delilah had just done for her, openness seemed a given.
"Mmmm," Delilah responded pleasurably. "I was hoping you'd be up for trying. Why don't you head on down, and I'll talk you through it?"
And so, though quite nervous, Blair found herself following Delilah's model, slowly kissing her way down the redhead's soft skin, taking her time suckling on her nipples (attention that Delilah rather seemed to enjoy for how much she moaned) before descending between her legs. With Delilah's pink, fully on display shaved pussy before her face, Blair felt somewhat intimidated. This was completely new territory for her, but the simple sight of it, the way Delilah's delicious scent filled her nose and intoxicated her... it was enough to push Blair forward.



Delilah wrapping her legs around Blair's neck and pulling her in closer pushed her forward only more.
Tentatively, she stuck out her tongue and licked Delilah's pussy. Her taste was distinct from Blair's own, but it was still quite delicious. Soon she didn't need to be tentative, as she eagerly explored Delilah's folds with her tongue.
"That's it... that's it, very good, a little more pressure... you should know where everything is, but see how I respond, follow directions and you'll get really good at eating pussy..." Delilah groaned, running her hands through Blair's curls as she held her to her pussy.
Blair found herself wondering if eating pussy was something she wanted to get good at. In this moment, certainly, she wanted to have fun with Delilah and make her feel every bit as good as Delilah had made her feel, but beyond this... what was this? A harmless experimentation? A one-off fun experiment for Halloween, to be forgotten just as quickly as the day itself? Or was this something more? Something had felt missing from her life for some time, even if she wasn't fully aware of it. She'd liked her time with guys well enough, but she was loving being with Delilah like this, something about it just felt more right than anything else she'd done before.
Was this the start of something new? It may have been being a little cum-drunk talking, but Blair thought there was a good chance this was a new beginning for her.
Serious life considerations were something that needed to happen, but more imminently she found it much easier to get lost in Delilah's delicious pussy. She was eating Delilah out with gusto, suckling at her bright pink clit as the redhead cooed and moaned, rocking her hips encouragingly as Blair did her best at eating her first pussy. Her tongue and jaw were getting a little tired, but for how much Delilah seemed to be loving it, she was willing to suffer a little discomfort.
"Mmm, that's it, like that... oh fuck, such a good little pussy eater, fuck, you're gonna make me cum, you're gonna make me cum, oh, it's gonna be messy, that's it, get ready, here it comes, here it comes..." Delilah said, her hands dropping to grab and bunch the sheets. "OH FUCK, FUCK!"
With a lurching moan, she came, her legs tightening around Blair's neck and shoulders as the orgasm flowed through her. It took all that Blair had to keep going and breathing, and lapping up the gush of juices from Delilah that covered her face wasn't going to make it any easier. Blair did the best she could to keep up, and hoping that Delilah's responses while she tried to keep up were a good enough indicator, she slowed her progress while still gently sucking on Delilah's clit through her orgasm.
Looking up through the insane valley created by Delilah's breasts toward her face, Blair was sublimely pleased by what she had done for her. Though it would take a little more practice to get good at, she realized that this might have been the happiest she'd ever felt during sex, and she wanted more, soon.
Thankfully, Delilah had much of the same idea. With a lusty face and without a word, she grabbed Blair's face and forced it back between her legs, making Blair continue to lick, suck and finger her to another couple orgasms. Blair found it amazing that multiple orgasms were possible, but having been directly on the receiving end of it, she knew well what could be done and wanted ever more. It was like this that she made Delilah cum twice more, each time louder and messier and wetter than before.
Her pale skin flush pink all over, Delilah finally let Blair go after her third orgasm, allowing Blair to climb on top of Delilah so they could make out some more. Delilah licked her own juices from Blair's face with gusto, moaning and smiling and making sure to share as the two cum-drunk women slowly groped and made out with one another.
"So, admit it, best sex of your life, right?" Delilah asked.
Smiling and wanting to play it coy, Blair replied, "Well, it's *pretty* good."
Delilah smirked. "Oh, you are not playing hard to get with me, are you?"
"And if I am?" Blair challenged.
Delilah reached behind Blair and spanked her hard. Blair yelped in surprise at the sudden sting, and more at how much it excited her.
"Still want to play with me like that?" Delilah asked.
"And what if I do?" Blair asked, her voice husky.
Delilah kissed her, and then spanked Blair three more times. It stung more every time, but it got Blair wetter than she might have expected. She mewled pleasurably when not hissing from the pain, something that clearly got Delilah's attention.
"So, you like that soft sex with a woman, and you also like it rough?" Delilah teased.
Blushing, Blair responded, "I guess I do."
Grinning, Delilah pulled her in for an intense, deep kiss and said, "Oh, this is going to be fun."
She pushed Blair off of her, rolling her so she'd be face down on the bed. Getting between her legs, Delilah pulled Blair up onto her knees, face down, ass up, spanking her twice again in this newly vulnerable position. Not knowing what to do, Blair stayed as she was, enjoying letting Delilah take control.
"The first time I saw you, I knew I loved this ass," Delilah said, stroking Blair's ass. Pulling her cheeks apart, she added, "And I'm not disappointed. You've got a nice little asshole, looks tight... you ever had your ass played with before?"
"No," Blair admitted. "I didn't... never thought it'd be something I'd do."
"Are you up for experimenting?" Delilah asked, gently stroking her finger around Blair's tightest hole. Blair hissed at the contact, not knowing it would feel nearly this pleasurable. Being penetrated still intimidated her, but in Delilah's caring hands, and with this being the Halloween of new experiences...
"Yes..." Blair whimpered.
"Good," Delilah replied, sliding a finger deep into Blair's pussy. She wiggled it around for a while, getting it nice and wet before she pressed it against Blair's asshole. "Because I'm going to be honest, the second I saw you, I wanted to fuck you. I wanted to fuck you hard, and messy, and deep, and I'm going to do that now."
"You really know how to romance a girl," Blair challenged, desperately wanting Delilah to fuck her every bit as hard as she threatened.
Without warning, Delilah thrust three fingers from one hand in Blair's pussy while pressing her lubed-up middle finger more slowly into Blair's ass. Blair groaned in pleasurable pain as she felt her ass opening up to Delilah's finger, her pussy clamping down hard on Delilah's fingers as the redhead pressed her finger in deeper. When she was buried deep in Blair's ass, she wiggled her finger around, thrusting it in and out gently.
"This isn't about romance," Delilah said, beginning to thrust her fingers in and out of Blair's pussy and ass rhythmically. "I'm going to fuck you hard, like I promised. Halloween is supposed to be a time of celebrating our dead, but I take it as an opportunity to celebrate life, with joy, and fun, and pure, unadulterated pleasure. But if I fuck you hard enough that your screams wake the dead... well, I wouldn't see that as a necessarily bad thing, would you?"
Blair didn't care one way or another about waking the dead, but with the exquisite feelings she was feeling in her pussy and ass, she whimpered, "Fuck me... oh god, fuck me please... keep fucking me... I need it hard... give it to me hard, please..."
"Such a needy little thing," Delilah taunted, doing exactly as she promised, fucking into Blair hard. Although being fucked by Delilah's fingers didn't get her as full or deep as the cocks she'd experienced in the past, Blair was so hot and in need that the difference didn't matter. Delilah's fingers did things for her she never knew to be possible, and she was in complete surrender to the busty redhead's will. Double-penetrated and being fucked harder and harder by the moment, Blair was in heaven.
"Touch yourself, play with your clit while I fuck you... trust me, it will make this feel so much better," Delilah instructed.
Though the sensory overload made it difficult to do much of anything, Blair was just able to put her hands between her legs and play with her clit while Delilah savagely fucked her pussy and ass.
She was right. It was much, much more fun that way.
Moaning and writhing and barely able to hold herself on her knees, Blair soon came hard yet again as Delilah fucked her, her pussy and ass tightening around the redhead's fingers as another flood of juices coated Delilah's hand. While Blair's own hands soon fell away from her pussy for the overwhelming pleasure, Delilah fucked her for a good while longer, until Blair begged for no more and collapsed to the bed.
Rolling over onto her back, breathing heavily, Blair had only a moment of peace before she saw Delilah's cunt dropping over her face. Always having wanted to try a 69 but never having had the opportunity to before, a thoroughly exhausted Blair summoned energy she didn't knew she had and went to town on Delilah's pussy while she thoroughly ate Blair's.
Blair couldn't say for sure how long the two of them stayed like this, entwined in a messy, enthusiastic 69, but the one thing she could say for sure was that she'd thoroughly lost count of how many orgasms they'd both had. Sometimes Delilah was on top, sometimes Blair was on top, and by the end when they were a tangled mess of limbs, their faces still buried in each other's cunts, they were on their side. It had become a strange battle for dominance, one that only ended when they finally disentangled and lay on their backs, faces a mess and breathing heavily.
"So... that was... that was pretty wild," Delilah admitted.
"Yeah," Blair replied, limiting her words only to catch her breath. "I think I love Halloween."
Delilah laughed. "I think you love pussy now too."
Thinking about this, and smiling with satisfaction, Blair said, "I think you're right."
Delilah sighed pleasantly, crawling up so she could lay next to Blair. She wrapped her arms around Blair, who cuddled up against Delilah.
"So, you got any more plans for the night?" Delilah asked.
"I was going to meet up with some friends, but I could honestly just collapse here," Blair said.
Delilah laughed, tracing her fingertips down Blair's body until they found her pussy again. "You didn't think we were finished, did you? We've got the whole night ahead of us..."
Moaning contentedly as Delilah's fingers entered her again, Blair thought about what this meant and groaned, "Happy Halloween..."
***
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When it came to Halloween, Richie Olson chose chaos.
It was an easy choice for him, honestly, one he'd made time and time again in his 18 years of life, and one he knew that he'd continue making in life because it was simply more fun than the alternative. Halloween was a night for mischief after all, and if everyone else in town was going to be engaging in more wholesome activities, well, he was more than happy to bring enough of that mischief to Briar's Mill to make up for those who wouldn't partake. With his best friend at his side, and each of them carrying a sack filled with eggs, toilet paper, silly string and firecrackers, Richie spent much of the night quite pleased that he had chosen chaos.
Unfortunately, choosing chaos wasn't always without some consequence.
"We can make it!" Richie yelled as they ran down the middle of the street, trailing toilet paper behind them.
"Make what?" yelled Lucas Choi, Richie's best friend and partner in crime. Wearing form-fitting black bodysuits painted to look like skeletons and skull-faced ski masks, the two were a matched set in every way. Both of them were tall and muscular, both of them were stars on the school's track team, and both of them were currently doing a pretty good job running from a slow, relatively disinterested cop car. It was early in the evening, just late enough that most of the trick-or-treater's were gone, but not so late that they were completely absent from the street. This alone made the cops extra cautious, and had kept Richie and Lucas safe.
"Freedom! Liberty! Mayhem!" Richie cried out.
"Dude, I think the mayhem is finished!" Lucas yelled, looking back at the car. It had its red and blue lights on, but followed behind them at barely a crawl. A police officer was angling the car's spotlight at them, but only just.
Richie loved Lucas as if he were his own brother, but the two of them had their differences of opinions on many things. "The mayhem is never finished!"
"It will be soon if we're caught!" Lucas exclaimed.
Richie had his doubts about that. He'd led a charmed life. Sure, he'd been busted a couple times before for underaged drinking, but his parents had always managed to get him out of trouble before any of that truly stuck. Lucas probably wasn't as lucky on that front, because his family name didn't mean as much in this town. While Richie may have been an admitted asshole, he wasn't going to leave his best friend to get in trouble.
He eyed the street they were running toward, and recognizing where they were, he took a chance.
"Lucas, man, I need you to do exactly what I say, when I say it, okay? 'cause if you do, I'll get you out of this," Richie explained.
As someone who was used to listening to Richie even when his ideas were clearly shit because he usually knew how to pull them off, Lucas asked, "Alright, what is it?"
Watching the street sign at the intersection up ahead come into focus, Richie said, "Make a left up ahead and keep running. I'll keep them busy!"
"You'll what?" Lucas asked, dumbfounded as Richie stopped and turned around. Richie reached quickly into his bag and threw an egg from it at the cop car. The egg shattered, splattering the windshield. At this, they unleashed a quick burst of siren.
"Well, that got their attention," Richie said, looking on with some pride as Lucas ran off. His friend would live to see another day of freedom, one where trouble with his family wouldn't find him and the adrenaline rush of a Halloween well spent would give him a truly peaceful and profound night of sleep. Lucas would have a dull night from this point forward.
Richie's night, on the other hand, was only beginning.
"HAPPY HALLOWEEN, MOTHERFUCKERS!" he roared, turning around on his feet and quickly took a right at the intersection.
The cop car had some additional speed to it now that he'd proven himself to be slightly more than a nuisance, and Richie knew that they would catch him quite soon.
Thankfully, that was where some planning came in handy. The street he'd turned down, Ash Avenue, was one he'd spent a lot of time on as a kid, riding his bike around, getting in water fights with friends... he knew the houses here like the back of his hand, having spent many a night playing hide and seek hiding out in backyards. He wagered he knew this area better than Briar's Mill's poorly paid police force, and he was going to make their night hell.
Passing the first house, he put an extra burst of speed that had served him well at track meets, leaving the cops behind as he quickly darted between a pair of houses. Knowing the gate between the two houses to be locked, he quickly jumped up and over it, cutting left through the backyard as he hopped another fence. Somewhere in the distance he heard a couple of confused cops talking, debating what the hell to do next. Hopping from yard to yard, he knew he would soon be out of their search radius, and that they would give up before long. He and Lucas would be free to seek mayhem and chaos another day, and life would go on as it always had in Briar's Mill, with the two of them acting as kings of the keep.
It was as he sprinted across the fourth yard and toward the Meyer's backyard that Richie was given pause. The Meyers must have redone their fence, because where the top was once smooth, now the wooden slats had pointed tops. They weren't so sharp as to mangle, but if he wasn't careful, he could get hurt pretty easily.
He couldn't see a ladder or anything he could use to climb over in a hurry, but there was a trampoline that was pretty close to the fence. It reminded him of a really old movie his dad made him watch once, Ferris Bueller's Day Off... yeah, it had worked there, Richie couldn't see any reason why it wouldn't work now.
Lining himself up, he took a running leap toward the trampoline. His feet hit the springy material, and quite soon he was flying. That was it, he was making it over the fence! He was doing it! He-
As he had mostly cleared the fence into the Meyer's backyard, the cuff of his right costume leg hooked on one of the sharpened fence posts. Quickly, his whole world went sideways, and he soon found himself slamming upside down into the Meyer's side of the fence, the wind knocked out of him and thoroughly unconscious.
***
Richie didn't know how long it was before he came to, but it couldn't have been long. The flimsy material of his bodysuit hadn't held with him hanging upside down on the fence, and he lay now on his back in a flower bed. His bag lay beside him, spilled open with toilet paper and broken eggs, and his costume was a complete loss, with the tear in its ankle having ripped all the way up to his crotch, the leg now flapping next to him. The flashing light of a backyard motion sensor light brought him to some form of reality, Richie tried to sit up.
He wasn't quick enough.
"Son of a bitch," the woman said, her voice about as angry as Richie had heard anyone be.
Knowing where he was, Richie knew who it was right away, not that it improved his situation any. A friend of his mom's, Richie knew Emily Zhang-Meter to not be a very imposing woman. At barely over five feet tall and 120 pounds, Richie dwarfed her most of the time. However, sitting in her backyard, dazed and with her standing over him, she looked like a giant to him.
A pretty woman of Chinese descent, her beautiful face looked considerably younger than her 40 years. She had sort of dressed up for Halloween, wearing a short, black cocktail dress and a pair of cat ears, a tail pinned to the back of the dress. Though her big brown eyes were pissed and her soft, pouty lips were pulled into a vicious sneer, Richie's eyes were pulled to what the cocktail dress showed, namely her wide hips, round ass, and utterly enormous tits. Richie had only ever seen her in the context of being his mom's friend, wearing professional or mom clothes that weren't the most flattering.
He found he preferred this view of her, even though she seemed considerably less fond of him.
"Richie!" she yelled with recognition. "What! The! Fuck! Seriously, what the fuck are you doing in my backyard, to my flowers... and are those eggs?"
The way she swayed slightly on her feet and her words had a slight slur to them, Richie imagined that she might have had a couple of cocktails tonight. He could now faintly recall hearing his mom in a conversation that Mrs. Zhang-Meyer's husband took their kids out of town for the holiday to visit his family, while she was stuck here due to a business concern. By the look of her, she might have been having her own one-woman Halloween party between handing out candy to trick-or-treaters.
Thinking hard about the best possible response to the tipsy MILF standing above him, Richie said, "It's... not what it looks like?"
"The fuck does it look like, then?" she demanded, her voice so full of anger that Richie practically expected steam to be pouring from her ears.
"I... don't have a good answer for that," he admitted.
Mrs. Zhang-Meyer rubbed the bridge of her nose, then looked over her shoulder. "I've heard sirens. Let me guess, that's because of you?"
When he didn't come up with a lie quickly enough, she spat, "Get the fuck inside. We're going to have a talk about this."
Richie gulped. Though he could have gotten out of most of the trouble if he'd actually been caught by the cops, getting caught by one of his mom's friends was a whole different kind of trouble entirely. This... this could be hell. He could have tried running some more, made it into the next backyard, but that wasn't going to help this time. Mrs. Zhang-Meyer knew who he was, and she wasn't going to let him get away that easily.
Knowing he had to take a little of his medicine here if he wanted to get out of this, he followed her into the house.
"So, what have you been doing? Fucking shit up for a few laughs?" she asked, spiteful, looking back at him briefly before she opened the back door.
"Nothing... too bad," he admitted. "Just throwing some eggs and TP, maybe filled a few jack-o-lanterns with firecrackers. It's no big deal."
"No big deal for little shits like you, but for people who take pride in their Halloween and have to clean all this shit up afterward, it's a big fucking deal. You're lucky my husband and kids are out of town, they practically live for this holiday; they'd have ripped you limb from limb if they thought you were gonna fuck it up for them," she said, angrily.
Having never seen this side of Mrs. Zhang-Meyer before (cursing and reasonably undressed), Richie had a hard time fighting an erection. She may have been pissed, and threatening him with trouble, but damn if she wasn't hotter than hell.
They stepped inside the kitchen, and though he couldn't take his eyes off her swaying ass in her short, black dress, he was still nervous, especially when she turned around.
"You know, I've got half a mind to just wave down the cops out there and hand you to them. Maybe that way you'll learn a fucking lesson for once," she growled. Mrs. Zhang-Meyer ran a hand through her hair in annoyance, shifting her dress enough to give him an amazing view of her deep, deep cleavage. He might have stared a little too long, because she caught him quickly.
"Are you leering at me?" she demanded.
"No!" Richie lied.
"You little asshole... I take you into my home, and you're fucking leering at me?" she said, looking him up and down. Though she still looked pissed, Richie caught something in Mrs. Zhang-Meyer's manner that seemed... strangely softened. It was hard to say what for sure, but there was something in her slightly tipsy eyes that felt... promising.
"I don't know what you want me to say, or do... just, please don't tell my mom?" he asked, hopeful that they might be able to clear this up in time for the street to be clear of police cars.
"If there's something you need to say, it needs to be better than that," she said, looking him up and down again. "And if you're gonna do something, you better take off that dirty costume, right now. You're fucking tracking dirt into my house, and don't you fucking dare expect me to clean up your goddamn mess!"
Richie looked at her, wondering if she was serious about him stripping off his dirty and torn costume. Again, she looked at him with a certain curiosity hiding amidst the fury, enough that he was willing to see where this went. Finding a corner near the door, Richie removed his shoes and socks, then pulled off his ski mask and set it down atop them. Without taking her eyes off of him, Mrs. Zhang-Meyer backed up and sat on a stool at the kitchen island, watching him disrobe. A glass of wine was already on the island, and she took it into her hand, taking a long sip as she watched.
Delicately, Richie removed the stretchy material of his bodysuit, pulling it off his muscular, toned frame and setting it aside with the rest of his clothes. As a frequent visitor to the gym and a star on the school's track team, Richie was quite proud of his well-defined, lean muscles, including an impressive six pack and pecs. Though he was somewhat nervous standing in only his boxers in front of a woman he'd known much of his life, he did take a certain pride in the kind of reaction he got out of her. Especially when she was looking down at his boxers, and the erection straining to break free.
"Is this some kind of fucking joke to you?" she asked.
"I don't know what you mean," Richie replied.
"When I said take off your costume, I meant take it *all* off," Mrs. Zhang-Meyer said, her voice somewhere between furious and playful. "Do you want me to call the fucking cops over here and tell them I got their man?"
Now, at heart, Richie considered himself a man with reasonable expectations, and by those reasonable expectations, he knew that there were about a million ways for her request to go bad, and maybe one where it would go well. However, when the way it could go well was as good as this one could go... he thought it better to err on the side of "fuck it" and did as he was told. He hooked his thumbs into the elastic of his boxers and pulled them off, leaving him naked in front of his mom's friend.
"My, my, my..." she said, taking in a quick, short breath as she took in his thick, nine and a half inch long, cock. "I bet you're popular with the girls, aren't you?"
"Pretty damn popular, Mrs. Zhang-Meyer," he said, cocky and proud.
"You're standing naked in my kitchen, Richie; call me Emily," she said, unable to peel her eyes from his cock. Her breathing had gotten heavier, and Richie saw with some pride that she licked her lips.
"Then, yeah, the girls fucking love me, Emily," he said, still quite cocky and even prouder.
Emily sneered at his confidence. "Your mother was always an arrogant bitch too."
"Probably why you two are such good friends, isn't it?" Richie shot back.
She barked a short laugh. "You're probably right about that."
"So..." Richie said, deciding to take a gamble as he flexed his muscles slightly. "You're not really going to call the cops on me, are you?"
"That depends," she said, thoughtfully setting down her glass of wine.
"On what?" he asked.
Emily sighed, then parted her legs slightly on the stool. "Look, Richie, I've been the primary breadwinner and the most responsible parent for four kids under the age of fifteen since... well, pretty much forever. I haven't had a lot of time to be foolish and stupid."
"Not enough time for mischief and mayhem?" he said, raising an eyebrow. She was speaking his language now.
"Exactly," she said. "Exactly... I thought tonight would be boring, paperwork, handing out candy, drinking, and then you fell into my yard. I'm still fucking pissed about that, by the way... but if you get down on your knees and eat my pussy well enough to make me cum, and I mean cum *hard*, then I might be convinced not to call the cops in on you."
Now, when it came to porn, Richie had long considered himself a connoisseur of the genre and its many intricacies. At the same time, he also firmly understood that it was incredibly fake and heavily choreographed, and situations like these never happened in real life.
He also understood that in those one in a million chances when they did occur, that you fucking jump in and have fun, lest you regret *everything* later.
So, when Emily asked him to kneel, he knelt. When she motioned for him to crawl over to her, he did exactly that. When she pulled up her short skirt and showed him the lacy black panties she wore, he licked his lips in anticipation.
When she pulled them to the side and revealed her full, moist pussy lips and the dark, well-trimmed hair above them, he knew exactly what to do. Richie dove in, eagerly licking her pussy, searching her folds for what really got her going before he settled in suckling at her clit. She tasted different from all the high school girls he'd been with, but still sweet, still savory in a very distinct way. He had never been with an older woman before, let alone one who was friends with his mom, and he was going to enjoy every minute of the naughty encounter.
Emily seemed to agree with much of this philosophy, grabbing his hair and holding him in close while she groaned and cursed. "You always were a little asshole, Richie, getting everything you fucking wanted because your parents spoil you fucking rotten, well not now, now you're here to fucking serve me... down on your knees is where you fucking belong like this... fuck... you really know how to eat cunt."
Richie smiled into her pussy at the compliment. Though he may have been a bit of a lothario, he'd gone out of his way to learn as many tricks to please a woman as he could. After all, it wouldn't do if every girl told every other girl that you were shit in bed, right? No, Richie sought to be good at what he did to keep the fun times rolling in, and those skills came in handy with Emily.
"Yeah, you like that, don't you?" she moaned, keeping one hand in her hair while running another up her chest to grope her tits. "You like being my little pussy eater, don't you?"
Coming up for air, he said, "I like a lot of things."
"Did I say you could stop?" Emily said, forcing his face back into her pussy. "No... I'm still not fully settled on the police thing... keep eating me, like that... fuuuuuuuuck... so good, that's so good, that's it, just like that... play with my clit, fuck, it's been so long... fuck you're good at this..."
"I know," he said, smirking and continuing to eat her out. Emily was different from the girls he'd been with before, she liked it slower and more methodical, and seemed to be enjoying her position of authority almost as much as she loved his attentions. He adjusted accordingly, slowing his technique and focusing on eating her out to not just her instructions, but also to how her body responded to him. By this simple adjustment, he found that she was soon quieting, her body tensing as she could only whisper encouragement.



"You're a cocky little shit... ohfuck... cocky little motherfucker, aren't you... let's see... fuck... let's see how cocky you are taking this... yes, right there, right there... fuck, I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum, I'M GONNA CUM YOU LITTLE SHIT, FUCK!" Emily cried out, grabbing his hair and forcing his mouth onto her cunt, hard. She cried out, bucking dangerously on her stool as her juices gushed onto his face. Richie licked them up as quickly as he could, enjoying every drop of her delicious juices. As he lavished further attention on her pussy, she only shook and jerked more, her eyes rolling back as the orgasm rolled through her, threatening to spill over into a second before she gently pushed him away.
Richie looked up at the busty goddess above him as she tried to hold her balance on the stool. As it looked like she might well go limp from the pleasure, he quickly stood up, catching her in his arms and lifting her up into him.
A little dazed but more than a little pleased, she murmured, "My hero."
"Well, thank you," he said, smirking.
"I called you a motherfucker, but you're not, are you? You've only ever fucked those dumb high school sluts..." Emily said, tracing her fingers over his pecs.
"Guilty as charged," Richie replied, completely shameless.
"Fucking asshole," she laughed at his brazenness, lightly and playfully slapping him. "But we should fix that motherfucker thing. You wanna be a motherfucker?"
"Yes," he replied without hesitation.
"Good," Emily replied, giggling, "let's go to the bedroom, then I'll make you a real motherfucker, you little asshole."
Richie honestly didn't need much more encouragement than that. With her still held in his strong arms, he carried her upstairs. Though it was more than a little surreal to be walking past pictures of Emily with her husband and kids, he was really too horny to care about that beyond a certain point. Mr. Meyer had always seemed a decent enough guy, if boring, but if he was leaving her alone and this kind of horny... well, he clearly wasn't getting the job done then, was he? Richie was more than happy to fill in to get the job done if it meant he'd get to fuck Emily.
He kicked open the door to the master bedroom enthusiastically before finally setting Emily on her feet near the bed. She'd found her legs well enough by this point to push him down into a sitting position on the bed while she took off her shoes.
"Now, you're gonna have to be careful," she said, taking off her cat ears and setting them on the bedside table. "We don't have any condoms here in your size, so..."
She trailed off, letting her meaning be known as she dropped her dress to the floor. Now standing in only a matching black bra and panties set, Richie made a mental note of her suggestion, but honestly couldn't make any promises.
Who could restrain themselves when fucking a slut as hot as Mrs. Emily Zhang-Meyer, after all?
"Well, you've already seen this," she said, lowering her panties to the floor and fully exposing her pussy to him. "But I bet you've been wanting to see these tits, haven't you?"
Silently, Richie nodded. Reaching behind her back, Emily laughed. "Yeah, everyone wants to see these DDDs. You're just one of the lucky ones who actually gets to."
Dropping her bra to the floor, she stood in front of Richie completely naked, her perfectly huge, round tits bared to him. Her dark nipples with their small areolas stuck out like bullets, begging to be sucked every bit as much as her tits begged to be fucked.
Yeah, Richie was going to have fun with her tonight.
"Like what you see?" she asked, running her hands over her body before squeezing her nipples.
"I think that's pretty obvious," Richie replied, reaching down to stroke his cock.
"This is true," Emily replied, looking at him hungrily. Then, without warning, she pounced on Richie, giggling and knocking him to the bed as she climbed atop him. Pressing her tits into his chest, she kissed him deeply and hungrily, the two of them making out furiously as their tongues dueled.
"This didn't have to be like this," she groaned, reaching down and stroking his cock in one of her small, strong hands. "I wanted Halloween with my family, but my husband... he wouldn't compromise when work kept me here, he just had to go out and take our kids to his family's place for Halloween... this is really his fault then, isn't it?"
Richie didn't think that equivalence was 100% correct, but given how good her hand felt on him, he wasn't going to argue. He wrapped his hands around her, squeezing and groping her, forcing her up just enough so that he could suckle on her tits. Emily really seemed to moan pleasurably with that attention, her juices practically gushing from her pussy onto his abs as he squeezed her ass and sucked her tits simultaneously.
"This is nice... but I don't want nice... I want fucking bad... I've never done anything like this before, and I want it to be real bad... I want you to fuck me..." Emily moaned. "Don't be a little asshole and hold out on me, slide that giant fucking cock in me and be a motherfucker!"
Grinning, Richie wrapped his arms around her tightly, and then rolled so that he was on top of her. She giggled at this, and after they readjusted so they were fully on the bed, he looked down at the hot slut beneath him and arched his hips forward. He felt his thick cockhead sliding against her soaked pussy, and with a smile, she kissed him, then reached down to grab him, guiding him to her entrance.
"You really are a hot fucking MILF slut," he said, applying only the slightest pressure as he felt her lips part.
"And you're a cocky little shit who doesn't know his fucking place," she hissed, looking down through her cleavage as his cock only just pressed into her cunt. "But you've got a really nice fucking cock."
"And you've a really tasty pussy... now to see how tight you are," he groaned, forcing his cockhead into her pussy. Her eyes flew open and she moaned, loudly, as he entered her, and even Richie had a hard time holding back. Fuck, she was tight... he imagined Mr. Meyer had to have a little dick if she was this tight... oh, he was going to have fun with her.
"Yeah, you like that?" he groaned, forcing inch after inch slowly into her cunt. "A tight fucking slut like you... you just love a big cock like this? Bigger than your husband's, right?"
"So much fucking bigger," she groaned, looking down in awe as her pussy lips were stretched to the max. "FUCK! This cock is amazing!"
"Not as amazing as your cunt," he groaned, forcing more of his cock into her. He was already past halfway, and with a final, forceful thrust he buried the last few inches in her.
"FUCK, YOU FUCKING ASSHOLE!" she cried out in a mix of pain and pleasure. "Go easy you stupid little shit, I'm not used to cock like that!"
He laughed in response, wearing an unapologetically cocky grin. Reaching behind him, she spanked him on the ass for that. Richie hissed in pain, looking down at her with a look of anger and lust... one that he had to admit probably matched hers. Roughly, he kissed her, running a hand up to squeeze her tits hard while remaining fully buried in her.
"You're gonna get used to this cock," he said gruffly, pulling much of the way out and thrusting back in, hard. Emily's eyes closed as a loud, piercing moan escaped her lips, while his cock felt like it was being squeezed by the world's most pleasurable vise. "A body like yours deserves a cock like this... a slut like you deserves to be really fucked."
"Well... fuckfuckfuck... if that's what you think, put your money where your fucking mouth is, motherfucker, and fuck me harder than any of those little high school whores can take it!" Emily challenged, looking up at him with a flash of fierce anger.
"Challenge accepted," Richie said, grinning.
He could have taken it easy with Emily. Most girls did need him to take it easy with a cock his size. However, even with her complaints, he got the sense that Emily not only could take it hard, but *wanted* it very, very hard, and that's just what he gave her. Thrusting into her impressively tight cunt, Richie fucked his mom's friend hard, making her moan, making her fucking squeal. That he could make a MILF this hot go this wild for his cock, well, it was a pretty good ego boost for the high school senior. She was certainly wilder than most of the girls that he knew.
Fuck, was he going to have fun.
He thrust into her with an efficient savagery, her eyes wide and her screams so loud he feared the neighbors might hear, but by this point he was well beyond caring about pretty much anything.
"That's it you little shit, fuck me, fuck me harder, fuck my tight fucking cunt! Fuck, it's so good! I should've done this ages ago!" she cried out, holding him close and squeezing his ass as he fucked her.
"Yeah? You like taking this big fucking cock? You like being a cheating fucking MILF slut for this huge cock?" Richie taunted, pounding her harder.
Emily snarled at him, digging into his ass with her fingernails so hard he could have sworn she scratched him. "You're getting the pussy of a lifetime here, and you're still an arrogant fucking little prick... remember, you're not the one in charge her, motherfucker..."
Grabbing him, she forcefully rolled until she was on top of him.
With blinding speed, she slammed her hips down onto him, her jiggling ass a blur and her tits swinging out of control as they bounced above Richie. He was awestruck by the sight above him, blinded by lust and the way that her cunt expertly milked his cock.
"I'm the one... motherfucker... I'm the one who says what happens, when... If I want you to fuck me, you're going to fuck me, if I want to fuck you, I'll fuck you... if I want you to worship my tight little holes with your mouth, you better believe you're gonna get down on your knees... now, kiss me while I fuck you, because I'm gonna cum again soon..." Emily grunted savagely as she fucked him, leaning down to make out with Richie.
Richie held onto her, fucking up into her as best he could while she fucked him harder in return. The look on her face was a strange yet undeniably erotic mix of anger and lust as she gritted her teeth, fucking him harder than he had ever been fucked before. It was madness, but it was a kind of madness he was happy to indulge.
"Oh god... fuck, I'm gonna cum on your fucking cock, I'm gonna come you fucking asshole... motherfucker, oh, MOTHERFUCKER, I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING!" Emily roared, slamming down on him as her pussy clamped down tightly on his cock.
With such pleasure coursing through his body, Richie couldn't hold back. Her warning didn't matter, common sense didn't matter, only an instinctive, intense need to finish what he had started. Groping her ass in one hand and a tit in the other, he buried himself deep in her and came, harder than he could remember ever having cum in his life. He came in a flood, burying deep inside of her with shot after shot, her pussy milking him as their nasty sex reached its conclusion.
For a moment it was bliss, the two of them gasping and panting as they came down from their mutual orgasms, and as common sense soon hit her, her eyes went wide.
"What the fuck... what the fuck... WHAT THE FUCK?" Emily shouted, slapping him hard. "You little asshole, I told you not to cum in me, motherfucker!"
"I couldn't help myself," Richie said weakly, rubbing his stinging cheek. "You've got a really fucking awesome pussy."
Emily slapped him again, even harder.
Yeah, Richie wagered, he earned that one.
"I'm probably ovulating, you little shit..." she whined, looking around the room frantically yet making no effort to pull herself off of him.
"You should've thought about that before you decided to bareback me, shouldn't you?" Richie responded defiantly.
Emily made to slap him again, but quickly, he caught her hand. She reared back with her other hand, and he caught that one as well. With both of her hands restrained in his, he pulled her down to him for a fierce kiss. While he might have expected some resistance from her, the way she kissed him back with an even greater fury, and an unmatched lust, it seemed like this was exactly what she wanted.
Though Richie's softened cock popped from her cunt as she readjusted her position, she ground against him insistently, growling as she kissed him. "We're both fucking lucky you don't look that different from my husband; when you get me pregnant, there won't be so many questions."
As the two of them kissed and he ran his hands over her, groping and squeezing and stroking, he asked, "When? Not if?"
"If we keep fucking like this... it's bound to happen," Emily replied lustfully.
Yeah, Richie acknowledged, that made sense. He'd had some close calls with girls before, but if this danger seemed to get Emily off this much... well, it was bound to happen.
Emily crawled down his body, sucking and biting gently at one of his nipples as she went, licking and groaning until she got his cock in her mouth. Looking up at him with those hateful, lustful eyes, she took his softened cock into her mouth and began to suck on him, bobbing her head up and down and willing him back to hardness. She grunted and groaned, letting his cock pop from her mouth so she could suck on his balls before going back to sucking his cock into full hardness again.
It was working. Richie had been with some wild girls in the past, but none of them held a candle to Emily. She had experience, and combined with what seemed to be a sex drive that hadn't been thoroughly taken care of in quite a while, she made for an amazing slut. She was doing things to his cock that he had never felt before, and he was loving every fucking minute of how good she made him feel.
She let his now rock-hard cock out of her mouth, then climbed up enough to wrap her big tits around his wet cock. Pressing them together, she gave him a titty-fucking that had him moaning.
"Yeah? You like that you little shit? Better than all those fucking little high school bitches?" Emily taunted.
He wanted to deny whatever advantage she thought she had, but when he was getting the titty-fucking of a lifetime, that was pretty fucking hard. He moaned, "The best..."
"Ha! I fucking knew it... all those little sluts talk a big game, but at the end of the day, they don't know what to do with a cock like this... but I do... I fucking know how to use a cock like this right..." she said, bending down to lick the head of his cock as it popped through her tits.
"You know... you're a little too good at this for a faithfully married woman... you sure you've never cheated before?" Richie taunted.
"What, you calling me a cheating whore?" Emily laughed as she squeezed her tits around his cock. "No... that was me before I met my husband... I was a hellraiser, a party girl, a slut who liked to fuck around, but I dreamed of married life and settling down and being a good, honest woman who led a good, honest life. But you know what I found?"
"What?" Richie asked.
"That I wanted that, but I wanted the old days too... I wanted the fun, the thrill, the cheap, hard sex... I wanted it all, but I stayed responsible because I didn't want to do anything stupid," she replied.
"Stupid like this?" he said.
"Yeah," Emily admitted, leaning down and suckling at the head of his cock for a moment before she went back to titty-fucking. "I love my husband, I do, but I chose him for seeming reliable, not for the kind of fun I used to have. I love what we have here, but I need more. You wanna be that more?"
Was this a trick question? Richie answered, "Sure, I don't have anything better planned."
She stopped titty-fucking him, her eyes turned to that hateful lust again. "You're a real shithead."
"I really am. And you're a cheating bitch," he replied. "But I'm good to go again if you are."
Emily smirked, letting his cock go and crawling up the bed so she was on her hands and knees beside him. He took in her amazing body, from her hanging tits to her perfect ass to her pretty face with all her smeared makeup... fuck, he had lucked out here.
"Well, what are you gonna do, asshole? You gonna lie there looking at me, or are you gonna fuck me?"
Again with the trick questions. Instead of answering her out loud, Richie climbed up behind her, pressing his cock into her pussy again, grabbing her hips, and fucking her hard.
"You like it hard, don't you?" Richie said as he pounded into her. She was a squealing little tramp beneath him, moaning and letting out sounds that started out as words but failed to take form. "I bet after all that time with your 'reliable' husband, you'd forgotten what a good, hard, serious fuck was like, didn't you, bitch?"
"You don't know the half of it," Emily moaned in response, squeezing his cock and fucking back onto him harder. "He's a nice man, but I don't want him to be nice in bed... he doesn't know how bad I like it."
Richie laughed, proudly. "Well, I think I do."
"Not yet, not all the way, but keep coming by and you'll learn you little shit..." Emily said, looking back at him with one of the lustiest grins he had ever seen. It was the kind of look that could make a man cum if he stared into it for too long, and the way her pussy was squeezing him while he fucked her, that wasn't going to be as far off as he imagined. He fucked her hard, their bodies slamming together as he fucked this curvy MILF-slut like she deserved, and he could feel his cum building hard...
DING DONG!
The doorbell rang. Emily's eyes flew open.
"Fuck!" she yelled, pushing him off and climbing naked from the bed. Their mixed juices still leaking down her legs, she began to look around for her clothing, putting her askew Halloween costume back together while he knelt on the bed, horny and disgruntled and on the edge of cumming again.
"What the fuck, Emily?" he said. "It's probably just some trick-or-treaters out later than they should be, to hell with 'em and get back here!"
"No... one of my friends said she'd bring her kids by for candy at the end of their run, and she'll want to talk for a minute or two because she's a chatty bitch," Emily replied as she hastily dressed.
"But I'm gonna cum soon," he whined.
"That's your problem. I need to deal with this so they don't think anything's wrong," she said, mostly-redressed and looking like everything was wrong. Her hair was amiss and her makeup smeared, and though the dress covered a bit, if you knew where to look it wasn't that difficult to see both of their cum leaking down her thighs. Thankfully, it being Halloween was enough to write most of this off, but if anyone looked closely...
Looking back at Richie with a bit of sympathy, she smiled, slightly. "Stay here, I'll be right back and we can find something to do with that cum."
The words sounded nice to Richie's ears, but watching her saunter out of the bedroom, they weren't enough. She told him to stay put. She'd be pissed if he didn't stay put. She'd probably rage and slap and yell like crazy if he didn't stay put.
Richie smiled. He didn't stay put.
He crept downstairs quietly, peering around corners until he saw Emily standing at the front door. She was playing it smart, cracking the door open only slightly while she chatted with her friend and handed out candy. He didn't care what they were talking about, the tone of her friend's voice making her sound like a judgmental bitch, but he did find some fun in sneaking around behind her, hiding in the blind spot behind the partially open door. Emily could thoroughly see him from the corner of her eye, and her face soured in response, but as she kept up the conversation, Richie felt a distinct thrill at hiding here, naked, ogling her and mentally using her like she wanted to be used.



When he heard Emily's friend send her children to the sidewalk a distance away so "the adults could talk for a few minutes", Richie felt an opportunity for further fun was in order.
While Emily and her bitchy-sounding friend talked about neighborhood gossip (and the friend questioned why Emily looked a mess), Richie reached up underneath the back of her short dress and squeezed her ass. She hadn't put her underwear back on, giving him free access to her luscious cheeks as he first massaged each, then ran his middle finger down the center. He massaged, gently, her tight little asshole, enjoying the look on her face as she tried to hide her anger and arousal while talking about neighborhood banalities as if nothing was wrong. Even so, she arched back onto him, and he felt her ass open up, and, well, when opportunity knocks...
With only a little effort, he pressed his middle finger inside her asshole. He couldn't reach into her much from this angle, but it was the act that counted, as he fucked it into her for close to a minute while Emily tried to quickly wrap things up with her friend. Finally, she was able to wrap the conversation up, and the moment the door was closed and locked, she turned hard, pulling his hand from her ass as she looked up at him furiously.
"I told you to stay in bed," Emily said, eyes blazing.
"Yeah, you did, didn't you?" Richie replied with a smirk.
Though it looked like she wanted to slap him, instead she grabbed his head and pulled him in close. The two of them kissed fiercely as he pinned her to the wall next to the door, hoisting her up just enough so he could bury his cock deep in her pussy once again. Pulling down the top of her dress to better see her tits, he fucked her against the wall, hard, grunting and kissing. Sex with Emily was unlike anything Richie had ever experienced, and it was quickly becoming a drug to him. He never in his life would have expected the best fuck he had ever had in his life would have been because of one of his mom's best friends, but good sex was good sex, and he wasn't going to turn down an opportunity like this if it kept presenting itself.
"You gonna cum for me again? I know you were close, you gonna cum in my tight little cunt again you little sonofabitch?" Emily moaned, squeezing her nipples and biting her lip as she looked up at him lustfully.
He smiled with some pride. "Yeah? You like the thought of getting knocked up by your friend's son while you cheat on your husband?"
She groaned from deep within, her eyes rolling back with pleasure before turning to him again. "God... it sounds so awful, and so amazing... I'm always so fucking horny when I'm pregnant, and while I hate a lot that comes with it, the sex... god, the sex even with my husband is amazing then, and with you around... fuck, you little shit, you better fill me up nice and deep and get me knocked up, because once I'm pregnant I'm going to show you what real fucking is."
He liked that promise, and rather than come up with something witty in response, he fucked her against the wall harder. His balls boiled, his cock throbbed, and when he felt the need to cut loose, he didn't hold back in the slightest. Pleasure overwhelming his body, Richie came inside of Emily, setting off her own orgasm as the two of them fought to stay standing. He filled her deep with an impossibly thick load, feeling his whole body overcome with pleasure and joy as he slowed and thrust his final thrusts into her.
He pulled out of her, watching the small river of his cum leak down her legs as she collapsed to her knees. Richie worried Emily might have passed out for a moment, but kneeling there she simply attacked his cock, licking and sucking and jacking, massaging his balls and trying to get him hard once again. She was a ravenous animal, a beast come from the darkness of Halloween, but when it felt this good that hardly mattered. She looked up at him hungrily, needily, her eyes having none of that edge that she'd had for the entire night and only holding want.
Richie was hard again in no time, and at that, she rotated on her knees so her hands were against the door.
"There's one more thing I want from you," she said, reaching back and pulling her short skirt over her ass.
"Oh yeah, and what's that?" Richie asked.
"I think you know," Emily replied, flexing her ass and squeezing her asshole for his hungry eyes. "My husband never wants to play with my ass, but I don't think you're held back by such hang-ups, are you?"
Richie barely needed to think before kneeling down behind her and answering, "Nope!"
He lined up his cock, rubbing his lubed-up head over her asshole and enjoying the feeling as her cheeks embraced him.
"Good... now, be a good little asshole, and show me what you can do with mine," Emily groaned, arching her back so she could kiss him.
"You got it," Richie answered, kissing her and forcing his cockhead against her tightest entrance.
He pressed in hard, her saliva and his precum offering a fair bit of lubrication, but nevertheless he was trying to fuck an ass that hadn't been fucked in a very long time. No matter how much Emily demanded it or how much he wanted it, it was tough going as he grunted and thrust, and she moaned and pleaded, looking back at him as he tried to fuck into her. It was not easy, but he knew it would be worth it when he succeeded.
Soon enough, Emily's asshole opened for him, and though she was almost so tight it hurt as much as it felt good, he felt his cockhead pop inside of her.
"MOTHERFUCKER!" she cried out, pounding on the door so hard and screaming so loud someone might well have thought the house to be haunted.
"Yeah, that's what I am right now," Richie grunted, forcing more of his cock into her ass. He knew he should have gone slow, that it had been a while for her, but he wanted this ass, and she wasn't fighting with him. Emily just looked over her shoulder at him with the hottest look in her eyes that Richie had ever seen, biting her lip and whining through the pain as he fed inch after inch of his huge cock into her.
It had only started to hit him again how different this night had turned out than when he had started it. It was supposed to be him and Lucas, showing this town who its true kings were while they got into some Halloween fun. It was going to be a night of freedom, liberty and mayhem, and then it had almost fallen apart when the cops had chased them.
Forcing the last of his cock in until he was buried in her ass, Richie smiled. From getting chased by the cops to being balls deep in the ass of one of the hottest MILFs in town, it was one hell of an improvement. The best sex of his life with this tight Asian minx, filling her holes and knocking her up... Instead of wondering what he was going to tell his parents when they freed him from the cops, he was wondering just what sounds Emily would make as he railed her ass, and whether he should cum inside of her or pull out and shoot all over her face and immaculate tits.
Why pick, honestly, when they had the whole night ahead of them?
Leaning down, he grabbed her tits and kissed her, whispering, "Happy Halloween."
Emily smiled into his kiss, then reached back with one hand to smack his ass. "Enough of this Halloween bullshit, asshole... you're gonna fuck my ass until I scream."
He thrust into her roughly, driving her into the door. "Such a needy cunt."
"Motherfucker," she grunted, her voice getting higher and louder as he started to fuck her ass hard. "Oh, GOD, YES! HAAAAPPPYYYY HALLOWEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEN!!!!!!!!"
"Happy Halloween, slut," he groaned, leaning in to kiss her again.
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews or shoot me some feedback, as they really keep me going. Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
And after some recent crises and battles, I want to add one last note on a more practical concern. When it comes to mental health, I hope everyone out there is taking the time to take care of themselves. Mental health may seem like a never-ending battle, but it's a never-ending battle that is always worth fighting, and one that there are plenty of resources to be found to help with should you ever be struggling. Be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: At the beginning of January, 18-year-old Ryan Collins made a promise to the skater he was tutoring, Jess Garza, that if she improved her grades by the end of the month, he'd have sex with her. After she made good on her end of the bargain, she took Ryan to her van to fuck, only for them to be interrupted by the school safety officer. Running off in the middle of the day, they took shelter at the apartment of Jess' weed dealer, Lana Granger, to get high and have some inventive three-way sex to celebrate. Getting home, Ryan discovered two surprises. The first, was a tray of cookies left behind by the mother of his archnemesis, Kyle Bowman. The second, was cute, meek and nerdy art student, Jennifer Cage, asking to become Ryan's sexual apprentice.
***
It was the last night of January, and there I was, sitting in the kitchen of my home at a table opposite Jennifer Cage, still completely fucked into exhaustion and reasonably stoned as we ate cookies and milk. That the cookies had been provided by the mother of my longtime bully, Kyle Bowman, was another problem for another time, because I still needed to sort out the Jennifer situation.
Now, if I'm being honest, if I'd thought at the beginning of this school year that I'd end it with a girlfriend, I likely would have imagined a girl like Jennifer. We were both nerds, both similarly invisible at school, and both leaning toward the average end on appearances. Even with the long-sleeved shirts and paint-splattered overalls, her hair up in a ponytail and face largely hidden behind a fairly large pair of glasses, I could definitely tell that she was leaning toward the cute side, with smooth, pale skin and big, expressive brown eyes. Her guarded smile, when she chose to show it, was actually rather bright and lovely.
"So... you want to be my 'apprentice'," I said, the words still sounding alien to me. I was trying to process her request, which would have been odd under normal circumstances, but was outlandish in my currently high state.
"Yes, that was, uh, my general intention," Jennifer replied.
"Sorry, I've had a long day and I'm pretty wasted. You're gonna have to clarify your definition of 'apprentice' for me." With sitting up being a true challenge, I was feeling dull and direct.
Her eyes darted to me, then away from me, clearly in discomfort over having to spell things out for me.
"Look, I know you barely know me and I barely know you and this is a lot to put on you all at once, and... and I'm bad at this, not doing a good job, I'm being stupid..." Jennifer said, her words as fast and nervous as I was slow and sluggish. All I could do was gesture for her to continue.
Jennifer gulped, pulling herself together and explaining, "Well... I want to have sex."
"I got that," I replied.
"A lot," she said.
"Okay... and that hasn't happened?" I asked.
"No," she replied.
"Why not?" I asked.
"Because it's not that easy," Jennifer said.
I looked Jennifer up and down, and though I couldn't see much with the way she was dressed, the cuteness potential I saw seemed really at odds with this fact. With that in mind, I took a stab at what seemed the most likely explanation.
"It's a confidence thing?" I asked.
She nodded. "Yeah... I know what I want... I have a pretty good, you know, sex drive, and I really want to have sex. Whenever I'm at school, all I'm thinking about is how everyone else seems to be having sex but me, and I'm tired of it, but I don't want to rush into it either. I don't just want to go out there and have sex with random people like I'm whoring myself just so I can say I've done it; I want to be in a place where I can *choose*. That's the hard part. If I could learn from you, get some tips on how you became as 'popular' as you are, I think I could really start having the year I want," Jennifer explained.
"And it's a year full of sex?" I asked.
"Yes... I mean yes, but not *just* sex. I want that, but I also want attention, and friends... a little popularity never hurts either... Basically, I want the experience you've had. I want to be seen! I want to surprise Regan Hills High School, like you did, and I want to do it before I miss my chance," Jennifer said, smiling nervously.
I thought about what she said, and it was a lot to take under consideration. I'd tutored people in academic studies, but sex and relationships were something else entirely. I had gained a lot of firsthand experience in these fields, to be sure, but was still new enough at it that I couldn't think of myself as an expert. On top of that, my experience with virgins was limited, and more often than not, I was happy to let the women I was with lead the way and just enjoy the ride. Being looked up to as the one with experience felt truly daunting.
I tried shaking my head to get some clarity amongst the weed haze. It didn't work, so I had to ask, "And just to be clear, you're suggesting that we..."
"Have sex? Oh, yes, that was part of the plan I was really hopeful for," Jennifer said, smiling more brightly. "I've heard that you're really good, and, uh, big, and very caring, and I think someone like you would be very good to help me with my 'virgin' issue, if that's something you're up for, of course."
There was that V-word again, making me shuffle in my seat nervously.
Jennifer must have noticed this, because she started speaking more rapidly and nervously, "But you don't have to worry about me; I've been, uh, training with some sizable toys, and though I'm sure they've got nothing on you, I don't think you'd actually hurt me, and I think from what I've done and what I've seen in porn and think I can do that I might be, you know, really good for a first-timer and really fun for you?"
She bit her lip in what felt like a practiced attempt at seduction, as she got up and moved into the chair next to me. Her hand fumbled aimlessly on my crotch, before her misguided grip closed a little too hard on my balls. When she realized her mistake, she quickly backed off.
"Sorry! Sorry, that wasn't supposed to go like that, stupid, stupid," Jennifer muttered, looking down and shaking her head.
"You're not stupid," I said.
"I definitely feel stupid! If I wasn't, that wouldn't have happened and we'd be all, you know, messing around right now instead of me messing everything up!" Jennifer exclaimed, standing up and stepping away, nervous and a little afraid.
I should have gotten to my feet and calmed her down, but tired and high as I was, I stayed in my seat as I said, "You're not messing anything up, you're just inexperienced, it's cool. And, being fully honest, my balls are so drained it'd practically take a necromancy spell to get me back. Aside from that... it took me a long time to get anything close to what I'd call confident, and I still have to battle my insecurity all the damn time. It's fine, really."
I motioned for her to retake her seat next to me, and she accepted.
"So... you'll teach me?" Jennifer asked, her eyes hopeful.
"I... I don't know," I said, and seeing her begin to react negatively, I added, "I had a very long day and I am both high and exhausted. I don't know if I can make the best decisions right now when I can barely sit up."
"Sure," Jennifer replied, sounding anything but sure.
"I can see that you're nervous. And... honestly, I need you to be sure that this is what you really want, and that I'm the guy you want to guide you. I can barely guide myself half the time and usually rely on other people to tell me what direction's up," I said.
She balled her hands up, but then released them, some nervous energy dissipating.
"I did come here asking specifically for your help, didn't I?" Jennifer said, her voice slightly firmer.
She had a point there.
"A lot of experienced people really helped me out this year when I needed it most. So... yes, it makes sense to help you. Just... let's think on it, okay? Guiding someone I barely know into this life, it's a lot of responsibility. So, why don't we both take a couple days and think this out?" I suggested.
"A couple days? You're just trying to get rid of me, aren't you?" she replied, skeptical.
I pinched the bridge of my nose. "I need time to recover from today, and I've got some obligations this weekend that make time a little difficult to juggle. Please don't think I'm saying no, I'm not saying no, but I want to be sure I'm the right person for, uh, the job. Does... is that acceptable?"
I reached across to her, gently touching one of her nervously balled hands. Though she nearly recoiled instinctively, she didn't fully leave. That was something.
Taking a breath, Jennifer said, "Yes."
"Cool. Then why don't we sit here and eat some more of these delicious cookies baked by my archnemesis' mom and get to know each other? No pressure for anything else tonight?"
Nervously, Jennifer smiled at me, "Yeah. I'd like that."
"Me too," I described, taking another cookie. "Because these are pretty good cookies, and I've still got the munchies."
"I don't, but they are good," Jennifer admitted. "Why did your archnemesis' mom bake you cookies?"
I laughed. "It's a long story."
"Well, you're not kicking me out anytime soon, right?" Jennifer said.
Come to think of it, I wasn't either. Dipping my cookie in milk, I said, "Well, it all begins around homecoming..."
***
"Oh, god yes! Fuck me! Fuck me harder!" she moaned, the girl beneath me wrapping her arms around me as I rapidly slid my cock in and out of her pussy. The muscles of her cunt gripped me tightly, squeezing and pulsing as they encouraged my orgasm. Luckily for her, I wasn't a greedy sort, and though I'd already made her cum twice with my mouth, I wanted to make it happen again with my cock buried deep within her.
"So good... you're so fucking good..." I groaned, looking down at her sweet, smiling face as I defiled her pussy. I wished that we could get louder, but given the circumstances a bit of discretion was important.
We didn't want to be interrupted, after all.
Her legs hooked over my shoulders, I had her bent in half as I roughly fucked her with all ten inches of my thick cock. She might as well have been made of rubber for how easily I could twist her and bend her in any position that suited our dirty needs.
Our dirty needs that were rapidly reaching their necessary conclusion. Her eyes, already looking so big behind her glasses, widened in a look I knew all too well, and with discretion in mind I put a hand over her mouth as she tensed up, crying out loudly in orgasm as she shook against me. The way she clamped down on my already quite swollen cock, I had no choice but to cum as well, releasing deep inside of her. Pleasure overtook me as I tried to give her every last drop, each thrust weakening me further but feeling oh so good.
Both of us panting, I climbed off of her and laid down beside her in her bed. It was narrow, but so were the two of us, so we could mostly manage.
"That was... wow..." I admitted, looking over at her admiringly. Only covered by a blanket from the waist down, I got the perfect view of her firm tits, rising and falling with each breath, the flush way her cute face looked after sex that I'd come to enjoy so.
"Tell me about it," she replied, smiling at me. "You know, I think we get better at that every time."
"You might be right," I said, smiling back.
After all, who was I to argue with Sarah Kent?
The petite and toned blonde cheerleader lay back in her bed looking sublimely satisfied, her head turned to me so she could look at me with her bright green eyes behind her trademark horn-rimmed glasses. When I'd first met her this year, I thought that she was one of the shyest people I'd ever met.
Getting to see her blossom over the past months had been one of my favorite parts of the year.
That getting to see her blossom also tended to involve seeing her naked and fucking her in any number of creative positions, well, that was all a bonus. She was definitely hot, with a toned body from all her years in dance, a tight ass, soft yet firm B-cup tits that looked oh so delicious right now, and a face that could brighten an entire room every time she smiled. In a way, I related to her more than most of the girls I'd met this year. I mean, she was definitely more sexually experienced than I was at the beginning of the year, but we'd both had similar levels of confidence that we needed to work through. I liked to think that we'd helped each other, and though we both still had a ways to go, we made great friends.
"We should really actually get around to studying at some point, shouldn't we?" I asked.
"Yeah... three times enough to wear you out?" Sarah asked in reply.
I laughed. "I sure hope so."
This wasn't entirely a lie. I'd come over to Sarah's house this weekend so we could have a bit of a study date, her helping me out in math while I helped her out in history. I had every intention of going through with this, but when she greeted me in her pajamas looking so cute and innocent and horny, well...
Okay, I couldn't be blamed for letting her tackle me to the bed that first time, letting her suck me until I was nice and hard, then her riding me until we both came hard, right? That was just to get it out of our systems.
After that, we really meant to study, but when she got up on her tiptoes to get a book from the shelf and I saw her pajama bottoms fall just enough to show me her ass... well, okay, I got nice and hard again, and I couldn't help but bend her over her bed and fuck her ass hard until she was screaming into a pillow.
That was the second time. We both stripped down and washed up after that, vowing to stop having sex and actually study.
You can see how well that worked out.
"Me too... I need a good grade on this test," Sarah said.
"You'll be fine," I said.
"I know, but I want to be better than fine. I want to kick that test's ass," Sarah said, smiling proudly.
I smiled back. "Then I'll help you kick its ass."
"Good," she said, leaning over to kiss me. "Because if you can get Kaitlyn into shooting range of straight-A's, I know you can get me a step and a half past acing it."
"I'll do what I can," I replied.
"I know," she repeated, kissing me again. "Don't get me wrong, I love the cheer squad and they've done miracles for my sex life, not that things were ever bad fooling around with Josie, Hope, Fatima and Mia, but outside of Dakota, Sasha and Brooke, they're not much help for academics."
"Oh? And how are things on the cheer squad?" I said, willing my cock out of any hardness and finding it very difficult when reminiscing on the New Year's party I spent fucking the majority of the senior cheerleaders.
"Busy. Dakota rides us hard, but she's fair, and she's a great dancer and smart enough person to respect my input, which is helpful. We haven't done anything like New Year's since, if that's what you're asking, but we've been having *some* fun," Sarah teased, smiling at me almost shyly. "Brooke's been introducing me around to some of the football players, and it's been... nice."
"Nice?" I asked, laughing.
"Nothing like you, but you're not always available, and sometimes, sorry, a girl needs a good dick or five, and a lot of them can give good dick," Sarah laughed back.
Fuck I loved hanging out with Sarah. She was always a breath of fresh air, just happy to relax and have some no pressure fun together. She was one of the nicest, sweetest, and smartest girls I knew, which is what brought me around to a subject I'd broached earlier, but we'd been too busy with sex to actually approach.
"So, have you put any thought into what I was talking about earlier?" I asked.
Sarah stroked her chin with a finger and then asked, "Was it about how you can't believe how tight my ass stays for how much you've fucked it? Because I keep telling you, dance girls know how to keep it tight."
"No, I was-"
"I know what you meant, silly," Sarah laughed, looking up at her ceiling as she thought. "Jennifer."
Ever since I sobered up after my day with Jess, I'd been uncertain about how exactly I wanted to handle the responsibility of introducing Jennifer into my world. While part of me wanted to invite her in with open arms (among other things), I just wasn't sure that I was the right person to do such a thing, and that even if I was, I was afraid of messing things up. Slowly and quietly, I'd been going around to some of the people (save for Josie and Brooke, who I knew would encourage me to fuck around no matter what) I trusted the most and asked for advice.
Kaitlyn said I should go for it, and that if I was too afraid, she'd be happy to have another slut in training.
Rose said it was an interesting idea, but that if I wasn't comfortable with it, that could end messier than anyone wants.
Mrs. Lynn said that if it's Jennifer's choice, then I should encourage her to follow her path. Then Mrs. Lynn sent me a tit pic. Gotta love Mrs. Lynn.
Mrs. McNeil on the other hand said it sounded like Jennifer was uncertain and confused, and might need to talk with someone she was close to to be sure.
Jess texted me a couple of big thumbs up.
Alice was cautious, but urged me to sit down and talk with her.
Dakota sounded enthusiastic for the idea, but since I think I might have interrupted her sitting on Haley's face, I couldn't be sure.
Naturally, Rachel McNeil offered the best advice during one of our long-distance Skype sex sessions, telling me to talk with Jennifer now that my head was clear, and tell her how I was feeling and see if I could get a better understanding of where her head was.
That... was probably the best advice, but it didn't mean I wasn't going to keep asking around to see if someone might have had the magic bullet that would explain everything. Something within me seriously hoped that Sarah would be the one to possess it.
"I know her, a little," Sarah said.
"You do?" I asked.
"She's quiet, keeps to herself mostly, and it's not like most of us quiet and shy types are all in this one big club-"
"Or formerly quiet and shy types," I interjected, poking Sarah playfully.
"Hey, I'm still mostly quiet and shy, now I'm just quiet and shy and dressed like a cheerleader. The guys go crazy for it. Girls too, actually," Sarah admitted, rather proudly. "I'm doing damn good for myself."
"No kidding," I replied.




"Thanks!" Sarah said, smiling cutely and kissing me. "But back to Jennifer... if *I* was shy when you met me, she's even shyer than that. I don't know what she's personally into, but I don't think she has many friends, and that makes a huge difference when you're getting into sex. I had friends. Josie, Fatima, Mia, Hope, they all helped me out, and we've had our fun..."
"How have we not all gotten together?" I asked.
"You're always busy with one or two or three or some number of other girls?" Sarah replied.
"Right, that," I replied.
"Yeah, *that*," Sarah laughed. "Anyway, they helped me with this, but if Jennifer's looking for your help with this, it's probably because she didn't have anyone else to go to. I don't think she's the kind of person you need to worry about, but if she's gotten all her sex knowledge from porn, you need to be aware that she won't be like any of the other girls you've met. She'll need a little more care, a little more caution... but I think you two can have fun. If you relax, I think you'll prove a good teacher."
That was the kind of answer I was looking for.
"Thanks," I said. "I never really thought about being a teacher."
Rolling over onto her stomach and showing me the wonderful expanse of her tattooed back, Sarah said, "I never really thought a lot of things would happen this year, and look where we are."
"Yes, look where we are," I mused, leaning in for another kiss.
If only things were that easy.
"Sarah?" a female voice called from behind the door. A hand rattled the knob. My heart beat quickly.
"Tell me you locked the door," I said.
Sarah's eyes might well have been wider than mine. Quickly, she whispered, "I was too horny!"
She grabbed her blanket and pulled it over both of us. It wasn't a terribly thick blanket, nor was it going to cover up what obviously happened in here, but it was a little too little, too late, and here we were.
The door slowly swung open, and peering in was a woman I'd never actually met, but heard a fair bit about.
"Oh, I'm not interrupting, am I?" she asked, her voice at once sultry and amused. "How many times do I have to tell you, Sarah, if you've company over, lock the door! I don't want to interrupt you when you're having fun."
"MOM!" Sarah exclaimed, trying to hide her blush under the blanket.
"And you must be Ryan Collins. I'd shake your hand, but, you know..." she said, darting her eyes down at us.
Viola Kent. I guess this was bound to happen sooner or later.
I'd been hearing about her from some of my teachers for a while now as a leading member of their "book club" (a.k.a. their excuse to get drunk and get each other off), and I knew she had a following there. I knew she ran a number of businesses from home; selling sex toys, craft items on Etsy, and running a dance studio out back (which also included pole-dancing and stripping classes). Come the New Year's party, though, Sarah had simply come out and asked me if I might consider hooking up with her mom, since Viola had not been on a date in a very long time, and while it had sounded and felt like a crazy suggestion, actually seeing her made it immediately harder to dismiss.
Though in her early 40s, you couldn't tell that on first sight. At about 5'7", she was built like her daughter, with a toned dancer's body, long legs, smallish B-cup tits, and what appeared to be a firm ass. She was dressed halfway between a workout and an office, with tight sweatpants and an oversized white men's shirt that was draped somewhat open, allowing me to see the lightly tanned, firm expanse of her abs, and the black bra she had underneath. Sensibly, I darted my eyes upward to her face, but that didn't help as she might well have been one of the most beautiful women I'd ever seen in my life. Her lips, not too thick but just full enough, curled into a mischievous grin, her nose dainty and pointed upward, her eyes brown and soulful. Silky black hair, wavy and about mid-back-length I'd say, spilled onto her shoulders, though she was in the midst of tying it back when she walked in.
She was stunning, and I might have been a little distracted to not hear what she said until long after she said it, but soon enough I did what I could to catch up.
"Uh, yeah, Ryan is me. I mean... *I'M* Ryan, Mrs. Kent," I said, my voice hitching up a few notes higher than it had to.
She laughed. I think Sarah might have chuckled next to me a little too, at that one. "Oh, please, Ryan if I were into such formalities, it'd be Ms. Kent, not Mrs., but it's not that either. Call me Viola."
"Okay... Viola," I said.
"Thanks, Mom," Sarah said. "And why are you in my room?"
"Because I'm the one paying the mortgage and putting you through school?" Viola chided back, though it was clearly good-humored fun. "Actually, I just wanted to let you know that I'm teaching another stripperobics class tonight, so things might go late at the studio. I was going to offer to order some pizza for you, but since we've company, two pizzas?"
"That'd be great, Mom, thank you," Sarah said, smiling at her mother as if she hadn't just taken another load of my cum deep in her pussy a few minutes ago.
"Good. One pepperoni, one Hawaiian? You're not one of those assholes, who are quite clearly wrong, who believe that pineapple doesn't belong on a pizza, Ryan?" Viola asked.
Honestly, in my current state I likely would have agreed to a pizza topped with broken glass and a live chicken, but this was easier since I actually did agree. "I love Hawaiian."
"Good. I'll get some boneless wings, too; class might go late, and if it's too much I'm sending you home with some leftovers," she said, walking out into the hallway. Calling back to us, she said, "It was nice finally meeting you, Ryan! And if you don't lock this door after me, Sarah Kent, I'll be greatly disappointed in you!"
Naked and blushing through pretty much her entire body, Sarah jogged on over to the door and swung it shut, locking it. Though I was intoxicated at the sight of her (and the way my cum leaked most of the way down her legs), I felt enough secondhand embarrassment for her that I was stuck hoping she was okay.
"So," Sarah said, clasping her hands together nervously. "That was Mom. What do you think?"
"She seems nice," I said, perhaps too quickly.
"Your eyes weren't focused on how nice she was," Sarah replied, strolling over to the bed and jumping onto her stomach on it next to me. "Your eyes were like, 'Oh, Viola, won't you be my Valentine?'"
She didn't need to make the kissy sounds for emphasis, but she did anyway. I swatted her one on the ass.
"Hey!" Sarah exclaimed, laughing.
"I've already got a Valentine. Two of them, actually," I replied, realizing quite suddenly that I had no plans for that and should really get on it before it became an issue.
Suddenly more serious, Sarah said, "Seriously, though, you remember-"
"I remember our talk," I replied. "And I'm still not sure, I mean... wouldn't it be weird?"
"Not for me. I love my Mom, but she works herself too hard and she needs some real fun. I like you, and I know you're kind, and really, really good in bed, and honestly I think you could be a lot of good for her. And she could be for you too, she's so cool," Sarah said.
I smiled at her. "You two are pretty close?"
"After Dad left us, yeah, we're close. The two of us, we've been best friends, and I guess you know... I care about her a lot. I don't want her going quietly into the night, you know?" Sarah said.
"You want her screaming?" I joked.
Playfully, Sarah squeezed my cock through the blanket. "I know you're good for it."
"We'll see, we'll see," I joked, though the more I thought about Ms. Viola Kent, the less insane I felt about this idea. She definitely left an impression that I couldn't quite shake, even if shaking it was probably for the best if I was naked and in bed with her daughter.
"Please, keep thinking about it? It would mean a lot to me if I knew she'd had some joy in her life," Sarah asked.
"I will," I said. "Just... let me get through Valentine's first? It's my first one with a girlfriend, and I don't want to mess anything up. I need to keep my head... there."
It was an excuse, and a feeble one at that (and as it would ultimately turn out, not 100% accurate either), but it was the best I had at the time. Sarah had to know that, but she also didn't give me a hard time for it, either.
"Fair enough," she said, pressing up against me and kissing me one last time. I had a hard time not reaching over and squeezing her ass, feeling her groan into me as I did so. My cock twitched slightly, some life slowly being restored to it.
"We should really study," I said.
"We should," she replied.
"But..."
"But," she replied, smiling at me. "You wanna fill my ass again, don't you?"
"Yeah," I replied quickly.
"Me too, but after that, then we study," Sarah said, retrieving the bottle of lube from her bedside table.
"Then we study," I said.
"Then we study," she replied, squeezing some lube onto her hand and proceeding to spread it on my cock.
Eventually we'd study (hopefully), but right now I wasn't one to mind a little more fun to take my mind off of the month unfolding in front of me.
***
Watching as one month transitioned into the next was always one of my stranger fascinations at Regan Hills High, mostly due to the efficiency with which how quickly things were put away and forgotten. The Christmas decorations which had been up long past their expiration date were finally being taken down around school, already being replaced with shades of red and pink and more hearts, flowers and cupids than you could count.
Being assigned to write a puff piece article on holiday decorations for the Puma Press wasn't exactly my idea of a fun time, but being the paper's Current Events writer, it was my duty to fulfill. At least it should prove a quick article to write.
And the company wasn't half-bad either.
I heard the click of her digital camera, turned to see Puma Press photographer Leah Sartori waving at another spot of decorations. "And look! A pink heart this time! Truly avant-garde."
"They're doing their best," I said.
"Oh, no doubt," Leah replied, "Sabrina makes the best of what can be done, but the school only offers so much assistance."
"They put this on Sabrina?" I asked. Sabrina Singh was our senior class president, utterly gorgeous and one of the hardest workers you'd ever met, and impossible to know for the work schedule she kept.
"She took it on herself," Leah replied.
"Naturally," I answered.
"Most decorating in school she's taken on this year, doing what she can with what they've got on hand and what she can bring in. She rallies her few friends and whoever the school will allow to assist her," she said.
"And the work's not bad," I said.
"It isn't," Leah admitted. "But I still like to playfully mock, it keeps my head in a healthy place about the mundanities of our school. Ooh, I think I see a paper cherub over there!"
I laughed, enjoying Leah's presence, but looking to change the subject away from our beleaguered classmate. "It's not like there's a lot you can do for Valentine's Day."
"Not with this limited a mindset. Bring in some of the old goddesses and let me tell you, we can get a real party started here," Leah said.
"I don't think our school would want us putting up any displays following Zeus' exploits," I said.
"Hence why I said goddesses, not gods. The gods... they've got problems," Leah replied.
"I seem to remember Athena being fairly spiteful too," I replied.
Leah rolled her eyes. "Nobody's perfect."
"I think Medusa and Arachne would say this is a lot more than a 'nobody's perfect' situation," I teased back.
She sighed. "You're like this all the time, aren't you?"
"Quite frequently," I replied.
"Good. It's fun," Leah shot back, taking another picture, her sly smile sneaking out at me from behind her camera.
Leah was definitely cute. With smooth olive skin and short wavy black hair, her brown eyes darted out at me from beneath her bangs with good-humored mischief. Tight bodied and almost a full head shorter than me, she wore jeans, a t-shirt and comfortable cardigan, though her other cosmetic choices added to her own unique distinctiveness. Black lipstick on full lips, a small septum piercing, pentacle necklace with additional amethyst points and bracelet of crystals and hematite, she was not one to hide who she truly felt like on the inside.
"Glad to be fun. I like working with you, too," I said.
"Oh? Wouldn't you rather have Josie at your side for this? She's a very talented photographer, too," Leah replied.
"Josie's great with film, but she's a purist in that way and won't work with anything else. Nadia wants these pictures up on our site ASAP. That means digital, and you're second to none for that," I said.
"Huh, and here I thought you wanted more of my charming company," she said.
I shot back, "I didn't mean-"
"You're lucky you're cute, and that Nadia would have my ass if I didn't do this job, otherwise I'd be out of here so fast," Leah replied, grinning playfully.
I smirked. "There's no winning with you, is there?"
"I never said you couldn't win, but never think I won't have my mischief should an opportunity present itself," she said, strolling slightly ahead of me.
I caught up with her. "Sounds like you've got a little Puck in you."
"This time of year? Always," she said, dropping her camera so it fell down between her modest breasts, caught by its strap before it fell down. With arms spread out at her sides, she performed a playful twirl and smiled at me brightly. "It used to be I thought this time of year was cruel, that it was only to remind those of us who have nobody to love of what we don't have, but now, I see it only as a time of possibility! This is our time to be foolish mortals, to take new chances, forge new paths and find new loves, and I am here for it! Wherever you are, Puck, come on out and show us what you got!"
I smiled, laughing at her energy. Her bright smile behind such dark lipstick excited me in a way that I rather liked.
"You're not planning on turning me into an ass, though, are you?" I asked.
Smirking again, Leah replied, "No, just your head. KIDDING! Kidding. I'm not that kind of witch."
"What kind of witch are you?" I asked, curious and not wanting this conversation to end. It was lunchtime, and I had more than enough notes to write a puff piece, but Leah's energy made me happy in a way I wasn't ready to give up yet.
"The good kind, I swear," she replied, placing her hands together and giving me a light bow before laughing. "I'm a Wiccan; I don't mess around with the darkness, if that's what you're asking. I find my peace by being at one with the Earth and putting as much good into the world as I can. I am a strong adherent to the three-fold law, not that that's the only reason I put out good."
"That's... pretty cool, actually," I said.
"Helping makes me happy, and if I can make other people happy, then that makes me happy too. There's not enough happiness in the world, and I like to spread it however I can," Leah said, casting her eyes down a little. Was she nervous? I'd never really seen Leah nervous. I didn't know she had it in her.
"That's awesome," I said, eyes drifting back towards the decorations as I hoped to make her less nervous. "So... got any Valentine's plans?"
"Are you hitting on me?" Leah asked, joking yet still clearly uncertain. "Because I saw that pile of cards from your locker you were trying indelicately to hide; methinks your Valentine's Day plans might be quite full."
I blushed. She wasn't wrong about that; I had received a small handful of cards from girls I'd been with this year looking to be my Valentine. It was a situation that struck me as still difficult to believe, but it was one I was going to have to figure out a way of dealing with quite soon.
"No, I wasn't," I said.
"Pity... but perhaps for the best, since my Valentine's idea for you would have had to start significantly sooner," she said, cryptic.
That made me raise my eyebrow. "Oh?"
Leah looked me over for a moment and bit her lip as if in great internal debate, then took a decisive breath.
"Alright... so this might sound crazy, but remember the other day when I said I might have a plan for the rest of the year, and that you might have a part to play in it?" Leah asked.
"Yeah," I replied.
Taking a breath, Leah said, "Now, feel free to say no, but I had a ritual in mind that I've plans to do, and your... unique assistance in it would help add a lot of additional power to it. If you were willing, of course."
Now, I was never exactly the most spiritual person in the world, but I wasn't one to discount anyone's personal beliefs either (so long as they didn't hurt anyone). While I may not have been much of a believer, I was more and more open to trying new experiences these days.
"What kind of ritual?" I asked.
"More of a spell, actually," Leah said now that she could tell I was curious.
"What, a love spell?" I joked, looking up at the decorations around the school.
Leah blushed.
"It is a love spell?" I asked.
"No, no, no!" Leah said, holding her hands up. "Not quite, I mean... love spells often imply a removal of will, forcing one person to love someone else, and that's not how good magic works at all, no... I'm trying more of an, I'd guess you'd call it a *lust* spell."
A lust spell? Alright, she piqued my interest. "Why a lust spell?"
"Look around you. There's people all around this school having sex, falling in love, having relationships, but there are many more who want something like that yet don't have it. They lack confidence, or they've been dealt a bad hand in life. I've designed a spell that I intend to use to soften some of those barriers, help nudge those who are looking for love and lust in the right direction so they can find their happiness. There are a lot of people who could use that kind of help, and I've done similar spells before, but if someone with your particular... gifts could help out, it would go a long way toward adding some proper sexual energy to the spell," Leah explained.
It was an interesting pitch and explanation, and it wasn't the craziest thing I'd ever heard. Back before senior year, I'd have killed for someone to have pulled a spell like that to help me get past my own shit. I could think of a number of people I'd seen around school who could use something like that. It had me curious, though there was something I caught hiding between the lines.
"This spell requires sex, doesn't it?" I asked.
"Requires? No," Leah said, blushing again slightly. "But if I'm being truthful, it would likely improve the energies. And... you know, it would be pretty exciting, too."
I didn't doubt that. Leah was definitely cute, and the way she smirked I could see that she might have a freaky side that we could have a good time with. The way she looked at me, she definitely seemed interested.
"Did you have a plan for when you wanted to do it?" I asked.
"The sooner, the better, especially if we could disperse the energies to our school before Valentine's; that would help many, wouldn't it? Tonight, ideally? I've got the house to myself until tomorrow, it would prove a good opportunity," Leah suggested.
If something like that were to work, she definitely had a point on the timing. It was... well, it was an interesting prospect. I wasn't fully onboard with the idea, and it did sound a little out there... but Leah was someone I was friendly with, and I didn't get any bad vibes off of her. I doubted whatever she was doing would actually work, but that didn't mean it *couldn't* work, right? Regan Hills certainly had its own unique vibe that bordered on working on the laws of porn logic at times (okay, a *lot* of the time), and on the off chance that I could contribute to that and help those in need...



And, let's be honest, Leah was fucking beautiful. "I can make tonight work."
Leah smiled. "See you there?"
"Yeah," I grinned.
Spending an evening with a sexy witch. Honestly, what was the worst that could happen?
***
Now, being a guy who's watched more than his share of horror movies, that I'd been invited over to a witch's house with the explicit knowledge of her performing a sex-based ritual gave me some pause. It conjured up images of a burning cauldron in a dark stone room, old women in ancient robes sacrificing a small animal with their crooked daggers, though in this case that small animal would be me. It was a stereotype that was tough to kick, even as I spent my afternoon doing research into Wicca and similar neopagan practices, but it also wasn't enough to scare me off.
Approaching her perfectly ordinary middle-class suburban home helped. Even though it was after dark, it was a perfectly ordinary home, a bit sterile perhaps, but with enough personality to the front yard that it had its own hint of warmth as well. I walked up the path, feeling good and checking myself over for the umpteenth time. Given this was a rare occasion where I had plenty of time to prep before a potential sexual encounter, I'd showered and dressed nicely for the occasion, wearing one of my better button-up, long-sleeved shirts and nice jeans.
I pressed the doorbell, lay my bike next to the door and stood waiting for only a matter of moments before I heard it open.
"Ryan! You made it!" she exclaimed, excited.
I was going to say something smart, but getting a good look at her, words didn't come easily.
Though she still wore the same jewelry and makeup that she'd had on at school, the only clothing she wore now was a short purple silk robe. A wide belt tied it around her waist, but it fell open in the middle to show a fair amount of her bare chest (if not her breasts, yet), while it was short enough only to go to her mid-thigh. I'd never seen her legs before, but they bore her olive complexion well.
For a girl who wasn't very tall, she had very, very nice legs.
While I knew she wasn't wearing a bra, I got the sneaking suspicion that she wasn't wearing anything else under the robe, either. It was enough to get my erection stirring.
This was the perfect time to say that smart thing I'd hoped to say. "Uh, yeah, I said I'd come, so here I am!"
This was not smart.
Leah, thankfully, didn't hold that against me.
"Come in, come in!" she said, ushering me inside. "I've got everything set up in the backyard, you don't have a problem with being outside, right?"
"No," I said.
"Good!" she replied, smiling at me, a bit nervously. "I want to thank you again for your help with this. Regan Hills doesn't really have a Wiccan community, certainly not enough for a coven who'd be down for the kinds of rituals I'm into, so, I have to take what help I can get, when I can get it, and I really, really appreciate it!"
"It's my pleasure," I said.
"And have you... you know," Leah said, still dancing around the more nerve-inducing words. "Thought about how active in this ritual you'd like to be?"
Though there were some moments in my research that had made me genuinely wonder how much I wanted to do here, it only took a look at Leah like this to erase any fleeting doubts. "I can go all in."
Leah nodded, pleased, if still a little shaky. "Alright. Good. Glad to hear it. The more involved, the better when it comes to summoning the energies."
"Is everything alright?" I asked.
"Fine, it's fine..." she replied. I looked her in the eyes, waiting for her to give me a little more than that. Finally, Leah broke, "Okay, it's not like I've never had sex or anything like that, but I also don't do it very often, either, so, it's a little nerve-wracking working myself up to it. When you said all in, you did mean all in on the sex part, right?"
I laughed, softly. "Yeah."
"Okay... so, while I want to do what it takes to complete this spell I've designed, it's been a minute since I've gotten laid, and I need to get into that space," Leah admitted.
"Fine," I replied. "Do what you gotta do."
"Thanks," Leah replied, closing her eyes briefly and taking a deep breath. She let it out slowly, only to take another breath in, clearly centering herself.
Without opening her eyes, she replied, "And before we get that far, I should also give you a warning."
I nearly made a joke about her actually wanting to sacrifice me to the moon, but not wanting to offend her I held my tongue on that quip. "Yes?"
"I can get really into rituals, and I can really get into sex. Put them both together and, this might get a little intense. I know I'm small, but get the energies flowing and I might fucking destroy you, so, fair warning," Leah said, opening her eyes and smirking.
"I like the sound of that," I replied.
"Good!" she exclaimed loudly, her eyes going wide with embarrassment. "I mean..."
I had an idea I thought would help. "Would it help break the ice if we kissed?"
Leah sighed, pleasantly. "A lot, actually."
"Good," I replied, leaning in. I wrapped an arm around her back and pulled her in close, pressing her darkly painted lips to mine. Leah moaned softly as she pressed into me, wrapping her arms around me and kissing back. Her lips parted a little hesitantly, her tongue coming out to meet mine slowly, but after the initial kiss, she got into it. Leah kissed me with a fire that I felt growing within her, and the more she kissed me, the more I wanted to kiss her back. She was a good kisser, eager without being overpowering, soft yet so very hot. I could've stood there kissing her for a while, so it was probably for the best when she gently pushed me away.
"Okay... okay, that's what I needed..." she said, looking up at me with wide eyes. "Let's take this out back."
"Let's," I said, letting her lead me through her house.
Most of her nervousness melted away, Leah led me through her house to the backyard, and while it was a fitting backyard to a suburban house like this, with an expansive lawn, pool, toolshed and barbeque nook, she'd made one distinct corner of the grass her own. Surrounded by backyard torches and bowls with multi-colored candles was what looked to be a large, black picnic blanket on the lawn. Painted on it in white was a large, five-pointed star in a circle, while at the head of it lay a small altar of crystals and other paraphernalia. A firepit burned nearby, ensuring that we wouldn't go cold on this evening with a slight chill in the air, while a high fence ensured we wouldn't have any unwanted guests or spectators.
"I don't put on a huge spread, but I still know how to focus well into the energies of this town," Leah explained.
"Cool. I... I don't know a lot about this, but I'm happy to take your word for it," I replied.
"I'm not an expert, and there's not really *just* one way to do this. Everyone has their own way of communing, and this is one of mine. I've designed it as a bit of a mishmash of various disciplines and spells, and so I can use as many of my toys as I want, because I've got a pretty bitchin' witch kit," she said, leading me to the edge of the black cloth. As I looked down at it, I saw a second, fainter white circle of the pentacle.
Seeing that it appeared to be a white powder, I asked, "Salt circle?"
Leah raised an eyebrow. "You did your research."
"Seemed a wise precaution," I answered.
"Precautions aren't needed. I told you I believe in the three-fold law; you've read about that, right?" she asked.
I had; it was the belief that whatever energy you put out into the world, be it good or bad, you'd be returned the same energy times three. Very popular among the Wiccan and Neo-Pagan crowd.
I nodded. Leah said, "Good. I won't hurt you, but if at any moment you feel discomfort or fear, let me know and we can stop. I only mean for good to come from this, and I mean to put good into all aspects of the ritual, including how I treat you."
"And I mean to add good to it as well," I said, leaning down and kissing her quickly. "I'll do what I can to give you three times back, but if we keep trying to top each other three times over, I think math will work against us in exponential fashion. That, or we might ascend to become sex gods."
Leah smiled at me. "Very well, then. Are you ready to get started?"
Taking a breath, I said, "Yes."
"Good. Take your clothes off, uh, please?" she replied, stepping away slightly to take a look at me.
I smirked. "Sure."
I wasn't a model by any means, but working out more this past year had given me a pretty decent body by this point, at least if Leah's eyes were any indication when I took off my shirt. Lean muscle suited me well, who knew?
I bent over, taking off my shoes and socks and setting them aside, outside the ritual area, then dropped my jeans to join them. Standing only in my underwear, my cock straining against it, I was rather aware of Leah's eyes on me.
"Enjoying the show?" I asked.
"Yes," she said plainly. "I've heard a lot about your skills and prowess, and even more about what you're hiding in there. Tonight is about the ritual, mostly, but don't give a girl a hard time for being lustful when she knows what's about to happen, okay?"
"I wasn't going to," I replied, hooking my thumbs in my waistband and pulling my underwear down. My cock, all ten inches of its thick, erect glory, popped out as I stood nude before Leah. Her eyes widened slightly, and maybe I saw her lick her lips a little, but other than that she kept her reaction fairly muted.
"Nice," she said, her voice a little breathier. "Very, very nice."
"As advertised?" I asked.
"Oh, completely... but it's one thing to hear about size, another to see it," Leah replied. "My turn."
Untying the belt of her robe, she dropped it to the floor revealing that she was, as expected, save for her jewelry completely naked beneath it. Her breasts were on the smaller side of B-cup, with dark, very firm nipples. Her pubic hair was dark and curly, neatly trimmed and highlighting a rather nice-looking slit. Briefly she spun around, showing me the beautiful expanse of her back, and her round, full ass. It was a bigger ass than I would have expected on a girl of her frame, but it was a sight that was every bit as beautiful as the rest of her.
"Wow," I said, my cock twitching appreciatively at the sight of her.
"Thanks," Leah replied, pride sneaking into her voice. "I think I'm pretty damn hot, myself."
"Well, you're right," I said, at a loss for words.
Leah smirked. "With a silver tongue like that, I can see why you're such a hit with the ladies. Ready for the next step?"
"That's not what my tongue is best for," I said, taking back some of my confidence. "And what's the next step?"
She guided me over to her collected paraphernalia, pointing to several small bowls filled with paints.
"I've got some important symbols I think would be helpful to paint on each other; star signs, symbols of various relevant gods and the like. Nothing too frightening, believe me, but symbols that I think can help us channel energy better into the cause. The paint dries pretty quick once applied, and doesn't smudge much, so be certain of what you're doing once it's done. It's non-toxic, but it's still paint, so, I wouldn't recommend applying it anywhere you'd wish to put your mouth," Leah said, smiling.
"Good to know," I replied. "So, are we talking about a few symbols, or are we talking about getting covered?"
"Oh, I want to be covered head to toe," she replied.
Getting to rub my hands all over Leah Sartori's naked body, only one word came to mind. "Awesome."
I don't know how long we spent painting each other, but it was a singularly erotic experience the likes of which I'd never felt before. Running our fingers over each other, painting symbols and lines and designs that just felt natural, we became very, *very* acquainted with each other's' skin. As my fingers traced over Leah's toned body, I learned where she was most sensitive and where she was most proud. I learned that the inside of her neck brought bout a particularly deep groan when she was touched there with just the right gentleness, and that she was proud of showing off her ass. Leah, on the other hand, seemed to take distinct pleasure at exploring the muscles I was still becoming accustomed to, paying particular attention to whatever made my cock twitch.
This could have easily gone too far, with the two of us having sex on the blanket once we'd gotten appropriately turned on, but somehow we managed to restrain ourselves. We kept our touches away from each other's genitals, and aside from the occasional kiss and the painting with our fingertips, we avoided making this overtly sexual. It was intense, and I had a hard time recalling ever having been that hard. I could see I wasn't the only one excited, as my glances down at her pussy confirmed she was every bit as wet as I was hard.
When we finished painting each other, we then used the small mirror she'd provided to apply the paint to our own faces. Though my own best efforts likely had me looking something like a half-assed Halloween war paint, Leah had quite expertly applied stripes of red, black and white to give her the look of an ancient high priestess. This was soon combined with a number of necklaces bearing various talismans, and a headdress of interlocking strips of fabric and pieces of scavenged and short tree branches that made it look like she had short, if fierce, antlers.
Leah Sartori had transformed from the cute photographer I worked with on the school paper to an ancient high priestess, ready to perform an old-world solstice rite in a circle of standing stones. It was an image that was simultaneously intimidating and arousing, and the power that came with her transformation clearly brought great pride to her.
"Shall we begin?" she asked after we washed our hands, smiling slightly.
A little more nervous than when I'd started, but still excited for the sight before me, I answered, "Yes."
"Good," she said, stepping over the salt circle and onto the blanket. I followed her, standing opposite her, then mirroring Leah as she knelt on the blanket.
"We're going to start this by getting centered. Meditate if you can, but if you can't, just focus on clearing your mind of all but your intent for the spell, and your breathing..." she said, closing her eyes.
Now, clearing the mind might be easy for some people under controlled conditions, but with a naked and beautiful Leah Sartori only a couple feet away from me, I couldn't exactly restrain my excitement. I did my best, because I wanted to be here for her spell, but it was definitely difficult when I was this hard and she was this hot... but soon, I found some dark peace. I focused on my breathing, then on the intent of the spell as she had explained it. I thought of the women around school and town in desperate need of some sweaty, grunting fun... and while it didn't help with my erection, it felt like I might be getting toward the right mental space.
We were like this for a few minutes, until I heard Leah begin to move. I opened my eyes to see her alert and staring at me.
Looking into my eyes as if looking deep into my soul, she explained, "Now I will recite an invocation. I want you to keep focusing on your feelings and intent, let everything we have done wash over you while anticipating what is to come..."
Her voice had taken on a deeper, lustier tone that made me even harder than I already was, if that were at all possible.
Leah continued explaining as she slowly reached her hands down between her legs and beginning to touch her slick pussy, "...you may not know the words to the invocation as I do, but while I call on the goddesses and the energies, I will be touching myself. Feel free to join me, but don't go too far..."
Watching her touch herself, groaning and writhing on her knees, I could not help but be driven by the raw and overpowering sexuality on display. I reached down and took my cock in hand, slowly masturbating and spreading my precum up and down my engorged shaft. I groaned, not taking my eyes off of her as Leah touched herself.
Moaning as she writhed on her knees, she closed her eyes and spoke her invocation.
"I call upon all who listen, attend to us as we ask this favor... we do this for those in Regan Hills who wish for love and lust in this coming month, for fun and adventure and consensual, joyous pleasure. I call upon the elements... the passion of flame and wind, the power of water and earth... I call upon you goddesses of lust, upon Aphrodite and Hathor, Inanna and Freyja, Parvati and Venus and any who will hear our plea... we ask that you accept our offering and spread the lust we share tonight to those who wish it. This is our will," Leah said, opening her eyes and looking into me. Her voice was quivering by this point, her knees barely holding her up as she approached an orgasm.
Knowing what I needed to do, I added, "This is our will."
Biting her lip, Leah fingered herself harder and harder, looking down as I slowly jacked my own cock. I knew she wanted me to wait for a more dramatic moment than this to cum, but she was clearly not being held by such restrictions. After a few moments of us silently watching each other touch ourselves, I saw her body go tense. Her ragged breathing became a quiet, quick whisper of "oh, oh, oh", as she came. It wasn't the hardest orgasm I'd ever seen, I got the impression this was just Leah warming herself up in the earliest offering for her spell.
Even so, the orgasm was almost strong enough to tip her over. Gently, I reached up with my free hand, holding her up as she came down. She looked at me gratefully, catching her breath, then took my hands in hers. Though I growled slightly at no longer being able to masturbate, that my fingers and Leah's juice-coated fingers were laced together, the two of us holding each other up as we looked into our eyes... it was a uniquely powerful moment.
"Thank you," she said, her voice still husky from her orgasm.
"My pleasure," I said. "Are you alright?"
"Oh, I'm perfectly fine," Leah replied, smiling giddily. "I needed an early offering, and to get that out of the way... I'm always kind of quiet the first time out, but after that, I get far more unrestrained."
I smiled. "Sounds like fun. So, what comes next?"
She separated her hands from mine, leaning in and kissing me quickly. "Well, that was the most formal part of the spell. From here on out, we just need to go crazy on each other. With it being such a powerful number, I'm quite hopeful I can get three solid orgasms out of you."
I could handle three. I challenged her, "And you're limiting yourself to only two more?"
Leah laughed, then kissed me again. "Oh, no, I don't have that kind of restraint, but I don't think they'll mind. Three for you is a goal, if you can't manage that, there's nothing to lose sleep over, but if you can manage more..."
I wrapped an arm around her, pulling her in close and pressing my naked body to hers without once minding some of the pointier parts of her necklaces. I kissed her passionately, letting my naked desire match our naked forms as I made out with her. My cock pressed against her belly, and though she reached around my back to hold me close with one arm, with her other I felt her reach down and grasp my cock. We both gasped slightly at the contact, but I loved the contact.
"I've wanted to touch this cock for a while," Leah admitted, a little sheepish.
"I've wanted you to touch it, too," I admitted, kissing her again. I reached between her legs with one hand, finding and finally touching her steaming slit. She was positively soaked and oh so hot, and for a good moment the two of us leaned into each other, gently touching and teasing each other.



Kissing me intensely for a moment, Leah then parted and said, "Why don't we do something more than touch?"
"Yeah?" I asked, slipping a finger inside of her and loving the sounds it got from her. "Got anything special in mind?"
Laughing once through her moaning, she let go of me and pushed me onto my back on the blanket. "I've got a good warm-up act."
Swiftly, she rotated on her knees and crawled beside my head, then straddling my face. Her dripping pussy was a matter of inches away from my mouth, her scent filling my nose. I quite liked the way she smelled, and wanted a taste rather desperately.
"I hear you really like eating pussy," Leah said, rocking her hips slightly above me, flexing her glistening lips.
"You hear correctly," I replied.
She reached down and took my cock in her hand once more, jacking me and spreading the precum generously. Leah gently squeezed and caressed the head, causing me to hiss and groan with need.
"Well," she said, bending down and placing a soft, sensual kiss on my cockhead. "Lucky for you, I really, *really* love sucking dick."
With that, she quickly sucked the head into her perfect lips while settling her hips down on my face. I opened my mouth to accept her, suckling on her savory pussy lips and exploring her depths with my tongue. After an achingly long period of time where we avoided touching one another, finally getting a chance to feast drove me wild. I dug into her pussy, devouring her as if she were my last meal and completely and utterly savoring the way her body conformed to mine. Every shudder, every quiver, every low moan that vibrated through her body, fuck it felt good to pleasure Leah Sartori.
The feeling seemed quite mutual for the way she was taking on my cock. Though her mouth was rather well stretched to the max, that didn't stop Leah from lavishing attention first on my cockhead, then taking in inch after inch until she managed to suck down my entire length. This, alone, would have been difficult enough to hold myself back during, but with how excited the earlier portion of the ritual had gotten me, it took the greatest restraint to keep myself from cumming deep down her throat here and now.
Only... why was I holding back? Leah had begun bobbing on my cock, her lips and tongue and throat squeezing me, caressing me, coaxing me so perfectly. She wanted me to cum... I wanted to cum... I wanted to make her cum, and I kept my efforts up at that, but it wasn't looking like we were going to get there at the same time this time.
Difficult as it was to give her pussy up for even a moment, I pushed her off my mouth and warned her, "I'm gonna cum soon..."
Leah pulled her mouth from my cock for just a second, saying smugly, "Good."
With that, she opened wide again, sucking the head between her lips and lavishing attention on me with her tongue. My cock was in paradise, throbbing and ready to burst with this pagan goddess worshipping me, coaxing me, begging for my cum with her mouth as I tried to make her cum with mine. As my balls twitched and the pleasure overwhelmed me, I could hold back no more.
I grunted heavily into her pussy as my orgasm overpowered me, my cock shooting off an utter torrent of cum. Leah suckled at it intently, her lips forming a nice vacuum as she swallowed every last drop, her tongue coaxing every bit possible from me as I felt myself go weak from her attention.
She was right, I could tell she really did love sucking dick.
As the last drops flowed from my cock, she sucked one last time before breaking the seal, then playfully licked the tip. I shivered at the contact, then gave a quick, firm lick to her clit in response.
"That's... one!" she squealed, wriggling her hips as she sat up and pressed her pussy against my face. "That is some really tasty cum, if you don't mind my saying."
"I don't," I said. Regaining some of my strength, I wrestled her off of me, planting her squealing on her back as I crawled between her legs.
"And you..." I continued, licking her folds and enjoying how it made her groan, "...have a pussy that tastes intoxicating."
"Glad to hear it," Leah replied, reaching up and pulling off both her crown of sticks and necklaces of stones. She explained, "I love the look and what they add to the spell, but they're less fun for the other parts."
I leaned in, kissing her clit firmly again. "Like lying back while I make you cum very fucking hard with my mouth?"
As I continued licking up her delicious juices, Leah whimpered, "Yes... much like that."
"Then it's a good thing you've taken care of that already, isn't it?" I teased, running the tip of my tongue over her clit.
Groaning heavily, she wrapped her legs around my neck and pulled me in. "Just make me cum, and try to get hard while you do it... I have delicious plans for you."
With my face forced into her pussy, I didn't have a hard time getting hard for Leah again. Every square inch of her lithe, olive-skinned body utterly radiated sex, and I don't know if it was the spell or simply how hot she was, but I found it very easy to recharge.
The sensation seemed rather mutual, as it didn't take very long for her to be moaning, running one hand through my hair and squeezing one of her tits with the other as I ate her out.
"I have heard a lot about you, Ryan... from friends, from colleagues, from rumors..." Leah purred, rocking her hips against my face. "I've heard many things, some of which sounded positively mythological, but I will say this with some... fuck... some certainty: they have understated the true power and skill your tongue possesses."
I could have quipped back, said something playful before going in for the kill, but by this point, I was hungry. I had seen Leah have a relatively quiet orgasm from her own efforts, but with my tongue buried deep inside of her, I wanted to make her fucking scream.
And so, I gave her everything I had. I fucked her with my tongue, I suckled at her clit while alternating between heavy pressure and the lightest of contact, I reached up and helped her massage her modest in size but perfect to the touch tits. While she may have been quieter earlier when touching herself, as she looked down at me, I could feel her walls break down. Her restraint was falling apart a piece at a time, and when she finally began to tense up for what I knew would be a big cum, I went in for the kill, nibbling gently at her clit.
"Oh, FUCK!" she cried out, her legs tightening around my head as another orgasm overtook her. I lapped up everything I could, but with this heavy cum, she gushed, leaving me fairly helpless as she came all over my face. I didn't mind the juices, licking every ambrosial drop of her pussy juices up as if they were the last thing I'd ever taste. This, in turn, kept her cumming for quite a bit longer as I worshipped her lips, but Leah never once complained at the attention.
She calmed after a fair while, her breathing ragged as she finally let me go with her legs.
"Wow..." Leah moaned, looking down at me with half-lidded eyes.
"You think that was a good offering for your spell?" I asked.
She smirked. "Let's not get ahead of ourselves here. I still mean to get two more orgasms out of you."
Slowly, I climbed over her, taking a moment to lick and nibble at her nipples before putting us face to face. My heavy cock rested against her inner thigh as we looked at each other, the head brushing lightly against her swollen, slick pussy lips. She kissed me, licking some of her juices from my face and mouth. Our tongues battled for a moment before I finally broke away from her.
"Then we should get started on that, shouldn't we?" I suggested.
"Yeah?" Leah taunted, reaching down and grabbing hold of my cock, rubbing the head against her pussy. "You love spellwork that much, or are you just interested in burying your cock in a sexy witch's tight cunt?"
I kissed her deeply again, pressing forward slightly with her guidance. I felt her tight lips open for me as her pussy slowly welcomed my cock.
"Maybe both... but I think you're loving my cock..." I grunted, thrusting forward, pushing the head of my cock into her pussy.
Leah's eyes shot open. "Oh, GODS, YES!"
She kissed me passionately, smiling up as she locked her legs behind my ass and forced a few more inches into her clutching cunt.
"I thought so," I grunted, savoring the tightness of her pussy as I thrust in and out gently, forcing a little bit more inside of her with every push forward.
Her eyes rolling back briefly as her mouth fell open, Leah then looked up at me and said, "Are you always this smug when you're having sex?"
"Not always," I said with a final, firm thrust, burying the last few inches of my cock inside of her achingly tight cunt. "But I've found more confidence over this past year, and I'm learning to embrace it... fuck, your pussy's tight."
"I know," Leah whimpered, her voice shaky as she looked down to where we connected. "Fuck, all of that... it's inside of me."
"Yeah," I said, twitching my cock inside of her. "You had it all down your throat a moment ago."
"Big difference," she groaned, squeezing my cock with her pussy muscles. "Big, big difference; I've never had that much cock in me."
"A bad difference?" I asked.
Pulling me into her with her legs wrapped around my ass again, Leah answered huskily, "Ryan... fuck me. You still owe this spell two more cums, remember?"
I started fucking in and out of her at a deliberate pace, but with her feet, she encouraged me to go at her harder.
"Come on... you can do better than that..." she taunted.
"Just didn't want to mess with... fuck... the sanctity of your ritual," I grunted.
"The part that requires focus, oh, wow, keep going, like that... that part's done; now we fuck hard enough for the gods to hear us!" Leah roared, wrapping her arms around me as I took her cues and fucked her harder.
If she was sure we weren't going to screw with her spell, who was I to say no to fucking her harder? She had a silky, tight and oh so hot pussy, embracing my cock with every thrust and holding me every time I pulled back.
The night air was cool and peaceful, but you wouldn't have known it for how hot the two of us were fucking each other. Looking down into her lovely eyes and at her beautiful, painted face, I found a certain clarity, maybe even a greater understanding of what we were doing here. As our separate pleasures became one and our animalistic, raw and purely sexual sides took over, I could feel a strange, if familiar, energy building within me. This was something more than sex, something special... something that made me feel contentment on a profound level that made everything seem oh so right.
I grunted, she moaned as I fucked deeply into her. She unlocked her heels from behind my ass, no longer needing to guide me in such a frantic, intense fuck. We looked into each other's eyes, occasionally kissing, but otherwise we were so lost in this joining I doubt either of us could have said where exactly we were. Maybe Earth, maybe some transcendent place beyond like Olympus or Valhalla. I couldn't say where, and I didn't care as long as this intense fuck was allowed to go on.
"Okay, okay, you've had enough," Leah said, pushing against my chest, then rolling us over so she was on top of me. "My turn."
This naked pagan goddess sat on my cock like a queen sitting on her throne, with a look of abject confidence and superiority on her face as she became accustomed to my cock in this position. She ran her hands up her body, gently teasing herself before cupping her tits and flicking her nipples with her thumbs. It was a painfully erotic sight, matching quite well the sensations of her pussy on my cock.
Leah stayed here like this for a moment, still and savoring my cock buried deep in her pussy. I reached for her, running my hands over her magnificent ass, up her sides, and eventually to her hand-covered tits. She let her hands drop away so I could better cup and gently squeeze her magnificent B-cups, enjoying her moans as she closed her eyes and raised her hands above her head in the most luxuriant of looks.
Then, looking down at me, Leah began to writhe on my cock. I don't know a better word for it really, but she flexed her ab muscles as if slowly belly-dancing on me, squeezing my cock in unison with her gyrations and causing me to groan.
"Neat trick, huh?" Leah said, confident. "I was never the best student in dance class, but I picked up a few things here and there."
Overwhelmed by the sensation as she continued to gyrate on my cock, all I could say in return was a whimpering, soft, "Wow."
"Considering how many girls you've been with, I'm going to take that as a compliment..." she replied, biting her lip. She stopped gyrating, then dropped her hands down to my shoulders, looking at me lustily.
"But I want that cum... and I'm going to have it," Leah continued, her eyes full of fire as she began to rise and drop down onto my cock, rhythmically riding me as if her life depended on it.
If she had any nervousness or restraint, it was long gone now, as Leah became a wild beast under the clear night sky. She howled and moaned, cried out and whimpered as she roughly rode me, fucking me so hard I could only do so much to keep up with her. Ultimately, I settled my hands on her ass, helping her ride, guiding her up and down as she fucked my cock with a savagery I never would have expected from the mellow girl I knew at school.
"Fuck me, Ryan, fuck me harder... help this cock-hungry witch finish her spell, do it, fuck me like you mean it, fuck me like I deserve it, but give me that cum, give me that fucking cum deep inside of me, put it in me, cum in me, cum in me, you know you want to, you know it will feel so good, you know it's what you fucking want, what you fucking deserve, give it all to me, every last drop, cum for me... FUCKING CUM FOR ME!" she roared, scratching her nails across my chest in a way that didn't seriously hurt, but got my attention.
I was lost by this point, consumed by passion and pleasure as she rode me with all she had. I could feel my balls swelling, boiling with another thick load of cum that she needed from me. I couldn't tell for sure how close she was to cumming, but this time I wanted to line us up together. So, holding back as best I could, I reached down to where our sexes met and fingered her clit. It was no easy task while she was riding me this hard, but with her eyes opening wide and her smile broadening in a very pretty way, I knew I was going in the right direction.
"Yesyesyes, keep going, like that, keep doing that, you'll make me cum, and if I cum I'm gonna make you cum, and we'll have all the cum... yesyesyes, do it, do it, do it, make me cum so I can make you cum, do it like that, like that, please, fuck, do it, do it... FUCK, I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING! CUM FOR ME!" Leah roared as her pussy clamped down on me.
"Fuck," I moaned, my eyes rolling back from the bliss running through my body. I held back no more, cumming deep inside Leah's pussy. It felt like everything I had was being drained into her, replaced by a simmering yet overpowering pleasure as she milked every last drop out of me and drew it deeper into her soaked, clutching cunt.
We were like this for a while, before she collapsed onto me, sweaty and panting. Leah kissed me enthusiastically, smiling and giggling slightly as she claimed my mouth with her own.
"That's... two," she moaned, squeezing my cock with her pussy and holding me close.
I groaned, reaching up to gently pinch one of her nipples as I kissed her back. "Only two?...fuck..."
"What, think you can't make three?" she taunted, pulling off of me and lying down beside me, a river of my cum pouring from her well-used cunt. "Fuck, I'm a mess."
"I never said I couldn't make three," I replied, "just that I'm going to need a bit of a breather.
"Take all the time you need," Leah said, looking up at the sky. "It's a beautiful night."
I turned to look at her, and agreed, "Yeah. It really is."
It took a moment of us lying together for that clarity I had during sex to return to me, but when it did, I rolled onto my side to better look at Leah. She still looked rather satisfied in her post-sex haze, tracing her fingers over some of the designs I'd painted on her chest.
"So... now that I'm thinking a little more clearly, I've got a couple things I want to talk about," I said.
"Fire away," Leah said, running her hands down to her pussy, where she played a bit with my cum. "I'm not going anywhere for a while."
"Well..." I began, not sure about the most delicate way to ask this. "How long have you been casting this spell?"
"This spell? This is the first time I've been able to pull it off like this. I've performed a couple simpler versions the last couple years, though. Why?" Leah asked.
I shook my head. "It's nothing."
She turned to face me. "No, now you've got me curious."
I smiled a little uneasily. "Well, I know I'm not the only one who's noticed some of the more... curious aspects of our town."
Leah laughed. "That's a diplomatic way to put it."
I continued. "And I've heard people speculating on it, that it might be something in the water, but I was wondering if you might have been making it happen with magic."
"Oh, if only I were that powerful," Leah replied, shaking her head. "But I know this town's been home to big-titted and big-dicked sex maniacs since long before we were around."
I shrugged. "I had to ask."
"And I completely understand; with the limited evidence you have on hand, it would seem a natural conclusion. You said there was something else you wanted to talk about?" she continued.
This was a bit of a different challenge to put into words, but I did the best I could. "This past year... I've put my skills to work on occasion to meet my own ends. Like this past December, I set out to thank a lot of girls, and apologize to some of them, for things that had happened this past year. I think, though, I'd like to do more than just react. There are a lot of women out there who are lonely, or horny, and I can probably help out with that if I start more actively putting myself out there."
Leah smiled at me with a look somewhere between amusement and warmth. "You know, if it came from any other guy, I'd have called you one of the most conceited people in town."
"But I'm not any other guy?" I asked, hopeful.
She leaned in, kissing me. "I wouldn't have let any other guy get this far. And I think you're right. You're considerate, you're good at this, and you've got a way of making a girl feel special. Why not put your skills out there to the lonely, the longing, and the unlucky in love?"
Jennifer Cage's face passed fleetingly before my eyes in that moment, but I wouldn't let it stay there, not when I had Leah's undivided attention.
"Exactly. This is supposed to be the month of love and lust; I'm sure I can help at least one woman with that," I said.
Leah playfully grazed her fingertips over my side, causing me to shiver. "Oh, I highly doubt you'll stop at one."
"Me too," I admitted, conscious of how this year had gone. "But I don't want to sound too full of myself."
"I think you've earned the right to be a little full of yourself, the kind of year you're having..." she said, her hand dropping down to stroke my cock. "...I know I've enjoyed being full of you."
"I thought so," I replied, reaching behind her to grab her ass. I did this to pull her closer, but the way she groaned, I could see Leah rather enjoyed the attention.
She bit her lip, moaning softly. "You like my ass?"
"Yeah," I answered, without hesitation.
"Every guy likes my ass. I'm not as gifted up top as a lot of girls in our class, but I've got the ass to make up for it," Leah replied.



I reached up with my other hand, caressing her one of her nipples. "Hey, I like your tits, too."
She shivered at the contact. "I'm sure you do, because you're something special... but if you like my tits, you'd love my ass... spank me, please..."
For this last request, her voice dropped to a needy whisper, her eyes looking up at me with a hot desperation. I wasn't going to deny that request.
SMACK!
It was one firm, hard slap, and she moaned lustily as I swatted her ass.
"Again... fuck..." Leah groaned.
SMACK!
"Again!"
SMACK!
"Harder!"
SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
"So fucking good... fuck, getting me so fucking wet..." Leah moaned, pulling herself closer and kissing me wildly. If she was wet, I was rock hard from her jacking me and the spanking, and I was feeling very ready to take this to the next level.
"You want a third out of me... I think I can provide that," I said.
"Good," Leah said, letting go of me and getting up on her hands and knees. Her pussy still dripped with our mutual juices, and looked utterly inviting.
"Because I still expect everything you promised... and more," she said, looking over her shoulder at me. "Now fuck me again, Ryan."
Without saying a word, I got on my knees behind her, slid my cock back into her pussy, and buried myself to the hilt. Leah cried out, fucking herself back against me as I grabbed her hips and pumped in and out of her with what felt a blinding speed. There was little reason to talk, little ability to, really, as we grunted and moaned, loudly voicing our pleasure as we fucked hard enough for the ancient gods to hear our plea. At her encouragement, I slapped her ass, the sharp cracks echoing out through the night as I watched her ass jiggle and redden with every sharp strike.
More than that, I found myself looking down at her ass, between her cheeks and to her tight, winking asshole. As we fucked savagely against one another, I found myself wondering just how proud of her ass Leah truly was.
She looked back at me, almost as if she had read my mind.
"You wanna fuck my ass, don't you?" she asked, squeezing me slightly with her pussy.
"Yeah," I admitted, not even considering dressing up my words.
Leah reached to her nearby altar, grabbing a small bottle of lube she had stashed there. "Then do it."
I licked my lips in anticipation, and though it was with the greatest difficulty from how good her cunt felt, I pulled out of her pussy long enough to apply lube to my cock.
"Do it... get it nice and lubed and ready for my ass... fuck, I haven't done this in a long time, you're gonna wreck my ass, and I'm gonna love it..." Leah said in a painfully sexy, husky voice, looking back over her shoulder with one of the hottest looks I'd ever seen on a woman's face. "Put it in me... do it... do it..."
Now thoroughly lubed, I tossed the bottle aside and lined my cock up with her tight asshole. There was little hesitation on either of our parts as I pushed forward, but that didn't make it any easier as I forced my way inside. Looking back at me, Leah moaned and grimaced, biting her lips and looking back at me with wild, desperate abandon. I forced my way into her a little at a time, feeling her ass open for me before the head popped inside.
I hissed as her tight ass embraced me, threatening to make me cum then and there. She cried out, in pain, in pleasure, something in between perhaps. Leah pushed back against me, forcing inch after agonizing inch of my cock deep inside of her tight, forbidden hole. I grabbed her by the hips, guiding myself forward and pushing in deeper until I was buried entirely within her.
We both stayed like this for a moment, savoring, understanding the fit, the two of us looking into each other's eyes in silent appreciation for what we were doing.
And once that moment was up, I began to fuck her. Hard.
I fucked her ass with a brutal speed that had her squealing and begging for more, pounding back against me as she cried out to her goddesses and we made dark, blissful magic in her backyard. I fucked her ass like I had never fucked a woman's ass before, savoring the tightness, the dark forbidden nature of it all, grunting and exclaiming and giving her everything I had.
Somewhere a few minutes into this fuck, Leah reached between her legs and began to finger herself. I felt her cum at least twice after she started doing this, the second one gushing hard enough to splash my inner thighs. My balls swelled again, savoring the tightness and the brutality of this fuck as Leah kept me going.
When I warned her that I was about to cum, she pushed herself off of me, lying on her back and encouraging me to straddle her chest. Seeing what she wanted as she stuck her tongue out and opened her mouth wide, I jacked my cock furiously until I was cumming yet again. I hosed down her face, her neck and her tits with one last, messy round of cum, an orgasm that threatened to take everything from me for how hard I'd worked for it. She kept me upright, holding me in place and even leaning in to suck on my cockhead to get every last drop out of me.
Panting, I looked down at her and said, "That's... three."
Gulping down a mouthful of my cum, she said, "That's three."
As energy fled my body, I said, "So... as spells go... how's this one rank?"
Smiling and licking her cum-covered lips, Leah said, "Pretty close to the top."
"You'll have to tell me about the top," I said.
"Maybe while we're getting cleaned up," she replied.
I reached down, squeezing one of her cum-covered nipples and enjoying how it made her writhe beneath me.
"Before we do that, do you mind if I...?" I said, looking over toward my pants.
"Get a picture?" Leah finished. "Go for it."
I smiled, reaching for my phone and finding myself very, very satisfied.
***
I walked through the front door of my house, tired and achy but happy with how things had gone. I looked at the picture of Leah Sartori, covered in the painted symbols and my cum and looking rather delightfully depraved. It brought a stirring in my pants, even though I was dead tired, one that reminded me of the long, hot shower I took with Leah afterwards to clean off the paint and our mutual juices... of fucking her against the shower wall one last time, and then in her bed afterward, filling her pussy twice more because she was so achingly hot.
So, yeah, I had a busy night, but it was worth it. I was happy, I was satisfied, and I had a drive for the month that I hadn't expected when I signed up to help her with this spell.
Opening the door to my bedroom, I wasn't surprised to see Josie and Brooke lying down on my bed, though both of them being dressed somewhat was a surprise. Both of them wore tank tops and comfy panties (black for Josie, pink for Brooke), and seemed to be having a grand time chatting and going through homework. There was something so utterly casual, familiar, *home* to them that I couldn't help but feel a warmth grow through my body just looking at them.
"Hey," I said, smiling at them.
"Yay, he's back!" Brooke replied, bouncing over toward me, throwing her arms around my neck and kissing me deep. "She didn't leave you too fucked out now, did she?"
Without looking up at me, Josie said, "It's Leah. She left him all fucked out."
Shamefacedly, I nodded.
"Well, shit," Brooke pouted.
"I can still cuddle," I amended, walking into the room and getting undressed.
Brooke brightened. "I love cuddling!"
"Good," I replied, "Because that's about all I'm good for."
"Like I said," Josie added. "It's Leah."
"It's Leah," I said with an exhausted, but very happy sigh. "You two keeping out of trouble?"
"Yup, just homework here," Josie said, looking up at me as I approached her and arching her neck so I could kiss her. Looking at the bed, I couldn't help but see that some of the Valentines I'd found at my locker spread out on the bed next to them.
"Well, homework and checking out your pile of cards," Josie admitted.
"You got some hot chicks in there," Brooke said, bouncing over to the bed and lying down beside Josie. "Mallory, Izzy, Nica, Fatima, Brianna... say, how come you and Brianna haven't hooked up yet?"
"Scheduling, mostly," I replied, running a hand through my hair, not wanting to disappoint Brooke for not yet having fucked one of her friends.
"Well, you better find the time soon, she's crazy hot, and not always gonna be on the market," Brooke chided.
"She's right you know," Josie replied.
"Hey, I just got fucked into oblivion, I didn't come home for this," I joked, lying down on the bed next to them in now just my shirt and underwear.
"No, but it's what you're gonna get, because we're, like, your girlfriends; we love you, and it's our job to give you a hard time," Brooke joked.
"What she said," Josie agreed. "The love's there, but so is us giving you a very good-natured hard time."
"So," Brooke started, leaning in to kiss me. "You decided on who's gonna be your Valentine yet?"
This wasn't a trick question, right? "Well, you two, obviously."
"Obviously!" Brooke giggled.
"Obvious, and predictable. We're working on a surprise for you for Valentine's night, but there's a whole day to go first. Tell me you hadn't thought of slinging dick around town before you got down to us?" Josie said.
Ah, they knew me so well, didn't they?
"What kind of surprise?" I asked.
Brooke poked me in the chest. "Silly, it wouldn't be a surprise if we told you, would it?"
"I guess not," I replied.
"You'll like it," Josie returned. "Just, let us surprise you, alright? And tell us if you're planning on slinging dick?"
I shrugged. "I was thinking I would. I did a lot of thinking tonight while I was with Leah and..."
I looked at the cards on the bed. "Any chance you two can tell me who does and doesn't have dates for Valentines from this list?"
Josie stopped doing her homework, turning to face me and raising an eyebrow. "I get the sense you've got another of your crazy month-long plans here, probably related to the hopeless romantics of Regan Hills?"
"And if I do?" I asked. "I mean, I haven't fully planned this one out yet, but I've got an idea, and the motivation, and, I mean, I know how it sounds, but I'm not going to treat this like I'm doing them charity work or anything, I really want to give these ladies a good time..."
Josie thought about this. "Then you know we're gonna help you, right?"
"Yeah?" I replied.
"Totally," Brooke said, kissing me again and running her hands over me. She threw one of her legs over one of mine and began to start grinding on my thigh, and I knew that if I didn't stop her, she'd probably hump herself to a good quick cum soon. But, why would I want to stop her?
"Fantastic," I said, reaching for my phone.
"So, you want our help, looking for the hopeless romantics, the needy and the horny with no outlets for Valentines?" Josie asked.
"And maybe a bit after, I mean, why ruin a good month-long plan by cutting it off in the middle?" I said.
"We can do that," Josie replied. "Shouldn't be too hard. And what will you be doing?"
"Following some of my own leads," I said, scrolling through my contacts before I found the name I was searching for.
Where there might have been some hesitation in the past, I now typed my message to Jennifer Cage with a quick confidence.
Me: My place. After school. Day after tomorrow. We'll begin your lessons.
I might have been overly hopeful still holding the screen up, but that hope was justified when Jennifer texted me back a matter of moments later.
Jennifer: Thank you. I will be there.
Smiling, I sighed and set my phone down on the bedside table. Though I had been a student in many ways when it came to sex these past few months, I was now being looked to as the master, and while that responsibility was great and terrible in many a way, it was one I thought I was finally ready for.
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews or shoot me some feedback, as they really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
And after some recent crises and battles, I want to add one last note on a more practical concern. When it comes to mental health, I hope everyone out there is taking the time to take care of themselves. Mental health may seem like a never-ending battle, but it's a never-ending battle that is always worth fighting, and one that there are plenty of resources to be found to help with should you ever be struggling. Be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: After greeting cute nerd Jennifer Cage on his doorstep, 18-year-old Ryan Collins hears her out on her desire to become his sexual apprentice. While he turns her down in the short term, he solicits advice from his nearest and dearest friends to help him make his decision. When February brings around a feeling of Valentines in the air, Ryan takes up the offer to join his co-worker on the paper, sexy Wiccan girl Leah Sartori, for a sexy spell to send good vibes of love and lust to the town of Regan Hills. The two of them took place in wild, ritualized sex before Ryan came to an epiphany where he decided to put his skills (and cock) to the test to help the lovelorn of Regan Hills, and decides to start by taking on Jennifer.
***
While it was still very much in the planning stages, I was definitely beginning to figure out the shape that February was going to take. The cast may not have been set in stone just yet, but there was a likely list of players, and between the Valentines I'd been receiving and some leads that Josie, Brooke and I had put together, it was looking like my dance card was going to be quite full if all my plans came to fruition.
Did I regret it, though?
No, not for a second.
I was actually excited to see where the month would be taking me. I was less nervous than usual, as my confidence had been slowly but steadily growing for some time by this point, but there were a few areas where I was still going into relatively uncharted waters that could still bring the nerves to the forefront.
Preparing, both mentally and physically, for what was going to happen with Jennifer, for instance... that was going to take some doing.
It was after school, and since Dad had that Viking cooking class he taught every other week, he was going to pretty much be gone for the night. I had also asked Josie and Brooke to stay away for a bit and give Jennifer her space; they were going to spend that time hanging out at Alice's house across the way, so they would be nearby for the juicy details.
That left me, alone, in the house, running around like a chicken with its head cut off as I tried to clean the place up. I got my room in order, got some snacks and drinks ready in the kitchen, showered and shaved, and managed to get dressed just in time in a comfortable t-shirt and sweat pants as I heard the knock at the front door.
"You got this," I said to myself as I approached the door. "She's coming here for your help. You want to help her, you know what you're doing, just relax and have fun. There's no pressure at all, you're just... helping her lose her virginity and introduce her to the world of sex at Regan Hills High and all that entails."
If I meant to lower the pressure, I failed. I should've just stuck with saying, 'You got this.'
Nodding, I said, "You got this."
Unlocking the door, I swung it open.
"Hello," I said, stepping to the side to welcome 18-year-old Jennifer Cage in.
"Hi," she said, meekly, stepping inside as I closed the door behind her. At 5'6", Jennifer was neither a big or truly small girl, but the way she carried herself I could tell she felt very small. She was pale and a little nervous-looking at the best of times, and now she looked like she wanted to hide behind her long, dark brown hair, but the way it was tied back in a tight ponytail, that wasn't going to happen. Her big brown eyes looked even bigger behind her trademark glasses, while her soft-looking lips were curled into a smile that hoped for confidence and couldn't find it. As expected, she was dressed in her paint-spattered overalls and a loose, long-sleeved shirt, and while she may not have been the most gorgeous girl in school at a glance, her round, friendly face was definitely leaning toward cute.
"You can set your backpack and shoes by the door," I explained, watching as she did so. "I've got some snacks and sodas in the kitchen if you want, or water, or, well, pretty much whatever, and I've already pre-ordered some pizza to show up in a bit."
"That all sounds good," Jennifer replied, her voice soft and quiet. "Got any more of those cookies?"
I laughed. The last time we talked here, we had done so over cookies that had been mysteriously left at the door by Karen Bowman, mother of my bully, Kyle. They were good cookies, but I was happy that I hadn't yet had to hear from her.
"Fresh out, sadly," I said.
"Oh, that is a little sad," she replied, though she was smiling. "I'll grab a soda first, I think."
Jennifer knew the way to the kitchen after our last encounter, but I led the way anyway. She grabbed a Sprite while I grabbed a Coke, and the two of us sat at the kitchen table, drinking opposite each other as we looked at one another. I was nervous about what was about to happen, but I knew that I couldn't be nearly as nervous as she was under the circumstances.
After all, it wasn't every day you lost your virginity.
"Are you alright?" I asked.
"I'm fine," Jennifer replied, her voice shaky and soft. "Why?"
"It's nothing, it's just... I know that what we're doing here is going to be a pretty big deal, and I want to make sure that what we're doing is something you *want* to do," I said.
"It is!" Jennifer said, quicker than she clearly wanted to as she leaned back in her seat, nervous. "I definitely want to do this, I'm just... well, I'm just a little nervous, that's all."
I smiled, reaching out across the table to touch her hand. She slowly warmed to my touch, turning her hand over so we could clasp them together.
"It's going to be fine, really," I said, reassuringly. "We take this at your pace, do whatever you want to do... and remember, this is something *fun*. If you're not having fun, there's no pressure to keep going."
Jennifer smiled at me again. "Thanks."
"No problem," I replied.
"No... it is a problem, well, it's sort of a problem," she continued, her voice rising with frustration and anger with every passing word. "I'm making it a problem when it shouldn't be, because I'm overthinking all this shit because my mom makes me overthink everything and I don't want to be overthinking everything, I just want to love myself and have fun instead of thinking about all the bullshit about sex that's been fed to me my entire life because I'm eighteen fucking years old and an adult and I can make my own choices and... and... I'm sorry, that's too much. Fuck, I'm messing things up again..."
I squeezed her hand. "You're not messing things up, I swear."
"Yeah?" Jennifer asked, looking down at her drink.
"Yeah. It'll take a lot more than that to scare me off," I said.
"Thanks," she replied. "It's... I'm nervous. That's okay to say, right? I'm nervous, maybe even a little freaked out, but this is something I want more than anything else I've ever wanted in life. I... no, it's more than a want. It's a *need*. It's this need I feel inside of me, and if I don't do something about it, it's going to burst like an appendix and flood me with madness until all I can do all the time is scream and... yeah, well, you get the idea. I'm nervous, that's the thesis statement."
"A completely fine one," I said.
Jennifer nodded, still smiling nervously, but a little more at ease. "Was it this hard for you?"
"What?" I asked, briefly checking to make sure I wasn't tenting my sweatpants.
"The first time you... were with a girl," she said, her pale cheeks flush with blush.
Thinking back to the first time I'd ever had sex just five months ago, I laughed. "It wasn't... well, I didn't have time to think about it, honestly. It just kind of happened. One minute I was expecting to tutor her, the next minute she was trying to bribe me, and then, what do you know, a little while later she was riding me until she drained my balls."
"Wow," Jennifer said.
"I didn't have a lot of time to mentally prepare for it and know what was happening at the time, I just... kinda let it happen. I liked it, don't get me wrong, and I spent a while just kind of rolling with the punches and enjoying experiences as I stumbled across them, but I guess... well, you caught me at an interesting time in my life," I said.
"What about it is interesting?" Jennifer said, then looking sheepishly back at her soda. "I'm not saying you're not interesting, I mean-"
"It's okay," I said, attempting to calm her. "I know what you meant."
"Okay, okay, good..." Jennifer replied.
"What I meant was that after a while of letting the year happen to me, I'm ready to make my mark on it in my own way, on my own terms. So, the two of us really can get a new start on things together," I said.
Jennifer thought about this, looking up at me with the sweetest, most hopeful smile I could remember seeing.
"Yeah?" she asked.
"Yeah," I replied. "Today, we have some fun, get you laid, and we set you on the path toward you making your mark on the year."
"Mmm," Jennifer said, relaxing into her chair. "I like the sound of that."
"I was hoping you would," I said. "So, to know exactly what I'm working with, I'd really just like to ask you what kind of experience you have, what you'd like to do and, really, get an idea of where we should begin things. I know you said that you've been practicing with toys, but, I just want to get a better idea."
"Yes, that makes sense," she said, taking a sip of her drink. "It's not like I've never done anything, it's more like I've never done anything with another person. Never been kissed, never had sex with anyone or anything in between. What I have done is watch a lot of porn, not that that makes me special or anything, I know, and I've got a few good-sized toys. I've practiced with them in my mouth, and..."
She quieted at this point, probably less familiar with talking about graphic sex details with another person. That was something I could help with.
"Where else?" I asked.
A little bashful, Jennifer replied, "And my pussy. And..."
"Your ass?" I suggested.
Without looking at me, but still smiling a naughty little smile in spite of her embarrassment, she said, "Yes."
Jennifer eyed me cautiously, probably trying to gauge my opinion of her, and when all I could do was smile back, she looked enthused.
"And did you like these things?" I asked.
Jennifer looked up at me, a little bolder. "It was... different than I expected."
"How do you mean?" I asked.
"Well... my mom never really gave the best impression of what sex was supposed to be like, that it was supposed to hurt and only bad things came from it, but when I saw everyone having their fun, and when I started watching porn and saw things that looked fun, things that brought out feelings inside of me... I had to try. I started touching myself, and when I liked how that felt, I knew I had to up my game, so I bought my toys. They were... they hurt a bit, at first, but after I figured out what I was supposed to do with them, then they felt good. Really good. I really liked making myself feel good with them, and... well, I've done it a lot," she admitted.
I could see her gaining enthusiasm with every word. She shuffled in her chair slightly with a bit of delicious discomfort as if reliving some of these more enjoyable memories. This was something I could work with.
"So that's what you've done... how about you tell me some more about what you want to do?" I asked.
Straightening herself up, Jennifer said with every bit of confidence she could pull together, "Everything."
I grinned back at her, nodding. "Everything can mean a lot of different things. I want to hear precisely what you would like to try."
When I said this, it seemed like she had been hit slightly at my response, but wasn't deterred. "Well, I... I want to be kissed, that's simple. I want to be fingered and I want to touch a guy's... cock. I want to do oral, give and receive. I want to have sex, vaginal, anal... I want to have sex with more than one guy at once. I'm not sure if I'm into girls too, but I think I am, and if I am I'd like to have sex with more than one of them at once. I think... I might be into some kinkier stuff, I'm not sure yet, and I might even like to touch myself, or even have sex, in front of an audience. These are just basic ideas, I mean, hopes and-"
"All things that can be arranged for," I said.
"Really?" Jennifer asked, hopeful.
"Really. I've been through a lot this year, and managed all of that and more. With a little practice, and a little experience getting you out with some others, I don't think you'll have any problems," I said.
Jennifer smiled broadly, an unrestrained smile of great hope and joy. "You mean that?"
"I mean that, seriously," I replied, squeezing her hand again. "I used to think Regan Hills was meant to chew up and spit out people like us, that we wouldn't stand a chance around all the beautiful people, but with a little help, and a little motivation, we can really have all the fun we always dreamed about, but never expected to have."
"I... I like that," Jennifer admitted.
"Good," I said, finishing my drink. "Should we take this to somewhere a little more comfortable, or would you like to stay here for a bit longer?"
She looked down at her can of Sprite for a moment, a wave of nervousness overtaking her. She nodded to herself quickly, briefly, I think psyching herself up, but it was hard to say.
"I think I need to stop listening to all the bullshit my mom tried to teach me over the years, and start focusing on what I want. I'm a fucking adult, I need to act like one and start charting my own course," Jennifer said with a great swelling of finality.
Standing up from her chair, she declared, "Yes. Let's go somewhere more comfortable."
I took her hand in mine and led her down the hall toward my bedroom. I was glad that I had cleaned up the usual mess that threatened to overtake my room, changing the sheets and blanket on my large bed. Jennifer looked up in some wonder at the walls, with my movie and video game posters, stacks of comics and vinyl figures peeking out from almost every corner.
"This is... yeah, I think this is exactly the kind of place I'd like to have lost my virginity in," Jennifer said, looking at me with some nervous amusement.
"Yeah?" I said, closing the door behind us. With the door closed and the curtains drawn, it was definitely darker in here now than usual, but with the couple lights I had, I was able to keep the room from completely turning into a cavern.
"Yeah. Feels like the better parts of home," Jennifer replied, smiling at me cutely.
"Happy to hear it," I said, sitting on the bed and leaving plenty of room for her to join me.
I saw the realization of this hit her face, a slight shudder passing through her body as she realized that this was it. If she had told me in this moment that she wasn't ready and simply bolted, I wouldn't have held this against her for a second, though for her own sake I was rooting for her. I wanted her to be able to do what she wanted to do, because I could remember exactly what it was like being where she was. Jennifer just needed to take this last step on her own...
She did. Jennifer sat down beside me on the bed with a strange blend of enthusiasm and hesitation, her eyes widening as she sent my bed rocking with the force of her landing, smiling and giggling after she settled down.
"Sorry!" Jennifer exclaimed.
"It's all good," I said, enjoying the closeness with her. She sat only a few inches away from me, the two of us nearly touching but not quite. "So, are you ready for this?"
Jennifer looked away from me for a moment before turning back and nodding. "I think I'm as ready as I'll ever be."
"Good," I replied. "Because your lips look very kissable, but I'd like to find out to be sure."
"Yeah?" she replied, smiling and leaning slightly closer to me.
"Yeah," I said, reaching up to take her face gently in hand. I stroked her neck gently, causing her to shiver, then guided my lips to hers as I gave her her very first kiss.
It was a very wet kiss, and she was as eager as she was nervous, but who isn't their first time out? I made sure I was receptive, and encouraging, gently pushing my tongue into her mouth to meet her very enthusiastic tongue. I didn't give her too much, just a taste, a tease, enough to entice her and keep her interested until I broke this brief kiss.
Jennifer looked at me dreamily, gasping and moaning slightly at the sudden absence of my lips on hers.
"How was that for a first kiss?" I asked.
Words took a while to find her, but when they did, she replied, "Magical. And wet."
I laughed. "That'll happen."
"Can we do it again?" Jennifer asked, enthusiastic.
"Of course," I replied, leaning in to kiss her some more. I'd had enough experience to slowly guide her as we continued kissing. Cautiously, I reached around her with one arm, pulling her in close beside me so we could more properly make out, and was encouraged when she did the same with me. It may not have started out the most earth-shattering make-out session in the world, but she was enthusiastic and a quick learner, and soon we became lost in each other. Jennifer let out soft, low mewling moans as we kissed, grinding gently against the bed as we made out.
I broke the kiss. "Pretty cool, huh?"
"Very cool," she answered, practically purring as she leaned in to kiss me harder.
I separated again, wanting to guide her in a direction she would like. "What do you want to do, right now?"
Jennifer thought for only a moment before rotating on the bed, swinging one of her legs over me so she could straddle me. She wrapped her arms around my neck while I wrapped mine around her back, the two of us holding each other close as we made out. Jennifer was getting more enthusiastic by the moment, and I was too, since she could no doubt feel my fairly large erection at this point, but as she ground against me, I was becoming all too conscious of the thickness of her rough denim rubbing against me.
"Now, don't take this as a complaint, or me trying to rush you or anything," I said, loving holding her close as she rubbed on me and we made out. "But your overalls are pretty rough on my cock."
Jennifer's eyes went wide, her face suddenly bashful. "Oh my god! I'm so sorry, Ryan!"
"It's alright, just communicating," I said.
"That's something I can fix, though," she said with some enthusiasm, hopping off of me and the bed and standing before me.
Without breaking eye contact, she pulled her phone from her pocket and put it on my bedside table, then unbuckled each strap of her overalls and let them fall to the floor. Then, with a playful, hopeful little smirk, she pulled her long-sleeved shirt over her head and tossed it aside as well, leaving her standing before me in a faded gray tank top, a comfortable pair of dark blue panties, and her socks.



Now, I'd never put much thought to Jennifer's body before this moment, mostly because she did a good job of concealing it with those loose shirts and overalls. When she was grinding on top of me, I could definitely feel that she was a girl on the curvier, softer side than a lot of the girls I knew, but seeing her now I could finally take all of her in. Her thighs were on the slightly thicker side, and she had a little extra around the stomach, but when this also meant she had a beautifully thick ass and a pair of succulent-looking DDDs straining her tank top, unbound by a bra and with her firm nipples clearly poking through the fabric... well, when combined with her cute as can be face and huge smile, there was only one thing I could say.
"Wow."
Jennifer's blush escaped her face and flooded down into her upper chest. "I was hoping... I was hoping you would like it. I'm not as tiny as a lot of the girls you go with, but-"
"There's no but about it," I said, pulling down my sweatpants and dropping them to the floor. She looked down at my erection straining against my underwear and smiled at me. I took her hand and pulled her back to me. She straddled my lap once more, and without the roughness of her overalls between us, we really began to make out as she ground against me. With less between us now, I could feel her more distinctly against my cock, the way she insistently ground against me as she sought pleasure.
"You feel very nice against me... your cock..." Jennifer said, hissing through her teeth as she ground more urgently.
"You feel really good too," I said, kissing her, letting my hands drop to her magnificent ass and squeezing her. Jennifer let out long low moans as I did this, grinding with a greater need against me.
I looked into her eyes, trying to read her, but the way she was rubbing against me, I knew that she might cum soon if I didn't do something about it first. Don't get me wrong, I wanted her comfortable and I very much wanted her to cum, but while I was doing this at her speed, I still meant to help lead the way.
Carefully, I wrapped my arms around her and twisted her to the bed so that she landed on her back. Jennifer landed hard, giggling and looking up at me lustily as I was briefly above her.
I didn't stay there long, though, dropping so that I was lying on my side beside Jennifer, staring into her eyes as she looked into mine. There was a silent cloud of powerful lust between us, and watching her massive chest rise and fall under her tank top with each of her heavy breaths... it was truly a luscious sight.
It was also a sight I knew how to make even more exciting.
Slowly, I reached down and grabbed the hem of her tank top. I looked into Jennifer's eyes as I did this, searching for any sign of resistance, and when I found none, I began to pull it upward. I pulled it over her stomach, then up to the base of her massive tits, giving me a tantalizing view of the creamy expanse of her underboob. Finally hooking my fingers under the fabric, I pulled the tank top up over her breasts, bunching the tank top above her tits as I finally got a good look at them bare.
They were every bit as massive as I imagined beneath her top, full and soft, creamy and pale and topped with firm pink nipples. Surrounded by areolas the size of silver dollars and sticking out seemingly as hard as bullets, they just looked like they were begging to be sucked on.
Who was I to give up such an invitation?
I leaned down and took her right nipple into my mouth, slowly licking it over with my tongue before closing my lips around it, licking and suckling and doing everything I could to make this the best sucking I had ever done, because I wanted her first time to be memorable. The way her eyes first widened, then lidded over and her mouth dropped into a pleased O as I applied my talented mouth to her, I knew I had achieved what I set out to do.
"Oh, Ryan... oh, Ryan it feels so good, I've never... oh, wow! Please Ryan, keep going, it feels so good, it feels so amazing, Ryan!" Jennifer cried out, moaning loudly as I slipped over to her other nipple and gave it the same worshipful treatment.
I alternated between her amazing breasts for a good long while, enjoying pleasuring her while easing her in, but soon it felt the right time to begin pushing things forward. Gently, I began to graze my fingertips down her belly and toward the waistband of her panties. I was looking up into her eyes with a mouthful of tit the entire time, taking in her reactions, first as I reached her panties, then as I pressed my fingertips slightly beneath the waistband, gently grazing her trimmed pubes. I looked into her eyes questioningly as she silently took in my intent, her breathing ragged as her mouth stayed open in that pleased O.
Gently, I nibbled at her nipple, making Jennifer moan wantonly.
"Please, Ryan..." she whined.
I took my mouth from her nipple, wanting to hear her say it. "Please, what?"
Her face flush with lust, Jennifer dropped her voice and said, "Please touch me."
I smiled at her. "You got it."
I took her nipple back into my mouth, then pressed my hand under her panties. My fingers traced a path through her trimmed bush, until I found a moist warmth that might well have been wetter than I had ever felt a girl. Jennifer looked down at me, practically squealing with pleasure at my first tentative grazes of her outer lips, but sensing her need and wanting to deliver a pleasurable experience, I wasn't going to wait like this much longer.
I pressed two fingers into her steaming folds, tentatively exploring, looking up into her eyes to see what she liked and how she liked it as she looked down at me. Her moans guided me, her quickened breathing inspired me, and when I could see that I had pushed her to a place that she had not expected, I gently pressed my two fingers inside of her, twisting my hand oh so slightly for better purchase... and so I could thumb her clit.
Yeah, you could say that got her attention.
Jennifer's eyes flew open as I gave this attention to her pussy. "Oh my god, oh my god, RYAN!"
I smiled, letting her nipple go. "Good?"
"Just... don't stop, please, Ryan, please don't stop, please keep doing that..." she moaned in greatest desperation.
I was just being tentative, now, and already loving how it made her react; I couldn't wait to see what she was like when I found her g-spot. Which, with any luck, would only be a matter of seconds from now.
"HOLY FUCK, RYAN!"
Ah, there it was.
She might have been vocal before, but now she was simply loud, writhing and shuddering as I massaged her g-spot and clit simultaneously. I looked her straight in the eyes as I continued to do this, pushing her toward that edge. She'd already become quite experienced with her body, but I was going to show her how much fun it could be with a partner. Her juices soon coated my fingers as I continued to pleasure her, her breathing becoming quick and ragged as I brought her to the precipice.
"Do it... cum for me Jennifer... just let go, just let go and cum for me..." I grunted as I fingered her harder and harder.
She looked down at me, a look of uncertain desperation on her face as low, whimpering sounds of unbridled pleasure came from her mouth.
"Oh god, Ryan, you're gonna do it, you're gonna make me cum, please make me cum, Ryan, please, please, please, do it, please... RYAN, I'M CUMMING! GOD, YES, RYAN!" Jennifer cried out. Her body jerked violently against me as I massaged her sex, but I held her close, slowly yet forcefully coaxing her through her powerful orgasm. Her moans had long since lost all form and became something like a pleasurable wailing, though the moment it passed, she collapsed beside me. Breathing heavily, she looked down at me through half-lidded eyes.
"Oh... wow... wow, wow, wow..." Jennifer groaned.
Without taking my hand from beneath her panties, I leaned up and kissed her, enjoying her enthusiasm as she kissed me back.
"That was... that was amazing... thank you, Ryan," Jennifer said, kissing me again.
"It was my pleasure," I said, looking her up and down hungrily. "You are so wet."
She looked away from me, smiling and a little embarrassed. "I'm sorry, I kinda... gush, I guess."
"Nothing to be sorry for," I said, turning her face to mine and kissing her. "It tells me I'm doing a good job."
"I can tell you that. That was a very, *very* good job," Jennifer replied, blushing and looking at me dreamily.
"That was the first time. Just a warmup. The next ones will be even better," I said.
She laughed. "Even better? How could it get better than- OH GOD!"
I began to finger her again before she could finish her sentence, thinking that this was one of those moments where the "show, don't tell" principle applied. With her beside me like this, I fingered Jennifer through three more orgasms, each of them stronger than the last as I helped acclimate her to being with me. Between each of them, I would give her a moment to catch her breath, only just, before moving into the next one, and by the time we were finished, you would have thought the world was ending for the way she was screaming.
She was right about being a gusher, though; by the time I had finished giving her her fourth orgasm, Jennifer's juices covered my hand and soaked through both her panties and left a good-sized wet spot on my sheets. She soon put her hands on my shoulders, gently pushing me away.
"No more... please, no more, I need... holy fuck... I need a moment, Ryan... fuck that's so good, that was amazing..." Jennifer breathed, kissing me messily. It seemed as if every inch of her pale, smooth skin was now flush with pink and lightly sheened with sweat, a look that I had to say was certainly becoming for her.
I pulled my hand from under her panties and licked her juices, finding her to taste quite sweet.
When she looked at me curiously, I asked, "You want some?"
"I've... never done that before," Jennifer admitted.
"Well, today is a day for doing things you've never done before, isn't it?" I said.
She smirked. "You know what, you're right."
Jennifer took my hand in hers and brought it to her lips, tentatively swiping at it with her tongue. Once she got her first taste of her juices, I saw her eyes open slightly with surprise, and she began to lick more enthusiastically.
"That's really tasty!" Jennifer giggled. "*I'm* really tasty!"
"You are. One of the many reasons I love eating pussy," I admitted.
She laughed. "Please, give me a little while before you do that..."
"No problem," I said. I sat up and pulled off my shirt, enjoying her appreciative eying of my modestly muscled frame.
Jennifer reached up, running her hand over my lean muscles and groaning, softly. "So nice..."
I smiled. "I got something nicer than that."
With that, I arched my back and pulled off my underwear, leaving me naked on the bed beside her. Jennifer's eyes went wide as she took in all ten inches of my thick cock, head already beading with precum.
Jennifer whispered, "Holy..."
"Do you want to touch it?" I asked.
Silently, Jennifer nodded. I took her hand in mine, guiding it toward my cock. I wrapped her fingers around the head gently.
"Now, you want to stroke me firmly and gently; I'll let you know if it's too much or not enough. Try spreading the precum around evenly, and don't forget to give attention to the head, that's where it's most sensitive," I said.
"I understand," she agreed, slowly stroking me. It was a tentative gesture as she got used to the feel of my cock and precum, but it didn't take her long to start spreading it up and down the length of my cock. When I began to groan pleasurably when she would gently rub her thumb over the head, she would do this more vigorously, picking up her pace as she jerked me off. I didn't have to instruct her much, sometimes telling her to slow down or that she was squeezing too hard, but she adjusted easily to my instructions and gave a pretty solid handjob.
Soon Jennifer was feeling bold, jacking me more energetically, even reaching over with her other hand to gently play with my balls. While she was hardly an expert, she was learning fast, and I was feeling pretty good. If this kept up much longer, she would have had me cumming in no time.
"Okay, okay, that's good... you can stop now..." I said.
Jennifer whined a little, almost as if she were upset that a new toy was being taken away, but while she stopped jacking me, she did continue to gently hold onto my cock.
I looked down at her with lust and great need, leaning down and kissing her.
"Fuck, you're beautiful," I said.
Jennifer blushed. "Thank you."
Licking my lips nervously, I asked, "Are you... ready?"
Her eyes went wide on catching my meaning, but soon she quickly leaned up and kissed me. "Yes. I am."
Silently, I smiled, kneeling next to her and peeling her soaked panties down her legs and tossing them aside. For her part, Jennifer nervously removed her tank top until she too was naked. I spread her legs and crawled between them, kissing my way up her thighs, planting a firm kiss on her clitoris that drove her wild, before kissing my way up her stomach, to her breasts and to her neck. My cock rested against her inner thigh, throbbing and waiting, needing her.
Jennifer looked up at me with this look between great longing and fear, but her breathing hadn't changed much since the lustiest moments of when I fingered her to orgasm.
Still, I wasn't going to take this next step without her.
"I'll need your help guiding me in," I said, smiling sheepishly.
Nervously, Jennifer nodded again, reaching down and taking hold of my cock. Her hand was shaking, but she took me firmly in hand, running the head against her clit for a moment before pressing me against her folds. Her entrance felt quite tight, and for all the training she had done, I knew this would take some effort.
Nonetheless, I pushed forward and began to penetrate her.
Jennifer looked down as my cock began to slowly press inside of her. "Oh, wow, Ryan, wow... keep doing that Ryan, keep doing that, please, keep doing that, get inside me, please, fuck me, get inside of me, do it, do it, do it, fuck me, please, fuck me... fuck me, do it, do it, do it..."
Then, almost all at once, I felt her muscles invite me in, as the head and first few inches of my cock entered Jennifer Cage's virgin pussy.
Her eyes popped open and her mouth dropped into a familiar O shape briefly at this invasion, but soon after she said two words so quietly I think they barely counted as a whisper.
"Oh god."
My lips found hers as I pushed deeper into her impossibly tight cunt. Jennifer moaned against me as I continued to press into her, sliding inch after inch into her at an agonizing pace. Thank god she was as wet as she was, because at this tightness I might not have been able to enter her otherwise. Nonetheless, she was inviting, urging me forward with her soft words and clutching pussy muscles. Soon more than half of my cock was in her, then three quarters.
Then I was all the way inside of her, my balls resting against her ass.
"Oh my god, Ryan!" Jennifer exclaimed, looking down the valley of her cleavage to her pussy being obscenely penetrated by my cock. "Holy fuck... holy fuck, wow..."
I smiled down at her, kissing her. "Not so bad, right?"
She kissed me back. "This is... this is a lot... but so good... fantastic!"
Briefly, my eyes drifted to the bedside table, and seeing her phone on it I was struck by an inspiration.
I grabbed the phone, handing it to her. "Can you unlock this?"
Jennifer did, and though she was a little confused, it didn't seem like she was in the mood to turn down much of anything as she handed the phone back to me. "Why?"
I was taken to a time that now felt so long ago that felt very familiar all of a sudden. It had been in this bed, with me in Jennifer's position, and I couldn't not embrace the moment for all it was worth. Now if only I could remember all that was said...
Kaitlyn's words came to me, but now in my own voice. "I thought a picture would be best to commemorate such an important occasion."
I angled the camera down and took a picture of my cock in her pussy, making sure I got just the right angle, just the right shot for her to remember this by, before putting the phone aside.
"Some things..." I grunted, slowly sliding out and thrusting back inside of her, "...you want to remember."
Jennifer groaned as I began to slowly fuck in and out of her. "I've got a pretty good memory..."
"So do I, but the more adventures you have, the more jumbled they can get," I responded, continuing my achingly slow fuck. "Pictures, they can help make sure things don't get confused."
"Good to..." she whimpered, eyes rolling back as I thrust back home inside of her. "...good to knoOOOOOOOOOOOOOW!"
I pumped in and out of her slightly faster, wanting to make this fuck last, but she felt so good I couldn't help but quicken my pace. Her body against mine, her eagerness, the way she looked up at me with such pride and need... it drove me wild. She may have had a lot to learn, but I was more than happy to help her on her way.
"It's so good... so fucking good, Ryan... keep fucking me, please keep fucking me..." Jennifer moaned, wrapping her arms around me and holding me close.
"I couldn't stop if I tried... you're so fucking hot, you feel so good... we're going to have fun, you and I..." I said.
"Yeah? You want to keep doing this?" she asked, moaning and looking up at me with some doubt. "You want to keep doing this with me?"
"God, yes..." I groaned, leaning down to kiss her. "You're fucking amazing, of course I want to keep doing this with you..."
"Good, fuuuuuuuck," Jennifer groaned, kissing me long and deep as I increased the pace of our fuck slightly. "Because... none of this changes what I wanted... I want it more, now... I want to do everything, to feel everything, to know everything..."
I reached a hand up to squeeze her tits while I fucked into her, giving her something new to squeal about. I couldn't stop looking down at her, taking in her first time as it happened. I could see her grimacing sometimes, getting used to the size of my cock, but she never asked me to stop, and when I slowed down to make sure I wasn't hurting her, she would only push me to go faster again. Her pussy gripped me like a vise, squeezing and massaging my cock tightly as I thrust in and out of her. It felt amazing, and was nearly enough to push me over the edge.
It was, actually, getting me quite close.
"I'm... I'm getting ready to cum... feels so good," I said.
"Gooooood," she groaned with pride. "That's... that's very good..."
"Where do you want it?" I asked, thrusting into her slightly faster.
"You can cum wherever... cum in me... I want to know what that feels like... I want to feel your cum, Ryan..." Jennifer said.
Alright, that was one question answered, but I had another important one that needed addressing immediately.
"How are you? Are you close to cumming?" I asked, grunting and thrusting into her slightly harder.
She looked up at me, almost a little embarrassed. "It's... I'm not there yet, I'm sorry. It feels so good, but-"
I kissed her. "There's nothing to be sorry for, penetration alone doesn't do it for a lot of girls. Why don't you try reaching down and playing with your clit? A lot of girls I know have done that."
Jennifer groaned, then looked at me uncertainly. "That's not a problem?"
"You not getting off would be a problem," I said with a smile, kissing her passionately again. "Go on, touch yourself... cum for me and make me cum... do it..."
This low, grunted command spurred her into action, and with both hands, Jennifer reached down between her legs to finger her clit. Her eyes went wider and her breathing got much more ragged as she did this, and I could tell the suggestion was quite welcomed. Her moans became louder, her eyes more fluttery and her mouth taking on that telltale O-shape that she seemed to favor when losing control. I still wasn't fucking her nearly as hard as I would many other girls I knew, but I increased my pace to help both of us build toward our orgasms.



"Oh my god... Ryan, I can feel it, I can feel it, it's coming..." Jennifer moaned.
"Gonna cum?" I asked.
Whimpering, she nodded. My own orgasm was on the precipice and desperately in need of release, and I began to fuck her even harder.
"Just let it happen, let the dam break... fuck you feel so good... cum for me... you cum for me and you'll make me cum... do it... cum for me..." I groaned.
"It's happening... oh god, I can feel it, I'm gonna cum, Ryan! I'm cumming, I'm cumming, Ryan, I'M CUMMING!" Jennifer cried out, her voice rising to a scream. Her body jolted against mine as the most powerful orgasm yet overtook her, her arms closing around me tightly as she held me close, every inch of her shaking and shuddering uncontrollably from the pleasure of it.
I didn't hold back any longer, especially with her pussy squeezing me so tightly it threatened to push me out of her. I buried my thick cock deep within her spasming cunt and unleashed, moaning loudly as pleasure overtook my senses. I pumped a massive load of cum deep inside of her, each shot threatening to flood her tight cunt. Jennifer took it well, moaning well after her orgasm had subsided as her pussy milked every last drop from my cock.
Finally, as both of us came down from our orgasms, I leaned in and kissed her. It was a slow, passionate kiss, one that she returned in kind. We broke it soon, holding each other and panting, but soon continued kissing. These were light, brief kisses, sharing a distinct intimacy that I couldn't deny as we looked into each other's eyes.
"Thank you," Jennifer said, looking up at me dreamily.
"You're welcome," I replied. As I could feel myself softening, I kissed her one final time and pulled out. A torrent of our juices poured out of her and onto my sheets. Once I might have been annoyed by this, but since this year had begun, I'd become quite accustomed to regularly cleaning my bedding.
I lay down beside her, still catching my breath, while she rolled onto her side so she could drape an arm and leg over me and better look at me.
"So, as first times go, how would you say this went?" I asked.
Jennifer laughed. "You know, it's pretty hard to compare it to anything, since you only get to lose your virginity once and all that... but I have to say, that was pretty fucking amazing."
It was interesting seeing her after a few hard cums. She had almost none of the nervousness or meekness that I would have generally associated with Jennifer Cage. Being nice and pleasantly cum drunk suited her well, and for the broadness of the smile on her pretty face, I could tell she rather well agreed with this sentiment too.
Looking down at herself, Jennifer gingerly toyed with her pussy, scooping up some of my cum experimentally. "Wow, you really cum a lot."
"Yeah... I've been told this," I said.
Smiling a little sheepishly, she looked around my room and said, "Can I use your bathroom real quick? I'd like to get a little cleaned up before we really jump into any more."
I grinned back at her. She was interested in doing more; it was very promising to see that she hadn't been scared off by anything.
"Go for it. I've got two girlfriends, so, it's pretty well-stocked with whatever you might need," I said.
"Thanks!" Jennifer said, climbing off of me and walking into my bathroom. There was a little extra confidence and sway in her step as she walked completely and utterly naked into my bathroom, and the way our mixed juices dripped down her inner thighs... well, that certainly started to bring life back to my cock again.
As she closed the door behind her, I rolled over to pick up my phone and saw that I had a new text.
Josie: How's the slut lessons going? She a good student?
I laughed at Josie's forwardness and responded.
Me: Everything so far so good here. She was nervous, but she's having a good time. I am too. She's nice, and hot.
Josie: Cool. Let us know if you want to make an introduction, Brooke and Alice think she's cute too, could be fun.
Me: We'll see. Want to ease her into things. But she's curious.
Josie: Good to know ;)
I sighed, contentedly holding my phone. Feeling nostalgic, I opened up my Senior Year Memories album and scrolled through the pictures, and found myself most taken at the moment by both my oldest and most recent pictures. I looked at Leah and Kaitlyn for a moment, and if Jennifer was going to take a moment, I thought I had the time to shoot out a couple more quick texts.
To Leah, I sent:
Me: Lust spell's working pretty well on my end I think. Hoping you're seeing some great results too :)
I thought a while longer about what I wanted to send to Kaitlyn. The two of us hadn't had a lot of heart to heart time to talk lately, but I was feeling a particular need to touch base with her. I agonized about the exact wording, but finally settled on winging it and hoping for the best.
Me: I don't know if I've said this enough, Kaitlyn, but thank you for starting me on this crazy year. I wouldn't have been able to do any of this without you, and I don't think I can ever repay you for that.
Suddenly feeling a little nervous myself at how Kaitlyn might respond to that, I set the phone down just as I heard Jennifer's hand on the bathroom doorknob. She wobbled back into the bedroom a little giggly, looking at me with playful eyes.
"I just had sex!" she declared proudly.
I laughed. "I know, I was there."
"I just couldn't stop looking at myself in the mirror..." Jennifer said. "Because I still look the same, but I don't feel the same, because now, I've had sex."
"Feels good, doesn't it?" I asked.
"Hell yeah," she said. "And I think I even look better too. I don't know if that's possible, because I'm still me, and I haven't really changed, but it's a change... do you mind the glasses and the ponytail? Should I ditch them?"
"You wear whatever's comfortable for you, that's all I care about," I said.
Jennifer beamed at me. "Cool! I think I've watched too many movies where they make a woman hot by removing her glasses and ponytail, keeps putting these stupid questions in my head about what I should and shouldn't be doing, and-"
She tried to take a step and wobbled against the bathroom doorframe, giggling.
"Walking is... difficult," Jennifer said. I got up and took her in my arms, helping her to lie down on the bed before joining her.
"That part gets easier with time," I said. "I mean, I've never done it from your side precisely, and I still get wobbly after some good, solid sex, but it does get easier."
"Good, because I want to have a lot more, and I don't want to feel so messed up from it *every* time," Jennifer said.
I laughed. "I think sex always messes us up a little bit, makes us a little cum drunk, but that's where a lot of the fun comes from. If it's not driving you a little crazy, it's not worth it."
"That an official lesson?" Jennifer asked, leaning in to kiss me.
"Not... not really. You're going to hear a lot about sex from a lot of people, some of it's right, some of it's not, the real challenge is figuring out what works for you. Just keep an open mind, your self-confidence and your self-respect intact, and you'll figure out what works best for you," I said.
Her smile fell slightly, but not completely. "I can see the need for that. My mom... she didn't have the best experiences with guys. My dad left us when I was really little, and the guys she got with since weren't the best for her. I think it kind of warped how she viewed sex, and what she would teach me about it, like she thinks she can make me into a different person from her if she makes me more scared. I'm sorry if it's a problem in anything we do, the way she fucked with my head, but I'm really trying to not let her inform everything. Really. I'm trying to do this for me, and I'm gonna keep trying this for me, but it's going to have its rough spots, I know, and-"
I kissed her. "You did pretty well already."
"Yeah?" Jennifer asked, clearly less because she didn't believe me and more because she needed validation. That was something I was happy to provide.
"Yeah," I confirmed.
She groaned contentedly, melting against me as we made out for a moment. It felt good to press our bodies against one another, our hands gently exploring as we enjoyed the afterglow of some quality sex and the promise of more to come.
Jennifer sighed. "I wish you had some toys."
Raising an eyebrow, I asked, "Oh? Why?"
A little embarrassed, she blushed. "It's nothing, sorry, forget I said anything."
"But you did say something, about something you wanted, and I want to hear it," I said.
Still looking a little sheepish, Jennifer said, "It's... just a whim. I didn't want to say that you weren't awesome or anything, because what we did was awesome, it felt *so* fucking good, but..."
"But what?" I asked, prodding her, hoping I'd be able to better help her communicate her wants.
Jennifer looked at me, biting her lip in consideration for a brief moment before looking up at me with her big brown eyes and saying, "At home, I have a few toys I keep stashed in this small box under my bed. I had to sneak out to get them, but I've made good use of them... and one of them is..."
She trailed off, her voice going very quiet again as she had a difficult time expressing what she needed to express.
"What is it?" I asked, reaching for her and gently squeezing one of her nipples.
Jennifer moaned, closing her eyes and finishing, "...a butt plug."
"A butt plug..." I said, curiously letting the words roll off my tongue.
"Yes..." she admitted, sheepish. "I was nervous to use it at first, I wasn't sure what it would feel like and anal always looked so intense in the videos I've watched, but I gave it a try, and when I did, it was such... wow, it made me cum harder than anything else. I was just wondering what it would be like doing some of the things we've done with one of those."
I thought about this for a moment before politely disentangling myself from Jennifer. "You say you keep your toys in a small box beneath your bed?"
"Yeah?" Jennifer asked, curiously looking at me as I reached beneath the bed.
I grabbed the large box from beneath my bed and pulled it out, dropping it onto the bed at her feet. "Then you should really get a load of *my* toybox."
Jennifer sat up and looked at the large plastic tub I kept beneath the bed. I grinned at her curiosity and opened it up, revealing my impressive collection of dildos, vibrators, bondage gear and other toys I had accumulated.
I explained as I rooted through the box, "For Christmas this year, a bunch of my friends got together and got me one hell of a collection of sex toys. I got a lot of good stuff in here, but it was Josie who got me..."
I grabbed a selection of the toys I was looking for and spread them out at the top of the box for Jennifer to better see. "...a truly epic collection of butt plugs."
Jennifer's eyes went wide as she leaned in over the box and took in the collection of toys.
"Wow," she said.
"Good stuff, right?" I asked.
"That's... one way of putting it," she replied, shifting around uncomfortably on the bed as she took in the collection. "And all of these... fit?"
I laughed, picking up the biggest of the plugs. "They're meant to fit, but whether they actually can I think is up for debate. Brooke and Josie are really into filling their asses, but even they can't fit the biggest of the collection here. Brooke got really close, but even she couldn't fit it."
"I can imagine that being a problem," Jennifer said, her eyes wide as she reached out and touched the big plug I was holding. I saw her shiver slightly at the contact, her eyes fluttering, but she soon withdrew.
No, no matter how much experience she might have had with her own plugs, this was something she knew better than to get too adventurous with right away.
Briefly, she sorted through the box before finding a medium-sized black rubber plug that seemed to catch her interest. For her level of experience, it was a little bigger than I would have expected.
"That's the one you want?" I asked.
"Uh huh," she nodded, smiling brightly.
"You sure? I mean, that one's not exactly small," I said.
"It's only slightly bigger than the one I have back at home. I think I can take it, if you have enough lubrication, that is," Jennifer said.
I shifted the contents of my toybox to reveal the Costco-sized container of KY Jelly that Nadia had gotten me for Christmas. While I had gone through some of it already, there was quite a bit to go.
"Ah, wow, yes, that is a lot of lube," Jennifer said.
"It's come in handy," I said, grinning. "So..."
She licked her lips, nodding. "Yeah. Yeah, I'd like to do this."
I kissed her. "Cool."
Jennifer asked, "So, how should I do this? I mean, I've done it before, but it gets a bit awkward, and I don't want to mess anything up..."
I said, "It's not that hard. Getting on your knees is a good start; I've been with some girls who had the easiest time going face-down, ass up, but however you feel most comfortable, I'm good for."
"Face down, ass up sounds good," Jennifer said, enthusiastic. She smiled at me sweetly, leaning in for a quick kiss before turning around and getting up on her knees. She bent down toward the head of the bed, resting her head on her arms as she stuck her delicious-looking, round ass out towards me.
I looked at her ass for a good, long moment, taking in her soft curves and the view this angle gave of both her inviting pussy and sweet, pink asshole between her cheeks. With the plug in my hand and the lube not far away, I knew what I should have done, but she just looked so inviting...
I leaned in, kissing her asshole, running my tongue around her puckered bud. Jennifer first yelped at the unexpected attention, but then groaned.
"Oh... that feels sooooo goooood, Ryan..." she moaned.
I could have done this for a while, given her a truly intense rimming, but I wasn't going to deny her need to be filled by the plug. Well, not for long anyway. I did stay there a little bit longer, kissing and licking and probing her asshole with my tongue before leaning back, giving her a kiss on one of her glorious, round cheeks, then finally doing what I'd set out to do with the plug.
Squeezing a generous amount of lube on the conical plug, I made sure to get it nice and slippery before lining it up with her tightest hole.
"I'm not going to lie, this is going to be fun, but will also get pretty intense once we get to the end," I said.
Jennifer looked back at me, smiling. "I've had a butt plug in me before, Ryan."
Smiling, I pushed it forward, sliding the toy into her ass a little bit at a time. "I just wanted to be sure you knew what you were getting into. Or, more appropriately, what's getting into you."
She hissed, dropping her head to the bed and moaning. "Oh, fuck, that feels so good..."
"Only got about an inch in... let's see if you can fit more," I said, pushing it deeper into her asshole.
Jennifer moaned and hissed, looking back at me as I pressed more and more of the plug into her ass. She quieted as her asshole stretched to accommodate the toy, and by the time I'd nearly reached its widest point, she was whimpering from equal parts pleasure and pain. Nonetheless, I kept slowly but firmly pushing it inside of her until her hole took the widest point, and the toy settled deliciously inside of her.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck..." Jennifer groaned. "I'm so full..."
"That's a good thing?" I asked.
"Very," she replied.
"Good," I said, playfully grabbing her by the hips and rolling her over onto her back. It took her by surprise, and with some adjustment at the toy inside of her, but as she looked up at me with her big eyes and pretty smile and utterly inviting body... I felt rather inspired.
"I'm going to eat your pussy now," I said.
Jennifer shivered, her luscious body breaking out in goosebumps as I saw a flush of arousal pass through her.
"Good," she said, simply.
Licking my lips, I crawled between her legs until my face was only inches away from her pussy. I looked up at her through the valley of her cleavage in anticipation, first at pleasuring her and inviting her into this world of beautiful carnality, and secondly because her pussy looked fucking delicious.
I probably should have eased her in, teasing and exploring her engorged, dripping folds, but I needed to taste her properly, and after the fingering I'd already given her, I thought we were well past the point of teasing.
So, I dove in, licking and suckling at her pussy, worshipping her clit while my fingers and tongue gave the rest of her pussy all due attention. Between this, and the plug in her ass, Jennifer had taken on a bit of a different tone than before.
"HOLY SHIT, FUCK!" she cried out, her hands finding my hair and forcing me into her pussy. "Keep doing that, Ryan, holy fuck! Holy shit, Ryan, I can't... that's amazing, that's, wow, fuck, fucking wow, so good, fucking shit, do it, fuck, keep doing that, fuck... motherfucker! Keep it up, do it, do it! Keep eating my fucking pussy, Ryan!"
I didn't need the command to continue doing this, but I welcomed it. Seeing her become less shy the hornier she got was a delightful development, as I knew well how to help Jennifer along that path. I didn't know quite the course we would be taking with her as my apprentice, but I was willing to find out if it meant we did a lot more of this.
I curled my fingers inside of her in that way that worked so well, focusing my lips and tongue on her clit as I rediscovered her G-spot and set her off once more. She was louder than before, her body jolting as if she were struck by lightning. Her wonderfully thick thighs clamped down around my head and neck so hard I thought I might be in trouble for a moment, but that didn't stop me from the worshipful treatment of her pussy as she gushed all over my face.
When she loosened her grip on me, Jennifer gently pushed me away.
"That was... amazing... but if you lick me anymore, I feel like I might pass out..." Jennifer gasped.
I smiled. "So, you never want me to eat your pussy again?"
"NO!" she shouted. "I'd never say that, just... give me some time now..."
"You got it," I said, crawling up beside her and kissing her. "I just wanted to make sure, because you taste really good."
Licking some of her juices from my face, Jennifer said, "I know. Do all girls taste this good?"
I shrugged. "I've heard it varies, but I've generally had good experiences. You do taste exceptionally good, I will say that."
"Thanks. I really do, don't I?" she said, licking more of her from my face and kissing me deeply.
Seeing where her curiosity was leading, I asked, "So... you might be into girls too?"
Jennifer scrunched up her face, uncertainly. "I *think* so? I mean, I've always thought girls were really pretty, and I've gotten off to a lot of girl-girl porn recently too, so I think so? But, I don't know... I'm just discovering how much I really like cock, and I don't know where that puts me. Why?"
I held her close, stroking her side with my fingertips. "I'm not judging or anything, I was just curious, because if you want to find out, I can make some introductions to some girls who'd be more than happy to help you find out."
Her eyes brightened. "You mean it?"
"Of course I do," I said. "In fact, Josie and Brooke are over at Alice's house next door. I'd be happy to introduce you to the three of them later if you want, see if that does anything for you."
Jennifer looked toward the curtain-covered window, thoughtful. "They *are* pretty. Sure. Yes, let's do that. Maybe. I think. I'm pretty sure?"
"Good. They're really nice," I said. I wanted to say that the three of them were also pretty insatiable and would fuck nearly anything that moved given the right circumstances, but I didn't want to scare Jennifer off or anything.



One step at a time.
"Thanks," she said, kissing me again. "I really appreciate you doing this. All of this, I mean."
"It's my pleasure, really," I said.
"I know," Jennifer replied, looking down at my erection. "In more ways than one."
I looked down, then shrugged. "That will happen when I have a hot, naked girl in my bed."
She laughed. "And that does happen so often."
"I've been very lucky, what can I say?" I quipped back.
Dropping her voice a little lower, Jennifer continued, "You made me feel really good with your mouth, and I'd like to do the same for you. Give you a blowjob, I mean, Ryan... is that alright?"
I smiled, then kissed her. "Certainly. Far be it from me to turn down an offer like that."
"Thanks," she said, grinning. Jennifer made her way down my body slowly, licking and kissing me and even briefly sucking on one of my nipples. She was a little clumsy, but enthusiastic, which more than made up for any lack of expertise. That, and her stroking my cock, of course. She'd remembered what she learned from earlier well, and was quite enthusiastic when it came to pleasing me. She had a ways to go still, but with practice... yeah, I was pretty sure that Jennifer would do quite well for herself.
Finally she crawled between my legs, her face level with the head of my fully erect cock. Jennifer gently ran her hands over it, admiring, gently squeezing and stroking me with one hand while fondling my balls gently with the other.
"This cock... it's amazing..." Jennifer said, her voice filled with awe. "It's so big, and you know how to use it well."
"Practice makes perfect," I groaned, unable to take my eyes off of her as she leaned in and kissed the head. "Feels good."
"Thank you," she said, her voice high and sweet as she leaned in and kissed it again. Jennifer stuck out her tongue, licking up the precum, her eyes lidding over slightly at the taste. "Yummy."
"I've been told as much," I replied. "Do you... how much do you need me to tell you what to do?"
"I know some, and I have practiced," Jennifer said. "Just with toys, but I know that teeth are a big no no, and I can get quite a bit down my throat, so, if you tell me what feels good for you, I think I'll be able to pick it up in a hurry."
My cock twitched at the knowledge that she had practiced deep-throating. That would certainly come in handy.
"Why don't you give it a try, and I'll give you notes as we go," I said.
"Wonderful," she said, wrapping her lips around the head briefly in a firm, loving kiss, her tongue swirling so deliciously I couldn't help but moan as she rested there. "That will be *very* helpful."
I groaned with need, a sudden desperation for her to suck my cock growing within me. Her lips and tongue felt so good against me, and that hungry look she gave me, one that was equally sweet and lusty, it was too much for me.
"Please, Jennifer... suck my cock," I begged.
She kissed the head one more time, then said, "Gladly."
And then, don't ask me how, she seemingly inhaled half of my cock in one go.
"Oh, fuck, Jennifer..." I groaned, dropping my head back. "You really have been practicing!"
She pulled her mouth from my cock, smirking and said, "I told you."
"And I believed you, but... still..." I hissed, unable to say anything as she inhaled my cock yet again. She bobbed up and down, slowly taking more and more of my cock into her mouth. Her eagerness may have outstripped her skill, as there was a definite roughness to some of it, and she was both gagging and teary from taking so much of my cock roughly into her mouth, but soon enough she had taken my entire length.
Jennifer came up for air, choking and coughing, with long strands of drool connecting her mouth to my cock, but beaming from ear to ear.
"I did it! Fuck... yeah, I did it!" she declared proudly, kissing my cockhead.
I would have congratulated her, but found words difficult to come by as she swallowed my cock yet again. Though it was far from the most expert blowjob I had ever received, it was still a blowjob, and a pretty good one at that. What Jennifer could do with her mouth needed some refinement, but if it meant getting regular blowjobs from this eager sexpot in training... well, I was willing to be her practice subject.
"That's good, that's good, but slow it down a little, find a rhythm," I groaned, instructing her as I gently took hold of her ponytail and guided her pace. "It's not a race, and you don't have to do *everything* all the time, just find a rhythm that feels good... yes, like this... find a rhythm, and never neglect the head, especially with your tongue... yes, like that... fuck..."
Jennifer caught on quickly, alternating between fucking me with her mouth and throat and then resting at the top, suckling at the head and tip like a particularly tasty piece of candy and driving me utterly wild. I was content to just lie back and take it, happy to let her explore and figure all of this out on her own, until she pulled her mouth from my cock.
Before I could utter a word of protest, soon she had her tits wrapped around my cock, pressing them together and fucking me silly with her drool and precum-coated tits.
"I've always wanted to try this," Jennifer said, smiling at my reaction as she titty-fucked me. "I think I'd need more lube to do it right, but seeing your reaction is pretty great. How does it feel for you, Ryan?"
"Really, really, good," I groaned.
"Oh, cool," she said, tittyfucking me harder. "I was really worried I wasn't doing it right."
"Oh, no, you're doing a very good job," I said, amazed at the sight of my cock disappearing between her massive tits. Jennifer smiled at me so cutely, so hopefully, that I couldn't help but smile back at her. This girl who had come here so nervous was now looking like she felt comfortable in her own skin for the first time since, well, since I'm pretty sure I'd ever seen her.
I moaned at her attention, feeling like I was approaching the edge once again.
Jennifer looked down at me, worried. "You're not going to cum again, are you?"
"Is that a problem?" I asked.
"I mean, no, it's not, but it kinda is, because there was something else I wanted to do before you came again, because, I was trying to get you hard again Ryan, so I could..." she trailed off, speaking quickly in a more energetic version of her nervous voice than I was used to.
"What do you want to do?" Ryan asked. "Tell me, what do you want to do?"
Jennifer looked at me nervously, but then shook her head slightly as if fighting some great internal battle to determine what she wanted. It looked like the person she wanted to be had won out, though, as soon she climbed over me until she had lined her pussy up with my cock. Reaching down, she grabbed hold of my shaft and pressed the head against her lips.
I looked into her eyes as she settled down onto me, my cock once again sliding deliciously inside of her tight cunt. It was a different sensation, being inside of her while she had the butt plug in, much tighter than when we'd first had sex, but the way she shut her eyes and her mouth dropped open pleasurably as she settled down on me, I wasn't in a position to care about comparisons.
Rather than think too much, I simply reached up and squeezed her tits, running my thumbs over her nipples and loving the sounds she made.
"Oh... Ryan..." Jennifer cooed, looking down at me with pride and lust.
"You're in complete control, now," I said, looking her up and down and licking my lips. "Fuck me, Jennifer."
She must have liked the commanding tone to my voice, because her smile broadened, and soon enough she began to ride me. Jennifer was slow and tentative at first, trying to find the right angle, the right speed, but rather than get discouraged as her first few attempts to ride me didn't seem to be getting the results she wanted, I saw her grit her teeth and change positions, shifting around until something seemed to properly excite her. As she began to bounce up and down on my cock with more speed, her gritted teeth turned to a proud smile as she began to ride me properly.
"Oh, fuck, yes, this is amazing, this is amazing," Jennifer groaned as I dropped my hands from her tits to her ass, squeezing her and helping her ride me.
"Yeah? You like being on top?" I asked, squeezing her round ass cheeks and making her squeal.
"I think I just like sex... but yes, being on top is something else," she replied, fucking me harder. Her massive tits bounced in glorious synchronicity with her body, while Jennifer moaned and laughed and stuck out her tongue with distinct joy.
I fucked up into her, grunting. "Way better than porn, isn't it?"
"Way," Jennifer responded. "It's got its charms, but it doesn't have anything on having almost a foot of cock destroying your pussy."
"Destroying?" I asked, laughing slightly as she bounced on my cock.
Jennifer rolled her eyes, then let out a moan. "You know what I mean."
"I do..." I groaned, leaning up to suck on her nipples.
She moaned, riding me with a greater confidence. Though her tits bounced too much for me to suck on them for very long, with my hands on her ass and her leaning down to kiss me, I was in a pretty heavenly place. Watching Jennifer come into her own in front of my very eyes while she rode me, feeling her soft, beautiful body against mine as her cunt expertly squeezed my cock... yeah, she was something special. If we kept doing this, I got the feeling that Jennifer was going to prove very special indeed.
She ground against me, fucking me harder, needing to grip the headboard above me for traction as she rode me for everything she was worth. This wasn't the timid, sweet initiation to sex we'd managed not long before this, no, this was something altogether rawer, more passionate. That she could catch on so quickly was unexpected, but welcome, and soon I wasn't thinking, wasn't planning, wasn't there to make this an educational exercise, no, I was here for the ride, the experience, for the two of us to just connect and reach those pleasurable heights together.
"This feels so good..." Jennifer moaned, slamming her hips down onto mine at an almost blinding pace.
"So tight... so hot... amazing..." I grunted.
"I'm gonna..." she groaned, her body tensing ever so slightly.
"Me too..." I said.
"Do it... set me off, fill me, fuck me, cum in me, do it, Ryan, do it, make me cum, cum, please, Ryan, please..." Jennifer moaned, riding me harder, staring into me with those beautiful, deep brown eyes. She was breathing raggedly, her mouth already dropping into that perfect little O-shape her lips formed whenever she was cumming.
I didn't hold back. I grabbed her by the hips, fucking up into her as hard as I could.
This was apparently what she needed. Jennifer cried out, her body jerking against mine as a powerful orgasm overtook her. She moaned and cried out, dropping her hands from the headboard to me so she could hold on through her orgasm while her pussy clamped down onto me.
That was more than I could handle, as I too let loose, letting pleasure flood my body as I came inside of her yet again. Moaning and cooing, she slowed the rocking of her hips against me, squeezing and milking every last drop out of me until it felt like I barely had any fluid left in my body.
Eventually, panting and utterly spent, Jennifer pulled herself off of me and collapsed next to me on the bed.
"Wow..." she said, her voice weak. "I could... I could really get used to this."
Looking at her, so utterly naked and free, dripping with our juices, I was compelled to ask, "Mind if I get a picture of this?"
"Sure," she said, waving casually.
Taking my phone from the bedside table, I swiped past the texts I'd received, took a quick couple pictures of her like this for my album, before being hit by further inspiration. Taking her phone once again, I took a picture first of her, then of me, after this, before making a couple quick adjustments in her phone.
"There, created a new album for you, something to help make the most of the rest of your year," I said.
Jennifer took her phone from me, looking at the album I'd created of pictures of our fun. "Senior Year Memories?"
"It seemed appropriate," I said. "You want to jump into this life, a Senior Year Memories album certainly wouldn't hurt. Having this with me this year, it's helped me in ways I never would have expected, kept me going, encouraged me, and I think something like that could help you too."
"I guess it couldn't hurt," she said, curling up contentedly next to me on the bed. "So, don't take this the wrong way, but I think I could use a little bit of a break after all that."
"Me too," I admitted. "I did pre-order some pizza, though, and that should be arriving soon. So, recharge break."
"Recharge break," Jennifer said, closing her eyes pleasantly. "Cool."
"Cool," I replied, cuddling up next to her.
We stayed like this for some time, quiet and contented, catching our breaths as we just basked in the afterglow of some quality sex.
"So, I was thinking..." Jennifer finally said, her voice a little dreamy as she reached behind her.
"Yeah?" I asked.
With some discomfort on her face, I saw her pull out the butt plug, then set it on its base on the bedside table next to her. "Earlier, you said you'd introduce me to your friends. To Josie, and Brooke, and Alice, to see if they could help me out in figuring whether or not I might like to fool around with girls... and I think I'd like that. If they're still there, still waiting, I mean. It's not that I don't love what we've done here, and what you can do with... everything, but-"
I laughed, gently stroking her thigh. "Don't worry about it. I could use the break, and we're here to help you get a little bit of everything today, right?"
Jennifer sighed with relief. "Exactly."
"Cool," I replied, reaching back for my phone. "But should you find that they don't suit you, I'll still be here."
"I think I'll be fine, but thank you," she said.
"Cool," I said again, sending out a quick text.
Me: She's ready, would love to meet the three of you.
Josie didn't wait long to respond.
Josie: We'll be right there. And we'll rock her world.
I grinned at the text.
"What?" Jennifer asked, looking toward me, curious.
"I should probably give you some head's up on what you're getting into. Josie... she's amazing, but she can be quite aggressive when it comes to getting what she wants. And Brooke... well, she's also aggressive, but in kind of the best, hyperactive sort of way. If you're just looking to have a seriously fun time with a girl, I don't think you can do better than Brooke," I said.
"Good to know," Jennifer replied. "And Alice?"
"She's laid back. Relaxed compared to the other two. Really into watching and being watched," I said.
Jennifer smiled widely at this. "Oh, now *that* sounds like a lot of fun."
"Good," I said, leaning in to kiss her.
Before I could, I heard the doorbell ring.
"...well, that was fast," I said, hopping out of bed and quickly dressing in my t-shirt and sweats.
"Should I put on clothes, or..." Jennifer trailed off.
"Stay here, shouldn't be but a moment," I said, grabbing my phone and jogging toward the door. Stopping quickly, I added, "And stay like you are. I think they'll like the view."
Jennifer smiled at me sweetly, then nodded, wrapping herself up slightly with a blanket.
I left the bedroom and answered the front door, pleased to find three of my favorite people in the world standing on my front porch.
"This is gonna be so much fun!" Brooke King shouted. The tiny, petite blonde's pigtails bounced enthusiastically as she jumped into my arms and gave me a big kiss. Wearing a tight pink t-shirt that showed off her belly button and cut-off jeans that barely covered her ample ass, she was a welcome sight like always.
Talking a mile a minute, she declared, "We're gonna make her understand that she's, like, totally so bi, it's awesome though for the first time because they don't know what they're getting into, but-"
A soft, firm hand squeezed Brooke by the shoulder, pulling her away from me.
"Brooke, go easy. First times aren't always as easy for people, we don't want to scare her off now, do we?" Alice Talbot proposed in her lovely accent. A beautiful and athletic black girl with an impressive afro of loose curls she kept tied back today, she wore a colorful, comfortable skirt and a pale, loose-fitting top, neither of which did anything to hide her impressive and tight curves. Although new in town, she had acclimated to the more over-sexualized aspects of Regan Hills quite readily.
"But I don't wanna go easy!" Brooke pouted.
"Just have patience, sweetness," Alice said, gently stroking Brooke's chin before taking me into her arms for a lingering kiss. "Feel free to take your excess energy out on me first while we ease her in."
Brooke grumbled. "Fine. If I have to."
I kissed Alice again, and said, "Thanks."
"Oh, the pleasure is all ours, seriously," Alice said.
The last to walk inside was my first girlfriend, Josie Wong. Dressed in her usual dark coat and black, gothic attire, her pale skin, pretty face and glossy black hair had her looking as lovely as ever. Her short, tight skirt hugged her ass, while her barely-there top barely covered her massive tits under her top.
"You're sure she's ready for this?" Josie asked, stepping inside and kissing me passionately. I melted into her, the two of us making out in the doorway for a good moment before she stepped inside.
"Even better," I said, breaking the kiss, breathless. "She's sure she's ready for this."
Josie smiled a black-painted smile. "Yeah, that *is* better. We'll hang here, you better pay for your pizza first."
"Pizza?" I said, looking confusedly out at the porch at the deeply confused and surprised-looking pizza girl. "Oh, crap, right!"
"We'll hang, but don't take too long, I'm horny!" Brooke called out from the living room, already taking off her top and freeing her pert A-cup tits. Thankfully, Josie was quick enough to pull her aside, out of view of the pizza girl.
Grabbing the cash I'd left on the table beside the door for this occasion, I looked at the delivery girl with a bit of embarrassment. A petite Latina college student, I recognized her from the few times she'd delivered over the last couple months.
"Sorry about that," I said, looking down at her nametag to remind myself of her name. "Maggie. Things get a little crazy around here sometimes."
"I can tell," she said, handing over the pizzas as I gave her the cash. "Can I... can I ask you a question?"
"Sure," I said. "And keep the change."
"Ah, thanks..." Maggie said, her smile brightening. "It's just, every time I've come by here you seem to be surrounded by some combination of different beautiful girls, and I gotta ask... what's your secret?"
I grinned. "If I told you, it wouldn't be a secret, would it?"
She smiled, nodding. "Fair enough, fair enough..."
A brief flash of thought hit me, and briefly I considered inviting her in, but with the four girls I was already managing, that seemed impractical.
"Well..." Maggie added, quickly pulling a pen from her pocket and scrawling something on the receipt, "If you're ever in a place where you don't have company and need some, this is my number."
Grinning, I pocketed the receipt. "Good to know. Thanks."
Grinning back, she walked back to her car, giving a little extra sway to her step that seemed intriguing.
Pizzas in hand, I turned back to Alice, Brooke and Josie. "Come on. I'll drop these off in the kitchen, then introduce you to Jennifer."
"Goodie," Brooke said, licking her lips.
I led them to the bedroom, watching them as they shed clothing items along the way until the three of them were gloriously naked. They weren't waiting on introducing Jennifer to the joys of girl-girl fucking, I had to give them that.



I knocked softly on my bedroom door and said, "Jennifer, it's me."
"Okay," she said from beyond the door, and carefully, I cracked the door open and looked inside.
Jennifer sat on my bed, blanket pulled up to her chest to cover her nakedness. I slipped inside, looking at her appreciatively. "They're here. I just wanted to make sure, one last time, that this was something you're absolutely certain you want to do. The three of them are some of the nicest, most wonderful people I know, but they're also very, *very* eager, and I want to make sure you know what you're getting into."
Jennifer bit her lip, and then nodded. "I'm ready."
I grinned. "Alright. Don't say I didn't warn you."
I opened the door fully behind me, allowing first Brooke, then Alice, and finally Josie to enter. Jennifer's eyes got wider at each of their entrances.
"So," Alice said, her confident voice dripping with sexiness. "What do you think?"
Jennifer looked uncertain for a moment, but soon her mouth curled into a slight smile, and she dropped the blanket, revealing her massive tits to the trio.
"Oh, this is gonna be sooooooooooo fuuuuuuun!" Brooke squealed, running toward the bed and practically tackling Jennifer. Alice soon followed her, as much to hold back Brooke as anything else, but she looked ready for fun herself.
Josie looked at me. "You're doing a helluva thing here. You gonna stick around and join in?"
I shook my head. "Nah. Jennifer wants to get a handle on whether she's into girls or not, and I don't think it would be best if I were here for that."
Josie agreed, "Makes sense. We'll do right by her."
Pulling her close, I kissed Josie deeply. "I know you will."
"Good," Josie smirked. "Now get the hell out of here."
"I'm getting, I'm getting," I replied, exiting my bedroom, looking back one last time toward Jennifer. With Alice and Brooke on either side of her, kissing and touching her, Jennifer briefly looked back at me and mouthed two simple words.
'Thank you.'
Nodding at her, I exited the bedroom.
***
I'd received a number of texts during my time with Jennifer, and so, sitting in the kitchen and eating a slice of pepperoni pizza and trying to ignore the moans coming from my bedroom, I scrolled through them.
The first was from Leah, a response to my earlier message.
Leah: Oh yes, the results have been very pleasurable on this end as well. I am happy you are finding from satisfaction from it, and hoping that you aren't the only one ;)
Grinning, I then opened the next message from Kaitlyn.
Kaitlyn: You're welcome. And you know how you can repay me...
After the text was a picture of her body, luscious and naked and taken as a selfie where she showed me her lust-filled face. It had been a while since I'd given her any private time, so I hardly blamed her for her eagerness.
I almost texted her back, but then, nodding with decision, I told myself that I'd text her back later.
No, the next text was one that was a long time coming, and in the spirit of my February plan of helping those in need of some good, sweaty fun, I opened my contacts and sent a text.
Me: Sarah, I think it's finally time I talked to you about your mom.
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, shoot me some feedback or support me, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
And after some recent crises and battles, I want to add one last note on a more practical concern. When it comes to mental health, I hope everyone out there is taking the time to take care of themselves. Mental health may seem like a never-ending battle, but it's a never-ending battle that is always worth fighting, and one that there are plenty of resources to be found to help with should you ever be struggling. Be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: It's been a long time coming, but 18-year-old Ryan Collins finally took pretty, soft-spoken art student Jennifer Cage under his wing as his "apprentice." Though hesitant at first, she soon quickly turns into a natural, embracing her sexuality with Ryan's help. After a few good rounds of sex, Ryan invites his girlfriends, Josie Wong and Brooke King, and next-door neighbor, Alice Talbot, over to help Jennifer explore her budding bisexuality, something all the girls are more than happy to embrace. After fielding texts from Kaitlyn and Leah, he continued to embrace the spirit of the lust spell he performed earlier in the month and contacted his friend Sarah Kent, who had last month suggested Ryan hook up with her single mother, Viola Kent.
***
It all started a little over a month ago with four simple words:
"I need your help."
Sarah Kent, a cute, blonde and very shy band geek who I'd watched ascend to confident, fun-loving cheerleader over the course of this year, said these words to me in the midst of an orgy, and given the circumstances and how close we were, I thought there would be no way I could turn her down.
Until I found out that she wanted me to fuck her mother.
I know, I know how it sounds, but it's not as weird as it sounds. Having been raised by a single mother, Sarah and her mom had become best friends, and being the holiday season at the time, she was looking to do something nice for her mother. It was one of those ideas that always seemed just a little crazy to me, but never *too* crazy. It had been in the back of my mind for a while, especially the more I heard about Viola Kent from the other members of her "book club" (actually just an excuse for the moms of town to get drunk and fool around with each other when their husbands couldn't get the job done). Not long ago, I'd also seen Viola for the first time and found her unusually stunning and, well...
I wouldn't have done this if I thought it would threaten my friendship with Sarah, and she had told me she wouldn't have brought it up if she thought it would hurt things between us. This, mathematically, should've been fine.
Nonetheless, that didn't mean it wasn't at least a little weird when Sarah came over one early February morning before school with coffee, donuts, and a need to make a plan.
"So, I'm going to be out for the evening," Sarah said, sitting down at the kitchen table as she munched on a frosting and sprinkle-encrusted donut. "Hanging out and pulling a slumber party with Josie, Mia, Fatima and Hope since it's been for-fucking-ever since the five of us have really spent time together. Should give you plenty of time to work your magic with my mom."
Now, Sarah Kent was someone who I found to be very, very cute, and even with her customary hoodie, jeans and horn-rimmed glasses this morning, I still found her very, very cute. I knew Sarah to be exquisitely flexible and up for pretty much anything when it came to sex, and had enough pictures in my phone's album to prove just how freaky a little slut she could be.
Awkward as it was, though, it was because I was planning this plan to seduce her mother that I found it as difficult to look at Sarah as it was, right now. I mean, I'd fucked a friend's mom before (and fucked said friend, too), and that had led to a pretty brutal period of my life, so it was likely I was just being exceedingly cautious.
"I just need to know... you're sure this is something that you want? I mean, completely and utterly, unreservedly, that if I go through with this, nothing's gonna be fucked up between us, right?" I asked.
Sarah smiled, reaching across the table and touching my hand tenderly. "I'm seriously fine with this, Ryan. I mean it. I love my mom, and she works so hard and doesn't have nearly enough time to have fun and... yeah, I really think you could be something good for her."
Though it didn't make everything better, hearing this did take some of the wind out of my uncertainty. Looking into her bright green eyes, I couldn't help but feel her sincerity and kindness... and, yeah, it was hard not to say yes to pretty much anything she wanted.
"Alright... I just wanted to be sure," I said.
"Thanks," Sarah replied. "And I'm fine with this, really; it was my idea, after all."
"Yeah, but we all have bad ideas we wind up reconsidering, so, I didn't want this to be one of them for you," I said.
"It won't be," Sarah said.
Feeling more confident, especially as the coffee kicked in, I munched on a donut and asked, "So, any intel you can offer me on your mom?"
Sarah grinned, then nodded. "Well, the mom I know and the mom she's been hiding from me are two pretty different people. You've met her, you know she's got the whole *cool mom* vibe going on, and that's not just for you, that's just how she is. She's pretty damn laid-back for someone who works as many jobs and side-hustles as she does, but I know that it's got her pretty damn tired a lot of the time, too. That's the side she shows me."
"And what about the other side?" I asked.
Sarah bit her lip, nervous. "Well... you already know about the sex toy parties she hosts at her book club... and the stripperobics class she teaches. I think... and I don't know this for sure... that my mom used to be a stripper when she was in college."
"Really?" I asked, surprised. It shouldn't have been that surprising, because she was stunning and had the body of a dancer, but it still somehow hit me.
"I'm pretty sure. She's too good at what she does in that pole dancing class without taking any classes to learn how to do it, and it would probably explain why Dad left her for a stripper if he's got a type, so, yeah, I think she's got that in her past. I know she had a lot of fun in her youth, the way she talks about her past, whenever she's willing to talk about her past, but ever since Dad left it's like a switch has flipped. She's always trying to be ultra-responsible in front of me, and I haven't really seen her around guys, though I know she's still interested by the way she looks and... well, I think she could really use some firm, fun, dick," Sarah said.
I grinned, taking another sip of my coffee. "Well, if there's anything I can offer in ample amounts, it is firm, fun, dick."
Sarah shivered in her seat, then focused on her donut when she said, "That's an understatement."
Yeah, if there was ever a time for a cocky smirk, this was it. On any other day, I would have likely done terrible things to Sarah Kent here and now, but given my after-school plans, that didn't feel right.
"So, got any plans for Valentine's Day?" I asked.
"Got a date with Alex from the soccer team," she said. "He's not the smartest, and he's weirdly into talking about his plans to be a crypto investor after high school, but I have it on good authority he's good with his tongue. Not as good as you, but still good, so, should be fun for the day at least."
"Happy to hear it. Valentine's is a good day to get laid, I would think," I said.
"And you?" she asked.
I took a breath. This was a plan I was still hammering out all the details to, and one I had only voiced to Josie and Brooke so far, but it was one I was excited to pull off.
"I've got a lot of invitations from a lot of girls without dates... I'm going to hit up a good number of them on the day of, give my mouth and fingers a serious workout," I said.
"Busy day; lucky it's on a weekend this year," she said, nodding in agreement. "Why only your mouth and fingers?"
"Because I plan on having dinner and some more vigorous fun with another lucky lady, before retiring for the evening with Josie and Brooke," I explained.
"Busy day," Sarah repeated. "But it sounds like you'll have fun. And you're lucky to get to end things with Josie and Brooke. They've both been really excited for their surprise they've got for you."
I raised an eyebrow, questioning. I'd heard some mentions of Josie and Brooke having been working together on a surprise for me, but aside from them getting a motel room nearby for the occasion, I didn't know any serious details about it.
"Do you know anything about this surprise?" I asked.
"Maybe..." Sarah said, playful. "But if I shared, it wouldn't be much of a surprise, would it?"
I grumbled, also a little playful, enough to make her laugh a small, cute laugh.
"You're lucky I've got other plans today..." I said, my voice low and promising.
"And if we want to keep to them, and for you to show my mom a good time, we should probably change the subject, right?" she said, her voice suddenly less playful.
Sarah was right, of course. I straightened myself up and finished my donut, looking in the box she'd brought over for another contender for breakfast.
"True enough," I said.
"Like, we could talk about Jennifer! How have things been going with Jennifer?" Sarah proposed.
I smiled, thinking about the progress I had been making with Jennifer Cage these past days. I didn't know how much was okay for me to share or not, but since I knew Sarah and Jennifer were somewhat familiar with one another, it didn't seem like a bad idea to give some slight details.
I said, "Well, things with Jennifer have been moving along... quite well, I'd say..."
***
Walking through the halls of Regan Hills High at lunchtime with Jennifer Cage by my side brought back a lot of good memories. While before, the curvy art student who favored paint-splattered overalls and a tightly packed ponytail looked like one of the meekest people you'd ever meet, the girl who walked beside me now had a spring in her step and eyes that looked upon the world with a new, horny wonder.
It was a look I knew well, because it had been on my face for much of the last few months. Having a lot of sex in a short period of time after losing your virginity sort of had that effect on you.
"Everyone here... they look different... I'm not crazy, right? There's something different now, isn't there?" Jennifer said as she looked around the boys and girls of our senior class.
"It's pretty cool, right?" I said. "It's one thing to know that everyone else is having sex, but once you become one of them, it's kind of like it unlocks a world where they don't seem so different from you after all. When that realization first hit me, it was like I finally saw what everything was supposed to look like."
"I like it," Jennifer said.
"I'm happy to hear it," I said as we ambled down the hall toward a cluster of drama kids who had gathered around a nearby poster. "I guess the question now comes down to, what do you want to do with it next? Me and Josie and Brooke and Alice are one thing-"
"Oh, you four are a *lot* of things," Jennifer said with a shiver and a grin.
"Fair," I replied. "But, if I've learned anything, while a lot of these situations can fall into your lap with the right connection, you're going to have to *want* them to happen and put yourself in the positions needed to make it happen. Luck can only take you so far; drive, on the other hand, can take you much, much farther."
She licked her lips, nervous. "Brooke offered to introduce me to some of her friends, but I don't know if I'm ready for that yet."
"What kind of friends?" I asked.
"Cheerleaders. Some guys on the football team. I mean, a lot of those guys are hot, and you've done most of the girls on the squad, so you know how hot *they* are, but I don't know if I've got the confidence to go that far yet," Jennifer admitted.
I nodded, understanding. "Alright, one step at a time. Let's try to find someone more your speed..."
I scanned the hallway, looking back toward the group of girls collected by the poster next to the drama room. It advertised that spring musical auditions would be happening quite soon, without saying what exactly that play might be. From my association with Mrs. Harker, the drama teacher, I knew that there was some controversy with the PTA behind the scenes over what musical might be considered "appropriate" for our school, and that the play the students wanted was unlikely to come about.
That, however, was another problem for another time.
"...how about a drama kid?" I asked.
"Aren't they too much drama?" Jennifer asked, jokingly.
"Actually... I haven't had a lot of experience with them," I admitted. "They might be."
"I know some of them, they're not all bad... and there are definitely some cute girls..." Jennifer admitted.
"Like?" I proposed, wanting to get her to talk about her interests.
Nervously, she said, "Well... Chloe Marcus is sweet, in her own way. And really smart, too, when she's not so nervous. I think she might be really cute."
Petite, blonde, Chloe Marcus definitely seemed Jennifer's style. An overachiever and constant worrier with glasses that nearly matched Jennifer's own, I could have easily seen the two of them together. I wouldn't have guessed that Chloe might be one of the drama kids given her intense focus on academics, but, this school offered all sorts of surprises like that.
"Chloe is a start. Who else do you think you could have fun with?" I asked.
Scanning the group, Jennifer returned. "Doreen."
"Doreen Bell..." I said, letting the name roll over my tongue. "An interesting choice."
"Well, *she's* interesting," Jennifer replied.
This was true enough. A shorter, curvier girl and reigning class clown of Regan Hills High, she was more outgoing than someone I would have expected Jennifer to look after. Though there was a similar look between them, they couldn't have been any more different personality-wise, and that was enough of a surprise for me. Nonetheless, Doreen could manage a broad, bright smile that lit up her pretty face, and I saw the potential there.
"Alright, alright, not a bad choice then... let's go one more... who out of everyone there do you think might be the most fun to just get down and dirty with?" I asked, smiling and enjoying the chance to prod her into speaking while getting my first real chance to eye the Drama Club girls myself. There were some definite stunners among them, like tall and leggy Cecilia Dunwich, a black girl with blonde hair that went to her mid-back and a tight ass to kill for, or Faith Serrano, a Latina who was easily one of the bitchiest and flat-out most gorgeous girls in school, and some other less obvious choices like the blonde, athletic and wannabe stuntwoman Amy Temple.
Any of them would have made sense by my eye.
Jennifer, however, had a different eye.
"Olivia," she said, pointing to the pale, dark-haired girl wearing a leather jacket over her hoodie and gray scarf. The student head of our school's stage crew, I knew her to be both a consummate overachiever and a sarcastic asshole who wandered around with an impressive chip on her shoulder. She was smart, and made an impression whenever she was called upon in class, but I never would have looked that hard at her before. I mean, she did have nice eyes, and some very full lips and... okay, I could see where Jennifer was going at a bit of a glance, not that I didn't need confirmation.
"Olivia?" I asked, trying not to sound mean but definitely unable to hide surprise. "Olivia Raine-Goldblum?"
Jennifer nodded. "She's smart. She's funny. She doesn't take shit from anyone, and I've seen her in the showers after gym and, well... she's more physically blessed than you'd expect."
"Huh," I said, giving the disgruntled-looking Olivia another glance. "Good to know."
Jennifer smirked. "I thought you might appreciate the information."
"What I appreciate more is hearing you talk like this," I said, proud. "Good to know you've got some options out there that you can have fun with."
"Looking is one thing. Doing something is something else entirely," Jennifer said.
"One step at a time..." I repeated.
"If you're thinking about trying out for the play, I would highly recommend *against* it."
The soft, lightly sensual voice came from behind us, startling Jennifer. By now, I was getting increasingly used to surprise visitors announcing themselves behind me, so I was reasonably less shocked when we were confronted by 18-year-old senior class president, Sabrina Singh. With a face as stunningly beautiful as hers, with the softest-looking brown skin, pouty lips and big, soulful dark eyes, you would have expected her to be delicate. This would have been a mistake, however. At 5'9", this Indian-American beauty was an utter pitbull, accumulating extracurriculars and inserting herself around school in any way that might improve her chances of getting into a good school. With long black hair tied in a braid that rested over her shoulder and an athletic frame that carried well her large breasts and round ass, she was enticingly imposing, even if she looked tired more often than not. Today she looked particularly haggard, but in her loose, dark skirt and tight red t-shirt that showed off her abs (and belly button piercing), she looked stunning as ever.
"Far be it from me to advise against extracurriculars, naturally," Sabrina explained, pointing to the rolled-up posters under her arm. "But, realistically speaking, if you are not well situated with Mrs. Harker's cult of drama kids, it would be difficult to infiltrate at this point. If you were on the lookout, however, for some clubs that would look good on your college applications, I can recommend a number of organizations around our school that are still looking for members."
She sighed, a look of great exhaustion on her face.
"I'm kind of busy now, but I am interested in joining some clubs... can I give you my number to text you for information?" Jennifer asked, only a trace of her typical meekness in her voice.
I shot her a glance, trying to see I she might have been hitting on Sabrina as our class president took Jennifer's number down, but it looked like she was actually legitimately interested in joining clubs and putting herself out there.
I nodded approvingly, before turning my attention to Sabrina. I knew her well enough to exchange pleasantries in class or the hallway, but hadn't really ever talked to her. Though her beauty was certainly intimidating to a point, I was pretty sure I could hold my own by now.
"I don't really have a lot of free time these days, with the paper and tutoring and all, but thanks for the offer," I said.
"Those are good, but you can always do better if you want to get into a good university. Don't dismiss that out of hand... but the warning about the drama kids certainly still stands," Sabrina stated.
I rubbed a hand through my hair, looking from Sabrina to the students milling around the poster and back. I knew from experience that Mrs. Harker was on the intense side, but running a cult of the drama students?



"Is Mrs. Harker really that bad? She seems decent enough to me," I said.
Sabrina eyed me briefly, smirking slightly at a silent secret that she rather enjoyed. "Yes... I gather that would be your assessment."
I freaked out for a moment, wondering if she was going to spread any information on what Mrs. Harker and I had done, but it only stayed at the silent smirk.
Sighing, she nodded, then began to walk away from us, "Nevertheless, it's never too late to start planning for your future! My offer still remains!"
I watched her walk away appreciatively for one moment, before I felt a playful elbow in my side. Jennifer said, "Certainly seems like she could use some relaxation in her life."
"She might..." I said, considering, "But not today. I've got plans for this afternoon."
"Yes, but you never know where life might take you, right? Couldn't she just use a little..." Jennifer joked, thrusting her hips forward and making a joking grunting sound.
I rolled my eyes, laughing as I continued down the hall. Jennifer kept up with me.
"What? I was just having fun," she chided.
"I think I created a monster," I said.
"A good kind of monster?" Jennifer asked.
Taking my chance to elbow her back, I said, "The best."
"Hell yeah," Jennifer replied, pulling me in so she could kiss me on the cheek. "Still, doesn't help me fill up my afternoon."
I thought about this. "Alright, apprentice, let's try a homework assignment, then."
"Really?" she asked, intrigued. "What do you have in mind?"
Looking up and down the hall, I said, "I want you to find someone... someone you find really hot... and try to make a connection. You don't have to seal the deal or anything, but put yourself out there, give it a try..."
Jennifer looked a bit nervous at the suggestion, but she took a deep gulp and said, "Okay... okay. Okay."
She didn't sound very okay about this, and while getting laid was one thing, it didn't exactly help someone with all the social elements that came with a sex life at this school. I was working on a speech where I could detail this for her, but before I could, we were interrupted.
"Hey, Ryan!" a man called to me.
From down the hall in front of us came a couple I'd become pretty familiar with over the past couple months: Peter Nixon and Sasha Pearl. Peter was a football player and ladies' man, big and black and charming as all hell, while Sasha was a nerdy and glasses-wearing, but damn cute, redheaded cheerleader. I'd been tutoring Peter recently, while Sasha and I had had some... well, creative fun over New Year's at Dakota Lewis' house. Thankfully, Peter was not one to hold grudges on such things, as the two of us had become fast friends over the past weeks.
"Hey, guys," I said, waving for them as they approached. Jennifer couldn't take her eyes off of Peter, and she might have even licked her lips.
Interesting.
"Hi!" Sasha exclaimed, looking from me to Sasha. "You're Jennifer, right?"
"Yeah," Jennifer said, a little shyly at the taller cheerleader.
"You and Ryan are friends?" Sasha asked, curiously.
When it seemed like Jennifer wasn't ready to answer, I spoke up, "Yeah. I've been... tutoring, Jennifer lately."
Peter knew well that I had my hands full tutoring him, Kaitlyn and Jess, so he only gave Jennifer one good, long look before flashing me his charming smile. "That's awesome. Ryan's a helluva 'tutor', isn't he?"
Jennifer blushed slightly. "Oh, he's been great."
Sasha looked around the group, amused. "So, we're talking in code now? Can I talk in code too? Or would that make you uncomfortable?"
She addressed this question quite genuinely at Jennifer, who answered only by blushing a whole lot more.
"Oh no!" Sasha said, patting Jennifer on the arm comfortingly, "I didn't mean to do that! It was a joke, I swear, a goodhearted and thoroughly unloaded one! I'm so sorry!"
"I'm still working on my joke threshold," Jennifer said back, looking from Sasha to Peter. "And no need to feel sorry, I'm still learning."
"Give it time, you'll catch up quick around here," Peter said smoothly.
"Yeah?" Jennifer asked. At that, Peter grinned, and this time a smile joined her blush.
I could sense an opportunity here, one that I wanted to tee up to see if Jennifer would take it. "Say, Peter, Sasha... you two doing anything after school today?"
"We were gonna grab a bite to eat, then hang out for a while," Sasha asked. "Why?"
I looked at Jennifer, who had a faintly panicked look in her eyes, but one I wanted to help her past. "Well, I've been keeping Jennifer company the past few days with our tutoring sessions, but something came up for me today and I won't be around to help her out like I usually would. Any chance the two of you would be up for hanging out with her?"
This wasn't meant to be a specifically sexual invitation, more just a chance to get Jennifer comfortable around other people I knew she was attracted to. I could already see the sparkles in her eyes for Peter, and knew that Sasha could be a lot of fun for her too, and she needed an opportunity to see how she could develop this when I wasn't around.
Now it was just a matter of seeing if they'd want to help.
"I'm down if Sasha is," Peter said with his most charming smile. "Any friend of Ryan's is a friend of ours."
Sasha smiled brightly. "Sure! The more the merrier!"
Jennifer looked at them and me nervously, biting her lip again and looking like she wanted to hide. If she chose this moment to run off, I wouldn't have blamed her. This might have been a bit much for her to process right away, but I thought there was a good chance she could handle it...
Balling her hands into fists and then releasing them, Jennifer said, "I'd love to hang out with you guys. Thank you."
"Cool," Peter said.
"We'll meet you in the parking lot after school lets out," Sasha said, looking at me and raising an eyebrow with an idea of her own. "Or, do you want to join us for lunch so we can hash out details then?"
Jennifer looked at me. "You want to join them for lunch?"
"Go ahead," I said. "I have to drop something off at a locker, and I should probably be checking in at the Puma Press offices soon, been a bit overdue for that and I don't want Nadia to kill me. You have fun."
Smiling, Jennifer nodded and walked off with Peter and Sasha. "I think I will... thanks!"
I grinned at her, proud to see her so readily stepping out on her own. I didn't know if she'd get into any mischief with Peter and Sasha, but I hoped she would. Peter and Sasha were good people, and I knew they would be good for fun if Jennifer was looking for it.
I nodded to myself, walking down the twisting hallways of Regan Hills High with a spring in my step as I searched purposefully for a specific locker. Thanks to information I had gotten from Brooke, it didn't take long to find Brianna Roth's locker, and to slip inside the Valentine that I had secreted away in my backpack. Sure, I could have texted her to get my point across, but since she had taken the time out of her day recently to drop a Valentine by me, I was more than happy to return the thought.
It wasn't every day you invited a girl to dinner on Valentine's Day, after all.
I know what you're thinking, and I'm going to answer it now: why was I not doing dinner with my girlfriends, Brooke and Josie, for Valentine's Day?
Simply put, Josie and Brooke were the people I was going to end Valentine's Day with. I had told them about my plans for the month, and some of my ideas for the day itself, and they encouraged me to spread the love (or at least, lust) around, so long as I ended things with them. They had gotten a room at a nearby motel for their "big surprise" they'd both set up, and I knew I was supposed to show up there by 8 pm so we could enjoy whatever debauchery they had arranged. Until then, I could get up to whatever trouble I wanted.
Brianna Roth had been a girl I'd been meaning to do something with for a very long time. One of Kaitlyn's friends, Brianna was one of the first to know of my "gift" outside of Kaitlyn. She'd hit on me during those early days of September, dropping a pen and asking me to it up, giving me a sweet view up her skirt as she sat at her desk. Luck and timing had prevented us from ever fully hooking up, and while I had gone down on her in a disused art classroom, I wanted to do more.
And so, knowing that she was currently single, I wanted to take her out on Valentine's for dinner and... hopefully, quite a bit more.
Smiling, satisfied with my plan, I made sure that I'd slipped the card thoroughly into her locker before walking away.
"That isn't your locker..."
I grinned at the sound of her voice. "No, it isn't. That a problem?"
I turned to face Kaitlyn Pruitt, smiling as if I hadn't seen her in ages. She looked good. Really good. Her skin was still as soft and lightly tanned as ever, her silky, mid-back length black hair shining even under the shitty light of our school hallways. Today she wore a light, open jacket that exposed the tight, midriff-baring green t-shirt that barely concealed her massive tits, while her jeans were as tight as ever, accentuating her round ass and cheerleader's legs. Her pouty lips were curled in a playful grin, though still had a hint of her usual resting bitch face, while her eyes... big and brown, they looked at me with the best kind of "up to trouble" look I'd come to love from her.
"I guess it depends on what you're doing. Was that a Valentine?" Kaitlyn asked.
"It is," I said.
She continued, smirking cockily, "And does that mean that you and Brianna are finally gonna fuck? Because she's been wanting some of that cock since I first told her about you, and you've-"
"Been busy," I shot back. "And I don't know what is going to happen, but if sex is on the table... well, I won't say no."
Kaitlyn nodded. "Good."
"Good," I replied, walking down the hallway. I didn't want to leave Kaitlyn, but I did want to show her that I was willing to control the course of our interaction. She was surprised for a moment, but quickly caught up with me.
"So, Brooke tells me that you'll be spending Valentine's Day going to the dateless and bringing some 'joy' into their lives?" Kaitlyn asked.
I nodded. "And?"
"And..." Kaitlyn said, trailing off, before bringing the conversation around to what she clearly wanted. "...and I don't have a date, and could use a little of that joy, too."
She said this with her usual arrogance that she put on in public, but then leaned in and dropped to a softer, more genuine tone, "If you've got the time, that is."
I smiled. This was more the Kaitlyn I'd come to know over this year, the one who could get past her bitchy mean girl shit and be the friend she was capable of being before all the shit started.
"Walk with me?" I suggested.
"Of course," Kaitlyn said as I led her to a much less active hallway.
"So, how is it you, Miss Hot Shit Gorgeous Fucking Cheerleader, doesn't have a date for Valentine's Day? Pretty much every guy in our class would give up his left arm to be with you," I said.
She rolled her eyes at me. "I know it's that easy, but I don't want it to be that easy. Guys... in general, they're not interested in me, they're just interested in... this."
Kaitlyn waved down at her body, and I couldn't say that I didn't understand the issue.
"I'm looking for something different, even if it means I need to... cut back on certain exciting, sweaty, activities," she continued.
"I can see where that would be a problem," I said, peering around a corner and motioning for her to follow me once I saw the coast was clear.
"But that doesn't mean I don't still get horny as fuck, and there's only so many things the other girls can do for me. Sometimes a girl just needs a whole lot of dick, and that's where I'd like you to come in," she said, bluntly.
"I'm glad you think so much of me," I said, sarcastic and rolling my eyes.
Kaitlyn grabbed me, stopping me and pulling me in close to kiss me passionately. Never in a million years would she have done this in an open school hallway before, and even though the one we were now in was almost completely deserted, it still felt like a big deal from her.
"Ryan... you don't know everything you've done for me... you've helped me understand more about myself than I thought possible, and made me look at who I want to be in a different way. I think the fucking world of you, and I..."
She couldn't finish the last thought, instead biting her lip and looking up and down the hall. "You mean a lot to me, alright?"
I nodded. "I'm sorry. It was a bad joke."
"Yes, it was," Kaitlyn said. "But Lord knows I've made worse."
Kaitlyn pressed herself against me, leaning into my ear as her breasts crushed against my chest. She whispered so softly, so sweetly, that between that and her touch I couldn't help but be rock hard instantly.
"I want you, Ryan..." she whispered, her voice low and husky. "I fucking need you. I need your cock... I need your cum... I need how you make me feel..."
Realistically speaking, I knew how hard Kaitlyn fucked, and I should have passed. I still had a busy afternoon ahead of me once I got over to the Kent's house, and I probably should've saved my cock so I could stay in fighting shape.
On the other hand... Kaitlyn Pruitt really, *really* wanted to fuck me.
I cocked my head to the door on the opposite side of the hall of us, the closet next to Mrs. Lynn's classroom.
"Lucky for you, I know a place," I said.
Kaitlyn grinned, grabbing me by the hand and pulling me toward the closet.
The door to Mrs. Lynn's class opened, and out stepped Mrs. Lynn, carrying a couple of folders in one hand. She looked at us, both confused and intrigued.
"Hello, Mrs. Lynn," I said.
"Hi, Mrs. Lynn!" Kaitlyn said, looking like she was desperately trying to appear casual.
It didn't take more than one look at us for Mrs. Lynn to roll her eyes and say, "Just keep it down in there so you don't have Officer Brandy coming down on your asses, okay?"
Giggling, Kaitlyn and I looked at one another playfully, and she pulled me toward the closet.
***
It might go without saying that Kaitlyn and I, well, we couldn't exactly keep it down.
"GOD, YES! FUCK ME WITH YOUR BIG COCK! FUCK MY SLUTTY CUNT WITH YOUR COCK, HARDER! FUCKING HELL!" Kaitlyn roared as I did, well, precisely as she requested. Both of our pants and underwear were around our ankles, while Kaitlyn was bent over, hands against the wall as I fucked her from behind. With her shirt pulled up to her neck, her tits bounced wildly as I forced all ten inches of my thick cock roughly into her tight, clutching cunt. To this day, I can't say what exercises those cheerleaders did to keep their pussies so tight with how I fucked them, but Kaitlyn was remarkably adept at squeezing me with seemingly impossible force. Her pussy gripped me with every stroke, seemingly not wanting to let me go while I savagely pounded her.
With my hands on her hips, I got a great view of her jiggling ass, and even better control over this fuck... but that couldn't stop me from reaching up every so often to grab her magnificent DDs, pinching her nipples and squeezing her soft, bouncing flesh as I fucked her.
"Yeah, you like that?" I grunted.
"I fucking love it!" Kaitlyn squealed, looking back at me cockily.
Grinning, I reached down and smacked one of her magnificent ass cheeks, pulling an even louder squeal from her.
"God, you can be such an asshole when you're this cocky," she groaned, fucking back against me for all she was worth.
"And you like it that way, don't you?" I asked.
To this, Kaitlyn said nothing, but I took her moan as a good answer.
I thought another spank or two might motivate her to answer, and so I gave her a good slap to each of her magnificent, jiggling ass cheeks to encourage her to speak up.
"Don't you?" I repeated.
Kaitlyn looked back at me, practically snarling, "Fuck... you..."
I grinned, grabbing her hips and fucking her harder. "Actually, I'm fucking you."
She smirked back at me shortly before her eyes rolled back and her mouth dropped open in a deep moan. I knew Kaitlyn liked it hard, and rough, and I gave her the exact treatment she would cherish. She was skilled at using her body for giving and taking pleasure in the roughest, messiest ways, and I meant to be a good partner in that regard.
As her eyes fell back into place and she looked back at me with a silent understanding, I could feel that undeniable connection the to of us had. I had had sex with a lot of women this year, forged deep bonds of love and friendship, but what Kaitlyn and I had was its own unique thing. I could not tell you then where this would take us, whether we would be the best of friends or maybe even something more in time, but as I fucked her pussy deep and hard, and the two of us stared practically into each other's souls... I could feel the pleasure growing within me. Physical pleasure, to be sure, but something deeper, something that touched my very being as we reached the end of this carnal bonding between the two of us.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me..." Kaitlyn groaned, looking deeply into my eyes, her body shuddering with impending orgasm.
I leaned over, reaching around to squeeze her tits with both hands while I whispered in her ear.
"Cum for me... cum for me... *slut*," I hissed, putting extra emphasis on that last word in a way I knew would set her off.
It worked. Kaitlyn bucked against me, moaning loudly as the orgasm tore through her. I held her closely, still fucking into her as she cried out and her juices gushed down my cock, but soon I couldn't hold back either. Grunting loudly, I buried my cock deep within her pussy, unleashing a seemingly unending torrent of cum into her clutching, milking cunt.
I held her closely, leaning over and kissing her as we rode out our orgasms. As was often the case with Kaitlyn, the savagery of what we could do together when fucking was tempered by a softer, slower aftermath, the two of us making out gently while I softly massaged her tits. It felt good to be pressed against her, my sensitive cock still buried in her pussy as we held close to each other. It wasn't quite the same as it was with either of my girlfriends, but it was close enough that I didn't want it to end soon.
That lunch was ending soon, however, meant we didn't have much of a choice.
Kaitlyn pushed off of me, then fell to her wobbly knees, twisting around and giggling as she took my softening cock into her mouth. She suckled gently, briefly throating me before focusing back on the tip, making sure she got every last drop.
"That was... wow... I needed that," Kaitlyn said, giggling and standing back up on wobbly legs. She tried pulling her thong over her cum-soaked pussy, but if she meant to contain any of our juices, she was failing miserably. If that bothered her, though, she didn't let on.
"Thank you," I agreed. "That was pretty awesome."
Looking down at herself, Kaitlyn laughed, "You really shot me full of a lot of cum, you know? We keep going like that, one of these days you're gonna get me pregnant."
I laughed. "Yeah... that would be pretty crazy, wouldn't it?"
Pulling her clothes on gingerly, still shaky from our hard fuck, she shrugged and softly smiled. "I don't know... if I ever wanted to get knocked up... you know, a girl could do worse than you."
This took me for a moment of pause, and, I'll admit, perhaps a brief flaring of fear. It wasn't true terror, but a flash of the unknown and unexpected.
Kaitlyn saw this and placed a placating hand on my shoulder. "Relax, I'm not ready for that, not yet, I was just thinking. It's something I think about sometimes, the future, ya know? It's coming for all of us soon, and I guess I find myself seeing all the ways it could be."



"You're thinking farther ahead than me," I admitted. "I should probably work on that."
"You really should," she said. "Senior year's not gonna last forever. We've all got a future to think about."
"I know," I replied, shrugging sheepishly. "I guess I still hadn't thought a lot about getting anyone pregnant yet."
Kaitlyn smiled playfully. "Well, you should keep that in mind; life doesn't run on porno logic forever, and I know more than a few girls who'd be more than happy to get some buns in the oven courtesy of you."
"More than a few?" I asked, equally intrigued and intimidated.
"More than you'd think, probably," she said, stroking my chin playfully as she finished getting dressed. "Face it, Ryan; you're hot, and girls are hot for you. Have fun with it."
I smiled, pulling up my pants as I tried to straighten myself into some semblance of a human being ready to get on with the rest of the school day. I don't think I was fully successful, but I could manage given the circumstances.
"Thanks," I replied. "It's still difficult for me to understand that at times."
"Well, if you ever need a reminder, you know I'm around," Kaitlyn said.
"I know," I said, taken by a thought I had to express. "And, Kaitlyn?"
"Yeah?" she replied.
I grinned. "A guy could do one helluva lot worse, too."
Smiling, and without saying a word, Kaitlyn approached me, threw her arms around me, and kissed me deeply.
***
There are things in life you can completely prepare for, and there are things you can only do your best to get ready for. I think trying to seduce one of your best friend's hot moms is usually going to fall into that latter category, because there's only so much you can predict. Everything beyond that is a minefield of potential fun and potential downfall that you can only hope doesn't explode in your face and leave a whole lot of people miserable.
And so, I prepared for my journey to the Kent house to the best of my abilities. I went home after school and showered both the school day and Kaitlyn off of me. I brushed my teeth, got dressed in a decent shirt and clean pair of jeans, and hopped on my bicycle to take a leisurely (and hopefully sweat-free) ride over to the Kents'.
While I may not have been in exactly the fighting shape I could have been, I was still plenty ready for some fun by the time I reached the house.
It was an unassuming suburban home, like nearly any other in Regan Hills. The only trait that differentiated it from any other house in town was the simple sign bolted to the gate leading to the backyard that read:
LOVELY LADIES DANCE STUDIO
DANCE LESSONS BY APPOINTMENT ONLY! -- BALLROOM, BALLET, POLE & MORE!
It could easily be mistaken for an ordinary home in an ordinary town, which made the knowledge that the homeowner threw some of the most debauched parties in town under the guise of a humble book club... well, all the more delicious, really.
Parking my bike on the front porch, I rang the doorbell and waited for an answer.
I didn't have to wait long, as the door soon opened on a truly gorgeous woman.
"Why, I didn't order a handsome young man today..." Viola Kent said, playful. "Hello, Ryan."
I'll admit, I may have stood there agog for a moment or two in her presence, but when you're around someone as transcendentally gorgeous as Viola motherfucking Kent, you don't have much of a choice. A woman in her early 40s who looked considerably younger, she had the toned, muscular-but-not-bulky body of a dancer. About 5'7" with a lot of that height being mouthwatering leg, she was a sight to behold in her matching black yoga pants and sports bra that eagerly hugged her firm ass and modest B-cup breasts. Her skin was lightly tanned, a look that worked well for her from her exposed abs to her shoulders and neck that just begged to be kissed... but her face... my god she was stunning. Her eyes were brown and soft, yet alive with playful, knowing energy. Her nose was dainty and pointed upwards, while her lips were stuck in a casual grin that matched her eyes' playfulness. From our one previous encounter, I knew her hair was silky and black and cascaded down to her mid-back, but she had it now held up in a tight bun.
Looking at her like this, I couldn't help but chuckle slightly at how familiar this was, standing on the front porch of one of my friend's sexy moms and getting a look at her in her workout clothes. I was hoping this one would end better, however.
"What's that laugh for? Cat got your tongue?" Viola said, her voice sultry and making it very difficult for me to accomplish anything constructive.
"I'm, uh, sorry, Ms. Kent," I said. "I just-"
Raising an eyebrow, she cut me off. "Am I going to have to remind you to call me Viola?"
"No, uh, Viola... sorry," I said.
Touching my arm, she laughed. "Come in, please, come in!"
I followed her inside, closing the door behind me and taking my shoes off at her direction.
"I'm afraid that Sarah is out for the evening with friends, and that she won't be back for quite a while, I think," Viola said, leading the way further into her house. Watching her walk, I couldn't help but notice the sway of her amazing ass, and felt myself getting quite hard at the thought of what that tight body would feel like.
She continued, "Of course, you're more than welcome to stay as long as you want; our house is your house and all that. There's soda and snacks in the fridge."
"Thanks," I said, wanting to slowly make my way toward discussing why I was here. "But, actually, I'm kinda here for you."
"Kind of here... for me?" Viola asked, amused.
I licked my lips nervously. "Well, yeah. Sarah told me that she'd be out this evening, and she's been worried that she hasn't been around much and that you haven't had a lot of company lately, and was wondering if I might keep you company for a bit while she was out."
As a mix of the truth and a cover story went, I didn't think this one was bad.
Viola looked back at me, considering. "Well, my daughter is a thoughtful young lady, isn't she?"
"She's the best," I answered, meaning every word of it.
"Yes... she is. I'm very proud of her," she replied.
"You should be," I said. "Sarah's awesome."
Viola laughed. "That she is... but you're not here to talk to me about Sarah, are you?"
"I'm not?" I asked.
"No... you're here to keep me company, right?" she purred, playful and enjoying every bit of discomfort she might have caused me.
"Oh, yeah, right... that's what I'm here for!" I exclaimed.
"Good, because I was working some in the studio, and wouldn't mind some company. That is if you wouldn't mind me enslaving you for a little while," Viola said.
"Uh, come again?" I replied, thoroughly confused.
Laughing playfully, she touched my arm. "I'm putting together some mailers and packages for local businesses, to see if they'd run my ads."
"Oh!" I exclaimed, my voice probably hitching up much higher than usual. "Yes, of course, sure, I'll help!"
"Wonderful," Viola said, continuing to saunter toward the back yard.
If I'd meant to be the aggressor when coming here, I was doing a piss poor job of it so far. Then again, I knew there was a fair chance I'd be way out of my league when it came to Viola Kent. The woman was confident, radiated raw sex appeal, and had a cool, laid-back energy to her that could easily fill any room. If I wanted to guide things, I was going to have to step up my game.
We walked across the back yard into an old, if large, separated garage that she had converted into a dance studio. Without looking like much on the outside, on the inside it had modern enough walls, decent hardwood flooring, and one wall that was taken up entirely by a floor to ceiling mirror (with barre at about waist height), and of course in place of pride against the far wall, a pole dancing pole. When taking into account the lighting and sound rigs she had, it looked like a pretty decent studio, so long as you ignored all of the boxes and rolled up mats and other odds and ends pieces of furniture she had pushed up against one side of the room.
"So, about that whole 'enslaving' you thing I was talking about..." Viola said, her voice provocative and her intent vague as she motioned toward a nearby cardboard box. A handful of stuffed manila envelopes leaned against it, clearly a task partially finished.
"I'm putting together some promotional packages for local and not so local businesses to advertise the studio. Flyers to put up on bulletin boards, pamphlets for motels, business cards, things like that. You'll find one of each of those documents in the box there, and manila envelopes to stuff them into. Would you mind stuffing them for me?" she asked, looking up at me and smiling sweetly.
Yeah, that was a smile that could get just about anyone to do terrible things.
"Sure," I said, sitting cross-legged on the floor and getting started on the task.
"Good... because I am in desperate need of a stretch, and I need to get this done, but have had far too long a day to get properly excited for stuffing envelopes," Viola said, stretching her arms above her head and closing her eyes, giving me a rather wonderful view of her tight body. She looked quite pleased at the simple stretch, and if I'm being honest... yeah, I was rather pleased with the view too.
"It's my pleasure, Viola, honestly," I said, then deciding to toy with my limits. "Though it sounds like what you really need is a massage."
Viola arched an eyebrow. "And you're offering?"
Trying to sound mysterious, I replied, "Maybe."
Pursing her lips, impressed, Viola nodded. "I can see why my daughter likes you."
"Thanks," I said, starting work on putting one of her promotional packages together.
"I mean it," she said, walking up to the barre running along the mirror and easily kicking her right leg up onto it. Viola leaned forward onto the barre, stretching her fingers to the toes of her balanced leg. It hurt me to look at, until I focused on how great it made her ass look.
Easily, she continued to talk to me while stretching, "Confidence and respect can be rare traits to find together in equal measure in a guy. So often it's just the confidence, and that part can inflate to some... unfortunate places. My ex-husband for instance..."
"Sarah hasn't told me a lot about him," I admitted. "But I take it he wasn't a good guy."
"You could say that," Viola said, pulling out of the stretch and dropping her right leg from the barre, only to replace it with her left leg and begin stretching again. I'll admit that the view was very, very nice, even if I wasn't getting my envelopes stuffed very quickly. "The warning signs were there, but I didn't want to see them because he was a smooth talker, and he was so hot. He knew the right things to say and when to say them, and to a girl who'd dated a bunch of losers, he finally felt like a winner. When I got pregnant, he proposed, even though I could see the reluctance. I should've... he told me he'd cheated in previous relationships. I should have known better, and now I do. At least I got Sarah out of it."
She stayed in this position for a moment, before popping out of it and turning to me with a smile. "What I'm saying is that, from my experience, confidence without decency can lead to some pretty terrible outcomes, and I am pleased to know that you have that decency if you're going to be hanging around this house."
"I'm happy to oblige," I said. "It's not like it's a cultivated thing, it's just there."
"And that makes it even better," Viola said, then dropping to sit on the floor while facing the mirror. She spread her legs wide and leaned forward, stretching in a rather delicious pose.
Something wasn't adding up, though, and I felt compelled to ask, "You keep saying you know I'm decent... I gotta ask, though, how do you know that? We haven't really talked in any significant way before."
"No, but I trust my daughter's understanding of character; she wouldn't casually invite just *anyone* into her bed," Viola said, grunting slightly as she leaned further forward in this stretch. Her ass looked amazing through her tight yoga pants, and I had to remind myself to breathe. "Ever since the two of you have become friends, I've seen her blossom in ways I've only ever hoped for her, but never dared push her towards. Her shyness has always required patience and understanding, and that would require decency. That's... one of the reasons I know you to be good."
"What's the other reason?" I asked, looking at her in the mirror, down the hint of cleavage in her sports bra.
She grinned at me. "You have your friends, I have mine. They speak well of your character."
"My... character?" I asked with a teasing smile, knowing well what friends she meant.
"Oh, very much so. Lauren, Janelle, Wanda, Brenda... they all speak very highly of your character... among many other things, of course," Viola said, her tone mischievous but curious.
I grinned back at her, liking where I could take this. "I imagine they would. Tell me, what do they have to say about me?"
She smirked at me in the mirror, enjoying dancing around this subject clearly every bit as much as I did. "Well, let's see... Brenda and Janelle tell me that you're an excellent student, incisive and intelligent, occasionally rather funny even. Everyone says that you're very kind and considerate, a good listener..."
Licking her lips, Viola dropped her voice in a beautifully sultry way, "...and that you're hiding a fucking tree trunk in your pants, and have a tongue and fingers that can make a woman cum very, very hard, as many times as you'd like, and that you like it to be many, many times."
I tried to look thoughtful, before confirming, "That sounds like stuff they'd say about me. Always good to hear, though."
"And would you say any of it's true?" Viola asked.
"They're your friends, what do you think?" I shot back.
She answered, "They're my friends, but I know that when a woman's horny, she's willing to say anything. I enjoy girl talk as much as anyone else, but sometimes I like to get it from the source."
I grinned again. "Yeah. I like to think it's all true."
"Interesting," Viola said, considering. "Of course, that doesn't necessarily mean anything either. Back when I used to dance at the club, guys would tell me things all the time thinking they could impress me. I would smile and nod, because they had already paid and that was the job, but I quickly grew a strong bullshit detector. Most other guys who could boast of what you're talking about, they'd set off all sorts of alarm bells... but not you. Like I said, interesting."
She closed her legs, lying back on the floor. Planting her feet on the ground, she bent her knees and arched her hips off the ground in a bridge. It lifted her sports-bra clad breasts into better view from where I was sitting, something I was rather certain she was completely aware of.
Viola said, "Tell me, Sarah didn't send you here to keep me company today, did she?"
I laughed. "Actually, she did."
"Did she, now?" she laughed in response.
"She said you hadn't had any real male company in a while," I explained, "and thought some might be good for you. So, here I am, to keep you company."
"*Company*," Viola said, her tongue rolling over the word in as sexy a way anyone might have ever said the word before. "Really?"
I set the envelope I was working on back with the others, finally getting ready to move past this pretense.
"I'd be lying if I said that I was thinking that I was thinking this afternoon would end with me leaving this place only having stuffed envelopes," I said.
Viola pulled herself out of the bridge, then sat up and turned around to look at me. "And what, pray tell, Ryan, do you hope to stuff this afternoon?"
I licked my lips nervously, wondering if I had it in me to push this to exactly where I wanted it to go. I had started this month embracing some degree of confidence, wanting to push myself out there and be the man I always knew I could be, but in the presence of someone as stunning and powerful as Viola Kent, I found that harder than expected. Could I really say what I wanted to say to a woman like her when the opportunity was teed up so perfectly?
Yes. Yes I could.
"You," I said, easily.
She raised an eyebrow. "Really?"
"Well, first, I hoped I might see what you were capable of with that pole over there," I said, finding my voice surprisingly confident. "Then I hoped we might take it inside where I could show you what *I* am capable of."
Viola Kent eyed me for a while without moving, her face betraying little past her curiosity and amusement.
"It's not often anymore that I get hit on by an eighteen-year-old," she admitted. "Not uncommon, but not often. I've never said yes, because if I'm being honest, eighteen-year-olds on average don't know what they're doing."
"You've surrounded yourself by the wrong eighteen-year-olds, then," I said back, letting a little cockiness slip into my voice.
Viola grinned. "Maybe I have."
She looked from me, over to the pole, considering. "You know this is messed up, right? You being my daughter's... *friend*, and everything."
"Is that a problem?" I asked.
"It should be. I love Sarah, and while we share pretty much everything, this would certainly be a first," Viola said, clearly on the cusp on talking herself either into or out of this.
"Do I have to remind you that she sent me here?" I asked.
"Once or twice might help," she replied.
"Well, she did," I said.
Viola looked from the pole, back to me again. "Fine. You want to see what I'm capable of? I'll show you what I'm fucking capable of; you just better be able to back up your claims with more than just words."
I watched as she stood up and walked over toward a corner of the room that held a folding privacy screen. "What, you don't trust Brenda, Lauren, Janelle and Wanda?"
I kept my tone teasing while she pulled a few items of clothing and a pair of heels from one of the nearby boxes. She said, "They're my friends, of course I trust them, but that doesn't mean I don't want you to bring your A-game."
"I will," I said.
"Good," Viola replied, satisfied with the items she'd picked from the box, then stepping behind the privacy screen. "Now pull up a chair and get nice and close to the pole. Not too close, I need some room to spin, but if you want a show... you're going to get a show."
I was more than happy to see such a show, grabbing a chair nearby and putting it in front of the pole at her instruction.
Looking to make some uncomfortable conversation as I tried to see more of her outline through the privacy screen, I said, "So, I get the impression that this is nothing new for you."
Viola laughed as she changed. "I grew up dancing, and wound up stripping through college. Until I got married and had Sarah, anyway. I dropped out of school, stopped dancing, for obvious reasons, and it wasn't like my ex would approve of me doing it anyway (not that it stopped him from going to clubs). But once he was in the rearview mirror, I started getting my life back in order. Got my business degree. Opened up my studio. I've been a good mother to Sarah, and hopefully a good example for her, but now that she's an adult... I have taken to the stage some in recent times."
"Oh?" I asked, finding it even more tantalizing that this wasn't just something she did at home.
"It's not that big a deal," she explained. "One of my old friends from my dancing days now has a club of her own, and I pick up a night or two here and there when a little extra cash would be good for us. And... because I love the power, honestly. A lot of the men who come are pigs who are used to power think they can dictate how things go, and I get to tell them how wrong they are. On that stage, all those eyes on me... I can control their arousal, and they pay me for it. It's rather wonderful, if I'm being honest."



"I bet," I said. "I think you'd put on one hell of a show."
"Oh, you have no idea," Viola purred, teasingly peering out at me from behind the privacy screen. "If you like what you see here, Ryan, you should come by the club sometime. I could ensure that you'd have *quite* a lot of fun."
"Sounds... interesting," I said, trying to play it cool.
She smirked at this reaction, before disappearing back behind the screen. "Interesting, he says. I think you'll have more to say than 'interesting' soon."
"Like?" I asked.
"It depends," Viola replied. "If this were the club, I'd say it all depends on how much money you've brought with you, but since we're in my home, on my time... it all depends on how far you're willing to go."
"Far," I said. "Very far."
"I was hoping you'd say that," she said, still adjusting her clothes behind the screen. "Then I'd like you to remove your jeans. Lap dances against rough denim are... not fun."
"Understood," I said, readily pulling off my pants and setting them aside, leaving me sitting in a pair of loose-fitting boxers that hid nothing of my already impressive erection.
"And, last question," she said.
"Yeah?" I asked.
"Warrant or AC/DC?" Viola asked.
It took me a second to realize she was talking about 80s bands first, and realizing that they were likely some strip club standards that she was asking me to choose between.
"AC/DC," I answered, easily.
"Good," Viola answered, her voice smiling even if I couldn't see her.
At once, the lights in the room dropped it into almost total darkness. The darkness didn't last long, though, as soon overhead, multi-colored lights turned on, aimed toward the pole and lighting it up as a makeshift stage. They faded from red to purple to blue to green, some of them pivoting and to light up the room like spotlights, while none of them lost focus on the true reason we were here. I was excited as the first few notes of "You Shook Me All Night Long" began to pour over the studio's sound system.
The moment she stepped out, however, I soon understood that I had underestimated my capacity for excitement.
Viola Kent walked out from behind her privacy screen as if she owned the world, and if I had the capacity, I would have given it to her. Gone were her workout clothes, replaced by black high heels and matching thigh-high stockings. A white, button-up men's shirt covered much of her upper half, but sneaking out below it I could see a lacy black thong just barely covering her sex. Her hair now down, she looked at me with smoky eyes that she'd added the slightest amount of dark makeup to, her lips now curled into a smile and painted in a dark crimson shade of lipstick. She walked out toward me, rocking her hips and running her hands up her body slowly, teasing the buttons at the top without breaking eye contact with me through the song's early, slower notes.
Before she could open her shirt, however, the song kicked into gear and she stormed back toward the pole, hooking her leg around it, grabbing it with both hands and swinging around it impressively. Having never seen real pole dancing before, I was entranced at her athleticism as Viola Kent showed me her stuff, actively climbing and spinning and showing just what a real dancer's muscles were capable of. She didn't even break a sweat as she performed moves that would destroy most people's bodies, and turned on as I was, I couldn't help but be impressed.
Still, when she did things like spinning around the pole while in the midst of a full set of splits, my arousal could never go away, either. I was tempted to touch myself, but couldn't go that far... not yet, anyway. I wanted to see where this was going.
Soon, Viola dropped off the pole, walking toward me and staring down at me. She still rocked her body in time with the music, running her hands over her body and squeezing her tits through her shirt. Looking down at me, she bit her lip seductively, then reached up and began to unbutton the shirt. I was eager to see what lay underneath, so naturally, once she got to just past her tits, she turned around, gyrating her ass in my face. It was a magnificent ass, tight and firm but still round in a way I knew to be quite familiar to dancers, bisected only by the thinnest piece of fabric from her thong. It was an amazing sight, but not the one I wanted to see as I saw her continue to unbutton her shirt from behind.
"Tease," I said, smiling.
Viola tossed her hair and then looked over her shoulder at me, grinning. "That's the idea..."
With that, she dropped her shirt just enough to reveal her bare shoulders. I was becoming quite certain that every square inch of this woman's skin was kissable, and as she dropped it to reveal more of her bare back, I found myself easily hypnotized by her.
She let the shirt fall to the floor, kicking it toward me before spinning around and revealing that she wore a lacy black bra that matched her thong quite well: barely there, but performing its job admirably. Her modest B-cups looked positively amazing in such a tight garment, and as she went back to the pole, freer and more exposed, I could only watch on with awe as she performed the rest of her routine. She was a goddess, plain and simple, as sexy as she was playful, as gorgeous as she was flexible and strong. Watching this show put on for me and me alone... yeah, you could say I felt like one of the luckiest men on earth.
And then the song changed, softer and slower, but still with a good beat to it.
Not even close to out of breath, Viola Kent sauntered over to me, her heels clicking on the wooden floor as she approached me. Almost completely on display, I wanted to reach out and touch her... and honestly, do a whole lot of things with her. I stretched out a hand to pull her in, but that wasn't to be.
"We're going to play this with club rules while I give you a lap dance... but don't worry, it won't be forever. Hands at your sides, I get to touch you how I want, you can't touch me until I say so," she explained.
I growled, disgruntled, and Viola playfully smirked. Toying with the clasp at the front of her bra, she said, "Oh, poor dear... but trust me when I say, you're going to enjoy every minute of this..."
Looking down at my erection tenting my boxers, she playfully lifted one of her high heel-clad feet and placed it on the chair between my legs, agonizingly close to my groin.
"...and I will soon enjoy every minute of that *cock*," Viola purred, unclasping her bra, and shrugging it off her shoulders, exposing her bare breasts to me.
If my jaw hadn't already dropped by this point, it would have happened pretty violently here. While on the smaller side of a B-cup, they were firm and round, with perfectly pointed, dark brown nipples that just begged to be sucked on. I wanted to touch them, needed to touch them, but I had to follow her rules.
For now, anyway.
Viola put her foot back on the ground and stood over me, dancing, running her hands over her body while now giving extra attention to her exposed tits.
"Do you like my tits?" she asked, running her fingers over her nipples and flicking them.
"Like isn't nearly a strong enough word," I replied, doing my best to keep my hands in place.
Viola chuckled. "Good answer. A lot of girls I've worked with thought you needed big tits if you want the big bucks. For some girls, it worked... but I found it's not the size that matters most, it's what you do with them. How you carry yourself, how you use them to taunt, to tempt..."
She bent down in front of me while looking up at me, her hair hanging down while I still got an amazing view of her almost completely exposed body.
"Am I tempting you, Ryan?" Viola asked.
"I think you know the answer to that," I said, looking down at my cock.
She stood back up, turning around to give me the best view of her thong-clad ass, rocking it from side to side as she backed up, then bent over temptingly close to me.
"I know the answer, I just want to hear you say it out loud, Ryan. Like I said, it's not often I get hit on by an eighteen-year-old anymore, Ryan, and I want you to show me that you can finish what you started. My daughter seems to have faith in you, I want you to show me how justified she was," Viola taunted, standing back up and looking over her shoulder at me as she reached back and squeezed her ass.
It was difficult to put words together in such a state as this, but I did my best. "I've wanted to fuck you since I first saw you, alright? I wanted to see you like this, wearing less than this, and I wanted to make you feel good. Real good. You've heard about what I can do, how good I am at giving women pleasure? Well, I am. Damn good. Pretty fucking amazing, if I'm being honest. And I've heard you're no slouch yourself. So, yeah, I'll be happy to prove myself to you, if you're willing to prove yourself to *me*."
Viola's smile faltered, briefly, and I wondered if I'd gone too far. I just wanted to challenge her back, to show her that I could play the same game as her on her level, even if I could never play on her level. And here I was, worrying if I'd shot my shot and utterly fucked up.
And then she smiled, broader and prouder than before.
"My, my, my, Ryan, if that's how you want to play it, why didn't you just say so in the first place," Viola said, spreading her legs to straddle my hips, and then sitting down on me for one amazing lap dance. She smelled faintly of shampoo and perfume, a fruity, floral mix that was utterly intoxicating with her intense, feminine aroma, and as she pressed her body against mine and began to grind against my cock, I knew I was in for a helluva ride.
"It's better up close, isn't it?" Viola asked, looking into my eyes and smiling.
"Much," I said, requiring the strength of ten men not to do anything now with how good she felt grinding against my cock. Only a few pieces of very thin fabric separated us, and in this kind of proximity to her, I was in danger of popping off quite early. That it felt like my cock would spring free from my underwear through her grinding alone wasn't helping.
"Have you ever had a lap dance before?" she asked, wrapping her hands around my neck for additional leverage as she ground against me.
"Yes..." I whimpered, but wanting to add something that would make this special, "...but never from a real stripper."
"You've never been to a club before? I would've thought all young men like you would be eager to see some T&A in person..." Viola said, grinding more insistently against me. Yes, it honestly felt like she was trying to free my cock at this point.
"I never had the courage before," I said.
"Now?" she asked, arching her back so her tits were agonizingly close to my face, and then pulling back.
"I could be convinced," I replied.
"Good," Viola replied, pulling my face forward and rubbing it between her tits. Though I wanted to stick my tongue out and worship every inch of her, I held back, following her rules. She could touch me, I couldn't touch her. It was agony, but a very pleasurable one.
"So, you like my tits?" she asked again, leaning back and using her upper arms to squeeze them together, making them look so damn sexy just inches from my face.
"Yes," I groaned, weak before her amazing grinding on my cock.
"I love them myself, but I don't think they're my best feature," Viola admitted, standing up and denying me the pressure I so desperately needed from her, before turning around and jutting her ass out at me.
"I've always loved my ass, personally," she said, twerking in front of me, inching backwards until I couldn't help but be staring at her gyrating ass. It was a hypnotic sight, watching her cheeks flex, knowing that if it weren't for the lighting and the thinnest strip of almost non-existent fabric, I'd be seeing her asshole right now.
She pressed back against me, her ass squeezing my cock as she leaned into me, resting her head on my shoulder while looking into my eyes.
"With legs as long as mine, and all the dancing I've done, I can't help but have an amazing ass, can I?" Viola teased, squeezing my length with her cheeks and making me groan.
"Yes... it's so fucking amazing..." I moaned as she rocked back and forth on my cock, grinding against me so deliciously.
"I'm glad you approve," she whispered into my ear, running her hands down her body, from her tits, to her toned belly, to right between her legs. I watched over her shoulder as she rubbed against her pussy, groaning and moaning against me.
"Sarah was right when she told you I haven't had male company in a while. Mostly, that's been by choice. I get by fine on my own... and I like it that way... I'm my own woman, living my own life the way I want to... and I have my friends, and my toys, and they are all oh so much fun... but sometimes a girl just needs some thick, quality cock..." Viola continued whispering, still massaging my cock with her ass cheeks as she ground against me.
"Well, I'm not lacking for that here," I said, desperately wanting to touch her. "Give it a try and I'll more than fill you."
"Soon enough," she purred, continuing her slow, purposeful grind, now reaching between her legs to touch herself with one hand while the other massaged one of her pert tits. "I've wanted to fuck you for a while, you know..."
"You have?" I asked, probably getting even harder.
"Mmmmhmmm..." Viola groaned, squeezing her ass around my cock. I could almost swear I was feeling her skin against my cock at this point, but it was hard to tell with how stimulated I was. "In our October book club meeting, I had Brenda in my bedroom on all fours, taking my strap-on up her ass and moaning like a fucking whore... she told me all about you, and it made me so fucking horny."
"D...d...did it, now?" I asked, eyes rolling back into my head as she began to grind more vigorously.
"Mmmhmmm," she confirmed. "I thought it a one-off, but then one after the other, I have Lauren, Janelle and Wanda telling me about you... Valerie and Ana lusting after you... even stick up her ass Karen Bowman sounding interested in that prissy bitch's way... I knew I wanted you, but the opportunity never came."
"It came today," I said.
"Hopefully several times, soon," Viola replied, looking into my eyes and smiling. "And what a surprise, I think we have a visitor..."
Nervously, I looked toward the door, but when I felt her ass squeeze my cock again and felt nothing between us, I knew what she meant.
Viola climbed off of me, turned around and knelt between my legs so she could get a better look at my now exposed ten inches of thick cock. On hands and knees, she crawled toward me until her face was inches away from my cock.
"Holy shit," she said, softly, smiling up at me hungrily as she took in my cock as it stood proudly over the waistband of my underwear. "This is fucking awesome."
"Thank you," I said, shivering at the feeling of her breath on my cock.
Viola noticed my response and leaned in closer, her lips open temptingly as she got within half an inch of my cock. Opening her mouth, she let out another soft breath. I groaned, my skin breaking out in gooseflesh as I saw a large drop of precum bead on the head of my cock.
"Mmm, well, this is everything I was told and more... very, *very* promising," she said, keeping at that agonizingly close distance to my cock without doing anything, before standing up before me. I groaned with need, but Viola simply smiled down at me.
"You wouldn't normally be able to do this at any respectable club, but I want you comfortable, so, take off your underwear," she said.
Silently, I nodded, arching my back enough so I could pull my underwear off and toss it over with my pants. Viola then pressed my legs together, giving her better access to straddle me, as she sat down once more in my lap. Her thong was the only thing separating her pussy from my cock, and its thin fabric felt negligible as Viola slid up and pressed herself against my cock.
Viola looked down on my cock, grinding gently against me and driving me wild.
"You know, it's been my experience that, you're generally better off not jumping into bed with guys who have huge cocks," she explained, rising and falling in my lap, spreading precum along the underside of my shaft with her lacy thong and making me whimper. "Don't get me wrong, the actual anatomy can be fun, but in the end, when you're with a guy with a big cock, you also have to deal with the *guy* attached to the cock, and they're usually too obsessed with how big they are to actually learn any technique. It's all fucking away, and that's it, isn't it? But what I've heard about you, well... I think you might prove an exception.
"Please..." I groaned, wanting her to touch me, to give me some release instead of this slow torture as she sped up her pace, grinding up against me so deliciously.
"Please, what, Ryan?" Viola teased, her body writhing seductively in time with the music as she continued to grind on me.
"This is... fuck... you're so fucking hot..." I moaned.
Wrapping her hands behind my neck again, Viola smiled. Fuck, she was gorgeous. That beautiful face, those tits bouncing as she rode me without riding me, that nearly naked body... I was having a hard time holding back.
"Well, thank you, Ryan; it's always nice to be appreciated..." she purred, leaning in to whisper in my ear. "But you meant more than just a compliment, didn't you?"
Viola leaned back, looking into my eyes so deeply she might well have been reading my soul. As I thought about it, realizing that she was quite used to men being in this vulnerable a position around her, I felt quite certain she might be able to read me better than anyone I'd ever known. While that was intimidating in its way, it also felt kind of freeing.
I admitted, "If you keep doing that, I'll cum..."
Smiling sweetly, Viola asked, "So? You're not a one-and-done kind of guy, are you?"
"No," I whimpered.
Still looking at me with that sweet, pretty look she had, Viola smiled and said, "Then you can cum if you want to, Ryan. I don't mind, and I know we'll have a lot more fun, very soon."
With that, she pressed more insistently against my cock, grinding against me as she stared into my eyes. I was torn about what I should do, but she made herself clear. Resisting her body was hard enough as it was... and why should I?
My balls boiled and my cock twitched as she hurried her pace. I heard the softest moan escape her lips, a sound that pierced my very core, and that was it. I moaned, leaning back in my seat as I came hard. It fountained out of my cock, splattering down on me, first, then as Viola inched away, spurting onto her stomach and thighs.
"That's it, Ryan, that's it, cum for me, like that, just like that..." Viola said, her voice encouraging, soothing and sexy. At this moment, I couldn't help but break the rules she'd set out, wrapping my arms around her and holding her close as my orgasm subsided, but if she minded, she didn't say anything. Instead, she held me close, stroking my hair and whispering sweet encouragement in my ear as my balls drained onto both of us.
When she could finally feel that I was drained, Viola sat up and looked at me with such loving eyes. I was still trying to sort out this singularly unique sexual encounter, but looking up at her, I understood that I didn't really need to sort much of anything out. This was one of those situations that was best to roll with, and take charge when it seemed appropriate.
"So, was that fun for you, too?" Viola asked, teasing.
Rather than answer her, I pulled her close and kissed her on the mouth, firmly but quickly.
"Fucking amazing," I said, breaking the kiss. "But how about we go someplace comfortable so I can really show you what I can do?"



Viola smirked at me, clearly pleased with my response. She leaned in for another quick kiss and said, "I was hoping you'd say that."
Standing above me, a cum-covered, mostly naked goddess, Viola Kent reached out her hand to help me to my feet. Grateful, I took it.
***
I cleaned myself up in the hall bathroom, while Viola went to her bedroom to do the same, and once I was free of cum and found a little more strength, I approached Viola's room eagerly.
Stepping inside, I found it a dark room, tastefully furnished, but with prominently displayed sex toys that she clearly felt no need to hide. Some of them were pretty standard, while others... well, they were impressive, I'll say that. Low music played in the background, slow but with a good beat, much like her lap dance music of choice, while the room lights slowly cycled between soft shades of red, blue, green and purple. Closing the door behind me, I set down the clothes I'd taken off in the dance studio by the door, and then stripped naked. I wouldn't be needing any more clothes with what was coming next.
I let my eyes drift around the room briefly, taking in her large, sturdy bed, the several large mirrors she had placed prominently around the room, and of course, back to the large number of toys she had lining her bedside dresser. White light and the sound of running water poured out of the doorway next to her bed, no doubt her bathroom.
"My friends told me that you cum like a firehose, but I just thought they were being colorful... you made a fucking mess on me!" Viola called out from the bathroom.
I strolled toward the open door, grinning. "That a problem?"
"No," she said back to me. I looked at her through the bathroom doorway, slightly bent over the sink as she dabbed at herself with wet tissues to get the last of the mess. With her thong-clad ass stuck out from her position, she looked beautifully indecent, especially when looking at her in the mirror. Her tits squeezed together slightly, her beautiful face screwed up in concentration, Viola Kent may never have looked more beautiful to me.
It certainly didn't hurt my reforming erection to see her like this.
I spent a moment there just looking at her ass and her stocking and heel-clad legs, eying her and wondering what I wanted to do to her.
Looking up in the mirror, Viola caught sight of me and smiled. "I'll be out in a second... I'm happy to see you're ready for more."
Grinning, I said nothing.
Confidently, I walked into the bathroom and wrapped my arms around her from behind, happy to finally be able to touch her properly. I ran my hands over her abs, and her tits, burying my face in her neck as I kissed her soft, supple skin over and over while grinding my cock against her ass. Viola moaned at the unexpected attention, but soon was reaching back to touch me.
No, this was my turn to have fun with *her*.
I reached down, pulling her thong down with both hands until it fell around her ankles. I looked at her in the mirror, beautifully naked with a shaved, soaking wet cunt. Viola gasped at this attention, but smiled at me, turning her head to so we could kiss while I groped her from behind.
Without breaking our kiss, I reached down with my right hand and explored her pussy with my fore and middle fingers, gently massaging her clit with my thumb.
"Oh, fuck yes, that's what I've needed, right fucking there," Viola groaned, pressing back into me. "Fuck me with your fingers like that... make me cum, you know you want to..."
Oh, I very much wanted to make her cum, but if she wanted to put on a show for me earlier, this was my show for her. I held her close like this, helping her balance while I gently explored her soaked, hot pussy with my fingers, before soon pressing them into her, curling them inside. Viola moaned, squeezing me with her surprisingly tight pussy muscles, riding my fingers as I fucked them into her and massaged her g-spot.
"Jesus... fuck... that's good... how's a boy like you get to be so fucking good at this?" she groaned, leaning back to kiss me.
I smiled, pressing my thumb into her clit and running it in tight circles while fucking her more intensely with my fingers. I said, "You know that old saying? How do you get to Carnegie Hall?"
Viola laughed, a sound that soon turned into a devastatingly loud moan. "Then you've had a *lot* of practice."
I kept smiling, leaning in and kissing her before hissing, "You have no idea."
She pressed back into me, urging me to finger her harder as she shuddered and moaned. Her eyes rolling back briefly, she opened them briefly, enough to stare into my soul and challenge me, "Prove it."
Without a word, I set out to do just that. With one hand massaging her tits and the other giving her the fingering of a lifetime, I pleasured Viola Kent. She moaned, loudly and freely, whenever she wasn't cursing up a storm, motivating me to give it to her harder. Looking at the two of us in the mirror, deliciously naked as I aggressively explored her hot, wet cunt with my hand, it made me as hard as I ever had been in my life. Here I was, two fingers buried in possibly the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen, her moaning and writhing with need against me... yeah, I might well have been in heaven.
I wanted more from this, though, and while I would have stretched it out if I could, I wanted her first cum to be nice, hard, and fast. So, yeah, I might have gone a little extra hard at her g-spot and her clit simultaneously, and when her eyes flew open with shock and her mouth dropped wide, I may have continued on with even less mercy.
If she had any complaints, though, she didn't let me know over the sound of her orgasm.
"FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!" Viola cried out, holding onto the sink for leverage as her orgasm, messy and so, very wet, powered through her. I held her up as best I could with my free hand, while still pushing her through her orgasm, easing up slightly but still looking to keep things nice and prolonged. She moaned, she whimpered, and she shook against me, nearly losing her feet beneath her but staying standing through sheer willpower.
Well, sheer willpower and a little assist from yours truly.
After it passed, Viola stood there, legs shaky and breathing heavily as she looked at me in the mirror. If she was hot before, she was positively lewd now, an image of nearly naked, sweaty and completely horny perfection.
"Bed. Now," she said, hungry and biting her lip.
Viola didn't have to repeat that command, as I eagerly made my way to the bed. Looking back, I watched as she stepped out of her thong and followed after me, complete, naked perfection.
I sat on the edge of the bed, ready to push back so I could lie down, but she didn't give me the opportunity. Viola got down to her knees in front of me, holding me in place as she wrapped one of her delicate hands around my massive cock.
"I fucking need this cock so bad; you have no fucking idea..." she said, eagerly licking my cock up and down, swirling her tongue around the head before going back down and sucking on my balls. She did this worshipfully, moaning and dropping a hand between her legs as she continued licking and stroking my cock.
This attention had me moaning, but when she next reached the top and took the head in her lips, I became even louder. Simply put, Viola Kent was a fucking expert when it came to sucking cock, applying the right pressure, the right amount of tongue, and once she became accustomed to my girth, she easily sucked me in until my entire cock was buried down her throat. There was no hesitation, all eagerness as she enthusiastically sucked my entire length in a sloppy blowjob. Looking up at me as she energetically sucked my cock, I knew that Viola would be smiling if she could. The sight of her like this, however, was no less amazing an image.
Viola Kent sucked my cock with only a little gagging, her eye makeup running only slightly as she brought me immeasurable pleasure. Like everything with this goddess of an older woman, I could have simply lost myself here and died a happy man, but that wasn't what I was brought here to do.
Grabbing a handful of her hair, I pulled her off my cock. Though she coughed slightly with this new freedom, I could hear a hint of a whine to Viola's voice. She really did need this cock...
"Soon," I promised, pulling her up onto the bed and laying her down on her back, her head dropping back onto the pillows.
"You make promises like that, Ryan, you better hold to them," Viola purred, cupping her tits and flicking at her nipples. Whether this was for my benefit or hers, I didn't care, it was a hot sight regardless.
"I always do," I said.
"Prove it," she challenged.
"In a moment," I promised, pushing her legs apart and leaning down to get an up close and personal view of her tight, wet, and so very hot cunt. Her lips were full and inviting, pulsing slightly with her need. I inhaled, getting an amazing whiff of her intoxicating aroma. God, it was enough to make me completely lose my mind if I wasn't careful.
Viola looked down at me, smiling with understanding. "If you're as good as they say you are-"
"I am," I said, leaning down and licking her pussy. Her taste, at once savory and sweet, filled my mouth and drove me wild with lust, her loud groan only pushing me to eat her harder. I licked her up and down, exploring her every fold, every hidden depth, wanting to know what pleased her and what would truly drive her over the edge. I'd already delved in with my fingers, but now I needed to truly know her. I continued licking her up and down, gently forcing some of my tongue into her and thrusting in and out, suckling at her delicious lips, but this was all a prelude.
Licking my way up, I soon found her clit, and staring into her eyes, I closed my lips around it.
"Oh, fuck, Ryan! Holy shit!" Viola moaned, her eyes going wide as she grabbed a handful of my hair in hand. While suckling at her, I ran my tongue in swift, firm circles over her clit, using her moans for guidance to figure out my pace and learn what I needed to do to please her.
Thankfully, Viola made it pretty easy, guiding me vocally while I ate her pussy like a starving man.
"Yes, yes, like that, like that, fuck, you know what you're doing, I love it... fuckfuckfuck, yes, like that, god, the other girls talked but I had no idea, fuck, this is amazing, keep it up, like that, you know what to do, yesyesyes, a little higher, a little harder, yeah, right there, fuck, keep going, Ryan, yes... fuck, you keep doing that and you're gonna make me cum again! I love it, keep going at it, keep going you filthy little motherfucker and don't stop, don't you ever stop, we're going to have so much fun... holy fuck, holy motherfucking shit... keep going, like that, right there, you're gonna make me cum, gonna make me cum, make me cum, do it, do it, Ryan, fuckfuckfuckfuckHOLYSHITFUCKINGHELL, YES! I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING! I'M..."
I knew what she was doing, but she didn't have a chance to express it as I forced another orgasm from her dripping cunt. Crying out with glorious release, her legs tightened around my head and her body shook with another powerful orgasm. Her juices gushed on my face, and though I was able to lick some of them up, no doubt I was a fucking mess by the time she was finished.
With my tongue and lips, I kept the orgasm rolling as long as I could, only ceasing when she pushed my head away.
Looking up at the ceiling, Viola breathed heavily, her breasts rising and falling in the afterglow of a good, hard cum.
"FUCK THAT WAS AWESOME!" she yelled out, unexpectedly. It startled me, but she soon laughed, easing my fears a little.
"Sorry," Viola said, though her smile said she was anything but sorry. "Got a little exuberant there."
"It's alright," I said, climbing up beside Viola as she bade me join her. "Just a little surprised.
"I'm sorry. Would sucking on my tits help make you feel better?" she asked, still basking joyfully in the afterglow of a good orgasm.
Looking at her bare tits, I answered, "It certainly couldn't hurt."
"Good," Viola said, pulling my face to her chest as I began to suckle and nibble at her nipples. She responded rather well to my attention, cooing and moaning, and I wasn't inclined to stop anytime soon.
"Sarah's been asking me for a slightly newer car before she goes to college. After this... I think I'm going to have to figure out a way of making that happen, as a thank you..." she said, amused.
I stopped sucking her tits, then climbed up until we were face to face, wrapping my arms around her and holding her close. Her body still shuddered softly with pleasure against mine.
Stroking her side, I laughed softly. "You should talk to my dad. One of his old college buddies sells unusual cars at some good prices. Mostly stuff like old circus cars, ice cream trucks, hearses, movie cars and vans with a whole lot of stenciling on the side, but if anyone can find you something good at an unexpectedly good price..."
Viola looked at me, skeptical. "And you're sure this is legit?"
"Oh, yeah, thoroughly. My dad pulled some strings with people he knew in the Vegas DA's office and bailed his buddy out of jail after he got in a fight at a Cirque du Soleil show a few years back; we're due some car-related favors," I said proudly, thinking about how Dad promised this might get me something for a graduation present out of this.
Viola thought about this. "When we're done here, I'll have to get his number from you."
"You'll have it," I said.
She leaned in to kiss me, smiling broadly. "But for now, I don't want to think about my daughter, or your father..."
Viola pushed me back on the bed, then climbed on top of me, swinging her long, sexy leg over me until she was straddling my hips. Her hot, wet pussy was inches above my cock, and though I longed for contact, she was clearly savoring the moment.
"It's been a long time since I've properly fucked a man," she said, reaching down between her legs and grabbing my cock. "And I want to enjoy this."
The way she jacked my cock, spreading the precum as her pussy hovered tauntingly a couple inches away, that was enough to confirm for me that I was going to enjoy this as well. Then, biting her lip seductively, Viola lined my cock up with her entrance. I looked up at this beauty above me with the greatest sense of awe sweeping over me, again wondering how I had gotten so fucking lucky this year as to be in the mere presence of a woman this beautiful, let alone have sex with her.
Viola lowered herself slightly, and I had a moment of purely savoring the feel of her hot folds against me, her juices already running down the head of my cock in anticipation.
Then, she settled down onto me, and the head of my cock was finally inside of Viola Kent's tight pussy.
"Oh... fuck..." I moaned.
"Goddamn it, that's a big fucking dick," Viola moaned, pushing herself down further, taking several more inches of cock. "Oh, fucking hell, this feels so much better than a dildo..."
I grabbed her hips, helping guide her down as I enjoyed every moment of this slow penetration. "The real thing always feels better."
"Oh, you don't need to tell me twice, FUCK!" she said through gritted teeth, forcing more of my cock into her. She had gotten almost all of it, but then finally let gravity take charge and forced the last couple inches inside of her.
"Wow..." I said, looking down to where my cock met her pussy. "I mean... just, wow."
"You're telling me," Viola said, looking down at her splayed open pussy lips. "Holy shit, that's a lot of fucking cock I've got in me."
"You feel so fucking good yourself..." I said, shivering and gently running my hands up her sides.
She looked down at me proudly, almost cocky, reaching down and running some fingers lightly over my chest. "So, would it be a good ego boost if I told you that your cock is way bigger than my ex's, and that you're even better at eating pussy than he could hope to be?"
"Yes," I said, unhesitating. I twitched my cock inside of her, making her giggle.
"Oh, you think you've got some tricks down there?" Viola asked, massaging my cock with her tight pussy muscles, milking me without even moving.
"Holy shit..." I groaned.
"That's right," she said proudly. "Never doubt the almighty powers of a dancer's body."
"I never do," I said, playfully swatting her on the ass.
Viola's eyes flashed, playful and lusty, and she leaned down to kiss me. Rubbing her body against mine, she leaned in and whispered in my ear, "I should warn you... you might think my friends can fuck hard, but trust me... none of those bitches can hold a candle to me."
Taking her favorite challenge, I threw it back at her. "Prove it."
"Be careful what you wish for," Viola taunted, sitting up on me. She looked down at me with beautiful, naked pride, running her fingers teasingly over my abs. With surprising gentleness for how swiftly she did it, she rose up on her knees, sliding more than half of my cock out of her before she dropped back down onto me.
I moaned. She moaned.
And then, she gave me the fucking of a lifetime.
For someone who hadn't been with a man in as long as she claimed, you wouldn't have been able to tell it from how expertly and savagely Viola Kent fucked me. She bounced on my cock wildly, massaging my cock with her tight pussy muscles, her tits and ass jiggling impressively with each bounce. At first I was so taken aback with how fiercely she rode me that I barely knew what to do with myself, but finding her hips easy to grab, I put my hands there and held on for dear life.
"Goddamn... fuck... you almost forget how good fucking cock is!" Viola cried out, riding me for all she was worth. "I need to get this more often, get seriously fucked by huge fucking cock! Fuck! Fuck my tight cunt, Ryan, fuck my slutty pussy, like that, like that, goddamn it! Fuck!"
The filth that poured from her mouth made me even harder, and I fucked up into her as best as I could while she rode me. She was every bit as good as promised, maybe fucking me harder than any other woman had, more than most women could, certainly. Her hips were a blur as her immaculate ass jiggled and slammed down onto me. I looked down, watching as her cunt repeatedly took my cock with the greatest sense of awe.
Viola looked down on me with a playful, smug sense of superiority. "I know you make the rounds at school, but admit it, MILF pussy is in a whole different class."
Looking down to where I penetrated her, I said, "*You're* in a whole different fucking class."
"And don't you forget about it..." she groaned, eyes rolling back into her head as she continued to bounce on me like a champion rodeo rider. "...you know how hard it's going to be not stealing you away from Sarah whenever you're over? How I'll just want to drag you out of her room and fuck you dry every chance I get?"
"You'll make do," I taunted back, reaching up with one hand and pinching one of her nipples, hard. I got the impression she might like this, and I wasn't wrong.
Viola leaned down to kiss me, still roughly rocking her hips as she fucked as much of my cock as she could.
"I haven't been making do so far..." she moaned, fucking me.
"Yeah... but Sarah's an adult now... you can get out more, approach dating on your terms, however you want to... get some cock, or pussy, however you like, whatever makes you happy," I said, wrapping my arms around and holding her close.
Using this new advantageous position, I rolled on top of her without leaving her, now taking advantage to be the one fucking her hard.
"Oh shit..." she moaned. "You're right, I should... I'm just so out of practice..."
Viola locked her legs behind me, guiding this fuck as I pounded down into her.
"I can help you with practice," I said.



"Good," she moaned, kissing me fiercely.
We made out as I gave her every inch of my cock, fucking into her with a fury I didn't know I was capable of. Her beauty, raw sexuality and confidence that seeped from every pore, it was enough to override all sense and take me to heights of sex I never knew possible. Looking at the gorgeous older woman beneath me, taking my cock like no one had before, it was hard not feeling a new intensity. This was something else. *I* was becoming something else, fucking Viola Kent like she deserved to, no, *needed* to be fucked. It was a glorious feeling, being embraced by her in every possible way, her eyes staring into me with such playful need. It was a look that could get a man to do nearly anything, and here I was, fucking her mercilessly, not a care in the world.
"Feels so good... fuck, you're perfect..." I grunted.
"Give it to me, give it all to me, harder, faster, give it to me... fucking give it to me..." Viola moaned.
I did give it to her. I gave her everything I had, and I would give her anything more she asked if it meant I got to keep fucking her like this. "Take it... take it... take it all, take my fucking cock..."
"You're gonna make me cum again, soon, Ryan..." she moaned, looking up at me hungrily.
"Me too," I said.
"Give it to me... cum inside of me... cum inside your friend's fucking mom!" Viola said, clearly relishing the deliciously dirtiness of what she said.
I'll admit, it worked. Feeling my balls boiling, I cried out, "FUCK!"
I couldn't hold back. I wouldn't hold back. I buried my cock deep inside of her and let loose, firing a wild torrent of cum deep inside her clutching cunt. My orgasm must have set her off, because there she was beneath me, holding me tighter as she cried out and came against me. She held me so close, so tightly that I almost couldn't get my last few pumps in, but my need was desperate, and her pussy was very accommodating. As I weakened, I pumped my last few shots into her, my cum filling her nice and deep.
"Fuck..." Viola muttered, looking down at herself. "Holy shit... that was an amazing fuck. Ryan, you're amazing... that cock, I mean... my god!"
I smiled down at her, kissing Viola softly, sweetly. "It's a gift, what can I say."
"Well, thank you for sharing it with me, then," she said, still catching her breath. "Because that was... wow, I knew there had to be some truth to all I heard about you, but I didn't know it could be this good!"
I grinned. I tried not to get too big an ego, but moments like this made it easy to let it inflate maybe just a little bit.
Viola made no move to let me go, and I wasn't inclined to move either. So, we came down like this, the two of us catching our breaths as we held each other close. We exchanged slow, soft kisses, making out in a far gentler, more intimate manner than anything we had done so far. I had to admit, it felt good. Really good. Viola Kent was truly special, and if this visit helped her... well, I was doing right by the lust spell Leah and I had set, wasn't I?
"How are you still hard?" she asked, looking down at my cock as it remained buried in her cunt.
"It happens sometimes..." I said, still impressed by what I was capable of today. "Would it be an ego boost if I told you it's because I think you're unbearably hot?"
She laughed at the returned line. "I'm willing to do something about it if you're good for it."
"Oh, hell yeah," I said.
"Good," Viola said with a kiss. "Because I've got an idea for something that should be fun..."
I raised an eyebrow. This I had to hear.
***
Pro tip: if you ever get an opportunity to fuck your friend's hot mom doggy style while she goes into great detail about which of the sex toys she's got on display she's fucked which of your hot, busty teachers with, I highly recommend saying yes. There's nothing quite like it, really.
On my knees behind Viola Kent, I fucked her nice and hard as I gripped her hips tightly, watching her ass jiggle with every thrust. Quite skilled with this position, she pointed to various sex toys and showed me even freakier sides to women I knew to be accomplished in bed.
"You ever get Lauren near some nipple clamps, you'll be a lucky man... she goes quite wild... fuck..." Viola moaned, fucking back against me. "Janelle needs a couple of glasses of wine sometimes, but get her in the right mood and she's such an anal slut... taking on my biggest plugs and dildos... the most fun I've had was putting a remote-controlled vibe in Wanda, all of us just watching her lose it, passing the remote around while she came over and over... and the biggest slut of all-"
"Brenda?" I guessed, playfully slapping Viola's ass and enjoying how it made her cry out in a mix of pleasure and pain.
Looking over her shoulder, she gazed at me with wild eyes and a playful smile before shaking her head.
"Valerie," she corrected.
"Mrs. Chan?" I asked, a little surprised. Viola nodded.
This was a bit of a surprise. I knew my fun-loving and somewhat irreverent science teacher to be a bona fide hottie, but the biggest slut out of all the women at the book club? That was an interesting development.
"She can take all of my biggest toys in pretty much every way. She's a showoff, but, it's an amazing show," Viola confirmed.
"I should hit her up soon, then," I said, pounding into Viola even harder.
"Oh, fuck, goddamn that's fucking good..." she moaned. "You should. She's like all the sluts in our book club; doesn't get enough dick at home. You can fix that."
"One thing at a time..." I grunted, looking over her impressive array of toys and imagining all sorts of naughty uses for them. Getting a look at all of her plugs, I asked, "So, how many of these have you had up your ass?"
Viola smiled back at me again. "A fair few."
"And what's your opinion on getting fucked in the ass?" I asked, grunting and looking down at her magnificent ass and the tight, winking hole that peered from between her jiggling cheeks.
"I like it when it's done right," she said, biting her lip.
"If you've talked to your friends, you know I can do it right," I said, reaching down and running my thumb over her asshole. Viola groaned deeply, looking back at me lustfully.
"I want to fuck your ass, Viola," I said, making myself clear.
"Good," she replied. "Because I really, really want that monster up my ass, too."
"Now?" I asked.
"Preferably," Viola replied, reaching for the cabinet nearby and snatching a bottle of lube from between the various toys.
"Convenient," I said, slowing my pace so she could pass it back to me.
"Hey, you hold sex toy parties, you're going to need a lot of lube. It makes all sorts of things fun," she said.
I laughed. "Oh, don't I know it."
Though it pained me to do so, I pulled out of Viola's pussy and began to rub lube onto my cock. As much as I missed being inside her magnificent cunt, I knew that what would come next would more than make up for this brief inconvenience.
"Come on... hurry up... lube up that cock and shove it up my ass..." Viola taunted, licking her lips. "I always cum hardest when my ass is full."
"Oh, it's gonna be full," I said, finished lubing my cock.
"I know it will, but let's pretend I don't when I tell you to prove it," Viola replied, her eyes dancing with need. I grinned and nodded, licking my lips with anticipation.
"Well, you know what they say..." I said, grabbing my cock and sliding it between her ass cheeks. I spread some of the lube around this way, then ran my overstimulated cockhead against her puckered asshole. I teased her at first, toying with her hole and making her moan as she pressed back against me, wanting. Viola looked back at me with that needy, lustful look I quite enjoyed.
With some force, I pressed my cockhead against her asshole and whispered, "...be careful what you wish for."
I'd fucked a fair few asses this past year, and from experience knew that dancers had some of the tightest I was bound to find. Even with all the play she had with her various toys, Viola proved this knowledge to be true, as her ass felt almost impossibly tight. Still, with enough lube and motivation on my part, even an ass as so very, very tight as hers, was only a challenge for so long.
With a low, yowling moan from her and an exquisite pressure for me, I felt Viola's ass begin to slowly open up for me. It was incredibly tight, feeling like it might be impossibly so for a cock as big as mine, but experience had taught me that with enough persistence, as long as she was willing, I would make it. The way she looked back at me, those smoky eyes practically demanding that I give her everything I had... I knew she was more than willing.
Feeling her asshole stretch to accept me, I pushed forward.
"Come on, come on, do it, fucking do it..." Viola grunted, I don't know if she was trying to convince me or her ass, but I held up my end of the equation. I pushed, feeling her hole stretch incrementally to accept me, feeling her warmth urging me forward.
And then, feeling my cockhead break through and lodge in her ass.
"Ah, fuck..." she groaned, smacking the bed. "Fuck that's a big fucking cock... fuck!"
"It's not just a big fucking cock," I said, pushing forward and sinking a couple extra inches inside of her. "It's a big fucking cock that's about to destroy your ass... holy fuck, you're tight."
"Goddamn..." Viola groaned, pushing back against me and forcing several more inches inside. "Fuck, it feels so good having all this real, thick cock up my ass... we old sluts need our asses filled like this all the fucking time..."
"You're not that old," I said, grunting and shoving the last inches inside of her. "But you are right about needing your ass stuffed."
"Fuck yeah, I am," she replied, reaching up with one hand to squeeze one of her nipples and moaning. "Now do it... fuck my ass..."
"That was my plan," I said, grabbing her hips and doing just that.
I didn't take time to savor just staying in her ass for a moment or two like I usually would, not when I was this horny, and certainly not when my cock was this overstimulated with pleasure while she urged me on. No, she wanted to be fucked, and I wanted to fuck, and holding her tight, I went to town on her tight, sweet ass. I fucked in and out of her with the savagery she seemed to love so much, matching her loud cries and moans with my own grunts as our bodies slapped against one another. The room filled with sounds of us fucking like beasts, mixed with the occasional swear word, or two, or ten, as I violated Viola's ass.
"Fuck my ass, fuck my ass, fuck my ass, dammit!" she roared at me, looking over at me with those seductive eyes as I pounded away at her. I didn't answer her with words, for surely I had to save my breath for such a marathon fuck. Instead, I answered her by just reaching down and smacking her ass, hard.
Once.
Twice.
Three times.
Viola squealed with each impact, until one final slap made her eyes roll back.
"Holy fuck... I'm cumming, you're making me cum from fucking my ass, holy shit, holy shit... FUCK!" she cried out, her body slamming against mine one conclusive time as she came. Her screams practically rattled the windows, and as she shook and released with another messy orgasm, I felt worried that she might pass out.
My worries were for naught, however, as Viola Kent was an exceptional woman. Despite one moment of near weakness, she soon regained her strength, looking back at me with a ferocious hunger.
"I need that cum..." Viola groaned, pulling my cock from her ass as she crawled forward, and kneeling on the floor by the edge of the bed. "Get your sweet ass over here."
I whined, missing her ass already, but I did as she said.
Any resistance I might have had soon disappeared as she quickly began sucking my cock, and with her expertise, it wasn't long before I too was cumming hard. Though I warned her as it came, she took the first couple shots in her mouth, then pulled my cock out and fired off long streets of semen all over her face, neck and chest. I was drained, completely and utterly it felt, my body flooded by pleasure as this goddess looked up at me, smiling with satisfaction through a face utterly painted with cum.
"So... that was definitely fun," Viola said.
"Y...yeah..." I said weakly, still catching my breath as I watched her holding my drained cock. She kissed the head, suckling out one last drop, before smiling up at me sweetly again.
"You want a picture?" she asked, blinking up at me as if her face weren't utterly covered. "For your collection?"
"Right, thanks," I said, finding my phone and getting a couple good shots of her looking up at me cutely.
That taken care of, Viola stood up on wobbly legs and made her way toward the bathroom.
"Fuck, you just... wow, how do you have so much cum?" she asked.
"It's a curse, what can I say?" I proposed, falling back on the bed and feeling like I might well pass out from exertion and overwhelming pleasure.
Viola laughed. "I bet it's such a curse getting to fuck so many hotties... I doubt I'll find another guy as cursed as you, but, I think I should get out and try dating again. If just for some dick."
"Well then, mission accomplished for me, then," I laughed.
"I'd say so," Viola said, stepping out of the bathroom. Though she'd cleaned my cum off of her, she still had that delicious, just-been-fucked look that nearly brought some life back to my cock again.
"But that's for later, for now..." she said, licking her lips as she looked me up and down. "...you didn't think we were finished, did you?"
I was quite content to take a nap right here for a bit after a fuck that hard, but looking at her like this, seeing this walking embodiment of sex itself wanting more out of me... that got me to sit up.
"Oh, I'm always ready for more," I said with a grin.
Viola smirked, tackling me to the bed and kissing me. "Prove it."
***
I had no idea what time it was by the time Viola drove me back home, because, well, time has very little meaning around a woman like her. I was run ragged, and wrapped in what felt like a permanent blanket of afterglow from all the sex we had had. I could have kept up for Viola if she wanted to go longer, but when she wanted to cut things off for the night, I had no complaints.
My legs barely worked as I wheeled my bike back into the garage of my house, and by the time I made it through the front door, I found the siren call of my bed particularly loud.
Dad wasn't home, which was fine; the fewer obstacles the better.
With light coming from my bedroom, however, I knew I wasn't fully alone.
Achingly, I stepped into my bedroom, prepared to be jumped immediately by Brooke King, but finding myself surprisingly satisfied when she didn't. The petite, pigtailed blonde wore a comfy pair of pink pajama bottoms and a matching pink t-shirt, laying down on my bed and reading.
"Hey, Ryan!" she said, perkily turning toward me, before her smile turned to a look of concern. "Jeez, you look like you, like, got hit by a truck. You alright?"
"Not a truck. A particularly intense MILF," I said, taking off my pants, strolling toward the bed and collapsing face down on it.
"Same deal," Brooke said, stroking my hair. "You want some distance, or some cuddles? This totally looks like a cuddles kind of day for you..."
Brooke, as horny a slut as they came, might well have made my month with the offer for cuddles.
"I can totally cuddle," I said, pushing myself onto my back with some effort and crawling beneath the blanket.
Tossing her book aside, Brooke joined me, cuddling up under the blanket and kissing my cheek.
"Then it's good for you I'm, like, totally the world's best cuddler," Brooke said, kissing my cheek and running a hand through my hair again. "You did something good today?"
"I did something good today," I replied, grinning at my girlfriend and kissing her lips, softly. I hoped I didn't still taste like Viola Kent, but given everything we did, I didn't think even the long shower I took would fully remove Viola's scent from me. Not that I wanted to forget them, I mean...
"Goodie!" Brooke exclaimed, kissing my cheek again. "Josie's out with her friends, I bet they're just having all sorts of fun playing with each other."
"I wouldn't be surprised," I said. "You didn't want to go out with your friends?"
"I was with Kaitlyn at the mall earlier, but I wanted to be here when you got back," she said, stroking my hair.
"Well, thanks," I said, kissing her again.
"Oh, it's totally my pleasure," Brooke said. "And speaking of the mall, Kaitlyn and I, we saw Jennifer there with Peter and Sasha. They were just hanging out, having a good time. That one of the good things you did today?"
I smiled at the update. Having not heard from Jennifer since sending her away with Peter and Sasha, it was good for some kind of update. I didn't know what they were doing, or what I wished they were doing, but I was glad it sounded like she was having fun.
"That one's mostly Jennifer, but I helped," I said.
"Helping's good too. Everyone, like, needs help sometimes," Brooke said. "Just don't work yourself too hard. We need to have you ready for our Valentine's surprise... Josie and me, we put a ton of work in on it."
Valentine's Day. Right. That was just around the corner, and if my plans all came to fruition, it would not exactly be a relaxed day for me. It would be fun, and I would get to do good things for a lot of girls, but I would be working myself pretty decently.
But for Josie and Brooke and the first year I'd ever have a girlfriend for Valentine's Day...
"I'll make it all good for you two, I promise," I said.
Brooke smiled, kissing me and cuddling up against me. "Goodie."
I sighed, holding her close and feeling consciousness drift away, as images of pink and red hearts danced before my eyes, and thoughts of naked bodies and cummy moans brought an erection into even my exhausted cock.
Valentine's Day was coming, and I was ready for it.
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, shoot me some feedback or consider becoming a patron, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
And after some recent crises and battles, I want to add one last note on a more practical concern. When it comes to mental health, I hope everyone out there is taking the time to take care of themselves. Mental health may seem like a never-ending battle, but it's a never-ending battle that is always worth fighting, and one that there are plenty of resources to be found to help with should you ever be struggling. Be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: In the month of lust and love, 18-year-old Ryan Collins keeps himself busy, helping his new "apprentice" Jennifer Cage make new friends by introducing her to football player Peter Nixon and cheerleader Sasha Pearl, while sneaking a Valentine's invitation to busty beauty Brianna Roth. After a quick encounter with Kaitlyn Pruitt, Ryan makes good on a promise to his friend, Sarah, to seduce her mother, Viola Kent. Viola is stunningly gorgeous, and an ex-stripper, and after working his magic with the beautiful MILF, the two of them have some properly wild sex. Exhausted after such a serious fuck, Ryan returns home to girlfriend Brooke King, who helps him relax while he mentally prepares for one of his greatest challenges of the year: Valentine's Day.
***
Until senior year, Valentine's Day had to be one of my least favorite days on the calendar. When you've never had a date in your life, let alone a partner, the perception that everyone else is dating *but* you can be challenging to handle. Valentine's Day only magnified that, to every possible extreme. It seemed like everyone else had people they loved, places to be, and there I was, sitting alone at home and munching on whatever mandatory candy was given out at school to every student so nobody would feel left out. It was one of those things the part of me that was convinced I was intellectual found insulting, but, hey, free candy was free candy.
The one good thing I had on those previous days was my oldest and best friend in the world, Tori McNeil. The two of us would enjoy our sarcastic bitterness together on Valentine's, eating takeout, watching action movie DVDs and sneaking some liquor from her big sister, Rachel's, private stash. Those days when it was just us against the world, well, they made Valentine's feel a little less lonely, and even if things didn't work out the way I wanted to between the two of us, I still looked back on those days fondly.
There were times these days when I found myself wishing that things had gone differently, that I hadn't had sex with Tori and her mom, Lauren, *and* her sister, Rachel. Things might have been different, a little more like they used to be with my oldest friend still in my life. Maybe even, in all of this, that I could still be watching cheesy action movies with Tori on Valentine's Day...
I still found myself wishing this sometimes... but every day I found myself wishing with less strength. Rachel McNeil had become one of my best friends, and even though we lived states apart, I still considered her one of my closest confidantes and my go-to person for advice in all matters of life, love and beyond. I wouldn't trade the friendship we'd developed since November for anything.
And Lauren... well, she was just a lot of fun on those rare occasions she and I would see each other.
No, for everything that had happened, there was no going back now, and I was generally happier for it. Things with Tori may have been in a strange limbo right now, but without question, everything else in my life was immeasurably better. I had more friends than I'd ever had in my life, was having crazy amounts of sex all the fucking time, and had two girlfriends who I loved more than anything else in the world.
Life was good.
Life was *great*.
And I was going to kick this Valentine's Day's ass.
You see, ever since I helped Leah Sartori cast her lust spell, a February I'd had few plans for had come into a clear, and very horny, focus. I knew what I had to do to spread around a little bit of love and a whole lot of lust to those who could use it, and the most ambitious day of my plan was handily Valentine's Day.
It was going to be hard, and it would require a lot of strength of both will and body... but I knew I could do it.
I woke up drowsily and slowly on Valentine's Day, but managed to turn off my alarm before it went off. As I cleared my eyes, I looked around my room with excitement and anticipation. I had everything in order, the bundles of flowers, the boxes of chocolates...
"Good morning, Ryan," the girl said from beside me in bed.
I turned, smiling, to look at curvy brunette Jennifer Cage, keeping herself thoroughly wrapped up in my blanket and looking very comfortable as she reached beside the bed and pulled on her glasses. The sweet, pale girl wasn't wearing much more than her glasses and a pair of panties, but, tempting as it would have been to climb on top of her and get a nice fuck in to start the day, I knew better.
I had to know better today.
"And good morning to you, Jennifer," I said, leaning down to kiss her before I got out of bed and started getting dressed. Pulling on my glasses from the nearby bedside table was an excellent first start, allowing me to get a better look at the beautiful woman in my bed.
Bundling herself up comfortably in the blankets, the better to deal with the surprisingly cool day, she said, "You're up awfully early for a Saturday, aren't you?"
"I got a busy day planned..." I said, pulling on my jeans.
"Ah, that's right... Valentine's Day," Jennifer said, amused.
"That a problem?" I asked, smiling down at her.
"Not in the slightest, I just forgot myself for a moment," she said.
"It's all good," I said, sitting back down on the bed to pull on my socks and debate just what I had to do in what order. "I'm sorry I have to leave in such a hurry."
"It's alright, I've got plans of my own today, anyway," Jennifer said, smiling mischievously.
"Oh?" I asked, definitely needing to hear this.
"Yeah. I'm trying to put myself out there more, like you're encouraging, and I was thinking I might just head to the mall. Maybe catch a movie, maybe see what kind of trouble I can find. Sasha told me she knew of some hot guys heading there tonight that she might be able to introduce me to, so... there's hope, if I play my cards right," Jennifer said.
"You'll play your cards right," I said, confident.
"I know. It's still a little nerve-wracking, but it's going to happen," Jennifer said, smiling.
"Good. I want to hear all about it," I said.
"You will... I'm just going to enjoy my nest of blankets here for a little while longer, anyway," Jennifer said. Luxuriantly, she closed her eyes for a moment, before quickly opening them. "That won't be a problem with your father, will it?"
I laughed. "Nah, he's out today; the roller derby team he co-owns is in a pretty violent dispute with their longstanding blood rivals again, and he's the only one both teams trust to resolve it, so, he'll be gone for a while."
"Again?" Jennifer repeated.
"Oh, yeah," I answered. "Things like this happen all the time."
"Interesting..." she said, stretching out. "Don't worry, I'll be out before you have to worry about date night with your girlfriends."
"Actually, I'm meeting Brooke and Josie at the Stargazer Motel on the other side of town; they got a room for their big surprise," I clarified, quickly finding my wallet in my jeans and opening it up to check that the room key they'd provided was still there.
"Right," Jennifer said, shaking her head. "But you're having dinner here first, with...?"
"Brianna Roth," I said. Kaitlyn's beautiful friend had thankfully accepted my Valentine's invitation, and considering how long our flirtation had gone over the course of these past months, it was about time the two of us finally did something about that. Well, something more than me eating her pussy in an abandoned classroom, anyway.
"Nice," Jennifer admitted, nodding. "And this is after you go running around like a pornographic Santa Claus handing out orgasms to some lucky girls who really need them?"
I shuddered. "While I'd rather purge the image of a pornographic Santa Claus from my mind... yes, that is the general point."
"Sounds like you're going to need a lot of cum in the tank," Jennifer said.
Ah, that was going to be the challenge, wasn't it?
"Not exactly," I said, finding it almost as uncomfortable to discuss the plan as it was to think about.
"What's that mean?" she asked.
I explained, "I need to be prepared for everything that's planned tonight, which should be pretty fucking intense with the cast of characters involved, so... I'm actually not going to be cumming until the main event. For today, I'm just using my mouth and hands, and keeping anything and everything I have to away from my below the belt areas."
"Ouch," Jennifer replied. "I mean, for them, that's awesome because, well, it's your mouth and hands, but for you, that'll be rough. And you're going to be riding your bike around the whole time?"
"More or less. I'm going to try to catch some rides when I can, but, yeah, that's still a lot of time on the bike," I replied, not wanting to think about how that was going to treat a very full, very ready pair of balls.
"Ouch," she repeated. "I was going to show you my tits to, you know, motivate you on the way out, but I think the less time you're hard, the better, so, I don't think I'm going to do that."
Feeling the erection already growing in my pants, I said, "Too late."
"Oh. In that case," Jennifer said, briefly pulling back the blanket and flashing me her soft, luscious, DDD-cup tits. The flash was brief, enough to let me see her soft curves and suckable nipples, before she pulled the blanket back over her chest and smiled mischievously.
Walking toward my desk to grab the first flower and small box of chocolates, I jokingly said, "Tease."
"I'm learning," Jennifer said.
"I noticed," I replied, climbing over her to give her a quick kiss. "Happy Valentine's Day, Jennifer."
"Happy Valentine's Day, Ryan," she responded, smiling brightly. "You know, I never thought I'd be in a place where I could say that and mean it, but... I'm happy it's Valentine's Day."
Knowing exactly where she was coming from, it made me swell with pride to be able to bring this out of her as well.
"Good," I replied, standing up. "I'm happy to hear it."
I made my way for the door. "I'm gonna go be your porno Valentine's Santa now."
"Good luck!" Jennifer called after me.
Smiling and shaking my head, I quietly thanked Jennifer for the luck.
It seemed like I was going to need at least a little of it if I was going to survive the day.
***
Now, while a lot of today's itinerary had me running around the town of Regan Hills like a madman, that the first stop was close by made my life quite easy, even if I had to get there pretty early if I wanted to catch her before she went on her run.
With a flower in one hand and a small box of chocolates in the other, I exited the house with plans to walk next door. This was interrupted, however briefly, by the discovery of a tray of cookies with a small note attached to it, another attempt at a peace offering from Karen Bowman, mother of my former bully who was no doubt working some angle. I pushed the cookie tray indoors, and focused on ignoring it.
Nothing was going to get in my way today.
Steeling myself for the day ahead, I walked over to the house next door, up to the front porch, and rang the doorbell. I hoped I hadn't missed her, but knew that was a fair possibility. Maybe she'd already gone on her run, or maybe she'd gone out with her mom; the car was absent after all. Or maybe-
The door unlocked, and before me stood the beautiful Alice Talbot.
"Ryan!" she exclaimed in her lightly Australian-accented voice. "What are you doing here so early?"
The athletic beauty stood in a matching dark blue tank top and yoga pants, showing off much of her toned body, tight curves and dark skin. Her hair, beautiful dark curls she usually let free in an impressively loose afro, were tied back for running. While her face was as pretty as it ever was, when she saw me, she positively lit up with a look that made her even more beautiful, if that was possible.
"Happy Valentine's Day!" I said, handing her the flower and chocolates. "Can I come in?"
"Certainly!" she said, ushering me inside. "Mum's off at work today... but shouldn't you be with Josie and Brooke?"
"By most romcom plans, I should, but things are going to be a bit unconventional today. We do have plans to meet up later, but I've got other ideas, first," I explained.
"Really?" Alice asked, arching an eyebrow.
"Yeah," I said. "I can't stay long, but I did want to drop off the flower and the chocolate-"
"Which you did," she interrupted.
Without breaking stride, I continued, "-and see if you, I dunno, would like it if I ate your pussy? Or fingered you? Or both? Whatever it takes to give you a mind-blowing orgasm or two? Something a little more special than your usual Valentine's chocolates and flowers?"
Alice looked at me at first, disbelieving, before laughing. I stood my ground, and when she saw I was serious, I could see her chest rising and falling with anticipatory breaths.
"Oh, that wasn't a joke," she said, lightly licking her lips.
"No," I answered. "You told me that you didn't have any date for Valentine's, and if I didn't have any other plans, I would be here for you fucking you with all I had all day. Unfortunately, I need to do a lot of running around today, but if you'd like a couple of mind-blowing orgasms before I do, I am offering."
Alice looked at me with only the briefest consideration and said, "I think you know the answer to that."
***
"YES! YES! FUCK YES!" Alice moaned, leaning back into her bed as she ran her hands through my hair. With her top pulled up over her beautiful, bare C-cup tits and her pants and underwear a long-forgotten issue, I feasted on Alice Talbot's beautiful, shaved pussy as if it were my last meal.
"Yes, god, yes, fuck... right there, right there, you know what to do... you know how to treat a girl right..." she moaned, her eyes rolling back as the pleasure flowed through her.
I could have made a choice response or two to this, but with a mouth full of pussy, I would have to keep my quips to a minimum. With two fingers buried deep in her cunt, massaging her g-spot, my lips and tongue were primed to tease her lips, running over them oh so lightly before running more firmly over her clit. I had been with Alice a handful of times already and found her to be very responsive, but even if I knew how to make her cum quickly, I was going to draw this out.
It was Valentine's Day, after all... I had to make it memorable, right?
So, I teased her. I pleased her. I brought her to the edge, and then took her back, and then pushed her close to the edge once more. I made her a needy, whining, sex-driven beast, rocking her hips against my face and forcing my head between her legs with her hands, but I still kept rocking her back and forth.
For her part, Alice seemed to be having a pretty good time.
"Bloody hell... fuck me... fuck me with your mouth, Ryan, like that, please, make me cum, make me cum... god... fuck..." Alice groaned, squeezing her thighs tightly around my head. "You're gonna make me cum, do it, please, please make me cum..."
Her body had fallen into a state of tense, shaky, pleasurable readiness, and I didn't think backing off any more would have the desired effect. And so, I didn't back off next time. I massaged her G-spot more intensely, my tongue circling vigorously over her clit.
At this point, yeah, it didn't take too much for her to cum.
"HOLY FUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!" Alice cried out, her thighs clamping down around my face as her juices flooded my mouth. I kept suckling away at her pussy, prolonging her orgasm for a few moments more, before easing up to let her come down.
Once she let go of my face, I propped myself up on my elbows to get a better look at her, and of course to give her a better look at me licking my lips.
"Why are you looking so smug there?" Alice teased.
"I think you know why," I replied.
"Oh, right, that," she laughed.
I crawled over her, leaning down to give her a long, lingering kiss, enjoying how eagerly she licked her juices from my face.
Feeling my erection against the side of her leg, Alice asked, "Would you like me to return the favor?"
I grinned, kissing her again. "Would I like to? Yes. Can I? Not today."
"Poor baby," she replied, a little teasing. "Needing to save up for later."
Playing back, I squeezed one of her nipples, hard. Alice winced, but then grinned back.
"Do you want another cum, or don't you?" I asked.
"I do," she replied.
"Then I'd play nice, if I were you," I said back, playful yet commanding.
Alice licked her lips. "Oh, I like this side..."
Climbing back down between her legs, I said, "I think you'll like this even more..."
Though she looked like she had something to say about this, Alice's words soon caught in her throat as I licked her clit again, and set about giving her an even better orgasm than the first.
Since I later succeeded in that, I considered this first stop to be a success. I only hoped the rest would work out so well...
***
"Mmm, yes... Ryan Collins, your tongue has true talent... yes, this would make for a happy Valentine's Day..." Rose Ferris purred. We were in her bedroom, an eclectic chamber of books, art supplies and mismatched used furniture that gave it a particularly bohemian style. I could have spent some true time studying all of her assorted treasures and rare books on nearly any other day, but when I was knelt behind her with my tongue buried in her ass and three fingers fucking in and out of her pussy, a more in-depth analysis would have to wait for another time.
The 5'8", lightly tanned hipster stood over me, her hands braced against the wall with her legs spread wide as I buried my face between her ass cheeks. Rose was, quite gloriously, naked, and while I couldn't fully appreciate her beautiful C-cups and shaved pussy, I was quite fine right where I was. A former cheerleader, Rose Ferris' ass was a true work of art, and I was in a prime position to appreciate it. I lavished her asshole with my tongue, running tight circles over it and pressing inside whenever I wanted to drive her truly wild. Though she was quite good at keeping up mellow appearances, I could tell she really enjoyed the impromptu DP I was giving her.
"Like that, right there," Rose said, turning just enough to look down at me. As ever, she still kept on her fedora and slightly oversized and never too dark sunglasses, looking down at me with that easy, relaxed smile that could make my heart beat faster with minimal effort.



"Keep fucking me, keep fucking me like that, Ryan Collins... god... I don't understand why your girlfriends ever let you out of their sight with a tongue like that, but I'll have to thank them... so good, so fucking good..." Rose moaned, pinching one of her nipples.
I took my mouth from her ass for a moment, but didn't let up with my fingers as I kept fucking into her.
"They encouraged this, actually," I explained, smirking up at Rose before I went back to worshipping her asshole.
She squealed, briefly, and then moaned a long, low sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure. "God, I'm *really* going to have to thank them now, this is amazing, fucking amazing... you're gonna make me cum, Ryan Collins... you're gonna make me cum soon, keep going, like that, keep eating my slutty fucking ass, eat my slutty asshole and make me cum with your fingers, like that, like that, right there, do it, Ryan, do it, make me cum, make me fucking cum, like that, FUCKING HELL! RIGHT THERE! I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING! FUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!"
Rose came so hard she nearly fell, but thankfully I was there to catch her. I held onto her with my free arm, steadying her so my fingers and tongue could continue to please her as she rode through her messy orgasm.
When she had finally finished, I pulled my fingers from her cunt and my face from her ass, allowing her to collapse to her knees in front of me, breathing heavily. With my hands now wrapped around her chest, gently massaging her breasts as I buried my head in her wavy blonde hair, she laughed.
"Ryan Collins... today you might just be a saint..." Rose purred, pulling my hand free from her tit and gently licking her juices from it.
"I heard I was more of a pornographic Santa Claus," I said.
Rose chuckled. "Well, if the shoe fits..."
Turning her head, she kissed me deeply, then grinned. "Now keep doing your good, hard work on this lovely Valentine's Day."
I kissed her back, returning the smile. "It's not all that hard."
Rose chuckled. "Not yet, anyway."
***
I thought the hardest thing I would have to deal with was fighting my erection and riding my bike all around town today, but I hadn't accounted for what all the girls would be capable of.
I probably should have, considering that Jess Garza was on my list.
"Lámeme coño!" Jess squealed as she rode my face vigorously. "Right there, god, yes... chingame con tu boca!"
Completely naked and straddling my head in reverse cowgirl, the stacked Latina skater rode my face with everything she had, crying out and laughing as she enjoyed my tongue's attentions, fucking down onto me with enough force to send her van rocking from side to side. By this point, I was quite familiar with the mattress in the back of Jess's van, with the old Christmas lights strung across the ceiling casting the room in an eerie glow, the odds and ends tools she had scattered about, and the unusually clean, sheeted mattress she had in the back for such occasions. Reaching up to the straps she had bolted to the ceiling gave her great leverage to ride me.
I knew from experience it was one hell of a show, as Jess's DD-cup tits and amazing ass both verged on epic territory, making her unexpectedly among the hotter girls in school.
I would have enjoyed this show, if it weren't for the fact that all I could really see at best were inner thighs with their matching calaveras tattoos, and occasionally the inside of her ass cheeks and her tight, eager asshole in those moments she wasn't fully sitting on my head. But, missing out on such a show was a sacrifice I'd willingly take if it meant I got to lick her positively gushing and oh so sweet cunt.
"So good... fuck, I love it..." Jess said, taking her weight off of me just enough to let me breathe. "You sure you don't wanna make this a 69? All I gotta do is bend over..."
"Quite sure," I said, even though the idea sounded positively amazing. I was holding to the plan, however ill thought out it was suddenly feeling, and I was going to make sure I stayed good.
"Your loss," Jess shrugged, putting her weight back down on my face.
I spanked her magnificently round ass at that, causing her to squeal and shout something in Spanish I couldn't quite make out, but I took it for a good thing. When I saw her asshole above my eyes once again, I did the only sensible thing and slowly pushed my middle finger into her.
"Oh yeah, chingame, chingame, chingame... fuckfuckfuckfuckMOTHERFUCKER, CHINGAME!" Jess yelled, settling her weight down on my head as the orgasm slammed through her body. I had almost forgotten how much Jess gushed, but thankfully I was up to the challenge of licking up what she had to give me. I drank up her juices, lavishing her pussy with attention as she rolled through her orgasm, and even after she slowed and fell off of me, rolling onto her back as a panting, heaving mess.
"Best! Valentine's! Ever!" she gasped, reaching over to playfully squeeze my cock.
"Glad to help," I said, finding a nearby roll of paper towels and using them to wipe my face.
"Seriously," Jess said, sitting up on the mattress and looking down at me. "I never got a flower for Valentine's Day from a guy or girl, and after I go home and light up and eat all these candies when the munchies kick in... it's gonna be the best Valentine's Day I ever had. Thanks, Ryan, I never knew I needed that, but, now that I got it, I like it."
Jess crawled over me, her big, beautiful tits hanging down invitingly as she leaned down to kiss me.
"You sure I can't help you with that bigass boner?" she offered, eyes darting down to the tenting of my pants.
"I'm sure, but thank you," I said, leaning up to kiss her again.
"Ah well, can't blame me for trying," Jess said, pulling her clothes together. "We should probably get out of this parking lot before security finds us. Want me to drop you off anywhere?"
I grinned. "You know where Mallory Dourif lives?"
***
Though initially I wanted to surprise all the girls on my Valentine's list, realistically I knew the courteous and practical thing to do would be to let them know when I planned on coming over so they would be there and ready for me. While mostly this just meant they were ready to jump me the moment I came through their door, for Mallory Dourif it meant she had time to set a scene.
And oh did she set a scene.
When I knocked at her door, and she gave a beckoning call for me, I stepped inside to see what she'd been up to. Her above garage apartment/lair had been redecorated with fake vines and flowers leading to her bed, which looked like an explosion had happened at a garden store. The single rose I carried with me looked positively lonely compared to the flowers she'd arranged around the head of her bed.
Not that this held my attention.
Not when Mallory Dourif had dressed herself up as a tantalizing pin-up Poison Ivy for the occasion.
At a pale, 5'10", the willowy cosplayer wore the green bikini decorated with fake leaves very well, her A-cup tits looking every bit as delightful as every square inch of her toned frame. With a bright red wig covering her buzzed hair and her soulful blue eyes accented with dark eyeliner and shades of green eyeshadow, her lips curled into a green lipstick colored grin, she looked unbelievably alluring. Kneeling on her bed, she beckoned me with one finger.
Practically purring, Mallory said through dark green painted lips, "Well, what are you waiting for?"
And, yeah, that's how we ended up on her bed, my fingers buried underneath her bikini bottom, furiously fingering her clit. She'd pulled down the top enough to free her perky, A-cup tits, allowing me to squeeze and tease them while the two of us made out.
Things with Mallory had always been slower and sweeter when we hooked up, and today was no exception. While she may have looked the ultimate comic book seductress, when we lay next to each other, touching and kissing, she was the girl I'd come to know and like quite a bit since October. As my fingers rolled over her clit and explored her steamy folds, she moaned and rocked against me, her eyes looking at me with a loving gratitude. Her kisses were soft and sweet, lingering well as she moaned into me.
"More, more, please," Mallory begged as I ran my fingers in tight circles around her clit.
"Yeah?" I asked. I looked deeply into her eyes, watching as her body responded to me.
"God, yes, right there..." she whimpered, her voice soft and her need great. She kissed me again, grabbing one of my hands and placing it over one of her breasts. I took my cue well, massaging and squeezing it as appropriate, my thumb fondling her nipple as I continued to finger her at this just so perfect pace.
Mallory's breathing soon quickened, and she stared up at me with her soft blue eyes with such intense want. I knew she was close. Taking her over the edge... well, at this point, that was just my privilege. I swiftened my pace slightly, applying just enough extra pressure to make that last push over the edge all the more intense.
"Oh god!" Mallory exclaimed, holding onto me as the orgasm hit her. She moaned, quite loudly, her body shuddering intensely as she held onto me. I eased off on her, slightly, wanting to roll her through a pleasant, intense orgasm. I kept her cumming long enough until she pressed against me, silently asking for me to stop, at which point I did.
"Wow... thank you," she murmured, kissing me again and smiling up at me dreamily. "I've never been with someone for Valentine's Day, and even if you've got to get on your way soon, this made it really special. Thank you."
I grinned. "It's my pleasure."
Looking at me, Mallory bit her lip. "Do you have to get going really soon?"
"Not right away," I said. "Why, you want another?"
She giggled. "Maybe in a little bit, just, for now, I was thinking... could you just hold me? Cuddle with me for a while? It would feel nice to have someone a little longer, you know?"
Wrapping my arms around her, I held Mallory tightly. "I'm in no hurry."
Snuggling up to me, Mallory buried her head next to mine and said, "Thanks."
***
Should I have spent less time with Mallory? Maybe, but there was no way I was going to turn her down when she could clearly use some company. If it made me have to ride like hell to make my next stops, so be it.
Thankfully, Josie's house wasn't very far off.
And yes, I know I said I was waiting until tonight for Josie; I wasn't going to her house to see her, strangely enough. Josie and her family were all out of the house today, leaving it the ideal location to meet up with one Fatima Hassan. The gorgeous Middle Eastern track star had an arrangement with our mutual friend Josie, to hide some of her more "personal" effects in Josie's room so they wouldn't be discovered by her nosy siblings. And with Josie's house conveniently empty for the day, well... it allowed an ideal opportunity for some consequence free sex, as Fatima would put it.
When I biked over to Josie's house and let myself inside, I knew that Fatima would be there waiting for me.
What I hadn't expected, though, was that I would find her waiting for me.
"Hey, Ryan," Fatima said, leaning casually against the wall of Josie's bedroom wearing not much more than a skimpy, pale blue thong bikini. A goddess with a tall, tight, athletic body and gorgeous face, from her long, lean legs to her silky black hair, currently tied back, every square inch of her soft brown skin was utterly delectable. The swimsuit itself carried her firm B-cup tits well, while the bottom... god, did it hug every inch of her tight ass well.
"I take it from your slack-jawed appearance that I chose the correct swimsuit?" Fatima asked.
Dumbfounded, all I could do was nod.
"Thanks. It was a bit of a debate, but, you know the options I have to choose from, so you can understand how it would be a bit of a problem for me," Fatima said, pushing off of the wall so she could saunter towards me.
Fatima was a woman who knew how to use her body well, unsurprising for how well she had to take care of herself, and as she approached me, I was held in awe of her beauty and confidence.
"Of course, I understand if you think it might look better like this," Fatima said, pulling her top off and dropping it on the ground, exposing her pert tits to me. Her small, dark, and very hard nipples stood out to me, begging to be squeezed, played with and suckled upon.
"You'd look gorgeous in anything," I fired back, setting my backpack with its remaining flowers and chocolates on the ground. "Or nothing."
"A fair point," she answered, removing the bikini's bottom and dropping it to the floor. Her exposed pussy was ready and eager, still perfectly shaved and with full, engorged lips and a fair bit of moisture already gathered.
"What do you think, now?" Fatima asked me, smiling softly.
I didn't answer her with words. Instead, I just approached her, wrapping my arms around her to pull her in close so we could kiss, deeply. Fatima liked it slow and easy, and after all the stops I'd had so far today, this was one I was happy to take slow and easy.
I guided Fatima Hassan over to Josie's bed, laying her down and parting her legs.
She sighed welcomingly, stretching out pleasurably and opening her legs more invitingly.
"Would you please eat my pussy, Ryan?" Fatima asked, smiling at me with a certain satisfaction.
"Gladly," I answered, climbing between her legs. "After all, what else is Valentine's for?"
"My thoughts ex-ACTLY!" Fatima moaned as I leaned in and began licking her pussy. She groaned a low sound of pure pleasure, her hands running through my hair as I enthusiastically, but slowly, ate her out. As it went, with all I had done, and all I had to do still in front of me, slow and tender was definitely welcome in this case.
***
I would not find slow, tender sex at my next stop.
In fact, I highly doubted Izzy Barnes ever did anything slow.
I stood behind her in only my underwear, while she wore absolutely nothing. The 5'2", pale gamer girl with the shockingly bright blue hair was taking three of my fingers in her pussy hard from behind, while she had her hands braced against the wall of her bedroom.
And, being Izzy, she was talking a mile a fucking minute.
"Holy shit, yes, fuckmefuckmefuckme, I love it, it's so good right there, yeah, you've missed this, haven't you? Of course you have, what's not to miss? I know I'm a lot and I can be annoying to some people but not to you, Ryan, no, you speak the language of fuck, which I'm completely fucking fluent in, almost as good as I am with my games, and, goddamn keep fucking me like that and I'll do pretty much whatever you'd ever want, goddamn, fuck, like that, come on, harder, harder, fuck me fucking harder, I can take another finger, FUCKING DO IT!" Izzy squealed, looking back at me challengingly.
She was cute in a very different, distinct way, with dancing eyes and tight lips brought in a big grin, with a lipstick shade that perfectly matched her short, choppy hair and the frames of her glasses. With multiple piercings in her ears, a stud in her nose and a pierced belly button, she normally looked a pretty mellow girl, but get her talking for even a few seconds and you'd know she had enough energy that, if harnessed, she could probably power the entire west coast.
Although her pussy already felt stretched to the max with my three fingers, I obliged her, angling my hand to force my pinky inside with the rest as I continued to roughly fuck her.
Izzy squealed. "Thank you, thank you, thank you! Fuck! I never put a lot of stock into Valentine's Day, even if I know it's a lot of fun and there's lots of guys and girls I could have fun with it, but none like you, no sirree, none like you, Ryan, no, you know how to romance a lady, get her candies and flowers and say all the right nice things, make her cum hard, and then fuck her as hard as a bitch like her deserves, and I'm one of those bitches who needs to be fucked nice and hard. Hahahaha, oh fuck... goddamn you can really fuck a girl hard with those fingers, can't you, motherfucker, four's a bunch, maybe too much, but you've got me so horny right now I could probably take your fist if you made me. You gonna make me take your fist, Ryan?"
I knew Izzy to be a kinky as fuck little slut, but this was a new one to hear. I wasn't sure if she was serious, but the way she looked at me with that big, broad smile, I knew she meant every word.
I said, "Maybe another time."
"Right, right, right, you've got a schedule to keep, I've got a schedule to keep, we've all got schedules to keep. Well, I've really got one to keep too, a Lonely-Hearts sort of raid for a bunch of sad sack gamers who don't have dates and will bitch about it the entire time; I'm gonna get the drop on them and get some hella sweet loot, so, fuck me like that, a little harder, a little longer, yesyesyes, do it, motherfucker, do it, fuck me harder, fuck me harder, fuck me harder... YES, MOTHERFUCKER, RIGHT THERE! RIGHT THERE! FUCK MEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!"
Izzy's juices gushed all over my hand as she cried out in orgasm, her legs shaking so hard that I had to grab onto her with my free arm to steady her. She was squealing and laughing as she came, her eyes rolling back as she stuck out her tongue. I may not have spent as much time with Izzy Barnes as I'd have liked, but I knew her to be an animated and fun lover, even if she could probably wear out someone as unstoppable as the Juggernaut.
"Okay, okay, okay, that's good, you can stop fucking me whenever," Izzy said, laughing and pressing back against me with her hands. I stepped back, pulling my fingers from her clutching cunt and watching her as she gained a wobbly footing.
"Wow, that was so cool," she said, turning around to face me and pulling me in so she could kiss me deeply. "You're completely and utterly positive I can't do anything for you, cuz you got one hell of a dick there and it feels like you need to cum in the worst way, and if it's cuz you're on a schedule, I can make it super-fast."
"I'm fine," I said, pushing her away respectfully. "But I'd love to use your bathroom to wash up, if I could?"
"Sure," Izzy replied, pointing me toward her restroom.
Walking to her sink, I washed my hands of her juices, then looked up in the mirror to see Izzy standing behind me, still very much naked.
"I've got a question for you, I know it's a long way ahead to think, but, one I thought I'd ask, did you have any plans for Spring Break?" Izzy asked.
"Not really," I said. Spring Break was going to be in early April this year, and with everything on my plate, that was far off in my mind.
She spoke even more rapidly, almost as if she were nervous about sharing the next part. "Well, I have thought about Spring Break, haven't had a choice really. My parents, they don't think I have enough friends, and they could be right, they might not be, and I mean yeah I don't have a whole super big pile of them irl other than Jess, but that's neither here nor there. My 'rents and me usually do something together for Spring Break, but this year they decided they'd not make any plans, and instead make their family beach house available to me if I wanted to go there with any friends for Spring Break. It's not, like, the biggest fucking place in the world, but it's nice, and it can be fun, and I know you have some good friends, Josie's cool, and I like Brooke a lot because she's not all stuck up, and if they're your friends, you've got good taste in friends, so, if you don't have any plans, and if you guys wanna spend a week at the beach, you can come. Them and anyone else you think might be fun, if you want, if you did this it'd get my parents off my back about the kinds of people I have for friends. And, btw, thankyoufortheflower, nobody's ever gotten me one of those."



Izzy blushed heavily at this, I'm not sure if it was more at the admission of the flower or the question about Spring Break. It was a lot to take in at once, but I had to admit, it was an intriguing idea.
"I gotta ask a lot of people... but it does sound like an interesting idea. Let me get through today alive, and then I'll get back to you?" I said.
"Yay! Thank you!" Izzy exclaimed, bouncing over to me and kissing me. I held the tiny gamer to me closely and kissed her back.
Quietly, she whispered with her same enthusiastic grin, "I really wanna fuck you."
I laughed, "I know."
***
By the time I reached my last stop of the day, I was looking forward to getting home. The cool day was becoming a cold and cloudy day that threatened to rain. On top of that, with how my day had gone, I had been rock hard just about as often as I wasn't, and with no relief so far. I mean, I knew what I was getting into when I started, but I probably hadn't properly considered what hours of an erection and swollen balls would mean with the sheer amount of bike riding I had planned.
I'd managed to avoid a lot of serious pain, especially thanks to the number of girls who'd given me rides, but if I didn't stop this soon, I'd have a pretty epic case of blue balls.
Thankfully, it wasn't a long ride to my next stop, and an even shorter one back home.
And, of course, if I handled things well, this one would be fairly hit and run.
True to the intel I'd gathered, the McNeil house was empty when I showed up and parked my bike out front. Walking up to the front door, I pulled out the most substantial care package from my bag. While this one contained the last of my flowers and small boxes of chocolates, it also contained a few additions, like a Blu-ray set of the first three John Wick movies, a bag of microwave popcorn, and a Valentine's card I'd made out to Tori. I'd made sure to find the cheesiest, least tasteful Valentine I could find to make sure it had not even the slightest potential connotation of it being romantic, and put in as friendly a message I could about hoping she might enjoy a movie night.
The last detail, beneath my signature, was the trickiest, and one I hoped that wouldn't seem too corny. Beneath my name, I drew a simple sketch of an olive branch. Call it foolish hope, but while things had been more cordial between Tori and I ever since our blowout on Thanksgiving, I was hoping that we might be able to return things to being actual friends again. While I completely understood that it would never be the same after what had happened, and that both of us were now dating girls who would take up a lot of the time Tori and I would have normally spent hanging out, I wanted my friend back.
I was just hoping that she wanted the same.
Making sure the care package was clear to whoever got home first, I hopped on my bike and started to head home just as the first drops of drizzle began to come down. I was going to have to make this ride pretty quick if I wanted to beat the proper rain, but I thought I could, with a little luck.
"Ryan? Is that you?"
The voice called to me from a familiar car. I ducked down to look inside, waving towards the window she had rolled down.
"Hi, Lauren!" I said, shielding my eyes with one hand as the rain drops became heavier. "I was just dropping off something for Tori."
"Oh, wonderful! Are you two patching things up?" Lauren McNeil replied. Tori's mother looked as gorgeous as ever, even if the blouse and skirt she wore were quite professional and not the most flattering for her. Nonetheless, nothing could hide her beautiful face, stunning red hair, and her utterly massive tits.
"Maybe. I hope so. It's worth a try, anyway," I admitted. "But if it's alright, I need to run back home before this gets worse!"
"Need a ride?" she asked me. "The trunk's empty, you can stuff your bike in the back if you'd like."
This wasn't an offer I needed to think on for long. "Sure!"
Lauren popped the trunk, and I trundled both my bike and backpack inside of it before hopping into the passenger seat next to her. The rain started to kick in properly, so it seemed my timing was pretty perfect.
"Thanks for the ride," I said.
"Anytime," Lauren said, pulling back onto the road. "I was just heading home, but I wouldn't mind a bit of a detour."
"From the office?" I said, looking her attire up and down.
"You know it," she replied, brushing some of her red hair over her ear. "Client called in at the last moment wanting to go over some proposals and... it was just a clusterfuck. A slow-moving clusterfuck, at that. Whatever, it's done, now."
"Well, good," I answered.
"Please tell me you're having a better Valentine's Day than I am," Lauren said, looking at me and smiling, amused.
"It's that obvious?" I asked.
"Very," she replied.
"Yeah. I'm having a pretty good one. Busy, and a little crazy, but good," I said, thinking about what she had said. "Sorry that things aren't going as well for you."
Lauren shook her head slightly, laughing miserably. "Don't worry about it. I knew what I was getting into when I married a high-class chef, and that Valentine's Day would always be a work day for him. Still, doesn't mean a girl doesn't want to be romanced even a little on the day, you know?"
Now, I don't think that she was hitting on me then, since it seemed more like she was letting off steam. Nonetheless, Leah's spell and my vow for the month came to mind as I looked Lauren McNeil over. I remembered her luscious body, and the time we had spent together. It was in that spirit that I made a move I wouldn't have expected.
"Well, I can't promise you romance, exactly, but I can do something else for you..." I said.
Lauren laughed, a high, pleasant sound. "Is it better than that cheesy line?"
"Much," I answered, dropping my voice low.
Briefly, Lauren turned to look at me, her lips parting briefly as she took in a breath. "Oh."
***
Lauren McNeil's car was pulled into my house's empty garage. Not only did this keep the rain from pounding down on top of her vehicle, but it certainly helped keep prying eyes away as we set the car rocking.
"Oh, fuck, Ryan! Fuck!" Lauren exclaimed, her eyes rolling back in ecstasy as I fingered her in the backseat of her car.
I would have said something, but my mouth was busy. With her blouse unbuttoned, she had pulled her tits over her bra and let me feast upon them as if I were a starving man. With her immaculate DDD's in my face and my mouth full of bright pink nipple, I had quite a bit of fun pleasing her with my lips and tongue alone, while my hand was quite busy down below. With her skirt hiked up around her waist and her panties pulled to the side, I had perfect access to her hot, sweet pussy, fingering her clit vigorously with my thumb while thrusting my fingers in and out of her cunt.
"Oh, fuck, goddamn it, Ryan, why don't we do this more, why don't we... fuck... keep it going, remember this, remember me, remember how fucking hot I am... you may keep Valentine's for all these high school girls, but at the end of the day you'll never forget meeEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!!!" she cried out in release as her orgasm powered through her. She shook and shuddered, her pussy clamping down on my fingers while I kept my hand and mouth busy. I looked into her eyes as she came, pushing her through wave after wave of pleasure as I continued to finger her perfect pussy.
When she finally came down, I pulled my fingers from her cunt, and she greedily pulled my hand to her mouth and suckled on them. It was an intensely erotic sight, and one I would have loved to do more with.
"I..."
Fuck, this next part was hard to say.
"...I really need to get inside and get ready for my date."
Lauren sighed. "I know, but, thanks for that. It seems I really needed a good cum."
"Well," I said with a grin. "You know where to find me."
She smirked. "I'm going to remember that."
Looking at the hot-bodied redheaded MILF in front of me, I said, "You're welcome anytime."
***
I stood beneath my showerhead for a long while, washing a day's worth of sweat and exertions off of me and loosening up sore muscles under the hot water. It had been a long day, and if it had ended here, I could probably have been a happy man. It wasn't the longest day of my life, to be sure, and not the longest day even this year; that probably had to go to the orgy I went to on New Year's. Even so, between the bike riding and all the women I'd pleased today, I was in need of a moment of downtime to relax, to cool down (so to speak, anyway, under this hot a shower) and reassess.
I had done the crazy part of today. Now it was time for me to get ready for the real intense part.
Brianna Roth.
In the days immediately after I'd lost my virginity, a number of Kaitlyn's friends started eying me, among them, Brianna Roth. Known as one of the biggest flirts in school, that I had her attention then was a little, well, intimidating. It was hard not to be intimidated by her, really, on sight alone.
Though a fairly fit 5'4", 18-year-old Brianna was utterly stacked. With a pair of very full F-cup tits that managed to strain the seams of any top she wore, and an equally epic ass, her body was thoroughly impressive at a glance. She carried a healthy, light tan that went well with her shoulder-length dirty blonde hair. Her face was an equal mix of sweet and sultry, with some of the most mouth-wateringly full lips that were often curled in a smile, and some of the biggest, softest brown eyes you were bound to see. Considering that she kept company with Kaitlyn Pruitt and other cheerleaders and tended to date some of the biggest guys in school, and you can understand why back when I was a background extra at school, that she seemed a few steps past untouchable, as well as highly intimidating.
It took the experiences of this year for me to understand that she was a surprisingly kind girl who was frustrated by the ways that a lot of the more popular guys in school viewed her. Our contact had been limited so far, a brief conversation here, me going down on her there, but I had known for a while now that I wanted to spend some real time with her, to get to know her and to, well... do I really have to spell it out at this point in the story? I knew she was a sweet girl with a positively nasty side hiding beneath that surface, and I was looking forward to seeing what the two of us could get up to away from school.
If you'd told me a year ago that I'd be having dinner on Valentine's Day with one of the most popular flirts in school, well... actually, honestly, I wouldn't have believed anything you'd told me about this year, so, I should probably get on with things.
It took a while before I finally felt fully clean and relaxed enough to step out of the shower and dry off. I hadn't considered how long I had taken, nor how long I took with Lauren McNeil, but when I heard the doorbell ringing, I quickly realized that I should have probably looked at the clock once or twice while I was showering.
"Shit!" I exclaimed, tying the towel around my waist and running for the front door. I'd lost track of time, and I ran through what needed to happen. Yes, I'd cleaned up, and I'd turned the heat on, and I'd showered, but weren't there still so many things to do? I couldn't think about that now. I could hear the rain outside and didn't want her to get soaked, I just hoped that I got there in time.
Quickly looking through the peephole to make sure I wasn't about to royally screw up, I then opened the door to see Brianna Roth standing outside in the darkness of early evening.
"It's really coming down out there!" she exclaimed, closing a large umbrella and shaking it out underneath our front door awning. Brianna had come for the occasion dressed in a fairly nice, dark, long coat that nearly reached the ground and managed to close impressively over her curves. As she stepped inside where it was drier, I saw her give my current, nearly naked state an appreciative glance and a grin.
"I'm sorry! I just got out of the shower and kind of lost track of time. You didn't get too soaked, I hope?" I asked.
"Ah, that explains your 'formal wear'," Brianna joked, giving me another glowing grin. "And, no, I managed to stay quite dry, actually; thankfully I've got a good umbrella. Where can I leave it to dry?"
"Oh, by the door. Your shoes too, if you please," I said.
"Sure, thanks," Brianna said, setting first her umbrella, then with some consideration, she also took off the bag she had slung over her shoulder and added it as well before setting to her shoes.
Bent away from me, I got to see how well her long coat hugged her amazing, round ass, and had to tame my cock before it would rip a hole in the front of my towel.
"So," I said, hoping to change the subject for the sake of a little conversation before we got down to anything. "How's your Valentine's Day going?"
Brianna laughed. "Same old, same old. Up early for temple with the folks, getting home in time to have another screaming match with Mia before we made up and watched some stupid Hallmark movie we spent the whole time talking shit during, texted some with Kaitlyn, did homework, mostly just killed a lot of time before tonight. Like I said, same old, same old."
I laughed. Brianna's fraternal twin sister, Mia, was one of Josie's friends, and I had gotten rather well acquainted with the pink haired, tattooed musician back in December. She was as passionate and protective of all she held dear as she was bitchy and prone to fights, but fuck was she hotter than hell. The sex we had was rough and memorable, and suddenly I found myself wishing it hadn't just been a one-time thing.
I said, "Sounds like Mia."
"Yeah. She met this college guy at some hipster record store and wanted me to cover for her so she could do whatever she does with guys tonight on her own time. I told her I wouldn't cover for her, that she's eighteen and she can fight her own battles with our parents and that I got my own plans and... yeah, that didn't go over so great," Brianna explained.
"Ouch," I said, sympathetic and suddenly quite glad to be an only child.
"You couldn't have fucked a little more sense into her? Tamed the bitch in her a little?" she suggested, joking.
"Hey, her life is her life, I'm not going to tell her how to live it," I said.
"I know, I'm just blowing off steam. And I agree with you. Don't get me wrong, I know I talk a lot of shit about her, but I love my sister, really," Brianna said with a sigh, straightening up. "But if there's something that can be fought about, we'll find a way to fight about it. But, enough of that, today. I'm not here to talk about Mia. Are you here to talk about Mia?"
"No," I said.
"Then we're not going to talk about Mia," Brianna said in her sweet, innocent voice, approaching me. She pulled me in for a kiss, one I gratefully took. Her lips were every bit as soft as I remembered, and yet still somehow... more. More enticing, more delicious, more enthusiastic. Our tongues tentatively touched in the middle as we kept the kiss going on for a moment.
Parting was one of the most difficult things I had ever done, but somehow I managed. "I haven't ordered any food yet, because I didn't know what you wanted, but I was going to get dressed for the occasion, and if you let me find my clothes, I can-"
"I like you like this just fine," she replied, smiling cutely. "If you're good like this."
"Oh, I'm very comfortable like this," I said, enjoying a good surge of confidence.
"Good," Brianna replied. "And dinner can wait if that's alright? I think I'd like to talk a little, first."
"That's perfectly fine," I said. "The living room's right over-"
"Your room will be fine," Brianna said, stepping down the hall in front of me with a sway to her hips. I was enjoying seeing this side of her. While I knew her to be mostly kind and sweet, she had also told me not long after I ate her out that she could be a needy little bitch when she was in the mood. Seeing it here... well, it boded well for the evening.
"I guess it will be," I said, smirking as I led the way into my bedroom. I sat down on my bed, and though it was clear my erection was tenting the front of my towel, Brianna didn't seem to mind as she sat down next to me.
"So, this is your room?" she said, taking in my horror movie posters and video games, my vinyl figures and assorted other collectibles. It no doubt was quite different from her own bedroom, but if it bothered her, she didn't let me know. Pushing her hands into my bed, Brianna seemed to be quite pleased that it appeared sturdy.
"Yeah," I said.
"It... suits you," Brianna said, smiling and trying to find her best words. "I'm sorry, it's been a long time since I've been inside a guy's bedroom that wasn't full of dumbbells, car posters and the smell of AXE Body Spray. This is kind of new to me."
"Not a bad kind of new?" I said, hopeful.
"Oh, no, very good. It's different, and I always like to try new experiences. I can get used to this, honestly. Your bedroom doesn't smell at all, you clearly take very good care of it. You probably take better care of yours than I do mine," she said.
With the amount of sex I'd had in this room with a wide variety of girls, I'd come to a fair understanding of how to keep things manageably clean, and not constantly smelling of various bodily fluids.
"It's a gift," I said.
"And you're a gifted guy, huh?" Brianna teased.
I shrugged. "I guess you'll have to find out."
She smiled again, then quickly kissed me before sitting back a little nervous. Her eyes danced around from me to the rest of my room, a little nervous, maybe even a little skeptical.
"Are you alright?" I asked.
She sighed.
"I don't want you to take this the wrong way, but I just need to say it so we can get it out in the air, but, it wasn't long ago that I never would've fucking imagined I'd be here, doing this. I mean, I wasn't a full bitch about it, not like Kaitlyn used to be or anything, it's just never something that came to mind. This all feels so unlikely," Brianna said, a little nervous.
"Funny, I was thinking something similar not long ago," I said.
Looking a little embarrassed, she continued, "You probably weren't thinking it like I was, though. I was... I would've been less nice about it, because even if I wasn't a full bitch, I was still bitchy. As soon as I filled in and got all *this* and I knew what kind of power came with my body, I might have been a bit bitchy and shallow and how I chose what guys I'd hook up with. Being friends with Kaitlyn and Haley and... well, they weren't really the kinds of girls then who could help me be a better person. They made it seem like if a guy was hot, that's all that mattered, and the cycle of shit and breakups was all normal. I spent a lot of Valentine's Days crying because of shit that fell apart with guys who weren't worth shedding tears over, and I told myself that this year, I wasn't gonna cry."
"I don't want you to cry, either," I said.
"I know, 'cause you're a nice guy. And not one of those evil fucking nice guys who tells everyone he's a nice guy and then goes around calling girls bitches when they don't put out for him, you're like, actually nice. Everyone tells me that's really who you are and what you're all about, and I don't know if it's because you're getting laid all the time or because that's actually who you always were, but today it's something I really need. I think I've needed some nice for a while," Brianna said, lowering her eyes.
"I was hoping you'd ask to be my Valentine. I know, it's sappy, and it's stupid and girly, but I *like* girly. I'm not stupid, but I like a little *girly* in my life, and this was one I was hopeful for. I know I had no reason to be, not when you've got your girlfriends and everything, but... I wanted to say that so you'd understand, I'm grateful that you wanted me here tonight. For all the mistakes I've made, I don't deserve it, but I'm really happy to be here, and I'm hoping you're happy I'm here too. I don't want this to be a pity thing, and I know you're too decent for it to be a pity thing, but it's hard not to overthink this a little," she finished, finally letting out one big, conclusive breath.



That was a lot to share, but I was happy she had. I could understand a lot of where she was coming from, and I wanted to make this right for her before we went any further. Wrapping an arm around her shoulders, I pulled her in close.
I said, "I'll be honest when I say, I never thought you'd be here before, either. I had my uncharitable thoughts about you in the past, like you probably did me, because we all have to deal with all this stupid programming shit our friends and movies and TV has taught us about who everyone is in school like this. Nerds and popular girls don't mix, and all that. I think, when it comes down to it, a lot of the time we just gotta get to know people, see what they do as well as what they say, and make our judgments from there. Like, you've judged me to be nice, and for that I thank you. I try. I screw up sometimes, but I try."
"And you?" Brianna asked.
"What about me?" I said.
"How have you judged me?" she asked.
I could tell she was nervous when she asked, but I wanted to nip that in the bud right away.
"Like I said, back before we talked, I had a different image of you, but now... honestly, I think you're a sweet, nice girl who's made some mistakes but also knows what she wants to do about that, and that that is really cool. Most of us have no idea about what we're doing, so, you're ahead of the game for being able to admit that, and to me, that's cool. I like you, and I'd like to get to know you better, because I know I'd like you even more, then," I said.
Brianna smiled, leaning her head against my shoulder. "I like you too, Ryan. And I want to get to know you more, too. More than what Kaitlyn and Haley and the others have told me, I want to get to know you and..."
She looked down at the front of my towel and smiled a little devilishly.
"Cool," I said, waiting what felt like an appropriate moment before adding, "And you have an amazing pussy."
She laughed, loud and free. "I'm glad to hear it. Even gladder that you know what to do with it. I haven't met more than one or two guys at Regan Hills High who know what to do down there."
"Practice," I said.
"So I've heard. Lots and *lots* of practice," Brianna said, licking her lips. "I could tell."
"You could?" I asked.
"Yeah," she replied, blushing slightly. "That was a really, really good orgasm you gave me. It's kind of hard to forget. And actually... I've been thinking about it a lot since."
I liked where she was going with this. "Yeah?"
"Yeah," Brianna repeated. "It was hot, and by hot I mean really, really fucking hot, and... when I've needed to get off lately, I thought about what we did. I'd think about it and touch myself and cum really, really hard again like I'm right back in that classroom again. Like I said, it was really, really, *really* frickin' good."
"Well, thank you," I said, grinning. "Always love to hear a good review."
"I could give you a few million reviews for the one cum," she said, dropping her voice lower. "But I want more than that, honestly."
"Oh?" I asked, raising an eyebrow.
Brianna licked her full lips tantalizingly. "Do you remember what I told you in that art room after you made me cum?"
Dropping my own voice now, I said, "You said a lot of things. Made a lot of promises."
Brianna nodded, smiling at me seductively. "Oh, I did, and I mean to make good on all of them."
She stood up from my bed, looking down at me as she toyed with the buttons and belt of her coat. With a sweet, innocent voice, she said, "I want to feel that cock all my friends have told me about. I want to touch it, and I want to feel it destroy my cute, tight little holes. I want to taste it. I want to do *everything* with it to make you, and me, feel very, very good."
She undid a couple of the large buttons toward the top, revealing the expanse of her epic cleavage to me.
"You spent all day spreading pleasure around, the same kind of pleasure that you gave me so amazingly back at school, so on behalf of all the girls at school whose Valentine's you improved, I want to thank you. And... yeah, when I said this wasn't over, I meant it. In fact..." she said, fully undoing her belt and pulling her coat open.
While I might have suspected she was naked underneath her coat, it's a different thing entirely to have it confirmed. To see those amazing, full F-cup tits, her thick, soft brown nipples with the wide areolas, and her beautiful shaved pussy already moist and ready for me. From this distance even, I could smell her arousal, and knew I was in for something good.
"...we've only just begun," Brianna finished, dropping her coat to the floor and leaving her completely naked. She twirled around quickly, giggling and giving me a view of her beautiful ass, before looking at me and smiling like the cat that ate the canary.
Running her hands over her body, with one playing with her pussy while another squeezed a tit, she said, "So, Ryan... what do you think?"
Rather than say anything smart, I simply undid my towel and finally let my ten inches of achingly thick cock spring free. My balls were extra full and ready after a day of enforced abstinence, and with this in play, it felt like I might have had a little extra length to my cock. Precum already oozed from the top of the throbbing head, ready and waiting for whatever Brianna had in mind.
The busty blonde's mouth dropped open in shock as her eyes went wide. She dropped to her knees and crawled toward me eagerly, looking up at me with lusty intensity.
"Is that all for little old me?" Brianna said, her voice leaning into her cute innocence again, a sound that made my cock twitch for how little it fit her epically sinful body.
"Yeah," I said.
Placing her hands on my thighs, Brianna parted my legs and crawled up until her face was inches away from my cock. Eagerly, she said, "Goodie."
She knelt there for what felt like a while, simply staring at my cock and taking in every inch of it with her awe increasing by the moment.
"This is... epic... amazing... I've never seen anything like it, and I've seen so many cocks like, you couldn't imagine... I knew that Kaitlyn was telling the truth, but this is something else, something, beyond truth... I know absolutely everything I want to do with it, but couldn't even begin to know where to start," Brianna mused, now almost as intimidated by my cock as I once was of her.
"I'm sure you'll think of something," I said, twitching my cock so it almost bumped the side of her face. Brianna giggled cutely. Tentatively she reached her hand out and grasped the base, unable to fully close her fingers around it.
"What do *you* want me to do with it?" Brianna asked, keeping her voice innocent as she looked up at me with her big, beautiful brown eyes. Slowly, she ran her hand up to the tip of my cock, running her palm over the head and spreading the precum around. I hissed at the contact, overstimulated and in terrible need for any contact after waiting all day for this moment. Her lips parted in an enticing O shape as I saw her silently say 'wow' upon grasping the head, and I watched her chest heave as her breathing became more ragged.
Seeing her lick her lips made the answer very, very simple.
"Suck my cock," I commanded in a low, eager voice.
Brianna's lips curled in a wicked smile, as she silently nodded.
"You got it," she said, planting a big, wet kiss on the throbbing head of my cock. I groaned at this initial contact, enraptured at the sight as she leaned away briefly and of the string of precum that still connected her lips to my cock. Brianna ran her tongue over her lips, savoring the taste and moaning before kissing my cockhead yet again.
Of course, this time she didn't stop at just a kiss, parting her lips and bringing the massive head into her mouth. Those beautiful full lips of hers looked stretched to the max as she took in my cockhead, but the way her tongue danced over it made me moan so much I couldn't have cared if I wanted to. Her tongue was eager and sweet, rubbing over every last sensitive spot on the head, even paying special attention to the hole at the tip.
I hissed again with pleasure, running a hand through her beautiful, dirty blonde hair.
Brianna let my cockhead go, then smiled up at me. "If you think that's impressive, you haven't seen *anything* yet."
And with that, she proved her point by inhaling my cock down to the root in one simple thrust.
"Holy shit!" I exclaimed as I felt her mouth and throat envelop my cock all at once. She held it like this for a moment, looking up at me to see if I was as thoroughly impressed as she wanted me to be. Given what she had done, it was hard not to be, as my wide eyes and slack-jawed mouth could attest. While it was hard to read her expression, the way her eyes danced with mischief, I could tell that she was pleased with herself.
That, and how she reached between her legs and began to touch herself. She writhed on her knees, riding her fingers with my cock still buried in her throat, and as she touched herself, she moaned, sending vibrations around my cock.
"Oh god... fuck, that's good..." I moaned, continuing to run my hands through her hair.
Pulling off of my cock, gasping and trailing strings of drool between her mouth and my cock, Brianna smiled up at me proudly. "Yeah? Because, I don't know if you know this, but I got a reputation for being, like, one of the best fucking cocksuckers in school."
"Yeah?" I asked, watching as the strands connecting my cock to her mouth broke and splattered against her tits messily, groaning softly as she slowly jerked my cock.
"Oh, yeah. Kaitlyn and I had this thing going for a while, kind of fighting each other to see who could give the best BJs in school. The guys on the football team voted for her, but the basketball team... they were all me. They've got good taste, after all. Probably going to have to work our way through the soccer team to see who the real winner is," Brianna said, cocky and continuing to jerk my cock.
Before I could answer her, she took my cock into her mouth again with one conclusive thrust, this time sucking and fucking my cock with her mouth. I couldn't compare her to any of the other girls I'd been with this year, not when my mind was in this crazed and horny a state, but fuck, she gave amazing blowjobs. She was enthusiastic and considerate, sucking my cock with such devotion that I felt like a fucking king. Of course, she was also thoroughly a mess whenever she came up to breathe as her massive tits caught all her drool and stray precum. She was a beautiful mess as she fucked my cock with her mouth, and if I didn't know any better, I would have thought it a wild, unrestrained act of pure lust.
However, it wasn't *that* simple, either. Brianna was right, she was good at this, but she was much better than she let on. As horny as I was from the day I had, it wouldn't have taken a lot for me to pop off at this point and fill her mouth until it overflowed with cum onto her tits, but she knew this. She would go quickly for a few moments, and then slow down, edging me until I was nearly a wild animal driven by one thing and one thing only.
I couldn't tell you how long this went on, but after the fifth or sixth time she denied me anything resembling release, I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her mouth from my cock. Brianna winced slightly from the sudden pain, but she looked up at me with a sweet, mischievous smile that told me this was exactly what she wanted.
"Is something wrong?" Brianna asked cutely, blinking up at me innocently but still keeping her grin playful and teasing. I got the impression she liked playing the sweet, innocent little angel to get a guy to go rougher and harder. Well, if that was how she liked it...
Growling, I commanded, "Get on the fucking bed."
Brianna squealed as I grabbed her by the shoulders, pulled her to her feet and tossed her onto the bed. She giggled as she landed face down, pushing herself up on her knees before she could get her hands under her. It was a beautiful face down, ass up position, one where it seemed she might actually have accidentally shoved her ass in my face.
Her beautiful, round, very full ass. The cheeks were parted, giving me a beautiful look at her tight, pink asshole, while her pussy... fuck, I'd seen it before close up. I'd eaten her out in that art room, but without the thrill of potentially getting caught, I could swear it looked even juicier, even tastier now. Brianna's pussy dripped with her lust, her intoxicating aroma filling my nostrils and driving me wild. I knew that she wanted to make this about me, but there was no way I couldn't feast when such a buffet of depravity was that close to my face.
And so, I pushed my face in, and I feasted.
"Ryan!" Brianna exclaimed, legitimately surprised. "Oh, fuck! Oh my... so good!"
I licked her pussy up and down, running my tongue over her clit energetically before exploring the rest of her folds. I had eaten her out before, and I knew what she liked, but this was as much for me as it was for her at this point. I needed her flavor, I needed to make her squeal and cry out with pleasure.
And most of all, I needed to do to her what she'd done to me. I pushed her to that edge without driving her over, I made her quiver and shudder in anticipation of an orgasm before denying her. She moaned and mewled, disgruntled at this kind of treatment, but at this point I was certain that turnabout was fair play.
"Ryan... you're being mean..." Brianna teased, groaning and writhing against my face.
"Yeah, maybe I am," I said, giving her pussy one last, long lick. "But you're loving it, aren't you?"
I looked around to see her face, and caught her blushing. She said, "Maybe."
"Well, we can do better than that," I said, leaning in and licking her tight asshole. Brianna squealed in surprise at my efforts as I vigorously rimmed her asshole, quaking and pushing back onto my face as I worshipped her tightest, most forbidden hole. I could have done a lot with her then and there, but where was the fun in that when I had such a willing, hot-bodied slut just begging to be fucked.
And so, after one playful stab of my tongue just barely into her asshole, I leaned back, flipping her onto her back on the bed and parting her legs.
Brianna looked up at me now, considerably less playful as it was understood what was coming next. She looked from my cock, up to me, and then back down to my cock as the gravity of what she was in for hit her.
"Wow..." Brianna murmured breathily, licking her lips with anticipation. "Please... Ryan, I need it so bad... I need your cock in me... this slut needs to be fucked so hard... won't you be my Valentine and fuck me the way I deserve?"
She was clear in what she wanted, and I was happy to oblige. This was a culmination of something that had been waiting between Brianna and me for quite some time, and I could not wait to see it through.
I leaned down over Brianna Roth, enjoying a moment to feast on her tits, suckling at her perfect nipples and making her cry out with pleasure, before I climbed up to be face to face with her. I kissed her, deeply and passionately, and she was more than happy to return the energy. She kissed me over and over, suckling gently on my tongue as if it hadn't nearly been up her ass just a moment ago.
I felt her reach down and grab my cock, jerking it enthusiastically as she guided it toward her pussy.
"You like to play the nice, sweet, innocent girl, but you're really a nasty little slut, aren't you?" I asked her.
Brianna smiled at me devilishly. "Actually, I'm both. I am good, and sweet... but I'm not really innocent, and, yeah, I am a total fucking slut... but now, I want to be a slut for the right kind of guy."
"Yeah?" I said, enjoying the feel as she started to rub the head of my cock against her achingly hot cunt. Slowly, I pushed forward, spreading her outer lips without fully pushing inside.
"Yeah..." she whimpered, her voice suddenly very soft, and nearly silent. "I don't know if you're going to fit, you're so big and I'm so tight..."
Brianna grinned up at me, looking both eager and actually nervous.
I smiled down at her, kissing her, then said, "Let's find out."
Biting her lip, Brianna quickly nodded, looking down her cleavage as I started to press into her. I groaned as her tightness accepted me, while she held back loud cries of agony and ecstasy through her bit lip. Her pussy opened for me slowly, first parting for the head, then embracing me tightly as the head finally pushed inside of her.
"Holy shit!" she exclaimed, her eyes rolling back as her cunt muscles grasped me tightly. "That's the biggest fucking thing I've ever had inside me, I mean... fucking hell..."
Though I was held in place by the pure pleasure of Brianna Roth's pussy, I laughed, slightly. "And that's just the head."
Brianna's eyes went wide. "You're fucking with me, that can't be just the head."
She looked down, her mouth dropping open. "Holy fuck, it is just the head."
I thrust forward, burying another couple of inches into her hot, wet cunt. I grunted, "A little more than the head now."
"I can tell!" Brianna gasped, laughing as I forced another several inches inside of her. "Holy shit, go easy, go slow... yes, like that, keep going, keep going..."
Inch by inch I pushed my cock inside of her, and though it felt like I was at risk of having my cock squeezed straight off by her intensely tight pussy, it wasn't long before I was buried fully inside of her.
"Oh fuck... oh fuuuuuuuuuuuuck..." she moaned, kissing me. "I've never... never had anything... fuuuuck..."
"I'm going to take that as a compliment," I said, twitching my cock inside of her, the action sending pleasure coursing through both of our bodies.
"You should," Brianna replied. "Holy shit, that's ten inches of cock inside of me. That's ten fucking inches of cock..."
"You had it down your throat just fine," I said.
"Big difference," she said, looking down again with wide-eyed wonder. "But I'm not complaining! Fuck, I love it! Feels so fucking good in my little pussy... though it's probably not so little anymore, is it?"
"I'm glad you're enjoying yourself. Because you said you wanted to get fucked, and I intend to deliver on that," I smirked, pulling halfway out and driving home.
"Yeah?" Brianna whimpered, her voice rising into that sweet, innocent tone that did terrible things to me again. I did this to her again, making her moan. We were both so sensitive at this point, that I doubted it would take a whole lot for either of us to cum.
All the more reason to savor every second of this.
I kissed her again, deeply, slowly. Brianna moaned against my lips, kissing me back and enjoying the feeling of our bodies pressed against one another.
"I've wanted to do this for a long time," I admitted.
"Me too," she admitted softly, looking up at me and blinking her big brown eyes at me.
"You were always so hot, but you were so out of my league," I said, pulling almost all the way out and thrusting into her fully. "But not anymore..."
"Not anymore..." Brianna groaned, her eyes rolling back as my cock filled her. "Fuck... fuck me, Ryan... fuck me with that huge fucking nerd cock... fuck... I need it... I need it so fucking bad... fuck me hard, make me cum, make me scream, make me... FUUUUUUCK!"
I drove in and out of her fiercely, fucking her in long, fast strokes that seemed to strike her deep in her core. Brianna's moans and wails only increased as I fucked her, her cunt clutching and squeezing my cock, demanding my own pleasure on top of her own as I fucked her. Looking down at her as her epic tits bounced with every thrust, I was in fucking heaven. I'd had so many fantasies about Brianna Roth back before this year, but because she was always such hot shit and popular like Kaitlyn, I never even dreamed of anything like this happening.



And here I was, on top of her, buried ten inches deep in her pussy, making her scream and scream loud, for now that we weren't at school, Brianna was truly a noisy fuck. Looking down at her, watching as her face was screwed up in a look of pure lust, I don't think I'd ever seen her looking more beautiful.
Until she said, "I want to ride you... can I ride you... pleeeeeeeeeeease?"
"Sure," I said, rolling over while she was still impaled on my cock. Watching her sit up on top of me with my cock buried inside of her... her running her hands up her body, squeezing her tits before tracing her fingers through her hair... okay, that might be Brianna at the most beautiful I'd ever seen her.
"This feels so fucking perfect..." she said, bouncing on my cock energetically, smiling and laughing. I grabbed onto her epic ass, holding and squeezing her soft but firm flesh and enjoying the ride.
And what a ride it was. Looking up at her pretty face as she smiled and laughed and rode my cock was one thing, but seeing this while her simply awe-inspiring tits bounced above me was something else entirely. She rode my cock the way an artist works in their chosen medium, creating perfection from the simplest elements. I looked down to where my cock pistoned in and out of her stretched-to-the-max cunt, feeling her milking me with every bounce and knowing that it wasn't long before she would soon achieve her goal.
"I'm gonna cum..." I warned her.
"Just a little longer, hold on a little longer, pleeeeease, Ryan? I'm so close, so fucking close," she said, leaning down and placing her hands on either side of my head so she could ride me harder. Considering that this shoved her tits in my face, and one of her nipples straight into my waiting mouth, I was pretty sure by this point she could keep me distracted as long as she needed to force her own orgasm.
So, I suckled at her breasts, kissing and licking and pleasuring every inch I could get my mouth on as she rode me with all she had, and oh did Brianna have a lot.
She rode me like a woman possessed, her ass slamming up and down with an expertise that took almost the entire length of my cock out of, then into her pussy with every bounce. I was distracted by her tits, but only so much could be done at this point. Cum had been boiling in my balls all day, and the dam could only hold things back so much longer.
"YEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSS!!!! FUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!!!" Brianna cried out, riding me hard as she came. Her cunt squeezed me hard as she bounced, forcing my own orgasm to tear through my body. I grunted loudly as the cord holding back pleasure within me snapped, and all at once it utterly consumed me. I came inside of her pussy hard, filling her with shot after shot of cum as my balls flexed with nearly painful relief. I understood now that I was holding back today for this very moment, to fill her as she needed to be filled while she came around me.
"I can feel it," Brianna moaned, sitting up on me and squeezing her tits. My cock still impaled within her, she rocked her hips slightly, savoring. "I can feel it all... so much cum... you really were backed up today."
"I had a busy day," I admitted.
"I can tell," she replied, opening her eyes and looking down at me with that beautiful face that comes only from the afterglow of amazing sex. Leaning down, Brianna kissed me, her tits pressed into my chest feeling nearly as good as her mouth on mine.
"Thank you. So much," Brianna purred after a kiss.
"It's my pleasure," I said.
"It sure was; I think I'm gonna be dripping cum for a week after this," she said. It was interesting to hear her now, her voice no longer that mix of sexpot and innocence. It almost sounded like she was at school, her normal self, I wagered, but obviously wearing a lot less clothing.
And, you know, still impaled on my cock.
Brianna clung to me for a moment, clearly not wanting to leave, but I felt her shudder against me a little.
"Are you alright?" I asked.
"Oh, I'm very good... just... can we get under the covers? It's a bit chilly, and when we're not all hot and bothered..." she explained.
"Sure," I replied, helping her get off of my cock (as much as I would have loved to stay within her), and pulling back the comforter so we could both crawl underneath.
"Thanks," Brianna said, rolling onto her side so her back was to me. Taking the cue, I rolled onto my side as well, spooning her and holding her close, my hands resting on her immense breasts.
"Aaaahhhhhhhhhh..." she said, sounding very satisfied as we cuddled up against one another. "Perfection."
"That was pretty amazing," I said. "You've got a way with dirty talk."
"Thank you; I do try," Brianna answered, rubbing her ass up against my semi-deflated cock. "Kaitlyn's always told me I'm good at the demure little princess and turbo slut voices, so I like to mix and match depending on the guy or girl I'm with. They both seemed to work for you pretty well."
I squeezed one of her nipples hard, making her hiss and push back against me. I said, "You don't know the half of it."
"Maybe I don't, but I liked what I got out of you, making you all growly and in charge... it was a lot of fun. Definitely made for the best Valentine's Day," she said.
I pressed my face into the back of her hair, taking a lingering smell of her scent and simply enjoying the feel of her body against mine. My erection came back in force, pressing against her ass in a way that Brianna seemed to enjoy. She pushed back against me, squeezing my cock with her ass cheeks as we settled into this position.
Brianna sighed pleasurably. "I know there's a lot of girls you could have shared your bed with tonight, a lot of really, *really* hot girls out there, and if I were more like Kaitlyn, I probably would be spending this time here telling you why I was secretly better than all of them and why you made the right choice."
"But you're not like Kaitlyn," I said.
She shook her head. "I'm not. Don't get me wrong, I love her-"
"As do I," I interrupted, "but she's..."
"...Kaitlyn," Brianna finished. "She's her own thing, like I'm my own thing. So I don't wanna take down all the other girls who you could've been sharing your bed with on Valentine's Day. I just want to say thank you for deciding to share this time with me, while it lasts. I really hope we get to do this again sometime."
"Me too," I said, rather enjoying snuggling up behind her. "And maybe we'll finally throw together that threesome with Kaitlyn, too."
I growled appreciatively at the thought of that, massaging Brianna's tits more enthusiastically.
"Oh, you really like that thought, don't you?" she said, rubbing her ass against my cock.
"Uh huh," I said. "Kaitlyn... she excels at threesomes. And foursomes. And orgies..."
"She's really fucking good at sex..." Brianna said, before her voice took on that sweet, high, slutty tone again. "...but I could be better, I think..."
"Yeah?" I asked, taking the opportunity to play along.
"Uh huh. Want me to show you?" she asked.
I liked where this was going. "Yes, please."
"Goodie," Brianna purred, reaching back and taking my cock in her hand. Jacking it gently, she coaxed out some more precum and began to run it over the head of my cock. Then, grasping me in her hand, she slid my cockhead between her ass cheeks and began to rub it against her tight hole.
"Oh, so it's like that, then," I said, continuing to massage her tits.
"Uh huh..." she said, teasingly running my cockhead over her asshole without actually pressing it inside. "I've got a really tight ass that all the boys seem to want, but few of them ever actually get because I'm picky... but even though it scares me a little, I know I want your cock in my tight little ass. Will you do that for me, Ryan? Will you fuck my slutty little ass?"
If a question with a more obvious answer had ever been asked, I don't want to know what it was.
"I will..." I grunted, wanting to take her now but knowing that if we wanted this to be fun, we had to play it carefully. "...but we're gonna need some lube, first."
"Oh, yeah," Brianna said, dropping her playfully sweet voice and suddenly sounding very practical. "That would be way better. Where do you keep yours stashed?"
"All over the place," I laughed, "but in that bedside table in front of you, should be some within arm's reach in the top drawer."
Without pulling away from me, Brianna reached for the drawer and pulled out the bottle of KY. "Score!"
She handed it back to me, and soon I coated my cock and tossed the bottle aside.
"You've done this before?" I asked, sliding my cock between her cheeks and rubbing it against her hole experimentally.
"Mmm, a little... sometimes with a toy, a couple times with guys... none of them this big, of course," Brianna admitted.
"Of course," I said, grabbing hold of my cock and rubbing it up against her hole. "I'll go slow."
She cooed at the contact. "Only while I'm getting used to you... once I have that monster up my ass, you better go to town on me. I haven't been seriously ass-fucked in a while, and I always cum so fucking hard with it."
"Happy to hear it," I said, holding tight and beginning to press against her resistant asshole. "Now, remember how you said you wanted me to make you scream?"
"Uh huh..." Brianna whimpered as I started to apply more and more pressure. Even with her relaxing and willing me to fuck her, Brianna's ass was fairly unyielding. This was going to be a very fun challenge.
"Good," I said, pushing until I felt some give. "Because I think you'll be doing a lot of that very, very soon."
"Okay-HOLY FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!!" she cried out, pounding the bed with her hands.
Yeah, you can say I'd broken through. My cockhead popped inside of her tight little hole, and if I hadn't just cum a little while ago, I certainly would have in this position. Brianna's ass was incredibly tight, and her mewling cries as she writhed and struggled and pounded the bed in front of me threatened to push me out of her. Still, following her demands, I held onto her tightly, waiting for this initial wave of resistance to pass before I started filling her further.
When she started to calm somewhat, I asked, "Are you alright?"
"I've got your cock partway up my ass," Brianna answered, squeezing my cock with her ass cheeks. "I'm not sure that's what a lot of people would call alright, and it hurts like hell, but it also feels so fucking good... more, please, Ryan... I want more... just take it slow... for now..."
I could do that just fine. Now that I no longer needed to line myself up with my hand, I reached around her, playing with one of her nipples with one hand while fingering her clit with my other as I slowly pushed into her ass. Brianna squealed and moaned as I fed more and more of my length into her, but she never once complained. She never said anything, really, having lost much of her talkativeness as I pushed more and more into her. At the halfway point, she was simply breathing heavily and moaning, looking back at me and turning her head to kiss me as I gave it to her. With only a couple inches to go, she was grunting animalistically, looking back at me with a violent need.
Sensing this as my moment, I thrust the last couple inches into her forcefully, forcing her eyes wide.
"MOTHERFUCKER!" Brianna cried out, screaming and thrashing against me as I held her close with my cock buried fully up her ass. "Oh, you bastard... so fucking good... oh you bastard, you'll pay for that... fuuuuuuuuck."
"Admit it, you loved it," I said.
Dropping into her cutesy voice again, she replied, "Maybe... you gonna fuck me hard now?"
I kissed her again, then said in a dark, warning, voice. "Just remember... you asked for this..."
With that, I pulled almost all the way out, and quickly slammed home. Brianna grunted and moaned, loudly, but she wasn't exactly to the point of screaming that she had demanded earlier. I was going to fix that, and if it meant fucking her exquisite ass hard and rough until she did, well, I was going to have to do that, then.
As it turned out, I was quite adept at making Brianna Roth scream. She wailed rather pleasurably as I fucked her ass, and while I was only able to get so much traction in the spooning position like this, I was able to still give it to her pretty damn hard. Her pussy was practically gushing against my hand as I fingered her, as this kind of treatment was clearly doing it for her.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck that ass... yeah, you like that ass, don't you? You like that slutty fucking ass..." Brianna groaned, pushing her ass back against me as I fucked her.
"It's amazing... so tight... so hot... fuck you're so goddamn hot..." I grunted.
"You're gonna make me cum with your cock up my ass..." she moaned. "You know that, right? Gets you all... FUCK!... gets you all hot, doesn't it..."
"The best... so fucking good..." I moaned, holding her close and kissing her as I continued to fuck her ass.
"Make me cum... make me cum and I promise I'll get you a good picture... get you a great fucking picture... you want that, don't you..." Brianna moaned, her body shuddering gently against me as another orgasm began to creep up on her.
"Fuck yeah..." I groaned, looking forward to what she had in mind.
"Do it, do it, keep fucking me, keep fucking my slutty ass, yes, like that, right there, keep fucking my ass, fuck me, Ryan, fuck me but don't cum yet, I need that cum, fuck me fuck me fuck me fuck me fuckmefuckmeI'M CUMMING! I'M FUCKING CUMMING! YES, FUUUUUCK YEEEEEEEEEEEEEESSSSS!!!!" Brianna screamed, her body wracked by another orgasm. I felt her pussy gushing against my hand as her ass clamped down hard on my cock, and if it hadn't been for my recent orgasm, I think I likely would have cum right then and there.
Brianna was a delightfully sexed-up mess, laughing and shivering as she came down from the high of her orgasm. I slowed my fuck, holding her closely and making out with her as her body relaxed and she looked at me, grinning like the cat that ate the canary.
"Mmm, fantastic," she groaned, squeezing my cock with her ass and sending sharp blasts of pleasure through me. "You want that awesome picture, right?"
"Yeah," I replied, needing pretty much anything that would help with my release at this point.
"Good," she said, disentangling herself from me. She pulled my cock from her ass and threw back the covers, looking around the nearby bedside tables until she found my phone and passed it to me.
I rolled onto my back and could only watch as, magnificent tits hanging beneath her, she leaned over me and took my cock straight back into her mouth. She went to town on my cock, sucking and fucking me with her mouth, her tongue going crazy as it worshipped my cock with her lips. I would never have taken Brianna as a girl who'd be into ass to mouth, but she took to it like it was her lifeblood. She sucked me furiously, looking up at me with those big brown eyes, wanting, *needing* to feed on my cum.
This would not prove a problem for me, as I could barely hold back any longer after having her tight ass. It only took a few minutes before I was cumming in her mouth, filling her with another heavily backed up load of semen. She slurped at it lustfully, consuming it as if it were her last meal, but even Brianna, master of blowjobs, couldn't take it all down. I could feel her mouth filling, see it dripping out from the edges by the time I was finished.
Brianna kneeled up after this, showing her beautiful body and cummy pussy, then opened her mouth to show me the mouthful of cum she still held. She opened wide, showing off, letting some of it roll down her lips and onto her tits.
Yeah, Brianna was right about having a pretty great idea for a picture.
I took a few shots of her like this before Brianna swallowed the mouthful.
"Fuck, that was a good Valentine's," she said, her voice sweet while her body looked positively far from sweet.
"Agreed," I said. "So... weren't we supposed to have dinner at some point? I feel like I promised you dinner."
"Oh yeah," Brianna joked, rubbing another splatter of cum from her tits and sucking it from her fingers. "I mean, I am kind of full after all that, but..."
Laughing, I threw a pillow at her.
***
In the end, we actually did wind up ordering dinner. A promise was a promise after all, and I had promised a dinner in addition to some Valentine's fun. Anyway, a good meal would certainly help keep my energy up for whatever debauchery Josie and Brooke had in mind.
After sharing a shower between us and getting dressed (Brianna had packed her bag with clothes for the occasion), we ordered some takeout and had a lovely dinner of delivery Chinese food and cookies from Karen Bowman's most recent tray in the kitchen. With sex past us, Brianna Roth proved to be an absolutely lovely dinner companion, fun and conversational and a genuinely kind presence. It was different, getting to talk with her with sex out of the way and just get a chance to know her for the genuinely kind person that she was.
Not that I didn't want to recreate some of what we did earlier. Possibly with Kaitlyn present.
I was happy when she ultimately offered me a ride to the Stargazer Motel, because after the sex we'd had, I doubted I'd be able to make the bike ride over there, even with the rain having finally let up some.
I had dressed up reasonably nice for the occasion, I think, with a decent sweater, polo shirt and my cleanest pair of jeans. It was Valentine's Day, after all, and the first one I'd had with my girlfriends. I wanted to do it right, after all.
Seeing the actual motel had me thinking I was overdressed for the occasion. The Stargazer Motel was an unremarkable building that looked like it was built sometime in the 70s and hadn't been updated since. It wasn't falling apart by any means, but looked like the kind of place you'd only go to if you couldn't find something recommended by AAA and had enough money to make sure you'd find a place you wouldn't be stabbed. It had a strange odor to it on the outside, but, I was hoping that was just because of the rain.
Looking at the number on the metal key, I found my way to Room 217 on the second floor (overlooking a pool that didn't look like it had had a dead body in it anytime recently, which was something), unlocking it per Josie's instructions. I found myself strangely nervous for this without knowing why. Considering how well fucked I'd been, you'd think I would have been all sorts of mellow at this point, but here I was, hand shaking as I unlocked the door.
"Hello?" I called into the darkened room. I could hear the TV going at first, but as soon as I made myself known, it went silent.
I stepped inside, closing and locking the door behind me. "Josie? Brooke?"
There was no answer, and again, the nervousness hit me hard. I was a little scared, a little hesitant, not knowing what these two had planned for their surprise for me.
Stepping further into the room, I rounded the corner that hid the living area with its king-sized bed, and found myself quite surprised that there was only one woman in here with me, and it wasn't Josie *or* Brooke. No, it was a short, pale woman with glasses and short, choppy red hair. The matching pair of bra and panties she wore were small enough to barely cover anything, but present enough to make me want to see more. While the image in front of me seemed wholly unbelievable at first, soon it all made sense.
The gold nose ring.
The dark eye makeup and lipstick.
The tattoos that covered most of her chest, stomach and left arm like a tapestry of conflicting yet somehow complimentary art styles.
My heart beat almost machinegun fast as I gulped. "Rachel?"
"Surprise, Ryan," Rachel McNeil answered me. "Long time, no see. Miss me?"



***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, shoot me some feedback or consider becoming a patron, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
And after some recent crises and battles, I want to add one last note on a more practical concern. When it comes to mental health, I hope everyone out there is taking the time to take care of themselves. Mental health may seem like a never-ending battle, but it's a never-ending battle that is always worth fighting, and one that there are plenty of resources to be found to help with should you ever be struggling. Be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: It's Valentine's Day, and 18-year-old nerd Ryan Collins is having a busy time of it. While he has plans to meet up with girlfriends Josie Wong and Brooke King at a motel room by the end of the night for their long-promised Valentine's surprise, he has chosen to spend the better part of the day wandering around town pleasuring women in need. As such, one by one he visits Alice Talbot, Rose Ferris, Jess Garza, Mallory Dourif, Fatima Hassan and Izzy Barnes, and gives them all orgasms. Then, while dropping off an olive branch in the hopes of rekindling his friendship with estranged best friend Tori McNeil, Ryan meets her mother (and his one-time lover), Lauren McNeil, and winds up pleasuring her as well. Heading home for a shower and dinner, Ryan finally entertains and has sex with busty beauty Brianna Roth after months of flirtation. Finally, Ryan made his way toward Josie and Brooke's motel room, only to find his girlfriends absent, and in their place the surprise they promised: Rachel McNeil.
(CONTENT WARNING: This chapter contains a fairly detailed scene involving fisting, so, if that's not your cup of tea, please be warned now instead of giving me shit in the review section later.)
***
When my girlfriends, Josie and Brooke, told me that they had a surprise for me on Valentine's Day, I was curious. When they said it involved them renting a nearby motel room, my interest was definitely piqued. I was genuinely curious about what kind of debauchery they had come up with that would require a venue change like this, especially when we had so many safe places already available to us where we could get up to trouble.
I thought that, hey, maybe they had something particularly kinky in mind, possibly something where a bunch of our friends would gather together for some fun like we had on New Year's Eve. That would have been pretty fucking awesome, though with the evening I'd just had with Brianna, it would certainly take every last bit of energy I had to deal with that kind of orgy.
Never in a million years would I have expected their surprise to involve Rachel McNeil sitting on the motel room bed in only a bright red, silky bra and panty set with neither of my girlfriends in sight.
"I'll take it from your silence that you missed me, which, yay, a girl always loves to see," Rachel said, amused, as she looked me over. "And that your girlfriends are damn good at keeping surprises."
That was putting it lightly.
I meant to say something to Rachel, but the simple sight of her in my presence again was... well, strangely intimidating in a way that silenced me.
Some of this came down to our history.
When we were kids and I was best friends with her little sister, Tori, Rachel had always been a real pain to Tori and me, making our lives hell seemingly just for the fun of it. In time, I'd grown to both fear and hate her. When she left for college, it seemed like a great reprieve, that Tori and I could finally flourish without Rachel's bitchy influence to knock us down.
This all changed this last November, when I'd met an older, freshly expelled from college Rachel who had seriously mellowed. Now 22 and with a promising future in cybersecurity, she had sought out her family in the hopes of making amends for her prior behavior. While her mother, Lauren, was skeptical, Tori was outright hostile toward Rachel's attempts at building new bridges. Normally this would have been something I'd have held Tori's side on completely (especially since we'd been sleeping together at the time), but with Tori recently in a new relationship of her own and unavailable a lot of this time, and Rachel reaching out to whoever was available, the two of us sort of connected.
We became friends, then very good friends, and then, quite memorably, we became more than friends this past Thanksgiving. Sex with her was... well, amazing, and emotional, and something we both knew to be dangerous but didn't give a shit about the consequences of. At least, we didn't give a shit until Tori walked in on us. After that, things kind of exploded (especially after Tori found out that I'd also slept with her mom, Lauren), and Tori's and my friendship went on ice for some time. It seemed the kind of thing that we'd never be able to come back from, but I'd recently had hopes that Tori and I could patch things up.
Rachel, though... even in her self-imposed exile up in Portland, Oregon, she and I stayed friends. We regularly talked (and had cam sex, because we're only human) via Skype, and she had become one of my closest friends and confidants. When there was something in life I needed advice on, Rachel was the person I would go to, the person I knew I could always talk to and give me some "been there, done that" experience to help me through a problem. Our relationship had evolved into something uniquely intense that was difficult to put my finger on, but one I found myself thankful for every day.
So, yeah, seeing her here was a bit of a shock, but one that set my system alight as I drank in the sight of her. At a lean 5'2", she may not have been the most physically impressive person at a glance, but every second you looked at her, she wowed and tantalized.
Maybe it was her general punk aesthetic, with her choppy, short and glossy red hair, her nose ring, or her dark eye makeup and lipstick. Her lively green eyes looked at me seductively through dark eyeliner and shadow, lively underneath her glasses, while her lips curled into an amused smile.
Maybe it was that much of her pale, creamy skin was overtaken by interlocking, elaborate tattoos that covered her upper chest, back, sides and stomach, or the sleeve that took over her entire left arm. Smaller, more random ones dotted her legs and right arm, and it looked like she'd added several new tats since she lived in Portland.
Maybe it was all this... or maybe it was the fact that she was sitting here, unannounced, in a lacy red bra that barely held in her perfect C-cup tits, and a matching thong that looked positively delicious on the hint of her ass that I could see.
Maybe it was a lot of things that set my heart beating rapidly and made movement feel impossible. All I could do was stand there and stare at the gorgeous woman sitting on the bed of this cheap motel room in complete and utter awe of what was happening, looking like a complete and utter mute idiot.
I had always hoped that I would see Rachel McNeil in person again, but didn't expect it to happen anytime soon. She was a busy woman leading her own life, why should I expect to see her in the coming months or years? And here she was, with me... fuck, what was I going to do?
"Ryan? Hello? Have you hit your blue screen of death? Because you look like you've hit your blue screen of death. I know it's a rough place to be, but if you're in the mood to snap out of it, I'd really be happy to catch up with you," Rachel said, smiling, but I could sense the nervousness hiding in her voice behind her playfulness. Was this difficult for her too? How could it be? How could someone as together and confident and beautiful as Rachel McNeil be nervous in front of me?
"Ryan?" she repeated, her voice sharper and sterner in a way that summoned the old Rachel I'd feared, but with enough softness that I could recognize the new Rachel I'd come to know.
As if snapped from a deep hypnosis, I confidently closed the distance between us quickly, wrapping my arm behind her back to pull her in close, before I kissed her passionately on the lips. Unlike the last time we were together, there was no sadness or frustration. There were none of the issues made difficult by family problems that popped up around the holidays, none of the tension of wondering whether or not Tori would find out that I'd had sex with her mother and sister... no, this was just months of buildup, of eagerness and raw, animalistic need all being released at once.
I leaned down over her, and the two of us made out as only two lovers who'd been separated by great time and distance could. She felt exactly like I remembered her, but somehow better, her skin soft and responsive to my touch as she pressed her body to mine, demanding more. She moaned into my lips as we kissed, perhaps one of the most sublime sounds I'd ever heard.
"I did miss you," I confirmed, coming up for air and smiling at her. My breath was already ragged, my heart pounding. Fuck, I never thought it would feel like this for doing as little as we currently had... but here I was, nervous and excited like it was my first time again.
"I knew it," she said smugly, pulling at my shirt until it was over my head and tossed aside. Rachel looked me up and down appreciatively, and was it possible that I saw her mouth drop open in some pleasant surprise?
"You've been working out," Rachel said, running her fingers lightly up my abs and to my chest. My muscles wouldn't have me on the cover of a magazine anytime soon, but with the workouts Brooke and Peter and a handful of my other friends had put me through, I was definitely a lot more impressive than I'd begun this year.
"Yeah. That a problem?" I asked.
"I mean, I always liked skinny guys... but this isn't a bad look for you, not at all, especially if you've been working on your stamina as well," Rachel purred, her deft fingers suddenly working at my belt.
"I have," I replied, confident.
"Fantastic," she replied, eagerly continuing to try to tear my pants off.
Looking down, I found myself not wanting to break the moment but feeling the need to address a matter of practicality. "This... will be a lot easier if I get my shoes and socks off first."
"Do it," Rachel growled, undoing my belt, and just as easily unbuttoning and unzipping my pants.
"I'm doing it, I'm doing it," I said, taking a waddling step back so I could bend over and untie my shoelaces. I'd managed to get my right shoe and sock off okay, which did feel impressive for my eagerness and shaky hands, but the left shoe wasn't behaving. I'd fucked up the knot somehow, or just couldn't manage it with all my shaking, and so ultimately I simply tried ripping it off.
This was a mistake, as in my enthusiasm, I sent myself spilling backwards onto the floor, quite hard. I did, however, get my shoe off, so that was something.
"Holy shit, Ryan!" Rachel half-yelled, half-laughed as I lay on the floor entangled in my own pants.
Kicking them off until I was wearing only my underwear, I leapt to my feet and exclaimed, "Don't worry! I've got it!"
Still laughing, she replied, "Good... but maybe you should get over here before you find some way of killing yourself before we're able to 'catch up.' I'd really rather not answer to your girlfriends for accidentally killing you on Valentine's Day before they had a chance at you."
"That's probably smart," I said, climbing onto the king-sized bed beside her. Rachel slid over to accommodate me, smiling at me with a nervous eagerness that I rather well understood.
I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her close to me and savoring the skin-on-skin contact. I could feel my own flesh breaking out in goosebumps, her pulse quickening as we were physically close for the first time in months.
"So, I gotta ask, because if I don't ask, I know it's just going to be a weird tension between us where one of us is going to wonder if the other will do something, so, I'm just gonna ask now," I said.
"That was a lot of words to say nothing, but, I'm here for it," Rachel replied.
Shaking the nerves off, I said, "Do you wanna just cuddle and talk, first, or do you wanna... you know..."
"Fuck like wild animals let off their chains?" she suggested.
"Yeah, that," I replied, happy that she was the one to put words to it.
Rachel bit her lip gently, then looked away, thoughtful. "You know I love talking with you... and it's not like I haven't had *any* fun over the past few months away, but... I've been thinking about you for a long time, Ryan. I want to catch up and talk with you, I really do, but since I've been thinking about this for a long time, I'm really, really fucking horny, and would like to do something about that before we get to talking, because I don't know if I'll be able to adequately listen and form coherent thoughts that would line up with any human language while I'm thinking about how good that cock will feel buried deep in my pussy."
I let her words marinate for a moment before I responded. "So, we fuck like wild animals off the chain first, then talk?"
"Then fuck like wild animals let off the chain again, yeah, that was definitely my plan. My hope, anyway," Rachel replied, nodding enthusiastically, grinning like the cat that ate the canary.
I found that grin quite delicious to kiss, as the two of us made out with a greater ferocity than before. My hands were on her, her hands were on me, and we went after each other like we were starving because, in many ways, we were. We'd had our cam sex to be sure, and plenty of intense conversations, but to be in the same room as each other with no threat of family bursting in, smelling, tasting, *feeling* each other... it was like we were two addicts for each other who were finally getting their fix.
I can say with some certainty that her hand found my cock first, gripping it and rubbing it through my underwear. I, however, managed to one-up her by quickly sliding my hand under her thin panties, my fingers quickly finding her shaved pussy. She was already quite wet, but I was pretty sure I could do even better as I fingered her outer folds.
"Oh... fuck yeah..." Rachel moaned, kissing me deeply as I still teased her outer sex. "That's the good stuff... that's what I'm talking about..."
"I've only just started touching you," I said back, teasing.
"Yeah," she retorted. "But it's still fucking good, okay?"
"Well, you ain't seen nothing yet," I said, tugging at her panties with my free hand. I couldn't get enough leverage in this position to actually pull them off completely, but Rachel was eager enough that she could easily arch her back and pull her thong from her ass. It pooled around her thighs, and sitting up, I was able to pull it down to her ankles, then tossed it away.
"Fancy underwear today," I mused, looking hungrily down at her full, pink pussy lips. My mouth watered at the sight, taking in her pale, flushed skin, with tattoos only a matter of inches from her sensitive cunt. There was so much I wanted to do with her that I barely knew where to start.
"It's Valentine's Day... if there's any day for me to go glam, it's today... you do like it, right?" Rachel asked.
"I like it off of you," I joked back.
She rolled her eyes. "Pretend I'm a girl who likes wearing pretty things and compliment my somewhat expensive underwear in kind?"
I grinned, reaching down and stroking her now bare pussy lips. "I think they look fucking hot on you."
Rachel shivered from the contact. "Yeah, but you can do so much more without them, I'll grant you that."
"See?" I said, gently rubbing her again. She looked up at me, biting her lip and needy, as I continued stroking her pussy, now quite wet and very hot.
Without breaking eye contact, I pressed my fingertips briefly inside of her steaming folds, rocking them from side to side slightly, before taking them from her steaming cunt. They were slick with her juices, and I brought them to my nose. First, I took a long, lingering sniff, remembering the utterly intoxicating, thoroughly primal smell of Rachel McNeil's pussy. Then, with my fingers now shaking slightly, I sucked her juices from my digits. My eyes lidded over as I once again got to take in her familiar sweetness, enjoying as it overpowered me. My cock stiffened even harder than it already had, my eyes lidded over.
Fuck, she tasted good.
"Shit, you make that look good," Rachel said, toying with the clasp at the front of her bra. Unlatching it, she released her C-cup tits, with her firm, suckable, and bright pink nipples standing out proudly. Grinning at my no doubt dumbstruck reaction as she pulled off her bra and tossed it aside, she reached up to grab her breasts, playing with her nipples.
"I taste that good?" she continued.
"Better," I said, my voice husky with want.
"Good," Rachel replied. "Gimme some."
I smirked, pressing my fingers gently into her folds again. "No problem."
Satisfied that I had acquired enough juices on them, I pulled my fingers from her pussy and brought them to her mouth. Rachel suckled at them, not breaking eye contact with me as she removed every bit of juices from my fingers with her lips and tongue. Her eyes fluttered briefly, and a low, slow moan built in her chest, but she managed to keep staring into my soul as she sucked her juices from me. It was a powerfully erotic sight, something she had to be fully aware of, for when she let my fingers go, she smiled up at me broadly.
"Again," Rachel said in that cool, confident voice she could manage so well.
I did as she asked, fingering more of her juices from her dripping cunt and feeding them into her mouth while she watched me. It was an unusually hot sight, seeing her getting more and more turned on as I simply fed her her own juices, but I had to say, it was getting me hard as hell, too. After already cumming twice today, I felt like I had just been given a day's worth of energy anew at this sight alone.
Rachel clearly saw the effect this was having on me, and unhesitatingly acted on it. She sneaked her nearest hand under the waistband of my underwear and found my cock, wrapping her small hand around it and trailing up to the tip. Once she found the head, her thumb quickly found my precum and spread it around, soon moistening my cock and making it easier for her to jack me.
My moans soon joined hers as we stayed like this, pleasuring each other, teasing slowly without any need or desire to rush. The fevered pitch of our initial meeting had passed, and now it was about making each other feel good.
Of course, a quality handjob like that has a way of bringing the fevered pitch back in no time, and soon, without even being aware of my actions, I found that I was humping up into her hand.
Rachel smiled at me, then spoke in a sickly-sweet tone. "Awww, poor baby, do you need something more for your cock than my little old hand?"
I growled at her in something that was a mix of primal need and annoyance by how much that tone reminded me of how she used to taunt Tori and me back in the day. I knew that she was a better person than that now, but the way she grinned, I could tell she was trying to get a reaction out of me.



It worked.
I rocked from side to side enough to pull off my underwear and throw it aside, then twisted, climbing atop Rachel and looking down at her with wild eyes. Rachel seemed surprised by this at first, but as she looked down when my thick, 10-inch cock landed on her stomach, then up at my burning face, she smiled broadly. I knew from our Skype discussions and cam sex that Rachel was a kinky little slut who loved for things to get rough, and now that she had encouraged that side in me, well... I was happy to indulge her.
"You talk like that, and you remind me of what a real bitch you used to be," I said. I'd pinned her shoulder down with one hand, but reached down with my other to grope her tits, squeezing and twisting her nipples. Rachel hissed from pleasure and pain, but never stopped smiling.
Through gritted teeth, she said, "Yeah? And this bitch's got you turned on, doesn't she?"
"Your point?" I taunted, squeezing her other nipple, hard.
"AAAAAH!" Rachel cried out, eyes flashing with anger and lust as she looked up at me. "Fuck... that was hard... that was good... you've been indulging your dominant side, haven't you?"
"I've had some practice lately," I said, thinking fondly back to the times I'd been with Daphne O'Connell.
"Good, because I want it hard," Rachel explained, pulling me in for a kiss. "I like sex a lot of ways depending on where my mood takes me, from lovey-dovey to rough and filthy... last time we were together, we had fun, but it was definitely more on the lovey-dovey side... and that's not what I want tonight. I want it rough. I want it *fucking* hard. I want you to remember what an annoying cunt I used to be to you, and take that all out on me. Anger, lust, fucking hate, whatever you need to summon to give me what I want, you've got my permission. I've been waiting for that dick for months now, and I need it fucking hard."
"You're gonna get it," I replied, smiling down at her with malevolent confidence.
Before I could reach down to guide my cock into her, however, she stayed my hand and said, "But I want you to understand, that I like to give as hard as I get. If you want to do it like this, hard, and rough, and nasty, I'm going to be hard, and rough, and nasty on you as well. I want you to give me everything you have, and more... but I'll give you even more in return. If that's not cool with you, you can back out now, or if anything goes too far, but if you're up for it... well, I promise a wild fucking ride."
She meant every word that she said, and that actually gave me pause. Rachel and I had talked a lot these past few months, and I knew some of her interests definitely went toward the kinkier side, but I didn't know how precisely dirty she could be. I cared for her greatly, and she had made me horny as hell, but was I ready to keep up with everything she could throw at me?
Honestly, I didn't think about this nearly as long as the old Ryan would have.
"I'll take that ride with you," I said.
Smiling almost sweetly, Rachel pulled me in for another deep, passionate kiss, before saying, "Then shove that monster in me, and show me no mercy... for I intend to show you none."
She reached down between her legs, grabbing my cock and guiding it toward her tight entrance. As soon as she was convinced she'd lined me up correctly, she let me go, looking up into my eyes and smiling seductively.
"Do it," Rachel said, kissing me. "Fucking do it. Show this bitch how you really fuck and fucking destroy me, Ryan. Do it. Fucking *fuck* me!"
She practically shrieked this at me, wanting to get a rise out of me. I could feel that dull rage from years past boiling and mixing with my genuine feelings for Rachel McNeil now. I was going to give her what she wanted, and I was going to enjoy every fucking minute of it.
I pushed forward, hard, making her eyes bug out and her mouth drop open as her pussy accepted the thick head of my cock, followed soon after by several inches.
"Holy shit... fuck, that's... fuck... I'd almost forgotten how fucking big that was... harder... fucking harder, shove it into me, give this little bitch every last fucking inch of your huge fucking cock!" she commanded.
I grunted, shoving several more inches inside of her and making her moan. "Have some fucking patience, it takes some work shoving this monster into your tight cunt."
"Oh, boo-fucking-hoo, like this is a problem for you," Rachel smirked, moaning as I pulled my cock out slightly. "You've got your cock buried almost all the way in one of the best pussies you're ever going to find, and you're complaining about how tight I am?"
I grinned down at her, pulling out another inch or so. "Correction..."
At that, I thrust forward, burying my entire ten inches deep inside of her tight, hot cunt. Rachel practically screamed out in pleasurable agony at the impact, arching her neck up and biting into my shoulder, hard, to keep herself from getting any louder.
I hissed, finishing my sentence, "...I'm buried *all* the way inside one of the best pussies I've ever found."
We both held onto this moment, panting and moaning, holding each other close as we adjusted to these circumstances. Being inside of Rachel once again was an awesome experience I honestly wasn't that certain I'd get to know again, so the magnitude of it nearly overpowered me. I looked down at her, wanting to tell her all that this meant, all that it brought out in me, and the way that she looked up at me so suddenly vulnerable made me feel like she wanted to do something similar.
But that wasn't what she asked of me. I'd be happy to give her some of that "lovey dovey" treatment as she called it when we were finished here, but for now...
Rachel wanted no mercy, and I was prepared to show her none.
And so, I pulled my cock nearly all the way out, watching the anticipation in her eyes as I did so, and then thrust all the way back home. Rachel's eyes bugged out again as she moaned, loudly.
"FUCK!" she squealed, gripping my cock with her pussy muscles. "How did you ever get this fucking big... this fucking good... you always used to be that scrawny little shit I'd make fun of because I was such a fucking cunt, and now... fuck... you're kind of a hottie... and that cock..."
"Best you'll ever get, slut," I grunted, fucking into her in a swift, hard pace. The bed squeaked and the headboard hit the wall in rhythmic fashion as I fucked her, and if anyone cared, I'm sure we would have been making one hell of a ruckus. Given that this was the kind of cheap motel where people clearly went to fuck and get up to other nefarious business, we didn't fear getting loud.
"Goddamn... the best!" Rachel answered, wrapping her arms around me, her nails scratching across my back.
I hissed at the pleasurable pain, reaching up to pinch her nipple, hard, again as I railed her. "That fucking hurts!"
Rachel's eyes flashed, first with concern, then with lust as she could tell she hadn't hurt me that badly. I wanted her to know that I could take whatever she had to give me, and the look in her eyes when she realized I could might well have been one of the hottest things I'd ever seen.
"Aww, poor baby, you want me to go easy on you?" Rachel teased.
"You want me to go easy on you?" I countered, threatening to slow down.
"Oh no, oh no no no no no, don't you fucking dare slow down, Ryan, don't you fucking dare..." she said, her hands going to my ass as she urged me to keep fucking her.
"Then stop being such a noisy bitch, and shut the fuck up," I grunted, squeezing one of her tits with my free hand as I continued to fuck her with everything I had.
"HA!" Rachel laughed harshly through her haze of sex. "That's the best you think you fucking got? You think you can just tell me to shut up and I'll do it? Fucking please; if it didn't work on me before, it's not gonna work on me now... no, if you want me to shut the fuck up, you'll have to do it yourself..."
Curious as to what she meant by this, I soon put my hand over her mouth, and while there was a certain heat to this as I felt her moans and eager tongue against my hand, this wasn't what she wanted. Soon, Rachel grabbed my hand and put it around her throat.
Without breaking my stride, I looked down at her questioningly, but when she silently nodded, I followed her lead. I closed my hand around her throat, gently, fucking into her as I basically mimed choking her.
Seeing my hesitance, Rachel rolled her eyes between moans. "Fuck, that's the best you got? I've had girls choke me harder than that."
At her encouragement, I squeezed with slightly more strength, no mean feat to keep balanced while I still kept pace fucking her.
Smiling slyly, Rachel moaned, "Harder."
I did as she instructed, squeezing slightly harder, until I was sure this must have been hurting her, but it only made Rachel smile wider. Her eyes rolled back pleasurably, her words replaced by deep moans and animalistic grunts as she took my cock over and over again. I fucked her like this for god only knew how long, looking down at her, watching her bouncing tits and the varying looks of ecstasy that overtook her face, my pressure at her throat coming and going as I wanted to make sure she could breathe, while still ensuring that she was enjoying this kind of rough treatment. Given how responsive she was to it, it seemed like I was doing a good job.
Soon I could feel her pulse and breathing quicken, her eyes widening, as slightly teary. Her body quivered and shuddered beneath me as an orgasm built... and then released catastrophically. Rachel McNeil screamed, digging her nails into my back as she held on tight, her cunt clutching me almost painfully as I still slowly fucked in and out of her. It was a brutal cum, one that had her shaking and jolting against me, so powerful I could have sworn she would have hurt me if I weren't holding onto her so tight.
It went on for a while, until she slowed, and I slowed, gently touching my hand to encourage me to stop squeezing her throat. I obliged her, looking down and kissing what I knew to be one of the most beautiful women in the world.
"I knew I was good," I said, cocky, slowing my thrusts in and out of her to a much more languid pace, "But I didn't know I was *that* good."
Rachel laughed. "Don't get too cocky, sailor; I was pregaming with the motel's porn for a while before you got here, edging myself, making sure I was ready."
"Ah, I can see that worked out well," I said.
"Pretty fucking impressively, actually," she moaned, running her hands from my back, down to her tits with a most satisfying sound.
"Do you want me to keep slow like this, let you catch your breath?" I asked.
Rachel barked another laugh at me, before using her impressive strength to roll me onto my back, with her now on top. "Hardly. It's my turn now... let me show you how to *really* fuck."
"I think I know how to fuck..." I challenged.
"Maybe you do, but I still intend to put you through your paces," she groaned, bracing her knees against the bed as she began to ride me fucking hard.
It was at this moment in my life when I understood that there was a difference between being ridden, and being ridden by Rachel McNeil. While I had been with many women who were accomplished at riding cock, Rachel took to me with the vigor and skill of an expert bull rider, bouncing and taking an impressive amount of my cock eagerly. I could have tried to fuck her back, but I would have been denied the show of her truly in her element, of her bouncing tits and ass that jiggled with every impact down on me. My cock was in heaven, my body consumed by bliss as I looked up at the redheaded vixen who took my cock with expert care. I tried to put my hands on her, but with the speed she was moving, I barely could get a grip on her, and just decided on letting her do her thing.
"Yeah? Yeah? You fucking like that? You fucking like that?" Rachel grunted through gritted teeth, looking down at me and grinning proudly.
"So fucking good..." I hissed.
"Then tell me. Fucking tell me. Don't just sit there and take it, fucking talk to me, I fucking love dirty talk and if you wanna make me make you cum, you better fucking play your part..." she commanded, bending over and dropping her hands to my chest and gently scratching my pecs. It wasn't enough to draw blood, but I did see red lines on my flesh from where she raked me.
I hissed with pain, but seeing that she had slowed just enough to do this, I grabbed her by the hips and guided her pace.
"Fuck me... fuck me you fucking slut... take my cock and make me fucking cum... on you, in you, whatever the fuck you want, you're gonna be taking my goddamn cum soon, but if you want it, you better fucking earn it... fuck... fucking slut... keep fucking me..." I groaned, looking her in the eyes as I did this.
Rachel nodded, looking down at me appreciatively as she continued her frenzied pace. "Better. We can still work on that... but better... fuck your cock is tearing me apart..."
"'cause you've never found a better cock than this," I grunted, fucking up into her as I gripped her hips tightly.
I wouldn't be able to do this for very long, and she had to know this, for she quickened her pace. Straightening back up, she dropped a hand to finger her clit as she rode me.
"And you've never found a better cunt..." Rachel replied, arrogantly.
"It's good..." I challenged, playfully.
Looking mock scandalized, she reached down and pinched one of my nipples, hard. It hurt, but I also had to say it felt fucking good in an unexpected way, too, and my cock twitched inside of her.
"Say my cunt's the best you've ever had and I'll let your nipple go..." she said.
"Fucking bitch!" I nearly shouted, more aroused than I could ever remember as I reached back and spanked her, quickly. If this upset Rachel, I couldn't tell, not for the arousal on her face.
"Say I'm the fucking best and I'll make you fucking cum inside of me so damn hard you'll fucking see God... I'll make you feel so fucking good I'll ruin you for every other woman..." Rachel groaned, riding me harder and harder, her tits a blur as she bounced on me with amazing speed.
Then, as if realizing what she said when she saw my eyes, she added, "... I mean, not really, but metaphorically..."
"I understood," I said, spanking her ass again, hard, with my right hand. "Now are you gonna put your money where your mouth is and fuck me like you promised?"
She smirked, but said nothing as she kept her pace. Rachel looked down at me with such an impressive look of superiority, she could have easily been mistaken for an Olympian goddess surveying her realm. I knew I could match her, and that I could give her everything she wanted and more, but in that moment, I was content in this position. I fucked into her, I called her all sorts of names, but here I was, in awe of Rachel McNeil and the simple fact that I got to be with her once again. I had never in a million years expected that this was how my night would end, but I had never felt such complete and utter satisfaction.
That is, until she coaxed my orgasm out of me. I didn't have much of a choice in the matter, really, as one moment I was fucking her, and the next my balls were squeezing and emptying what felt like an utter fountain of cum inside of her.
"Yes, yes, god yes, fucking hell, yes, cum for me, cum for me, like that GODDAMNIT!" Rachel roared, her fingers a blur as she finally made herself cum. Her pussy clenched down on my cock so hard, I was afraid she might never let go. Instead, it seemed like she managed to coax another half-gallon or so of cum from me and deep inside her waiting pussy. We moaned and yelled, groaned and let out shapeless sounds of absolute pleasure as we rode out our powerful orgasms.
Soon exhaustion came, and still impaled on my cock, Rachel collapsed against me. We were sweaty and panting, clutching each other close as we shuddered and came down. Slowly, we began to kiss each other again, sanity returning one slow piece at a time as we remembered who and where we were.
It may not have fully returned, though, for without thinking I found myself whispering three simple words as I held her close:
"I love you."
Without hesitation, Rachel whispered back to me, "I love you too."
Briefly, we looked at each other, and though our smiles were nervous for a moment, soon there was a great sense of relief, and we were kissing each other passionately again.
I should have feared whatever complications this might add to my life. I should have wondered what Josie and Brooke would think, and if this would damage anything with them, but I didn't find myself thinking this, then. No, right here, right now, on this cheap motel room bed with Rachel McNeil still impaled on my softening cock, I let that strange sense of relief wash over me and set me free. There was now nothing unsaid between the two of us, this realization that had formed between us over the course of November now out in the open and clear as day.
I loved Rachel McNeil, and that made life feel pretty fucking perfect.
Soon, with one final kiss, Rachel pulled herself off of me and then rolled onto her back next to me. The two of us lay there, panting, trying to catch our breaths and minds and figure out just what the hell came next.
"So, not to sound presumptuous... but when Josie and Brooke said they had a surprise for me for Valentine's Day, they did mean you, right? Because if they meant something else, I don't think I'm going to survive the night."
Rachel barked a sharp, free laugh. "They did, in a way, but not entirely. I've gotten to chatting with your girlfriends every so often, just for fun, and got to talking about how I was looking forward to coming down to visit my family this month. When they caught wind of that, well, you can imagine how things went from there with them. They talked me into making my trip down here this weekend, have some fun on V-Day, and the rest is history. Those are some persuasive little sluts."
"Tell me about it," I replied. Though, hoping not to be abandoned by them, I did need to follow up and ask, "Are they going to be joining us, or is tonight just us?"
"Aren't you the greedy one," Rachel said, looking over at the clock.
"Not greedy, just wanting to know what I should be ready for..." I said.
"I know, just giving you shit..." she replied, counting off on her fingers. "They'll be coming over in a little while, make things nice and really fucked up."
"Oh, cool, I know they'd love to meet you properly," I said.
"So would I. I mean, I met Josie for like three minutes when she picked up the key, but, I want to see her in a way where I can count her tattoos..." Rachel purred.
I grinned. "Yeah, you two are gonna have fun with each other."
"I know it," she said, cuddling up next to me. I put my arm around Rachel, holding her close and stroking the outside of her arm. If it were any other night, I could have fallen asleep like this and been a completely and utterly happy man, but I had to keep my energy up.
"So... how *are* you?" I asked. I knew how she was, or how she said she was anyway, but there was a difference between talking with Rachel on Skype and in person, and I wanted to take advantage of whatever in person time we had.
She looked at me, smiling as brightly as I'd ever seen her smile without any sarcasm. "I'm... great, honestly. Things have really been clearing up with Mom and Tori... I'm fucking great at my job, I'm doing well in my online classes, and Portland is absolutely amazing. Cold, and the people are kinda crazy, but amazing. You ever find yourself in that neck of the woods, I have to take you to Powell's sometime; best fucking bookstore on Earth. Things are great."
I was happy for her, but curious to ask her about something we didn't talk about that much in our chats. "How's the dating scene up north?"



Rachel smirked. "Jealous?"
"No, just hoping you're having fun and getting some," I said.
She smiled. "Ah, a saint as ever."
"Hardly a saint," I laughed.
"Well, that makes two of us. I've been too busy to date much, but I've found a chance or two to do bring some fun corruption to the world. Ask me about Hannah sometime," Rachel replied.
"I will... but for now, I think I'm going to monopolize you while I have you," I said, pulling her in close and kissing her.
"I'd like that too," she said. "I guess it all depends, though, on how you want to spend that time. Because you know I love cuddling, and I know *you* love cuddling, but if you want my ass to yourself before your girlfriends get here, I'd be happy with that too."
This got my full attention, and brought life back to my cock. "Yeah?"
"Yeah," Rachel replied. "It's been a while since I've had someone pound my ass right, but it always gives me some of my hardest orgasms. I've wanted to know for a while now if I can take that cock, and I think I can, but there's only one way to find out, right?"
I nodded. "That's certainly the right attitude for it, I'd say."
"Cool," she said, reaching for the television remote on the bedside table. "Porn? They don't have the most varied selection here, and the writing is complete and utter shit, but, the people are attractive and get naked pretty fucking quick, and I paid for a night's worth of it, so, I don't see why not, do you?"
"I like porn," I said.
"Cool," Rachel repeated, turning the television on. Onscreen, a young man in the top half of a pizza delivery boy's outfit was getting an enthusiastic tittyfuck from a busty blonde MILF. True to what Rachel was saying, the dialogue was pretty terrible (and weirdly insistent, even though they'd already gotten down to the sex), but the people looked good enough for it to be fun.
"So, this is how you were pregaming?" I asked.
"They had some better lesbian stuff on then, but, yeah, other than that, same principles apply," she said, shifting delightfully in the bed next to me.
"And this will help?" I asked.
Rachel shrugged. "It won't hurt. But if you want to really get me ready for anal, you can always eat my pussy."
I looked down at her flush, full pussy lips, quite tempted, but unable not to note the sheer amount of my cum that was still in there.
"I could, but it's a bit of a mess down there," I said.
"So?" she asked, challenging. "I like a good pussy full of cum... but if you're scared."
"I'm not scared," I shot back.
Rachel saw she had me a little uncomfortable, and clearly decided to play with that, "I think you might be scared of a little bit of your own cum-"
"That's not a *little*," I interrupted.
"-and you don't see me being afraid of licking up my juices or a heaping helping of cum, do you? So what's the problem with maybe more than a little cum being down there?" she asked.
I had to admit that she had me there. I didn't have any arguments against doing it except, well, stupid stuff society had put into me about what a man did and didn't do. The kinds of stuff I'd fought against for a while and actively tried to ignore. I mean, yeah, I wasn't exactly curious about the taste of my own cum in her pussy, but, I didn't have a good argument for why I wouldn't do this, either.
"Fine. You put me in a corner," I admitted, rolling over onto my hands and knees and crawling between Rachel's legs.
"I know," Rachel said, proudly as my head descended toward her cunt. I stared at her splayed open lips and the glistening, cummy mess of our mutual juices that decorated her pussy. I could still smell her distinctly, as well as a scent that I was both at once intimately familiar with and a little hesitant towards. That this was all happening with the fake moans and grunts of the porno actors on the TV screen behind me made the situation all the more surreal, I'll say.
"Could you move that cute little ass down a bit? You're blocking the TV," Rachel teased, looking down at me with a smirk.
Wanting to wipe that grin off of her face, I said "fuck it" to hesitation and dove in. I licked her pussy like a starving man, at first a little confused by the salty addition to her sweet pussy, but not finding myself as turned off as I figured I might have with this.
Rachel, for her part, moaned quite appreciatively of this attention, squeezing her nipples and groaning as I eagerly ate her pussy. I had eaten a lot of pussies this year, learning to enjoy every single facet of every one of them, but it was possible in that moment that none were quite so great as Rachel McNeil's. From her taste, to the way every square inch of her body reacted at just the slightest touch, to the way she seemed a queen on her throne, basking in my attention yet still demanding more worship... I could not think of a greater perfection in that moment, no place I'd have rather been.
"Ah, fuck... fuckfuckfuck that's nice..." she groaned, looking down at me and smiling. "I didn't know if you'd actually do that. A lot of guys have a lot of hangups about shit like that, they'd say it was gay or beneath them... but not you, you know what you want and you take it and don't fuck around with any of that stupid macho bullshit... alright... fuck... I could keep doing this for a while, but my pussy's already got some attention..."
Easily, she swung one leg over my head so she could better roll onto her stomach, then pushed her amazing ass up for my attention. Reaching back with both hands, she pulled her ass cheeks apart so I could better see her tight, pink little asshole. A little dribble of our mingled juices made her tightest hole glisten, but if I'd had any reservations about that before, they seemed far away in this moment.
"I believe you know what to do?" Rachel said.
"Gladly," I said, leaning in and worshiping her pink hole with my tongue. While she might have been moaning before, this brought out a deeper, more intense sound of lust. There were no words for me, no dirty talk, only eager grunting sounds and deep moans that urged me to go forward and give her everything I had. It wasn't easy, as her hole was fucking tight; it really had to have been a long fucking time since she'd done this. Try as I might to break through, my tongue just could not get inside of her, though for the sounds she made at my efforts, you would hardly have thought that this was a bad thing.
"Okay, okay... okay..." she murmured, pushing me away, gently, as she righted herself. Every square inch of her that wasn't covered in tattoos was flush with pink blush, this woman looking the utter picture of fucking lust.
"That was good... really fucking good, actually..." Rachel said, now on her knees, facing me. I had pushed myself up onto my knees as well, allowing her to look down and get a good look at my cock. It had regained full hardness after treating her orally, and she licked her lips at the sight before looking up at my face.
"You're a fucking mess," she said, leaning in to lick our juices from my mouth and face.
"Yeah, well you wanted it that way," I said, enjoying the feel of her tongue all over my face and chin.
"I did," Rachel admitted, leaning back and smiling cutely. Reaching for my cock and spreading some precum around, she added, "And you're pretty fucking hard. That's good, though I think we can do better. Would it get harder, you think, if I ate your ass?"
"Uh, I don't know?" I said.
"You've never had a girl eat your ass?" she said, agog. "You roll with some of the craziest little sluts around, and you've never had your ass eaten?"
"It's never really come up before," I said, honestly a little surprised myself.
"Well, you did it for me, and it's fucking fun, so, yeah, I'm definitely down to do it if you want," Rachel added.
In all honesty, this gave me a fair bit of pause. I hadn't had my ass played with a lot, but when it had been, it was a pretty intense experience that I quite wound up enjoying. If it was with anyone I was less familiar with, I don't know what my answer would've been, but with Rachel...
"Sure, what the hell?" I replied.
"Awesome," Rachel said, grinning. "On your hands and knees, mister..."
I rolled my eyes at her, but did as I was told. It was an intimidating position to be in, exposed to her as I felt her crawling behind me. I felt her hands, small and enthusiastic, reaching between my legs, gently caressing my balls before stroking my cock.
"Mmm, you've got a really nice ass, Ryan... anyone ever tell you that?" she said.
"Once or twice," I mused, looking back at her with nervous anticipation.
"Well, you do. You could really tempt a girl into fucking an ass that nice," Rachel continued.
"It's been brought up," I mentioned, breathing more heavily as she took to stroking my ass cheeks. Briefly, I felt one of her middle fingers drift over my hole, making me shiver.
"Oh? Let me guess, Josie?" she said. "She always seemed like the kind of filthy who'd be down for that."
I laughed. "Brooke, actually."
"Brooke?" Rachel asked, surprised.
"Yeah. A few weeks ago, she brought up that she might want to try pegging someday," I explained.
"And what was your answer?" she said.
I blushed. "I said I'd think about it."
"You'd think about it?" Rachel asked.
"Yeah, it's kind of a big thing, isn't it?" I replied.
"It is if you're doing it right," she said.
"And it wasn't a no or anything, it's just... well, personal, and intense..." I said.
Rachel sighed. "Fair, fair. But you ever get one of those little sluts to fuck your ass, I wanna be the first one to hear.
"Deal," I replied, with a laugh. "So, are you gonna eat my ass, or not?"
"Greedy, greedy..." Rachel chided.
With that, she leaned in, and soon I felt an eager, very wet tongue against my asshole.
The sensation was, how shall I put it... unique.
"Holy fuck!" I groaned, loving the sensation as Rachel licked at my tight, forbidden hole while stroking my cock.
"Yeah, you like that, don't you?" Rachel replied before diving back in.
"I... god... I love it... feels so fucking good..." I moaned, my cock feeling almost painfully hard as her hands were a blur on me. I was pulling on reserves I didn't even know I had to a point where I nearly couldn't tell that I'd already cum three times today, and her tongue... her magic fucking tongue drove my ass wild to a point where I was pushing back against her face with every lick, every thrust of her tongue.
Rachel was eager and enthusiastic, and I couldn't help but feel the pressure building as she kept pressing her tongue against me harder and harder...
Until she pushed through. She was fucking my ass with her tongue, and I was completely and utterly broken to her will. Every nerve in my body caught with pleasure, overwhelming and overriding my common sense, pushing me to be guided by my darker, sex-driven instincts.
I pushed her away, turning around my knees and looking down at her with malevolent, lust-fueled intent.
"You bring any lube?" I growled.
A brief flash of sheepishness, followed by a great swelling of excitement, flashed across Rachel McNeil's face. "Uh huh. Next to the bag on the bedside table."
"Good," I said, quickly finding the bottle of KY, while Rachel turned around and got onto her hands and knees facing the TV. "Because I'm going to destroy your fucking ass."
"Yeah? You think you can- ooh, that's nice..." Rachel purred as I poured the slippery lubricant between her ass cheeks. "You think you can fucking handle that? You think you can fucking handle me?"
"I didn't say I was going to *handle* you," I said, coating my cock with KY. "I said I'm going to destroy your fucking ass."
"Oh yeah?" Rachel teased, flexing her ass and winking her perfect, tight pink hole at me. "Guys have thought they could destroy my ass before, and let me tell you, those idiots didn't know what they were fucking doing."
I looked from Rachel's ass to the TV again. Some busty brunette was getting her ass stuffed, and while her moans weren't nearly as distracting as the terrible dialogue of some of the earlier scenes, it was still a slightly surreal situation to be in as I looked down at Rachel. She looked back at me expectantly, smirking.
"You think I don't know what I'm doing?" I challenged back, rubbing the head of my cock between her ass cheeks. Her cheeks gripped me tightly, but couldn't stop me from sliding between them for how much lubrication I'd poured on her.
"I'm saying I don't know what you're capable of," Rachel clarified. "I-OOOOOOOHH FUUUUUCK!"
Clearly, she didn't expect me to start pushing at that exact moment. Even more clearly, she didn't expect me to push hard enough to pop the head inside with one long, forceful, thrust.
To say that Rachel McNeil's ass was tight was one of the understatements of the century. It gripped me like it didn't want to let me go, and if it weren't for the lubrication or the promise of what was to come, this might have been too much. If it weren't for these, I might well have backed out at this moment.
However, I wasn't going to back out. Not when I'd come this far. And certainly not after I'd thrust another couple inches inside of her.
"Fucking shit! Goddamn it! That's fucking big!" she grunted, gritting her teeth. I could see small tears forming at the corners of her eyes.
I stopped pushing forward, and looked at her, concerned. "Are you alri-"
"I'm fine," Rachel interrupted, quick and harsh. "It hurts, but it hurts in the best way..."
She turned to look at me, catching my eyes only slightly as she slowly pushed herself onto my cock, devouring me an inch at a time with her painfully tight asshole.
"I know it hasn't been long since we said our 'I love yous', but right now, while your cock's in my ass, I want you to forget that. I want you to forget all of that, and I want you to remember how much you used to hate me... I want you to use and abuse my fucking ass, hate fuck the life out of me, hurt me a little... because if you do... fuck I'm gonna cum hard... I'm gonna cum so hard they might have to call the fucking cops on us for making too goddamn much noise..." she moaned, continuing to push herself onto me.
Turning off my feelings for Rachel was hard, but with how geared up she'd gotten me, I could get somewhere close. Gripping her by the hips, I thrust in, hard, burying the last few inches inside of her.
"FUCK!" she screamed. "You asshole, Ryan!"
I bent over, grabbing her by the neck and pulling her off her hands until she was kneeling in front of me with my cock buried firmly all the way up her ass. I held her close to me, one hand at her throat, the other roughly groping her perfect tits.
"You want me to be mean, fine, I'm gonna be mean," I hissed in her ear. "I'm going to hate fuck the hell out of your ass until you beg for more. Cry and scream all you want, because I'm going to take you and I'm going to take you hard... and you're going to like it."
Rachel arched her neck enough to kiss me, furiously, before uttering six words that utterly set me off.
"I'd like to see you try."
Snarling, I pushed her back onto her hands and knees, gripped her hips, and began to fuck Rachel McNeil's ass without any semblance of mercy.
I found it easy to once again summon the combination of rage and lust that Rachel inspired within me. Lust for everything she was now, for her amazing body, the stunning art that adorned her skin, and the feelings she brought out within me. That I loved her was clear to me now, and freeing to say, and that part of me would never want to do anything to hurt her. But summoning the rage that life with her before this year had created... it was easy. Almost too easy. It was easy to bring that rage into what was likely the most brutal fuck I'd ever given to a girl, pounding in and out of a squealing, screaming Rachel's ass with my hips a blur. Between my grunts and moans and her cries of agony and ecstasy there was only the rhythmic sound of our bodies violently slapping against one another, and the porny music and faked moans coming from the television.
I gave Rachel more than I might well have given any girl before in this moment. I piled upon her pale, tattooed body the sum of all the general rage and hate I had had for Rachel from early in life until this very year... if my heart were a cannon, it would no doubt burst its hot shell in an effort to destroy Rachel McNeil's.
But my heart wasn't going to be the cannon that would destroy Rachel McNeil, no, not when my cock was doing a fine job of wrecking her ass, and certainly not when it would fire something much more enjoyable inside of her.
"Holy shit... fuck... how can you keep doing this... how can you keep fucking like this... this is unreal... this is impossible... fuck... keep going, keep doing it, keep fucking my ass..." Rachel wailed, her fingers a blur over her clit as I continued to fuck her without mercy.
I didn't answer her, still fucking her with a violent, mechanical efficiency. By now, even with the day as cool as it was, we were both drenched in sweat, both of us flush from the exertion and panting like wild, rutting beasts. She made noises I didn't know a human could make as I violently violated her ass, and when she looked back at me, it was with the wild eyes of one who had long since abandoned sense and simply given in to pure carnality. Rachel McNeil screamed and mewled and uttered fragments of words that might have had meaning at one point but got lost in guttural sounds, coming across like some forgotten, Lovecraftian tongue rather than words that might ever be put together by a rational human.
I was not surprised when, after what felt like eons of unrestrained pleasure, she came and came hard, her pussy spasming and gushing against me. The room was filled by an unmistakably feminine smell of lust.
But still, I fucked her.
Rachel was weakened, but looking back at me the way she did, you wouldn't have known it. She held her ground, kept on her hands and knees through this savage fuck, urging me, fingering herself again once she was capable of touching herself without being overly sensitive.
She did this, and still I fucked her. I fucked her through another gushing orgasm, and one more after that, accessing stamina I never knew possible, and forcing through what barriers of sanity I had left to make sure this brutal fuck reached its natural conclusion.
It might have been minutes, it might have been years, but soon I felt my balls fill, ready to release within her. When this happened, I gripped Rachel to me, pulling her back up onto her knees so I could hold her tits while I fucked her. She reached back, wrapping arms around me to hold on as I did what I had to do.
With a sound that might well have been a roar, I came. I could feel the greatest, most sublime sense of relief as my body flooded with pleasure and I fired a veritable torrent of cum up Rachel McNeil's tight ass. This went on for, I don't know how long, but I wasn't going to stop until I was finished.
As the torrent subsided, Rachel and I kissed, holding onto each other as our humanity returned and something like a loving embrace may have occurred. We stayed like this, catching our breaths and holding on, slowly kissing each other and trying to keep each other from falling.
"That was..." Rachel panted.
"Yeah, I know," I replied.
"So... yeah, happy Valentine's Day," Rachel chuckled.
I squeezed her nipples, smiling at her groan. "Happy Valentine's Day."
"I hope we weren't too loud. I mean, this place looks like it hosts the occasional unsolved murder, but I still don't want to cause too much trouble," she said.
I thought about this. "I don't think we were that-"
KNOCK! KNOCK! KNOCK!
The quick thudding at the door nearly scared me out of my skin. Rachel, however, was much less phased.



"I got this," she said, climbing off of me, my cock sliding from her ass. I dropped to the bed, still exhausted, while she walked over to the door naked as the day she was born. While her legs may have been shaky after what we'd done, she walked confidently to check the peephole, then let out a sigh of relief.
"There's no trouble," Rachel clarified. "Well, no trouble we don't want, anyway."
Still naked and fearless, she opened the door.
"Well, somebody just got *fucked*," Josie Wong said, amused, as she walked inside. I grinned at the sight of my girlfriend, as beautiful as ever. The 5'4", pale goth princess, wore her customary long, black coat, as well as a matching tank top cut off at the midriff and short leather skirt. These hugged her impressive D-cups and round ass well, while her fishnets and big leather boots clung to her legs rather flatteringly. Her dark eyes, looking from under a black pixie cut and made darker by her makeup, looked first to Rachel with some appreciation, before flitting over to me. Her full lips, painted black, grinned as she saw me, before her eyes went to Rachel again.
"I thought you were hot before..." Josie purred.
"Thanks. You're pretty fucking hot yourself," Rachel said, leaning in to kiss Josie. Josie kissed her back, wrapping an arm around her to squeeze Rachel's ass.
"Oh, this is going to be *so* fun," Josie said, strolling over to me.
"Someone got fucked? I wanna get fucked..." Brooke King complained. The tiny, petite blonde, her hair still done up in pigtails, bounced inside. As was her usual style, she was dressed almost entirely in pink, possibly designer clothes, with a short skirt, knee-high socks, a tight top decorated in multiple hearts and light coat. She looked as sweet and bubbly as ever, beaming with excitement and at the possibility of new adventure.
"Patience, patience," Rachel said, closing the door behind Brooke as she walked inside. "It's finally good to meet you in person, Brooke... I like what I see."
"Thanks! And, also, holy shit, you're so fucking hot! I mean, like, I knew you were hot, but I didn't know you were like, this *totally* hot," Brooke said, looking Rachel up and down before reaching up to playfully squeeze one of her tits, before looking back down. "Oh, wow, you're totally leaking cum."
"Yeah, Ryan just filled my ass," Rachel said, looking over to me with some pride and lust, before turning back to Brooke. "You want some?"
"Do I!" Brooke exclaimed.
Unhesitatingly, Rachel pushed Brooke to her knees on the floor, then turned around to present Brooke her ass. Brooke didn't need much encouragement, but Rachel offered it anyway, grabbing Brooke by the pigtails and forcing Brooke's face into her ass.
Rolling her eyes at Brooke, Josie dropped her bag beside the bed, then tossing her coat on top of my pile of clothes.
"Our girlfriend is such a fucking slut," Josie said, sitting down on the bed next to me so we could both watch Brooke and Rachel.
"Yeah, well, with both of us, she's in good company," I said.
"The best," Josie agreed, kissing me. "Happy Valentine's Day."
"Happy Valentine's Day," I replied.
Between the moaning on the TV and the moaning from Rachel as Brooke eagerly slurped my cum from Rachel's ass, the room was filled with sounds of pleasure that made it an interesting environment, to say the least.
"You look like you've had a lot of fun already," Josie said looking at me.
"Pretty damn fun," I agreed. "Thanks for the surprise, by the way."
"Oh, no problem," she replied. "It just made sense, and we've wanted to try this for a while. You're not too fucked out for Brooke and I, are you?"
"Ha, never," I said. "Though, realistically, I could use a bit of R&R before my next round."
"It's okay," Josie explained. "We got this."
She looked over at Brooke eating my cum out of Rachel's ass, then back to me.
"Well, I'd say that Brooke's actually got this for now. Fuck this is hot, though..." Josie amended.
"It's pretty fucking awesome is what it is," Rachel groaned, holding Brooke's face to her ass. "I gotta get me a Brooke, her mouth just doesn't quit!"
Josie smirked. "Yeah, your basic Brooke might need some housebreaking, but is generally quite docile and eager to please."
Brooke pulled her face back and said, "You guys, like, know I'm here, right? And my own person and all that and not some little puppy? I mean, like, I'm eating some of the yummiest cum from one of the yummiest asses, but that doesn't mean I can't be a mean bitch if you keep talking shit about me."
With that, she dove back in, continuing to lick out Rachel's ass.
"Okay, point taken," Rachel replied.
"See why we love her?" Josie quipped.
"Oh, very much so," Rachel groaned, her head falling back as Brooke continued to tongue her ass.
While I was enjoying the show quite a bit, I felt the need to ask Josie, "So, do we have a plan for this? So we can... I dunno, Valentine's the hell out of this?"
"Not a serious plan, but Brooke and I do have a few things to talk about before things go too far. I'm all for watching this a little while longer first, let Brooke have her fun with a new toy..." Josie suggested, pulling her tank top over her head and revealing her tattooed body, pierced navel, and big, beautiful, bare tits to me. Full and round, with firm dark nipples (the left one pierced), she was a sight to behold.
"You are so fucking beautiful," I said.
"I know it," Josie replied. "But, it never hurts to hear. Suck my tits before we get to talking?"
"Gladly," I replied, leaning down and sucking on her left nipple. Josie moaned as I gave her piercing a flick, then gently started sucking.
"Rachel's so fucking hot... I thought I had some good art, but her... fuck, I'm out of my league here... I can see why you love her..." Josie groaned.
I took my mouth off her nipple, surprised that Josie had put that together. A little fearful over what she might say next, I tried to steer out of the skid. "I-"
Josie forced my mouth back onto her tit. "Keep sucking. And don't worry about it; it's fucking obvious. From the conversations I've had with her, I can see why; it's hard not to. She's cool, she's smart, and she's a fucking hottie. So long as it doesn't fuck up what you, me and Brooke got, don't worry about it... and keep doing that tongue thing, because that's fucking goooooooooood..."
"You two are so fucking cute together," Rachel mused. "And I love the art, Josie. And your boobs; very nice!"
"Back atcha, though I'm gonna need a few more tats if I'm ever gonna catch up with you," Josie replied.
"Hey, you got time..." Rachel purred, gently stroking Brooke's head.
Lips smacking, Brooke pulled out of Rachel's ass and said, "Wow, that was, like, totally a fuckload of cum."
"Yeah, Ryan's good at that," Josie mused, finally pushing my head from her tits and looking down at my half-hard cock with some interest.
"Something in the water around here, I've been told," I said.
"Yeah, yeah, we all heard that one," Brooke said, getting back on her feet. "But until a scientific study's gone down that backs that with some rock-solid empirical evidence, I'm gonna put that theory in the pile with witches bein' responsible for what happens around school."
An image of Leah Sartori and the spell we cast for this very purpose flashed before my eyes, making me smirk.
"Oh, I knew I liked you," Rachel said, amused, lightly kissing Brooke on the lips.
"There's a lot to like, what can I say!" Brooke said, flashing her bright smile before bounding over to the bed to sit on the other side of me. I leaned in to kiss her, first on the lips, then on her forehead, making her smile and giggle.
"While this is totally fun, and I can't wait until we all rip off whatever clothes are still on and just go to town on each other, we, like, gotta have a quick talk before we go any further," Brooke said.
"Blondie's right," Josie said. "Though I'm kinda impressed that she's the only one here who's still fully dressed."
"Me too," Brooke said thoughtfully, looking to me dreamily. "But, right now we got more important things to talk about with you and Rachel."
"Sure," I replied.
"I'm all ears," Rachel replied, walking around and lounging on the other side of the bed from Brooke, Josie and me. Laying down, she stretched out, looking sublimely comfortable and sure of herself.
Brooke grinned. "You wanna do this, or should I?"
"Have at it," Josie replied. "You're on a roll, and I don't wanna stop you."
"Sweet!" Brooke exclaimed, looking from Rachel to me, beaming. "So, Ryan... Josie and I, we're really proud of all you've been doing this month and today, and we know that you've done a lot and are probably tired as hell because of all the ladies you ate, and because Brianna and Rachel are really, really fucking hawt, and, like, we're not gonna put too much on you, honest, but that doesn't mean we don't want *anything*. You're our boyfriend after all, and it's Valentine's Day, and we're supposed to make this all kinds of special and fun. We helped arrange something so you two could hook up, kind of our gift to both you and Rachel because we know you guys have been wantin' each other since, like, forever..."
"-since November," Josie corrected.
"...November, forever, sue me, I'm more into English than temporal mechanics," Brooke continued. "And it looks like you two had a crazy amount of fun. Since that's done for now, it's time for us to want some stuff from you two. We think it's only fair, and it'll be all sortsa fun. Totally."
It didn't take much for me to look at Rachel and say, "Sounds fair to me."
"Me too," Rachel replied. "They clearly care about you, and helped get me laid, so, it seems like the least I can do."
"Goodie!" Brooke exclaimed.
"Wonderful," Josie replied, her hand dropping down to stroke my cock gently. I hissed at her touch, quite liking how she felt against me.
"So," I said, looking back to my girlfriends. "I'm assuming you want a little more than your typical four-way? That you've got something more interesting in mind?"
"There'll be plenty of that, to be sure, afterward, but we've got some special requests first," Josie explained.
"Oh?" Rachel asked, curious. "Like what?"
"Me, I'm not asking for too much," Brooke giggled. "But Josie and I, we brought some strap-ons, and I'd love it if the three of you can fuck all my holes at once. Just, completely and utterly use me, make me, like, your little fuckslut."
"Well, you *are* our fuckslut," Josie said.
"No, I'm your *girlfriend*, and, yeah, we get up to some intense stuff quite often, but, I want to just be completely and utterly used. I just wanna surrender while my whole body becomes your fucktoy, something about submitting like that... gets me all wet and squirmy... and it's not like I've never done it before, I love me a good gangbang, but, this kind of treatment, it's some of the best, especially if it's with people I really like and trust, and since I know two out of the three of ya really frickin' well, and the third I'm willing to trust on Ryan's word, I think it'll be a *lot* of fun," Brooke explained.
"You look fun," Rachel replied.
"You don't know the half of it," I said to Rachel, smirking. "This girl's crazy flexible. Cheerleader."
"Oh, I'm *really* starting to like her," Rachel said, grinning devilishly.
"Goodie!" Brooke exclaimed. "So, you guys promise you'll triple fuck me like a dirty little slut 'til I can't see straight?"
Looking to the other two, I felt confident in answering, "We promise.
"Yay!" Brooke exclaimed, before turning to her girlfriend. "Josie, your turn, your turn, your turn!"
Josie looked a little more hesitant to share what she was looking for, but soon licked her lips and smiled at both Rachel and me.
"You know, I thought I knew how to explain exactly what I wanted here... but now that I'm actually saying it out loud, it feels crazy... but I'm gonna say it anyway," Josie said, taking in a deep breath.
Quickly, she said, "I want to be fisted."
"Fisted?" I asked, surprised but intrigued.
"Awesome," Rachel replied.
Looking back to her, Josie grinned nervously. "I'm glad you think that, because I really want you to do it."
This was enough to make Rachel sit up. "Come again?"
"Later, hopefully a lot," Josie smiled.
"There's no hopefully to it, it *is* gonna happen a lot, but let's get back to the topic at hand. It's not that I'm not flattered or anything, I just... would've thought that it would have been one of these two you'd want," Rachel said, waving from me to Brooke.
Josie explained, "This is something I've wanted for a really long time, I think, and in time, maybe I'll do it with them, if I like it tonight... but this is my first time, and I want it to be, well, I can't believe I'm gonna use this word because it's gonna make me sound like such a cliched girl, but I want it to be *special*. Don't get me wrong, it would be special with either of these two, but, while Brooke's got the enthusiasm and the fisting experience, she doesn't exactly have what I'd call self-control-"
"Guilty as charged!" Brooke interjected.
"-and Ryan's hands are on the larger side. While you... you've got the proportions, and I'd presume the experience?" Josie asked.
"Not a lot, but some," Rachel replied, honest and without a trace of edge.
Josie smiled shyly. "Well, some is better than none... but more than that... and no offense to either Ryan or Brooke here, but, from head to toe, you are unbelievably my type. Dark and mysterious and tatted and sarcastic... and I just look at you and I'm practically already gushing. You might be the hottest woman I've ever seen, and I can't believe I'm lucky enough to be in the same room with you naked, knowing we're going to be doing some crazy shit with each other very soon. So... yeah, that's why I want you to fist me."
Rachel's smile took a soft turn, possibly the softest it would take tonight, and leaned in to gently kiss Josie. I saw Josie's breath catch before she melted into the kiss, moaning softly.
"You're really my type too," Rachel said softly, smiling a little shyly herself at Josie. "And it would be my honor to be your first fisting."
Sounding almost like Brooke, Josie kissed Rachel and replied, "Goodie."
Brooke and I looked at one another, amused at the way Josie and Rachel started going at it. I said, "I guess we oughta get some tattoos if we want to keep up with these two."
Jokingly, Brooke replied, "Totally."
Rachel practically tackled Josie to the bed, twisting her until they were both fully on the bed before unzipping the side of Josie's skirt and pulling it off of her impressive ass. I wasn't surprised that Josie wasn't wearing any underwear, something that clearly pleased Rachel as well when she got a look at Josie's shaved pussy. On top of her, Rachel fully enjoyed this dominant position, experimentally kissing my girlfriend while playfully grinding their tits against one another.
"I'm not sure how Ryan would look with tattoos, but I think Brooke would look pretty fucking awesome with some, don't you?" Rachel asked, kissing Josie.
"Totally," Josie responded. "A sleeve here, fully cover her back..."
Brooke rolled her eyes. "How about something for the lower back first, then we'll, like, talk?"
"Nothing wrong with tramp stamps, either..." Josie said, moaning as Rachel playfully began toying with Josie's pussy. The fisting would come later, but for now, with the two getting acquainted with one another, things were looking pretty good.
Sighing heavily, Brooke said, "Guess I'm gonna have to be the grown-up one in the room."
While curious at first what she meant by this, I laughed when I saw her tugging at Josie's boots, pulling them off and tossing them aside while Josie and Rachel clearly couldn't care less.
"They're gonna thank me later for being painfully practical now," Brooke said.
"Always so considerate, aren't you?" I said, kissing her sweetly.
"Yeah. Nothin' wrong with that," Brooke said, kissing me sweetly back.
"Nope," I replied. "So, wanna get naked and make out?"
"Fuck yeah!" Brooke squealed, pulling off her jacket and tossing it onto the pile of floor clothes. I soon relieved her of her top, freeing her remarkable A-cup tits with the infinitely suckable nipples, while Brooke soon tossed her shoes aside. Her skirt was gone easily enough, leaving her only in a hot pink thong and her knee-high socks.
"Hey, Rachel, I know Josie's amazing, but you need to see this work of art," I said, hoisting Brooke onto her knees so Rachel could better see her ass. Rachel did manage to tear herself away from Josie long enough to look at Brooke's ass, her eyes going wide.
"Oh, fuck yeah," Rachel said, licking her lips. "That is some top shelf ass."
"Isn't it?" Josie said, marveling at our girlfriend.
"You know, she did eat your ass so well, shouldn't the favor be returned?" I asked. Brooke looked delightfully surprised, and I knew that Rachel looked awfully tempted, but didn't want to turn away from Josie.
"Do it," Josie said, her voice husky. "Come back quick, but do it... Brooke's ass is one of the seven fucking wonders of the world, and you'll kick yourself forever if you don't do it now."
Kissing Josie one more time, Rachel turned toward Brooke and said, "After an endorsement like that, how can I not?"
Since Brooke was on her knees facing me, I couldn't see Rachel bend down behind her, but I did see Brooke's eyes go wide and hear her squeal with a very distinct pleasure.
"Sweet!" Brooke exclaimed.
Wanting to make it even sweeter, I leaned in, taking one of Brooke's nipples in my mouth, while reaching beneath the flimsy fabric of her thong and rubbing her sweet, hot, and soaking wet little slit.
"Oooh, yeah, this is... fuck... so much fun... fuck... I fucking love Valentine's Day!" Brooke squealed, enjoying being sandwiched between Rachel and me.
"Well, there's no way I'm letting you guys have all the fun," Josie said, getting on her knees and crawling around to Brooke's side. Her fingers soon joined mine in pleasuring Brooke's pussy, while Josie soon forced her lips against Brooke's. The two of them were soon making out energetically, and when I finally took my mouth from Brooke's tits, I joined them. The three of us exchanged kisses while Josie and I fingered Brooke and Rachel ate her ass.
Yeah, Brooke was definitely being spoiled, but given the day, how could we not?
Oh, who am I kidding, we would've spoiled Brooke any day of the year. She deserved it.
It wasn't long before Brooke was a quivering, moaning mess, shaking with orgasm as she gushed over our hands. If it weren't for the two of us holding her up, and Rachel gripping her legs the way she was, I was certain that Brooke would have fallen down for how hard she was shaking.
"Okay, okay, wow, I mean... fucking wow, that's awesome, so totally cool," Brooke panted, gently pushing Josie and me away. "But weren't we supposed to be getting Josie ready for some fisting?"
"Yeah, but it's kinda impossible not to jump you when the chance arises," I said.
"You are pretty fucking irresistible," Rachel said, licking her lips after pulling her mouth from Brooke's ass.
"I wouldn't mind some of that treatment too," Josie said, rolling onto her back with her head on one of the bed's pillows. "You know, since I'm about to be fisted and all that, I could use a little warming up. I'm pretty wet from all this, but a little more is never a bad thing under these circumstances, I think..."
Rachel licked her lips again, crawling between Josie's parted legs. "I'm down for that."
Without any hesitation or preamble, Rachel soon began fingering and eating Josie's pussy like her life depended on it, making Josie moan at the attention. Though she held Rachel's head in her hands, her eyes were on Brooke and me, watching us when her eyes weren't closed shut tight from the power of her moans.



Brooke and I looked down at her, smiling, before holding each other close and making out. We knew that Josie liked a good show, and if it was going to make things easier for her to get soaked and relaxed in time to take Rachel's fist... well, so much the better.
The four of us kept up like this for a long while, Brooke and me making out, Rachel eating and fingering Josie's cunt, and Josie, well, enjoying being the spoiled one among us. Looking down at her, Brooke and I could see the telltale signs of Josie being on the verge of a pretty impressive orgasm.
Rachel must have seen that as well, for that was the moment she pulled away, with one last lick to Josie's clit, before saying, "I think we're close to ready."
Josie glowered down at Rachel with lustful fury. "You're a cruel fucking bitch."
"Don't I know it... but you're gonna be begging this bitch for her fist, soon," Rachel replied, finding the bottle of lube on the bedside table and grabbing it.
"Fuck soon; I want you *now*," Josie said, her voice dark.
Rachel laughed. "This isn't something you wanna rush."
"Totally," Brooke agreed. "Listen to Rachel."
"Fine, fine," Josie chuckled. "But I'm horny... and I want you... I want fucking all of you..."
"Oh, you've got us..." I said.
"Yeah, we ain't goin' nowhere," Brooke replied, breaking off from me and crawling over to Josie's left side. "We're gonna sandwich you in like this, touchin' and kissin' ya while we watch Rachel push her whole hand in you! It's, like, gonna be totally awesome!"
Eying Brooke as she pulled off her thong, exposing her pretty pink pussy with the small thatch of blonde pubic hair shaved into a heart shape, then molded herself to Josie's side, I had to admit that it sounded like a pretty good fucking plan. I climbed around Rachel, pressing myself against Josie's right side, joining Brooke as we massaged Josie's tits and took turns kissing our girlfriend.
"I think we're likely gonna empty this whole damn bottle of lube tonight," Rachel said, amused, coating her left hand before squeezing some directly onto Josie's pussy.
Josie hissed. "That could be warmer."
"Trust me, your cunt's gonna get a whole lot hotter very, very soon," Rachel said, reaching down to touch Josie with her lubed up hand.
Brooke and I wanted to give Josie our absolute attention, but there was something mesmerizing at the prospect that Josie was about to be fisted. We couldn't *not* watch what was going on, but the moment Josie turned her head to kiss one of us... yeah, we were pretty easily lost.
"Alright, we're gonna start with something simple," Rachel said, pressing a single finger inside of Josie. "That's one. How's it feel?"
Josie groaned as Rachel wriggled between her thighs. "Feels like you found my g-spot!"
"Oh, good, I was hoping..." Rachel said, smirking. "But let's be honest, one finger, that's nothing. If you can take one, you can take two..."
Rachel adjusted her position slightly, enough to slide another into Josie. For her part, Josie continued groaning, breathing nice and heavily as Rachel fingered her from above.
It was an interesting experience, being here simply for the ride, keeping Josie close as another woman pleasured her. Watching her face as Rachel, so beautiful and commanding, fingered her... it was a beautiful, impressive sight.
"So, you can take Ryan's cock like it's nothing, so, I don't think you're going to have any trouble with three fingers. Do you?" Rachel asked.
"His cock isn't nothing..." Josie moaned, "But I don't think it'll be an issue..."
"Let's find out!" Rachel enthused, slowly pressing a third finger into Josie's well-stretched cunt.
"That's..." Josie breathed, "...easy..."
"Uh huh, I'm sure it's the easiest thing you've ever done," Rachel teased.
"We've done some crazy shit," I said, defending my girlfriend's bona fides as a skilled slut.
"Yeah, I've shoved all sortsa stuff in her, dildos bigger than Ryan even; she can take whatever you try to throw at her!" Brooke joined in.
"Thanks for the votes of confidence, guys..." Josie smiled, kissing each of us.
"Thank them now, but wait to reserve judgment until I've got more than three in..." Rachel said, readjusting her hand and forcing her pinkie into Josie's pussy.
"Oh fuck..." Josie whimpered, closing her eyes tightly. It must have been hell for her, driven to the edge, almost overcome with an orgasm, and now going through the agonizingly slow process of having Rachel slowly pushing her entire hand in her. Rachel knew what she was doing, smiling with a sense of amused superiority, while at the same time taking it slow, making sure that Josie was capable of taking what she had to give her. It was yet another reason I was happy to share this bed with a group of similarly like-minded, highly sexual people. We knew what we wanted, but we also knew how to respect each other's boundaries.
Rachel continued to slowly twist her four fingers inside of Josie, gradually thrusting them in and out, making sure that Josie's cunt could accommodate what she already had given her. I could tell that this was an intense experience, one that was pushing Josie slowly to her limits, but the look of raw, lustful determination on her face told me that she would not give up. With Brooke and me on either side of her, a woman she found painfully hot fucking her, and a whole lot of lube, I knew that Josie would be able to conquer this.
"Alright, now we get to the really hard part... and if it's too much, please tell me... I can't promise that it's going to be all fun, some of it's going to hurt, but some of it's going to feel amazing, some of it's going to be both at the same time... just relax, and breathe..." Rachel calmly instructed, gently stroking Josie's inner thigh with her free hand.
"I'm relaxing... I'm breathing..." Josie said, kissing Brooke, but quickly looking back between her legs. "...but thank you."
"You're ready?" Rachel asked.
Quietly, quickly, Josie nodded.
"Alright. I'm going to start pressing my thumb into you, then," Rachel explained. She shot me a knowing look, one that told me to be there for Josie. I didn't need this explained to me, but I nodded to her in understanding. With that, Rachel smirked, cocky and proud and sublimely confident.
I watched her rub her thumb over Josie's clit, making my goth girlfriend groan from the deepest center of her core, before Rachel said, "Wait a minute, wait a minute... you ain't seen *nothing* yet..."
With that, she angled inward, and slowly pushed inside of Josie.
"Holy shit, holy shit, holy *fuck*," Josie moaned as her pussy was invaded in the most impressive fashion it had ever known. "So full, so fucking full, so big... you're stretching me... I've never been stretched like this... take it slow, take it slow, but keep going, keep fucking going, don't you dare fucking stop, don't you dare... holy fuck, like that, please, keep going, keep going, give it to me, give it to me, don't fucking stop, holy shit, holy shit, HOLY MOTHERFUCKING SHIT!"
I don't know what it was that fully caused Josie to cry out like that, but seeing much of Rachel's thumb disappearing into her almost certainly had something to do with it. Josie moaned a high-pitched, needy sound. In response, Brooke and I held onto her tightly, squeezing her tits and stroking her abs while we took our turns kissing her. The kisses were quick and fleeting because there was no way we were going to miss the show, not as Rachel slowly worked the rest of her thumb inside of Josie.
"Now comes the hardest part... feel free to get as loud as you need to, no one will blame you..." Rachel explained, rocking her hand back and forth slightly, thrusting in and out ever so slowly, as she pressed the rest of her hand into Josie's cunt.
Josie's eyes went wide, watching as her pussy slowly stretched to accommodate Rachel's hand. There were no more words, no more curses as we all simply looked down, watching as Rachel's hand slipped gently further and further inside of Josie Wong's pussy, until it was no more. Josie's pussy lips closed ever so slightly, and now the only part of Rachel sticking out was her wrist.
"Well, isn't that something," Rachel groaned, twisting her hand around in Josie.
"Y-y-y-yeah..." Josie whimpered, her eyes rolling back as she collapsed to the bed. "Holy shit... I'm being fisted..."
"Pretty cool, right?" Rachel asked.
"That's... one word... for it..." Josie gasped, her eyes opening widely as she stared down at the undeniable fact that Rachel was fisting her.
"Cool's not enough, that's, like, completely and totally fucking awesome! You did it, Josie! You got Rachel's fist in ya!" Brooke squealed, at first offering her hand up for a high five, before realizing that Josie wasn't exactly in a high-fiving sort of state right now, at which point she simply kissed her.
"And it's only getting better," Rachel said, twisting her hand slightly and making Josie groan loudly. "I need all my focus to make sure that I'm handling Josie's cunt well, so... Brooke, will you play with her clit? I bet we can really make this bitch scream."
Josie's eyes went wide at this suggestion, but not nearly as wide as Brooke's grin. Climbing down Josie's body, Brooke cried out, "TOTALLY!"
"Wa-wa-wait... can't we handle this a little slOOOOOOOOW!!!!!" Josie squealed, her words drifting off into nothingness as Brooke eagerly suckled and lapped at her clit. Brooke King had always been one of the most eager lovers I'd known, and with something as twisted and different as what we had going on here that also happened to please her girlfriend, I knew she was going to have a lot of fun with this.
Feeling a little left out, I looked to Rachel, who had easily taken on the role of director, and asked, "So, what should I be doing here?"
"Whatever suits you; comfort her, play with her tits, make out, Brooke and I got this pretty well handled here," Rachel explained, continuing to rock her fist from side to side gently while Brooke eagerly lapped at Josie's cunt.
"Fuck that gentle shit..." Josie grunted animalistically, her eyes fluttering briefly before locking hungrily onto me. Her breathing was heavy, her body tense and shuddering, but it was possible she had never looked more satisfied.
She continued, "...I need that cock... fuck my face while they fist me... just do it... do it... fuck me..."
"You're sure?" I asked.
Through a low, guttural moan, Josie nodded. "FUCKING DO IT!"
Well, I wasn't going to argue with that kind of yell. So, I disentangled myself from Josie and got up on my knees beside her face. My erection had, quite thankfully, regained its full strength by this point, and bobbed only a matter of inches above Josie's mouth.
Unhesitatingly, Josie took the first few inches of my cock in her mouth, swirling her tongue around the head, and then let it pop from her mouth. Her face screwed up in a look of sudden, unexpected pleasure, Josie exclaimed, "OH FUCK!"
The orgasm clearly hit her unexpectedly, and when it did, it was devastating. The room filled with high, pleasurable screams as Josie looked like she had been hit by lightning. Her whole body was overcome with violent, earthshaking spasms that shook the bed so hard that I could have sworn it was going to fall apart. Rachel and Brooke never let up for a second, sucking and fisting Josie into oblivion while Josie squirted on both of them, and for the first time in a while I was glad that my cock wasn't in Josie's mouth.
When Josie did finally calm down for a moment, I shoved my cock back in her mouth, and she sucked it like the perfect little cumslut that she was.
We kept this arrangement going for some time, with Brooke and Rachel making Josie cum so many times I'd lost count, and to a point where I was amazed that she had any fluids left in her body. Josie, for her part, looked like she'd died and gone to heaven, begging for more while the other two delivered. Even after I came again and coated her fucking face with my cum, she was begging the other two for more. They kept doing this for a good long while, long enough for me to get back to full hardness again and climb up behind Brooke, sliding into her pussy while she continued to eagerly service Josie's clit.
It felt like it was this sight, me fucking Brooke while her face was still covered with my cum, that might well have set Josie off this one conclusive time. Her eyes going from Rachel, to Brooke and me, and back again, Josie let out one final, catastrophic cry of ecstasy, before experiencing what appeared to be a final blinding cum.
"Okay... okay... that's it..." Josie whispered, finally pushing back against Rachel and Brooke. Brooke seemed more than happy to not have to focus on this anymore, as soon she was cumming (and setting me off to cum deep inside of her), leaving us both exhausted and panting on the bed next to Josie. The three of us were spent, for the moment, while Rachel triumphantly pulled her hand out of Josie and licked her fingers.
"Well, I dunno about you guys, but that was fucking fun for me," Rachel said proudly, climbing onto the other side of Josie from Brooke and me, holding her close and kissing her. Josie and Rachel made out slowly, a nice show for a moment before Brooke climbed on top of me and started doing the same. The four of us made out in our nice little pairs for a while like this, before Josie broke off the kiss with Rachel and looked down at her pussy lips.
"Fuck, my cunt's gonna be weird for a while, isn't it?" Josie said.
"Not as long as ya think!" Brooke said, chipper. "Addison's was back to normal in no time after I fisted her."
"Oh, that's comforting," Josie said, half-joking and half meaning it.
Looking sublimely satisfied, Rachel propped herself up on one elbow and gently stroked Josie's nipples. "So, I don't know about you three, but this is easily top four Valentine's Days for me, easy."
"Top four? I thought we'd easily have cracked top three!" I joked back.
"Eh, it's been alright so far," Josie said, her voice still somewhat weak from a cumdrunk haze, but still enough to hold her generally wry sense of humor intact.
Sitting up in bed, Brooke poked each of us. "Ummm, hello? You know I still haven't gotten my present, right? I mean, like, we brought a bag fulla dildos and strap-ons and plugs and clamps and straps and all sorts of goodies! Don't tell me you're all fucked out already when you totally haven't even hit the main course yet! Because remember when y'all promised to triple fill me? Well, it's time to collect!"
I know Josie and me could have probably collapsed here and now and slept for a good day or two after the kind of fucking we had done, but it was Valentine's Day, and we weren't going to deny our girlfriend.
I sat up with Brooke, reaching down to finger her (much to her delight). When I looked to her, Josie gave me a simple nod, and Rachel... well, the devilish grin on her face was hard to lose tonight with all that we were doing, and she definitely looked ready to do more.
I said, "Well, the little slut wants us to use her, ladies... I say we fucking use her and make this a Valentine's she won't ever forget."
With a playful darkness in my eyes, I descended on Brooke. In response, she simply said, "Goodie."
***
What came after that was a whirlwind of some of the most insane sex I had ever had. With Rachel and Josie wearing a pair of enormous strap-ons, the three of us repeatedly fucked Brooke in every hole at once, making her a complete and utter mess as she was covered in cum, drool and pussy juices, cumming again and again as the three of us brutally fucked her and made sure she was completely and utterly filled.
When Brooke finally lost some of her energy, that didn't mean the night was done. I remember simply a blur of body parts and pleasure, of lube and toys. I had to have been in each of Josie, Brooke and Rachel's holes once, cumming god only knew how many times and where. It was a miracle that we never got called out for all the noise we were making, because I wouldn't have wanted to interrupt a night of such utterly perfect debauchery as this. I remember the ending well, the three of them kneeling before me, alternating between sucking and jacking my cock, Brooke reaching between my legs to both fondle my balls and play with two fingers up my ass as I blew one final, conclusive load over all three of their faces, only to watch the three of them kiss each other clean afterward.
It was a beautiful exhausting night... and one that had to come to an end eventually.
It was around three in the morning when we finally knew things were reaching their end. We were all tired and drained and in need of some serious rest. The shower in Rachel's bathroom was only big enough to hold two of us comfortably at a time, so while Josie and Brooke went first, Rachel and I followed soon after.
As hot water and soap brought some life back to us, I asked the question I felt needed to be asked.
"So... you gonna be in town long?" I asked.
"Sorry," Rachel replied, her eyes a little downcast. "It's just a weekend trip, back to work on Monday, and I want to spend some of that time with my family tomorrow."
"I understand," I said.
"I know. I'd love to spend some more time with you three, but... yeah, I need to make sure everything's good at home before I make my way back up north," she said.
"Think you might make it back down here again anytime soon?" I asked.
"Maybe. You never know. Work's been getting more flexible, and I do about as much from home as I do from the office, but... I don't know," Rachel admitted. "I'm not sure I want to be down here more often, yet... there's still a lot I need to sort out with my parents and Tori where distance might actually be helping... things are better than they've been in a really long time, but there's still a lot of work that needs to be done, and I'm not sure I want to work that out just yet."
The greedy part of me that loved Rachel wanted a more conclusive answer than that, but the realist in me understood better than that.
"Do what you need to do," I said.
"Thanks," Rachel said, pulling me down to kiss her. "And you better do right by those two, you hear? Brooke and Josie... those are some special girls. Don't fuck things up with them, or you'll have to hear from me."
I pressed her into the wall, feeling the faintest bit of life coming back to my cock. "Well, I wouldn't want that now, would I?"
Reaching down, Rachel lined my cock up with her pussy and said, "Nope..."
She grunted, accepting my cock within her again. "...you *totally* don't want that."
It would have been a good time to laugh, but I was too tired to laugh.
Thankfully, I wasn't too tired to fuck her slowly against the wall of the shower.
***
For Josie, Brooke and I to leave Rachel was a difficult task. Even with the four of us dressed, the memories of what we had done made it difficult to stop exchanging kisses, hugs, and the occasional grope. Fortunately for us, exhaustion was hitting the four of us well, and eventually the three of us were able to make our way away from Rachel's motel room and across the parking lot to Brooke's car.
It was... actually kind of sad to leave her behind like that, I'll admit. Oh, I knew she would be fine, and I would be fine, but I knew that Rachel and I had something different, something... special, and it wasn't easy to let that go.
Thank god for these two.
"So, I don't know about what you guys think, but I think Rachel was full of shit," Josie said.
"About what?" I asked.
Josie grinned. Her lipstick was long gone after all the fucking and showering, but it was no less beautiful a smile than usual. She said, "This was the best Valentine's ever."
"Totally," Brooke replied.
Walking between the two of them, I looked at my feet. "I... I think I disagree, actually."



"Oh? You got a better Valentine's up your sleeve?" Josie asked.
"No," I admitted. "But you make it sound so simple, like it can't be topped..."
I wrapped an arm around each of their shoulders as we walked, and said, "...so I say, this isn't the best Valentine's *ever*. I say it's the best one yet."
Josie mulled this over, and said, "Cheesy, Ryan. Cheesy... but I like it."
"I love it!" Brooke replied. "The first of many Valentine's Days with you two? Yeah, we can do better than this!"
"Totally," I agreed, first kissing Brooke, then Josie. Then, not wanting to be left, out, Brooke jumped across me to kiss Josie, as the three of us walked toward her car arm in arm and smiling.
"I love you guys," Brooke said.
"Love you both too," Josie added, beaming.
"Love you the most," I said, leaning against Brooke's car once we got there. "Though sleeping in a cleaner bed than what we left behind in that motel room... I might love that more soon."
Brooke laughed. Josie poked me. Grinning, I simply said, "Happy Valentine's Day."
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, shoot me some feedback or consider becoming a patron, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. It's been a rough few years, and in times like this, it becomes very easy to give in to anger and let that rule your life. I ask that, instead of letting anger run your life, take a breath, ask yourself if anger is really best in this moment, and if it isn't, try to guide it more constructively. When given an opportunity, try to spread a little kindness in the world instead of hate. Do something nice for a complete stranger. Brighten the day of someone you care about. Talk to a friend you haven't talked to in ages. Help someone who is having a hard time. It's a rough world out there these days, and while that doesn't look like it will change anytime soon, it doesn't take much to make it just a little bit better. Please be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: On Valentine's Day night and after a long day of pleasuring the women of Regan Hills, 18-year-old Ryan Collins went to a nearby motel for a surprise by his girlfriends, Josie Wong and Brooke King. While they weren't there, he was truly surprised by the sight of his older friend and confidante, Rachel McNeil, waiting for him. Having not seen her in person since she left town after the disaster on Thanksgiving, the two had some serious, rough sex, and admitted their love for one another. The party only continued after Josie and Brooke arrived, having a hardcore foursome, including Josie getting fisted. Parting with Rachel on good terms and with one of his girlfriends on each arm, Ryan is ready to see where the remainder of the month takes him.
***
Valentine's Day was exhausting. God love Josie, Brooke and Rachel, but they completely and utterly fucked whatever energy I had out of me after an already exhausting day. It didn't surprise me that I slept until past noon on the day after, and thankfully my girlfriends were so worn out that they weren't up for much other than kicking back and relaxing for the day. Getting a chance to recharge, watch some movies, and even get in a little homework time... that was needed. And welcome. It was good to get a chance for the three of us to just hang out and be, well, with each other, and it was an excellent chaser to Valentine's Day itself.
The weekend, however, could not last forever, and on Monday it was back to school. I may not have had quite a spring in my step while I still recovered from the tail end of Valentine's Day, but I was feeling hale and hearty and almost ready to face the world when I got to school.
Then I saw the text.
The damned text.
The text I wanted to see almost more than anything, yet once I had it, seized me with terror.
TORI: Can we talk? After school, bleachers by the baseball field.
So, yeah, that took a bit of the air out of what had started out as a pretty alright day. I knew this was a possibility, of course; after several months of a shattered friendship, and a slow crawl back toward amicability, I'd thought that dropping an olive branch off at my former best friend, Tori McNeil's, house on Valentine's Day would be a path toward returning our friendship to normal. Of course, it could never be *normal* normal, not after I'd had sex with her, her mom *and* her sister, but I was hopeful that something could be rebuilt from the ashes.
Now that Tori wanted to actually talk, however... yeah, things felt tenser than I had expected.
And so, while it was lunchtime at school, I might have stood around looking a bit stupid while I watched our 18-year-old senior class president, Indian beauty Sabrina Singh, taking down Valentine's decorations from one of the halls near the cafeteria. She did this without help save for a step ladder, even though there had to be people whose responsibility this fell under, and while she may have looked like one of the loneliest people in the world, by the smile she had on her weary face, I wasn't going to bet that she had any problem doing what she was doing.
Sabrina always had an eye toward the future, and she wanted all of us to look toward it as well. Looking at her was a constant reminder that there were more months behind us than ahead of us this year... and while I had some ideas of what I'd like my future to hold, there was still a lot about it that felt vaguely terrifying to me.
"The older I get, the more I think about holidays," I said as I watched the decorations come down.
"Well, that's random as hell," my companion replied.
I looked at her, trying to put my jumbled thoughts together toward considering the future. "I swear, I've got a point... at least I think I do. We spend so long waiting for them to come up, making our reservations, buying all of our preparations, and once they come, they're over in the blink of an eye. Oh, sure, if we plan and execute them well, we have some pretty great times, but once they're no longer in the future and those pieces of fun are behind us, all we have left are..."
I couldn't think of the right word. Fortunately, my companion could.
"...memories?" Leah Sartori suggested.
I looked at the pretty, dark-haired Wiccan and grinned. "Something like that."
Leah and I had taken to wandering for a few minutes every so often during our lunch periods to take in the seasonal changes at school, at first ostensibly for our school's paper, the Puma Press, which we both worked on, but later just because we enjoyed each other's company.
"That's one of those constants about time; it keeps ticking, whether we want it to or not. Maybe someone around here with a better understanding of the sciences than myself can explain all the ways I'm wrong, but until then, yeah, I get you," Leah nodded, running a hand briefly over one of her multiple necklaces. I eyed her, perhaps a little lustfully, remembering how she looked under the eclectically patched dress she wore today. It was enough to give me a very pleasant shiver, remembering that night we had together making magic.
We slowly wandered down the hallway, passing close to Sabrina as she removed a number of pink paper hearts from above a doorway. I was tempted to offer my help, but knowing Sabrina, I doubted she would have accepted. She was a determined girl, and there was little you could do to stop her once she put her mind to something.
Even so, when we passed, she looked at me, briefly, her smile curling slightly more as she nodded silently at me. It was a weary smile, but a genuine one, and one I found easy to return to her. We could all use a little cheer in the world, especially those who worked their asses off as much as Sabrina did.
The moment was fleeting, however, as Leah and I continued down the hall.
"You have a good Valentine's? That spell we did, it had to help things out, right?" I asked Leah, turning back to look at her.
Leah smirked at me, knowingly. "I had my fun."
"You had your fun?" I teased. "That's all I'm gonna get?"
"For now..." she said, coyly. "But you can probably get it out of me if you ask nicely enough. I probably don't have to ask if you had a good one, but did you?"
I shifted a little uncomfortably from side to side, tempted to laugh. "It was a little... crazy. Maybe more than a little. Out of pure curiosity, there's no way to, you know, dial back the spell just a little bit? I'm beginning to wonder if we might have made it too powerful, and, you know, I just want to make sure everything's safe."
Leah laughed. "Your safety isn't in question; like I said, I'm a good witch. But as for dialing back the intensity... yeah, that won't happen. We made it strong on purpose."
"Oh, I know," I said, grinning. "I'm just hoping to make it to the end of the month alive."
"Somehow, I think you'll survive," she said, not even pretending to hide her amusement.
I probably earned that, since, well, I was complaining about a life that many guys would kill to have.
"I'm sure I will," I replied, looking down to my phone again.
Leah caught this. "Expecting a text?"
I could have brushed this off, but with the time I'd spent with Leah, we'd forged an honesty. Besides, it felt good to talk to someone, *anyone* about this right now.
"Maybe. Tori wants to meet to talk after school," I explained.
"Wow," Leah replied, nodding. "So that's finally happening."
"Yeah," I replied.
"And... how does it feel?" she asked.
"Scary as hell. I want it to happen, but, I'm pretty fucking scared. If she wants to yell at me some more... or what if I mess things up even worse?" I asked.
Leah reached out and touched my hand. It calmed me, exactly what I needed in the moment. "You'll be fine. Well, you might be fine. Where does she want to meet?"
"The baseball field," I explained.
Leah's eyes brightened. "Ah, so she wants to meet at Nerd Baseball? You should be fine."
"Nerd Baseball?" I asked. This sounded like something I should have heard about before.
She explained, "Kind of a post-Valentine's tradition, I think it goes back quite a while here at Regan Hills High, but who knows how it started, really. Traditionally, it's where a bunch of nerdy or nerd-like girls who didn't have dates on Valentine's Day got together and worked out some stress by playing some baseball. It's not exactly a secret, not exactly public, but it's public enough that I don't think she'll want to cause a scene. It's open to more than just single girls these days, so she's probably playing; her or April, I imagine."
This made a lot of sense, actually. Tori may not have been the most athletic person I knew, but she had always been something of a tomboy; this sounded exactly like the sort of place she'd have shown up. The public nature of it was comforting, but the meeting itself still filled me with some dread.
"Thanks... thanks for the intel," I said.
"Anytime," Leah said, squeezing my hand and smiling.
"Did I hear intel? Who's got some fresh intel?" a cheerful voice asked from behind us.
Leah and I turned to face Nadia Barclay, the lovely African-American student editor of the Puma Press. With her long back hair held back in a ponytail, her sparkling eyes looking particularly lively today under her wire-rimmed glasses, and her preppy sweater/jeans combo looking particularly on point, Nadia was looking particularly cheerful today. As it was a state that she wasn't often in, Leah and I were a little taken aback.
"I was just telling Ryan about Nerd Baseball," Leah explained. "Tori invited him over to watch and talk things out."
Grinning even more broadly, Nadia answered, "Well it's about damn time! I could've used you two working out your shit ages ago."
"It takes time," I said.
"Oh, no doubt, no doubt," Nadia answered, nodding sympathetically while still sounding quite chipper. "I was just hoping you two might have some hot gossip I hadn't heard about."
Nadia was a firm believer in the phrase "knowledge is power", and while she would never publish people's secrets in our school paper, she sure as hell liked to accumulate information on what was happening to whom in case it might come in handy for her.
"You got some for Valentine's, didn't you?" Leah asked, amused.
"And how," Nadia said, biting her lip mischievously and proudly taking Leah's high five. "Whatever you did in that spell, you better keep it coming."
"Only if he kept you cumming," Leah answered.
"He did fine... not as fine as some," Nadia said, tipping a cheesy wink my way. "But fine. So, gossip?"
"None here, I'm afraid," Leah answered.
Nadia looked at me. I shrugged. "My life is gossip, but I don't kiss and tell except to my girlfriends."
"Well, I can always hope you'll change your mind," Nadia said, looking both ways down the hall before leaning in. "So, tell me, you guys want some fresh gossip?"
Leah shrugged, noncommittal, and I said nothing. Nadia took this as an opportunity to continue giving us more gossip than we likely wanted to hear.
"Word has it that Mrs. Addams' husband had a change of heart over Valentine's Day and tried to win her back, call off the divorce while saying he's realized the error of his ways. He says it's about love, I think it's probably about money... she apparently listened for all of five minutes and kicked him to the fucking curb," Nadia said, her tone playful.
I didn't know how Nadia had heard of our English teacher's divorce, since at last report Mrs. Addams was trying to keep it very secret, but, if anyone was going to know about it, it would have been Nadia.
"Good for her," Leah said.
"Seriously," I agreed.
Nadia nodded. "Also, word has it that the shop teacher, Mr. Clay, confiscated some weed off of some juniors and got caught smoking it in the faculty lounge, but they want to keep that hush hush... and have you heard about the big breakup in cheerleader-land? Ryan, it really feels like you ought to know this one..."
I didn't know this one, but suddenly felt a strange burst of concern. Unexpected as anything else this year, I'd come to be rather attached to most of the senior cheerleaders, some of them as very close friends (well, maybe not Gwen Savage, but the rest of them I was pretty attached to). Briefly, I found myself hoping that the gossip wasn't about Sasha Pearl and Peter Nixon. Ever since I'd started tutoring him, Peter had become one of my better friends, and Sasha was a wonderful girl, kind, smart and, well, amazing in bed. The two of them made a nice couple, and I sincerely hoped that the breakup gossip wasn't about them.
"Who?" I asked.
Looking down the hall, Nadia cocked her head. I followed her gaze toward a pair of petite girls I vaguely recognized from their association with the cheer squad. The one with shoulder-length blonde hair looked quite sad, while the one with the pixie cut red hair, freckles and the cat-eared headband comforted her.
"Brendan Cole dumped Riley Richardson the day before Valentine's," Nadia explained.
"Fucking ouch," Leah said. "That's brutal."
In the midst of me being happy that Peter and Sasha seemed to be alright, I was putting into place who the two tiny girls were in my mind. The sad one with the longer blonde hair was 18-year-old Riley Richardson, a girl I didn't know very well save for her reputation on the cheer squad. Fate had kept our paths from crossing recently, as she didn't make an appearance at the New Year's orgy, but if she was busy with Brendan (one of our school's less-than-stellar football players), that might well have explained why. And if my knowledge of the cheer squad was up to date, her comforting friend with the pixie cut and the cat ears had to be 18-year-old Kathleen "Kitty" Stein. I knew by reputation that Riley and Kitty were best friends, an easy state to fall into when neither was taller than 4'10" and they were tiny as hell. They, along with Brooke, acted as the squad's flyers, getting some serious airtime when flung upward by the stronger girls on the squad.
I didn't know either of them well, but Riley's sadness was clear enough to tug at the heartstrings, enough that even at a distance I was glad for Kitty's sympathy for her.
"Yeah, it's brutal, but she'll bounce back. Girls like her always do," Nadia said.
"Doesn't make it hurt any less," I said.
"It doesn't, but, come on, she'll recover. Probably with the help of your magic cock," Nadia said, choosing her words with amusement.
"Nadia!" Leah said jokingly. "We're in a public school hallway! Language!"
Nadia rolled her eyes. "Well, it's true. It's a great cock attached to a great guy, a combo that might as well be magic. And we all know it won't be long before he's using it to solve Tiny Dancer's love problems..."
I was taken aback at her suggestion, and moved to protest, but then held back. I guess I did have a pretty well-earned reputation.
"Well, we did cast a spell," Leah said, not quite as playful as Nadia as she caught my gaze toward Riley and Kitty. While Nadia could be very direct, I'd come to know Leah as a very empathetic person, and this seemed in her way trying to send me toward the tiny cheerleaders.
It was tempting... but it was also very much the wrong time. Riley was clearly seriously broken up about this, and jumping in to try to cheer her up with the power of dick... yeah, that wouldn't work. On top of that, with Tori's text still swimming through the back of my mind, I wouldn't be able to put my head fully in the game.
My phone vibrated in my pocket. It filled me with an intense stab of fear that it might be a follow-up from Tori, but strangely a relief that I wouldn't have to make a commitment on the Riley situation in front of Leah and Nadia.
"I think I gotta take this," I said.
"Go on, have your fun," Nadia continued to tease.
"Good luck," Leah said, eying me sympathetically before turning back to Nadia. "You gonna do Nerd Baseball this year?"
"Oh, you bet your sweet ass I will," Nadia said, looping one of Leah's arms in hers as she guided Leah down the hallway, pontificating about her soon-to-be-revealed athletic prowess.
I got some distance from them (and even more distance from Riley and Kitty) before I finally checked the text.
To my relief, it wasn't from Tori. It was from an unknown number, and as soon as I opened it up, I was treated to a pair of massive tits clad in a lacy black bra, captioned by a single sentence.
UNKNOWN: You know where you want your mouth right now...
I'd received messages like this earlier in the year and knew well who the message was from. I tapped the phone in my hands, considering. I needed my head on straight today, and it very much wasn't on straight at the moment. I couldn't just go around seducing new girls with the place my head in was right now, even in the spirit of the spell... but some familiarity, that seemed like something I could deal with. Something that might even help calm my nerves.
Licking my lips nervously, I turned on my heels and started swiftly down the hall.
***
I cracked the classroom door open and peered inside.
"Mrs. Addams?" I called out. "You wanted to see me?"
After the text she sent me, I knew she wanted more than just to 'see me', but it felt like the right thing to say when I was still standing in a public hallway, even one as empty as this one.
"Yes, Mr. Collins, please come in," Mrs. Janelle Addams said, beckoning me inside warmly as she sat at her desk.
A lot had changed with Mrs. Addams since I had had sex with her last month. Oh, sure, she was still gorgeous as ever, with a youthful, lively face that was utterly gorgeous when she chose to smile, and a body that had all the boys in school drooling. At a modest 5'5", she had a nice, big ass, and big tits that could almost distract you away from such an amazing butt. Though for much of the past few months she had a somewhat dour look on her face, ever since the two of us had sex, things seemed to liven up with her considerably. Today she wore a dark blue blouse, her wavy black hair down and loose, and a simple dark skirt that went to her knees. Utterly professional, yet still hotter than hell for how they were just slightly tighter than they had to be. Combined with her smile that reminded me of the teacher she was before she was stuck in the midst of a divorce and, well, she looked rather stunning today.
I stepped inside the classroom, empty save for the two of us, and closed the door behind me.
"Lock the door?" she suggested, her tone knowing and mischievous.
While I was still a little off-kilter from the inevitable conversation I'd be having with Tori today, one look at Mrs. Addams helped remove much of my lingering doubt and confusion. Here I was, a hot-bodied and willing MILF in front of me, and I wasn't going to stand here worrying about what might or might not happen later.




Now, I was just going to focus on what I had in front of me.
"You seem in a good mood, Mrs. Addams," I said, having a fair idea of why she might be smiling.
"I *am* in a good mood, Mr. Collins," she replied, grinning, her delicate fingers toying with the top button of her blouse. "Why don't you come on over here and I'll tell you exactly how good a mood I'm in?"
I set my backpack by the door and strolled over toward Mrs. Addams, pleasantly hypnotized as she unbuttoned the top button of her blouse.
"My lawyer was finally able to prove how long my husband had been cheating on me, so things are definitely starting to go my way in court... he's not getting nearly as much as he wanted, and definitely isn't getting the dog," she explained, unbuttoning another button and giving me a glimpse of her epic cleavage. "His mistress left him for a younger guy right before Valentine's... you wouldn't happen to be that young man, would you? Lauren said you did something like that for her, and I know last time you offered..."
I shook my head.
"Not this time," I explained.
Mrs. Addams grinned, unbuttoning another button and showing even more of her amazing cleavage. "I think that might actually make this better... that just *happened*. It's kind of delicious. Then, on Valentine's, he tries to win me over with some big, movie-like grand romantic gesture, showing up at my front door and apologizing, with flowers and candy and even the song we danced to at our wedding playing. I closed the door in his fucking face... it felt so fucking good... so, yes... I'm in a *very* good mood. How are you?"
She undid a couple more buttons, parting more of the top of her blouse, enough to show me that if she was wearing a bra when she sent me that picture, she certainly wasn't wearing one now. I could see the perfect swell of her massive, E-cup tits. Liking what I was seeing, I licked my lips.
Pleasantly, I sighed. "Honestly, I'm having a bit of a rough day. Nothing bad, just... stressful."
Looking genuinely concerned, Mrs. Addams stood up and walked over to me. Her high heels gave her a few extra inches of height that almost put us eye to eye, but I was still able to look down at her.
"You poor thing... let me help..." she said, kindly taking my hand and leading me toward her desk. Leaning back, slightly, she hopped up so that she was sitting on the edge of the desk, her legs spread slightly. Though I knew her as a stern and passionate teacher for the most part, this softer, more nurturing side was definitely welcome under the circumstances.
"I know how a stressful day can really affect everything, turn your world upside down even when it doesn't feel like it ought to. You made me feel good when I was feeling bad all those weeks ago, I'd love to return the favor..." Mrs. Addams said, leaning toward me to give me an amazing, unobstructed view of her epic cleavage.
"I'm not that bad off, honestly," I explained, staring hungrily. "But..."
"You sound like you could use some distraction... I know when I'm having a particularly bad day, I need my mind elsewhere for a bit to start making things right as rain... which is lucky, for me, since I need what you've got..." she purred, opening up the last of the buttons beneath her tits and pulling her blouse apart, exposing her huge, naked tits to me. Her nipples were already quite hard, standing out firmly and making my mouth water.
"So..." Mrs. Addams said, enjoying the look in my eyes as she reached up and squeezed her tits. "Like I said... you know where you want your mouth right now... suck my tits, Mr. Collins... suck them and I'll make sure you're nice and distracted. I know I have amazing tits, and I know how boys your age love having their mouths full, so do it... suck my tits... suck my tits and get me nice and wet, and then I'll make you feel so good..."
My sexy teacher was showing me her huge, bare tits and asking me to suck on them as a prelude to hot sex. As you might imagine, this wasn't exactly a situation that required a lot of consideration.
I leaned in with an open mouth, licking and sucking at her tits like a starving man, squeezing them and pleasing her as I feasted. Mrs. Addams moaned, loudly, grinding her hips against the desk as she ran her hands over me.
"That's it, Mr. Collins, that's it... feels so fucking good..." she groaned, softly, reaching for the hem of my shirt and pulling it up. Though it meant pulling my mouth off of her tit for a moment, she was insistent at pulling off my shirt, and even managed to do this before forcing my mouth back onto her nipple.
"That's good, that's *very* good," Mrs. Addams intoned, moaning. "Keep sucking my nipple... it feels soooooo good..."
She reached down for my pants, undoing my belt before unbuttoning and unzipping my jeans. They dropped to the floor, soon followed by my underwear as she freed all ten inches of my thick, dripping cock.
"God... it's bigger than I remembered," Mrs. Addams groaned lustfully, wrapping one of her hands around my cock and eagerly spreading the precum, jacking me off as she took in the size while her other hand fondled my balls. "And these balls... fuck, you'd probably cum in gallons... I'll have to do something about that."
I didn't answer her, instead finding myself wonderfully lost in her tits as I feasted. The stresses of the day seemed to melt away in the here and now, something I rather well appreciated, as the two of us spent this moment frantically pleasing each other.
We didn't have much time, though, with lunch almost halfway over. Knowing this, I stopped groping her tits and reached beneath her skirt, pulling it up to her waist. As I went to pull her panties to the side, I found that she wasn't wearing any as my fingers instead probed the hot, wet folds of her pussy.
"Mmm, you were prepared to be a dirty slut," I said, grinning as I finally took my mouth from her nipple.
"I knew what I wanted today," she said, her voice husky. "Your cock, and your cum... deep inside of me... and I wanted to get it before some other little slut stole your time today... I fucking need everything you've got... you gonna give it to me?"
Smiling, I pulled her to the edge of the desk and lined my cock up with her pussy. We were both horny, and ready... there wasn't much need to linger at this point.
With only slight pressure, I pushed my way into her tight, hot cunt with one deliberate thrust, never letting up until my balls rested on her ass.
"Ah, fuck... that's it... that's what I need..." Mrs. Addams groaned.
"Me too..." I admitted. "Feels so fucking good."
"Damn right it does," she said, squeezing my cock. "Fuck me... fuck me please... I need it so bad..."
I began thrusting in and out of her, at first at a measured pace, but soon much harder with her insistence. Mrs. Addams held me close, clutching onto my cock while clasping her hands behind my neck. I fucked up into her hard, enjoying the view as her tits bounced with every impact, but loving even more the look of pure and utter ecstasy on her face as she groaned and gritted her teeth.
"Yeah... you fucking like that?" I grunted, reaching down to squeeze her ass as I fucked her.
"God... yes..." Mrs. Addams moaned. "So happy... so happy I was able to get you before some other little slut could steal you..."
"Yeah?" I asked.
"Yeah," she replied, her eyes fluttering as she looked at me and grinned lustily. "Admit it, you love the little sluts because they're tight and energetic, but when you really want to get fucked, you know you want some prime MILF... that's why you're working your way through our book club, right?"
It wasn't quite that, but with a grin I joked back, "Maybe."
Mrs. Addams barked out a quick laugh. "I fucking knew it... but I don't think you could handle all of us... I think we'd fuck you until you weren't right for anyone else anymore... a bunch of stacked MILFs, all of us better at fucking than any of these tight little sluts could hope to be... we'd fucking destroy you... we'd ruin you and make you our own, personal fucktoy... and you'd fucking love that."
"I don't... fuck you're tight... so hot... I don't doubt that," I grunted, fucking into her harder at the image she described. I'd been with a number of the women from Viola Kent's "book club", and they all knew how to put me through my paces... but all of them at once, fuck.
"Then you should really come by a meeting one of these days... or even better... our annual getaway weekend... we're throwing it at the end of the month, a bunch of us, renting a place away from it all... you would be surrounded, cumming around the clock, all fucked out... you'd love it... keep going, like that... I need it..." Mrs. Addams moaned.
It was an intoxicating thought, particularly in this moment. I was in one of those lust-filled states where you could have asked me to do anything, and I would have done it without even the slightest disagreement.
I was able to keep a cool head, however, just barely, and instead of committing to anything now, I just fucked her harder and harder. Our bodies slapped against one another, her tits bouncing savagely as we groped and made out with one another. We were here, together, for one purpose and one purpose only, to surrender to unimaginable pleasure, and as our orgasms built toward an inevitable and thoroughly mutual explosion, I like to think we succeeded in our purpose quite well.
***
It was after school, and as I walked across the campus toward the baseball field, I did it with considerably less worry than I had at the beginning of the day. Sex with a MILF as impressive as Mrs. Addams has a way of doing that, I think, and as I strolled, it was with a mellow feeling permeating my very being and a sense of weight being off my shoulders. No doubt talking with Tori would still prove to be a challenge, but if my mood held, it couldn't be that bad.
The baseball field was on the far end of Regan Hills High School, out past the gym and the football field, past the pool and about as far as you could get on campus without actually technically leaving the school. Much like all of our other athletic facilities, it wasn't as well taken care of as our football field, with its bleachers in particular having the reputation for being the kind of rickety where it was best if you made peace with your gods before climbing onto them, but if this was where Tori wanted to meet, this was where I'd meet Tori.
As I walked over, I could see Nadia walking toward the field, followed soon after by Sabrina and Leah, deep in conversation. Sabrina briefly shot a glance back at me, and I was happy to see her looking a little more animated and happier than when I usually caught her at school. She put too much on her shoulders, and that had to be hell in senior year; any fun she could grab had to be a good thing.
I was about to increase my pace to go say hey to Leah, when the voice called from behind me, "Hey, Ryan, just what the heck are you doing here?"
"Huh?" I asked, turning around to face the new voice.
I had to adjust my gaze downward to look the 5'0" girl in the eye, but I recognized her immediately. 18-year-old Katie Park was a cute Korean girl with a big smile and glasses that almost matched the size of said smile. A big sci-fi, fantasy and comic book nerd who I knew was a little absent-minded and rambly, we traveled in a lot of the same circles, even if we hadn't had the most chances for one-on-one conversation. Having clearly not paid enough attention to her, I was only now taken by the amazing curves hidden in such a tiny frame, as despite her relatively lean appearance, she appeared to pack a full, round ass and fairly massive DD tits for her size, all packed within a tight pair of athletic shorts and a graphic tee. Her dark, shoulder-length hair was packed in under a baseball cap bearing a logo for a baseball team called the "Niners", looking like a baseball stuffed in a blue oval with some strange, curving red lines spilling out from the right side.
"Oh, was I quiet? Sorry, sometimes I mutter, my mother thinks it's really stupid, but I don't think so, I just think it's someone who has a lot of thoughts and is trying to get them out but they all get crammed up against each other when they try to get out. Agh! What was I saying?" Katie said, rolling her eyes at herself and giggling.
"You were asking what I was doing here?" I asked.
"I was?" she said, before raising a hand to her forehead in surprise so hard she almost knocked off her hat. "Right! I was! Because this is kind of a girl's only game, and it's a little strange to see a guy here... not that I'm gatekeeping or anything, because people should enjoy what they enjoy and because gatekeepers can go fuck themselves for all I care... but this has always been a safe place for downtrodden ladies, and it's kind of a little unconventional to see someone like, well, *you* here."
I smiled, amused by the roll she was on. Since she didn't stop me from walking to the baseball field, I continued, and she kept pace.
"I've got a few friends who are playing here today. And Tori invited me," I said.
"Tori's playing? I didn't think she'd like it... I mean, she can swing a pretty mean axe in our D&D games and I know April's got her physical side but... okay, if you were invited, that's cool... you're not gonna leer or catcall or anything creepy like that, are you? Because I don't wanna be chasing any harasser asses out of here today, because I'm not that fast, but I can swing a pretty mean bat and know where to aim to take you down really, really fast!" Katie continued, still surprisingly perky for what she was saying.
"Not a harasser. I'll be good. Like I say, I got friends here, just want to support," I said, not going into a whole lot of explanations of how well I knew the people here.
"Good, good, that sounds good, because fans help. Fans are fun. Keep the energy going. So, who do you know and how do you know them? I know about you and Tori because Tori talks, but you can't be all that bad... are you two making up?" Katie asked, seeming generally inquisitive.
"Hopefully," I said.
"Cool, because she's been in a bad place for a while and... what was I saying? Ah, right, you said friends like it was a plural; who else do you know?" she asked.
I paused for a moment, trying to read her, to better understand what she was asking. I was so familiar with everyone in school seeming to know my reputation, the fact that Katie didn't seem to know that about me was amusingly odd.
"Nadia and Leah, from the paper. Tori, of course. I'm not sure who else... you play D&D with Tori and April?" I asked, suddenly quite curious.
Katie nodded as we neared the field. "Oh, yeah, those two, Rose, Izzy... we got kind of a standing game going, it's a lot of fun, Rose is an amazing DM, so creative, so many ideas... ah, we're here! It's gametime, time to kick ass and chew bubblegum... and I got a whole lot of bubblegum. I gotta run, enjoy the game, be nice..."
Sprinting toward the field with a fist in the air, Katie shouted, "DEATH TO THE OPPOSITION!!!"
I smiled as she walked away, taking in the eclectic crowd of girls who had gathered on the field for "Nerd Baseball." Of those I already knew would be here, I caught sight of Nadia, Leah and Sabrina already warming up, while Katie ran enthusiastically toward Leah and gave her a big, tackling hug. As for the others, though, there was an interesting mix of girls across the spectrum of our school's nerdier and outcast cliques.
Petite, blue-haired gamer girl Izzy Barnes looked to bring her intense energy into the mix, running over to Katie and talking a mile a minute. Yeah, those two as friends made sense.
The Puma Press had more than just Nadia as representation on the field, as the pretty brunette assistant editor Nica Dubois threw a ball back and forth with dirty-blonde writer Hope Harris, who also had "band geek" to her title to make her doubly nerdy in the mix.
The drama kids had their own little corner of the field, of course, as blonde overachiever Chloe Marcus and dark-haired stage manager Olivia Raine-Goldblum practiced their throws one another, while dirty blonde wannabe-stuntwoman Amy Temple practiced various bat spins, throws and twirls in a way that would make her lucky not to get a concussion by the end of the day.
Standing on the pitcher's mound was a tall and lean Latina, Bev Montoya. Known best for dressing as our school's mascot, she was an impressive girl from this view, especially with her tight athletic pants and sports bra combo that barely held back some truly large tits. Practicing her form, she brushed her long, black ponytail over her shoulder and fired a ball so fast toward the catcher's mound, you would have thought it could break bones.
The final girl... a small, mousy blonde band geek most of the time, now looking fierce as she practiced her swing.
April Martel. *Tori's* girlfriend, April. If she was here already...
I looked over to the stands and saw her
Tori McNeil. Her mess of untamed red curls was unmistakable, but the tight t-shirt and flowing skirt that went just past her knees, this was a fairly new look. Tori usually favored overalls and long-sleeved shirts, and rarely wore anything quite this "girly". No doubt this new look was encouraged by April. Being in a relationship has a way of changing such things about people, and while it was strange seeing it on Tori, I wasn't going to give her a hard time about it like I might have once.
Taking a deep breath, I walked over to the otherwise empty stands. They were every bit as rickety as I remembered, but they held my weight as I navigated over to Tori. As I approached, she looked up at me with a nervous smile.
"Hey," Tori said.
"Hey," I replied, too nervous to say or do much more than that.
Straining her neck to continue looking up, she licked her lips nervously, then said, "So... you gonna stand there staring, or are you gonna sit so we can try not to make fools out of ourselves and try to talk?"
Nodding, I sat down next to her. She sounded more like the sarcastic Tori I'd known most of my life, but with a bit of put-on edge that covered her own nervousness. I stayed where I was, having a difficult time looking at her without feeling my nerves returning. Mrs. Addams had helped calm me quite a bit, but this still wasn't easy. Instead, we sat here, watching as the girls on the field broke things down into some haphazard mix of offense and defense.
Watching them break things down, with Bev pitching and Sabrina catching, while Leah managed to be first up at bat, I said, "I never knew this was a thing."
"That's kind of the idea," Tori said, amused. "A lot of girls get shut out from doing anything fun, so it's a chance to just let off some stress and say 'fuck it' to anyone who says what we can and can't do. Also a good opportunity to let off some steam after Valentine's for those who didn't have a date, though I have it on good authority some of the girls here had fun *and* are playing... ah, traditions aren't quite what they used to be. And they are, sometimes. Thank you for the care package on Valentine's, by the way. April and I made a good movie night with it."
"Good... I'm glad..." I said, watching Leah hit an impressive shot. "Damn... she's good."
"I bet," she replied, still with a cautious playfulness to her voice, as she shared a meaningful glance with me. A bit playful, I shrugged back.
Pointedly clearing her throat, Tori continued, "Yeah, I know the way this year's going with you and, well, all the girls 'round here... just so you know, April tells me someone here is gonna make a move on you later, so... this is where I'd normally tell someone to keep an eye open."
"Good to know," I replied. "No hints on who?"
"Not that she told me. She's got a playful side too, I think she likes to keep things in suspense sometimes," Tori explained, still nervous. "So..."



"So..." I replied, really hoping that she would get the ball rolling so I'd know how this was supposed to go.
Luckily, she did.
Tori took a breath, and said, "So... I owe you an apology."
"No, you don't," I shot back, quickly.
"Yes, I do, and before you try to get all noble and apologetic yourself, just let me say this?" she asked.
Gulping, I said, "Sure."
Tori continued, "Look, I'm not gonna apologize for how I felt at the time, because finding out what you did, the way I did... it was a pretty fucking huge surprise, and I don't think anyone could have fully wrapped their head around that on such short notice. I know I could have chosen my words a lot better, thought things through at a later time and then tried to talk this out with you like a fucking adult, but I'm not going to apologize for how I felt at the time. I mean, if you caught me fucking your dad, that would've messed you the fuck up for a while, right?"
"Yeah," I admitted, knowing that I probably wouldn't have handled things the best if I had that sprung on me.
"Cool..." she said, taking a breath. "What I will apologize for, however, was how I handled everything around that... everything before, everything after..."
Tori watched as April went up to bat. She called out, "YOU GOT THIS, BABE!"
Looking back toward us and smiling more brilliantly than I'd ever seen her smile before, April blew a kiss at Tori before focusing on the pitch.
"You guys are cute together," I admitted.
"I know," Tori said. "But... we can talk about that later; I'd kind of like to get off my chest what needs getting off... and don't you dare make a dirty joke, or so help me I actually might go out and fuck your dad."
Tori's smirk brought to mind the kind of joking we used to do with each other, and it almost felt familiarly comforting.
"You would, wouldn't you," I said.
"If you gave me no other choice..." she said, grinning with good humor.
"Then I wouldn't dream of it," I replied.
"Good," she sighed, pushing hair behind her ear as she tried to get back on track. "Once I cooled off after everything Thanksgiving, I did a lot of soul-searching. A lot of looking at myself, and my family... trying to understand how all of this had happened, and why I'd responded the way I had, and a lot of that came from simply not knowing all the facts of what was going on around me at the time."
Tori closed her eyes and took a breath. This was broken by the sharp crack of April hitting the ball, hard, sending it sailing a distance that sent Izzy scrambling after it. Energetic as she was, she'd be chasing April's hit for a while.
"Hell yeah!" Tori exclaimed, jumping to her feet and clapping. "Kick their fucking asses, April!"
Sitting down and looking at me, she said, "She's gonna kick their asses. Everyone thinks she looks so fucking small, but that girl plays tuba in the marching band. She's got muscles."
"I can tell," I said.
Nodding softly, Tori looked briefly to the field, watching as April cleared the way to home, before continuing. "When I first found out that you'd slept with my mom... and Rachel... it felt like you were doing it as some form of revenge. Because of me and April, and how I kept that secret. And... and that was hard. That hurt. That really fucking hurt."
"It wasn't... not, not entirely..." I explained, not wanting to say this, but knowing that I had to. "It was barely that, but there was probably some of that somewhere in the stupid as shit way I was acting at the time. I was in a bad place for a lot of reasons, and I don't think I exercised the best judgment, when it came to, well, anything, and there was probably some stupid revenge in it, but it was barely there, I fucking swear."
"I get it. Stupid, impulsive decisions because you wanna hurt someone who you think did you wrong, believe me, I fucking get it," Tori said. "And there was all the shit I was blind to, stuff I *chose* to be blind to, that didn't make anything better. Dad and me, we were always so close... I couldn't believe that he could've been cheating on Mom like that. I just couldn't, and I put my anger at you, and at her, when I should've put it on him. I understand that now, and I've let Dad know my feelings ... and if you made Mom happy, even for a little while, I guess I should be thanking you. It's still fucking bizarre when I try to think about it, actually I'd rather not think of it, but if you made her happy, I don't want to hold that against you. Not anymore."
"Thanks," I said, keeping myself level and cautious.
Nodding softly, Tori continued, "I think the really shitty part was you with Rachel. I don't have to explain the shit we went through, because you were fucking there. You grew up dealing with Rachel's shit. I spent so long fucking hating her, and I thought you did too, and to see the two of you together, it broke something in me, I think. I know I overreacted, but it still fucking hurt."
I explained, "I told you I was in a bad place for a lot of reasons... and one of them was I was feeling kind of isolated in the world. I was getting laid, sure, but I didn't feel like I had any real, close friends at the time... and Rachel was there for me. She was trying to make things right, she was willing to be my friend, and we got close. Really close. I'm not blaming you. You were in a new relationship, and those take up a ton of time. Rachel and me just kinda... happened."
"I know," Tori said, looking away from me. "Rachel's explained it to me."
"You're talking?" I asked. I knew Rachel was hopeful for open communication with Tori, but I didn't know how successful it was.
"Attempts have been made. You're not the only one handing out olive branches these days... Rachel's really trying. And I'm listening. I don't want to, sometimes, but for everyone, I'm trying. I think we're making progress. A little at a time. We won't ever be best friends, but I think I can see a future where we aren't enemies. At the rate she's been apologizing for all the shit she put us through, I think that future's pretty much a certainty. I don't know when it'll happen... but I think it will. I think that'll be nice," Tori said.
Peace in the McNeil household. That would be a wonderful, and miraculous, thing by my eye. It may still be in an uncertain future, but with the future creeping up on us ever quickly as time went by, I was willing to accept it.
Nervous for what needed to be asked next, I hesitated for a while after what she'd said before replying, "So, what about us?"
"I don't know. What do you want us to be?" Tori asked.
"Honestly... I'd like for us to be friends again. I've... I've missed you," I said.
"I've missed you too," she replied, her voice quiet as she looked down at the bleachers.
"I'm also aware that things can never be the same as they were... well, ever. Back to what they were when we were... sometimes *together*, or the same kind of friends we were before this year. If we can build a friendship on what we used to have, while understanding that we're also building something new... I'd like that," I said.
My idea hung in the air, silent and heavy. My heart beat mercilessly, drowning out the game, the creaking of the bleachers, everything. Never before had I wanted a silence pierced so quickly, and never had it seemed to stretch so brutally into infinity.
"I'd like that too," Tori said quietly, looking up at me with big, hopeful eyes that brimmed with tears.
My heart might have skipped a beat, but as soon as her words registered, I asked, "Friends?"
Nodding, and now with tears freely rolling down her cheeks, Tori said, "Friends."
I'm not sure which of us broke first, but soon we were charging at each other, arms wrapped around each other in a tearful hug. I'm not sure which of us shed more tears then, her or me, but it didn't matter.
Tori and I were rebuilding our friendship. All felt thoroughly right with the world again.
A girl's voice cheered from the field as a bat pounded on the chain link of the backstop. "It's about damn time!"
Tori and I turned to see her girlfriend, April Martel, cheering us on, flashing a thumb's up and beating on the fence while a few other girls looked on in some amusement. Nadia and Nica sure as hell looked satisfied, Izzy was cheering, and even Sabrina seemed to be laughing about what had developed.
"We have an audience," I said, before joking. "Wanna give them something to watch?
Tori rocked her head from side to side, considering. "I'm down, but I should warn you... while April is completely on board with this, we're trying an exclusive thing for now, so, you and I won't be having sex anytime soon."
That was more than I was expecting. I was just joking about this being anything more than a hug, but that Tori had talked about this with her girlfriend and might have been cool with more?
Surprised, I said, "That's fine."
"She has said that making out and some hand stuff is okay, though, if I tell her about it," she explained, leaning back to look at me with mischief in her eye.
That... well, that was more than I expected, honestly. "Yeah?"
"Yeah," Tori replied, leaning in and kissing me. It was a quick, fiery kiss, passionate even in its briefness, but when we parted... I was floating. Tori looked back at me with a goofy look in her eyes, her lips curling into a broad smile.
With those warm, soft lips against mine, I had to agree with her. Fuck it. We were friends again, and all was well.
***
Honestly, after months of estrangement and misery, how do you follow this kind of reconciliation? I could've ended the day here and been a happy man, but that wasn't how things worked in life, and certainly not in this story at Regan Hills High School.
Tori and I spent the rest of the afternoon sitting in the stands, watching the impressively chaotic game that was Nerd Baseball. There weren't sides to speak of, just everyone switching in and out to periodically bat, and run, and argue with one another. Sometimes good-naturedly, sometimes not when blood got high from the competition. It felt natural to be sitting with Tori again, cheering on friends and making sarcastic jokes about what was going down. There were still some barriers between us, still some sense of comfort and understanding that needed to be rebuilt after a lot of the confusion these last few months had brought, but the longer we spent together, the more these obstacles collapsed.
Reconnecting was a process, but we were well on our way.
By nightfall, the game was more than clearly over, with all the girls going their separate ways. I would have liked to spend more time with Tori, talking and reconnecting, but with the game over and April now free, I thought it best to make a graceful exit for the evening. Tori and I, we had a lot to say and do still, and even though she and April offered to take me out to dinner afterward, I politely declined.
I wasn't going to be a third wheel, not when things were going this well to start with.
By all rights, I should have contacted Josie and Brooke, told them what was up, or maybe even just gone home, but I didn't. I had a lot to think about and consider, and so I found myself walking around school, or at least the parts of it that weren't locked up by this point. Mostly this meant I was walking around the football field and the track surrounding it, looking up at the night sky and, well, thinking.
Thinking about life. Thinking about the future.
These were things that once I had taken for granted, assuming that I knew what was going to happen, where everything was going to go, and not really thinking too hard about it. With Tori back in the picture, and things going better than ever for me... well, it started making the future look like something I actually needed to put some care into. I mean... shit, I was graduating in a few months! I had to think about college, maybe fill out that application Dad had gotten me to the nearby community college, but beyond that... I had to get a job, maybe find a place... was I going to move in with Josie and Brooke? Would I have to figure out something else?
Questions... fuck, I had a lot of them. Some of the potential answers were frightening, some of them were fascinating.
My life was ahead of me, but right now, that didn't seem like such a bad thing.
I stood on the center of the darkened football field, looking up into the sky. Though there was definite light pollution from the areas surrounding the school, in this single spot, I could look up at the early night sky and see stars. Fascinated and loving the view, I first sat down, then lay on the grass, staring up at the night sky.
"Star-watching?" a girl asked me, her footsteps crunching across the grass.
I was slightly surprised by her presence, but not enough to stop looking at the sky. I answered, "In a way. I'm enjoying how small the universe is making me feel right now; it kind of makes it feel like all the decisions I've got in front of me really aren't so big, and that I shouldn't be worrying about them so much."
"Huh," she said, considering for a moment. "Can I feel small with you?"
I propped myself up on my elbows to get a better look at 18-year-old Sabrina Singh, who from this angle looked even more imposing than usual. The 5'9" Indian-American stunner had a body that was a mix of impressively athletic and utterly feminine, with a lean, long-legged frame that held impressively large breasts and an ass to match. This was further accentuated by her tight, athletic pants, and the tight blue t-shirt that showed off her impressive midriff, adorned with a shiny belly button piercing. She looked at once delicate and powerful, with the softest-looking brown skin and big, dark eyes that were every bit as sharp as they were soulful. Her pouty lips were curved into an amused grin that utterly lit up her already stunning face. Her hair, dark as night and shimmering like the stars, was tied in a customary, single long braid that she had pulled over her shoulder so that she could idly toy with it with her fingers.
An overachiever of the highest order, I was used to seeing her more tired than anything else as senior year wore on, but now she looked positively pleased and playful. No doubt this came from her success on the field, but I found myself liking the look on her.
Though Sabrina and I hadn't exchanged much in the way of words outside of occasional exchanges in classes, I said, "Sure, pull up some grass."
Sighing contentedly, Sabrina sat down beside me and said, "Thanks."
"Hey, it's a free field. Enjoy feeling small... and now that I'm saying it out loud, I realize that sounded funnier and much less condescending in my head," I replied.
She laughed, a high, pleasant sound. "You're fine. I won't make feeling small an everyday sort of thing... I like being as big as I am, thanks... but a change in pace has its place periodically."
I had to avoid looking at her tits when she said this, something I think Sabrina might have caught, but if she did, she didn't say anything about it. I lay back down on the ground, staring at the sky.
"It is a lovely view, I must say..." Sabrina said, lying down near me. "Not quite as clear a sky as you'd see out in the country, but, we must take the minuses with the pluses of where we live."
It was hard not to notice that we were close to each other without being too close to each other, and as it was with a lot of girls these days, it was definitely hard not to have some kind of reaction to Sabrina's presence. It took a while like this, thinking of where I should take a conversation with a girl I barely knew, but something did soon come to mind.
"I should thank you for something," I said.
"Oh?" Sabrina asked.
Sounding dramatic, I said, "The future."
She waited a moment to reply, as I must have taken her off guard. "Your future is your own; I have no part in that."
"No, but you got me thinking about it... the other day, in the hall? You said it was never too early to start planning for the future, and it's been hard to shake that thought. I haven't made my plans yet, but I'm thinking about them more than before... what's going to happen, what I want out of it. Like today... things with Tori and me have been weird for a while now, but realizing that I wanted a future with her in it, I started the ball rolling on rekindling our friendship. It was probably going to happen sooner or later, but when you started that itch thinking about the future in the back of my mind, that made it sooner, I think. So, that I have to blame you for," I said.
Sabrina answered me, "Anyone whose eyes I can open so they don't make preventable mistakes is a victory to me, and if that led you to fix mistakes that had already been made? So much the better."
I nodded, grateful for her but knowing where I had to take this conversation next. "But since you're someone who's always looking toward the future, I find myself in a place where I gotta ask... why'd you come looking for me tonight? We haven't spoken more than... well, this, in the four years we've gone to this school, I think, and I was just curious, why now? I don't really know you, and it caught me by surprise."
It seemed like, in my surprise, I'd taken Sabrina off guard. "I was hoping you weren't going to take that angle of questioning so quickly."
"But you are prepared for it?" I suggested, knowing enough of Sabrina's reputation to understand she was one who believed firmly in having all contingencies accounted for.
"Of course I am, it's just putting me in a position where I'm going to have to be franker than I usually am, and it gives me little room to dance around with my words. I had practiced all sorts of scenarios where I'd approach you, make considerably more small talk and charm myself into your good graces before getting down to brass tacks, but you have decided instead to get straight to the point. So, for forcing me to be plain instead of a politician about this, I blame you," Sabrina said, looking coyly mischievous.
"I accept that blame," I said.
She took a nervous breath. "I have not had as much fun this year as I would have liked. I have had some, mostly from frantic desperation and the odd impulsive choice, and I do have friends, mostly among the girls on the field today, but I have not had as much *fun* as I would have liked. I tell myself, frequently, that fun is not what it's all about, that life is not a teen movie and senior year is to prepare ourselves for the rest of our lives... that any other diversions are, quite frankly, unnecessary. Of course, I also know that is not how the human mind works, and if I go at this speed at all times without any release for joy, I know I will break down and go completely mad."
"You call this getting down to brass tacks?" I joked.
"A fair criticism, but I assure you that I have nearly reached my point, and that all my other approaches would have been considerably wordier," Sabrina said in a fairly reassuring tone.
"Good to know," I said. "Continue, then."
"Good..." she replied. "Good... If I haven't made it clear yet, fun doesn't come easily to me. It can't. I'm part of student government, fifteen separate clubs, three separate volunteer organizations in addition to my part-time job, honors societies both state and national, scored just shy of perfect on my SAT's all while maintaining a 4.0 GPA and keeping a household together while my mother works two jobs to support my little sister and I."
"Sounds like you've got a helluva lot on your plate," I said, finding my complaints about juggling all the girls in my life on top of extracurriculars to suddenly sound very, very miniscule in comparison.
"You have no idea. Contrary to what might be popular belief, I actually *like* fun, and do want to have it, but opportunities are few and far between. Nerd Baseball was an excellent opportunity for some of that, but with the rest of my evening blocked off in anticipation of the event, I was hopeful to have some *more* fun," Sabrina said, turning on her side to look at me. The look in her eyes was positively seductive, her grin pleasantly playful, and behind her tight t-shirt (and what had to be one of the world's strongest sports bras), seeing her large tits, one on top of the other, was certainly an image that got my interest.



"I see..." I said, deciding to play this coy for the moment, seeing how straightforward she would be. "...and you decided to come to me for fun?"
Sabrina sighed, exasperated. "I think you know why I've come to you."
"I do, but you said you wanted to get down to brass tacks, and I want to hear you say it. I don't want to get in trouble from presumption," I explained.
"And that is fair," she said, sighing. "Look, just because I don't get out and spend time with guys doesn't mean I don't want to. Believe it or not, I *like* dick, and I know how to handle one quite well. Very well, as the few boys I've been with would attest, actually. Many of my friends who you have become acquainted with this year have suggested that I proposition you because you know very well what you're doing, so here I am, propositioning you, since I believe that when our capabilities are combined, that we could make quite a lot of fun. This... isn't something I've come up with a list of references for, but if you have any questions, I'll be more than happy to answer them to allay any hesitations you might have."
There it was, out in the open, made completely and utterly clear to me now which girl Tori said would be making a move on me after the game. Sabrina Singh was a girl I had admired from afar for quite a while now, utterly gorgeous, immensely intelligent, driven and dedicated to the school and community. There was everything about her to like, and the only thing I could say against this was that I barely knew her. I could see the benefits in getting to know her, especially as I looked up and down her body, and I did owe her a little for helping jumpstart my look at the future. I could see everything positive about saying yes to her now, and little that would encourage me to say no.
That didn't mean I didn't have questions.
"One question," I said.
Okay, I had only one question.
"Yes?" Sabrina asked.
My lips curling into a grin, I said, "Your place or mine?"
She smiled back at me, trying to mask her pleasant surprise with confidence. "Why not here?"
I laughed. "Don't get me wrong, there's something kinda cool about the idea of fucking on the fifty-yard line... but we don't have a blanket, it's not all that warm, and if fun is what you're looking for, it'd be best had on a bed."
"These are all fair arguments," Sabrina said.
"Officer Brandy would be another," I said, thinking about how the school security officer could distinctly prove an issue. I'd had a near run-in or two with her this year so far, and I wasn't looking forward to another.
"She shouldn't be around here at this hour, but you make a good case," she said, standing up and offering a hand to help me.
Grateful, I took it and let her help me to my feet. Her hand felt soft in mind, but strong, and as we touched, I couldn't help but hold onto her slightly longer than I normally would have. We were very close, so close I could almost feel her radiant body heat, and as she looked into my eyes almost level with hers, and I into hers, a silent surge of energy passed between us. It was brief, but sudden and intense, causing her eyes to widen ever so slightly, her lips to part, and a single breath to catch in her chest, raising her immaculate and amazing tits subtly closer to me.
Finally completing her breath, Sabrina let go of my hand. "I share a room in a two-bedroom apartment with my twelve-year-old sister, so your place would be preferable. If that works for you?"
"More than fine," I answered, still looking into her eyes with an intensity she seemed to rather like. "My dad's considered one of the foremost experts in the western hemisphere on doorknob history and is away speaking at a symposium; we'll have the place to ourselves."
Grinning enthusiastically, Sabrina then said, "Well, what are we waiting for?"
***
The parking lot on the other side of campus was abandoned, and shielded well enough from the street that I felt safer and less exposed than we might have been. Sabrina walked a couple steps ahead of me much of the way, giving me a very nice opportunity to watch how she walked, the sway of her hips, how her immaculate, round ass gently rocked from side to side... fuck she was hot. Painfully so. My cock was already hard in my pants, and if I hadn't had some release earlier in the day, I knew I would've been in trouble very soon with a girl like her.
Sabrina walked up to her car, a well-used sedan, on the older side but kept in good condition, and with a trunk big enough to fit my bike and backpack without much trouble.
It was when I closed that trunk, though, that she surprised me, grabbing me by the shoulders and spinning me around. Soon she pressed me into the trunk, her big tits pushing insistently against my chest as she leaned in for an eager kiss. Her lips were every bit as full and soft as I imagined, and then some, as pinning me to her car, she kissed me deeply and energetically. Her tongue slid into my mouth, at first tentative, then eager as I soon met her tongue with mine.
For all of this fire and passion, the kiss didn't last more than a couple seconds, as Sabrina soon leaned back with a goofy smile on her face.
"Well, that was fun," I said.
"I had to get that out of my system," Sabrina replied, her voice suddenly a bit deeper and tinged with lust. One of her hands dropped down to my waist, feeling the outline of my cock beneath my jeans. Her eyes went wide as she took in its full size, her mouth dropping open with pleasant, lusty surprise.
"Are we in a hurry to get back to your place, or can we spend a few moments on the back seat getting better... acquainted?" she asked.
I smiled. "I think getting better acquainted would be a wonderful idea."
"Good," Sabrina said, taking my hand eagerly. "Me too."
She led me over to the passenger side of her car, opening up the back door before pushing me inside. I slid in as she got in beside me, closing the door behind her and leaving us in relative darkness.
We sat like this, side by side and looking at each other, a silent, hungry energy passing between us as we eyed each other. Her dark eyes looked me up and down, and while I had to admit that her face was utterly gorgeous, my eyes fell to her tits. With her frantic breathing, they rose and fell in a way that was utterly mouthwatering.
This time, I leapt forward to her, pressing her against the seat as my mouth claimed hers. Sabrina moaned softly against my lips as I kissed her feverishly, her hands reaching for my cock with a need that matched my own as my hands wrapped around her tits. The glorious orbs, full and soft and perky, felt amazing against my hands, the hardness of her nipples enticing as my thumbs rolled over them. At the prompting of her moans, I reached down to the hem of her t-shirt and pulled it up, harshly, over her tits.
Now it was time for my eyes to go wide at the sight of her DDD's, held up by what had to be one of the world's strongest sports bras. The canyon of her cleavage looked up at me so invitingly, the utterly feminine smell of her and her sweat from the game driving me forward as I dove in. I licked and sucked at the exposed flesh of her cleavage.
"That's nice..." Sabrina moaned, pushing me away, gently. "But not what I want right now."
"What do you want?" I asked, hungry with curiosity.
Gently, she squeezed my cock through my pants. "I've heard the legends, now I need to see it in person... because it's a fact that I really don't like telling people, but I absolutely love sucking cock... it might be a mild obsession, even... so?"
I didn't need a whole lot of encouragement past that statement to start undoing my belt. Soon I unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans as well, pulling them down to my knees as I exposed my underwear-clad cock to Sabrina. Her eyes widened as she got a full glimpse at my erection straining the fabric of my underwear.
"Oh, that's nothing..." I said in response to her pleasant shock, arching myself off the seat just enough to pull my underwear down to my jeans. My ten-inch cock sprang free in all its thick, very ready glory.
Sabrina's jaw dropped, something that I had to admit never got old as an ego boost.
"Oh... wow..." she said, reaching out for me tentatively. "It's real..."
"Last time I checked," I said, twitching my cock for her benefit. Sabrina darted her hand back at the sudden movement, then laughed, reaching out and wrapping her hand around the head.
"Wow..." she repeated, slowly running her hand down the length of my cock, finally resting at the base before she gently stroked my balls, marveling at their size. "Wow..."
"So... you think you can handle that?" I said, thinking that a challenge might motivate her.
I was right. Her surprise turning to a confident smirk, Sabrina said, "If you thought this was going to intimidate me, you thought wrong."
"Good..." I murmured, hissing at the touch as she ran her hand back up to the head, rolling her thumb over the tip until she encouraged a bead of precum. "Because your lips look unbelievably luscious, and while they're amazing to kiss, I think they'll feel even better on my cock."
"Do you, now?" Sabrina said, raising an eyebrow, leaning down so her face was aligned with my cock. Her wide eyes looked at it with awe at this range, her breath hot against me and causing me to shiver.
"Yesssss..." I hissed, desperately needing to feel her mouth on me.
"Maybe we should test that theory," she replied, leaning in slightly and suckling on my balls with her lips. It was an unexpected opening move, but one that made me moan as she gleefully sucked my balls while jacking my cock. I was right, though, that her mouth did feel even better further down... fuck, her lips knew the right amount of pressure, her tongue was eager and playful on my balls, and the way she looked up at me... yeah, Sabrina knew what she was doing. She suckled on my balls with the kind of expert skill that let me know that once she gave similar attention to the rest of my cock, I was in trouble.
With a loud, wet pop, she soon let my balls go before licking her way slowly up my cock. Sabrina soon shifted her position so she was kneeling on the seat next to me, bent over so she could get better leverage, and as soon as she reached the tip, she planted a single, wet kiss on the head of my cock. I shivered, groaning in the deepest core of my being as I was being pleasured by a true artist. While other artists performed with paint and clay, Sabrina Singh's medium was clearly her mouth, and with the way she worshipped my cock, I got the feeling she was putting together her masterpiece tonight.
Again, she gave my cockhead a big, wet kiss, this time opening her lips wide, as wide as she possibly could, and accepting the head in. Sabrina suckled at it for a moment, sure to continue looking up at me to gauge my response, which was appropriately rapturous under the circumstances, I think. She held the head there for a moment, gently sucking and swirling her tongue around it, and generally doing everything that she knew had to drive me insane.
And then, in one skillful, forceful bob, she plunged down, inhaling my cock to the root.
"Holy shit!" I exclaimed, my head falling back as the pleasure overwhelmed me. Sabrina Singh... our beautiful, if somewhat unassuming class president, was an expert cocksucker. Who would have known?
She held it there for a moment, practically massaging the head with her throat, before pulling off. Strings of drool connected her mouth to my cock, and she looked up at me with utter pride.
"I wasn't sure I'd be able to do that... glad I could, though... you seem pretty glad I could, too," Sabrina said, teasingly licking the head.
Gasping slightly, I started, "I-"
Sabrina wouldn't let me finish that sentence, however, as she soon inhaled my cock again and gave me what had to be one of the best blowjobs of my life. I didn't know where this kind of cocksucking skill came from, and in that moment, I honestly didn't care. Sabrina knew exactly what she was doing, and was as energetic as she was talented, bobbing swiftly on my cock and treating me to the blowjob of all blowjobs with her lips, tongue and throat all working in perfect unison to pleasure me. I vowed to myself that I would do everything I could to make this night equally memorable for her later, but at the moment I was thoroughly helpless to her attentions, barely able to move for the pleasure that overwhelmed my body on every fundamental level.
I found it difficult to break eye contact with her, but looking to the side and seeing Sabrina's epic ass suspended in the tightest of stretchy athletic pants, held high in the air from her kneeling position and gyrating with every one of her bobs, I felt inspired.
I reached up and squeezed her ass, first one cheek, then the other, and felt Sabrina moan around my cock at this attention. Alright, if this got her moaning...
Carefully, I slid my hand under the fabric of her pants, then under her panties, palming her ass without any barriers between us. I massaged her ass like this while she expertly pleasured my cock, the two of us making each other feel good for a moment, until I decided it was time to test another boundary.
Reaching between her ass cheeks, I tentatively pressed my middle finger against her asshole. Sabrina looked up at me, her eyes glassy with lust, moaning and not objecting to this. Sensing her agreement, I swirled my finger around more energetically, making her moan more throatily as she now squeezed my finger with her ass cheeks. Very well...
Applying pressure, I pushed up against her asshole until I broke through, sinking my finger inside of her.
If I thought her blowjob was wild before, I clearly didn't know what she was capable of. It was like I'd sent Sabrina into overdrive, as she sucked and fucked my cock with her face, giving me everything she had. The car was filled with wet gagging sounds and rocking wildly from side to side, and while I could have enjoyed this for a very long time, that wasn't in the cards. Honestly, it probably wasn't even physically possible, with how good she was. I tried fingering her ass in unison with how she sucked my cock, but I was out of my league, and soon just kept it buried inside of her while she worked her magic and brought me to the edge.
"I'm cumming soon... gonna cum soon... gonna be a big one..." I warned, uncertain of where she wanted me to cum.
Briefly, Sabrina pulled her mouth from my cock, looking up at me with a grin that would melt the resolve of any man alive, I'd think. "Good. I am quite hungry, after all..."
With that, she went at me without the slightest bit of mercy as she blew me with a passion I think Aphrodite herself might have found impressive. I tried to finger her ass in kind, but I was out of my league here, burying deep inside of her as the floodgates opened, and I cried out.
"FUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!" I groaned, my free hand grabbing the back of Sabrina's head as I came hard. She pulled back until only the head was in her mouth, sucking and gulping down shot after shot while the pleasure overcame me, but it wasn't long before I saw her cheeks fill as the pressure became too much. Still, she kept sucking, kept swallowing, draining every drop I had in me until I was spent and swimming with pleasure.
I pulled my finger out of her ass. Sabrina stayed with my head in her mouth a moment more, then let it go, sitting up next to me. She opened her mouth proudly, showing off how much cum she still hadn't swallowed. A little bit dribbled from the corner of either side of her mouth, but if that bothered her, Sabrina didn't show it. Dramatically, she gulped down everything in her mouth, then clearing the rest from her chin with the back of her hand.
"That was fucking delicious..." she said perkily, licking the rest of the cum from the back of her hand and groaning as she swallowed it down. "And how did you know that finger up my ass would work?"
"Some months ago..." I said, nearly breathless. "A friend of mine told me that all uptight girls like it in the ass, and if you don't mind my saying, you do seem a bit uptight..."
Sabrina nodded, grinning. "Your friend is wise."
"And you're fucking hot," I said, leaning in and kissing her.
"I know," she replied, kissing me back.
I leaned in, whispering in her ear, "And I'd love to return the favor... because I fucking love eating pussy."
Sabrina practically purred. "I know this, too... but that can be a little more challenging in a place like this. Like we agreed earlier, your place?"
"Sounds like a plan," I said, grinning.
***
The ride back to my house was tense for how geared up we were for more, but with what seemed the greatest restraint, we made it without crashing or breaking any traffic laws. Small talk certainly helped, and while Sabrina and I didn't have a ton in common, she was friendly and good company. We talked about classes (hers almost entirely AP) and our college prospects (her dreams of a prestigious university, and my consideration of the local community college). We operated on different wavelengths and traveled in very different academic circles, but at the end of the day it wasn't difficult to see our similarities in the midst; we were both intelligent, both a bit on the smartass side, and both of us knew all too well how lonely things could get even when you tried to put yourself out there. I found her a relaxing presence, and not just because of how mellow I was after such an intense blowjob.
Sabrina was just a decent person, and apparently very easy to hang out with.
However, we weren't going back to my house to hang out or be decent. In fact, I was rather looking to be very, *very* indecent with her.
I led her to my bedroom, looking back at her when I could. I couldn't tell you what had me grinning more, the excitement on her pretty face, the sway of her hips, or the thought that I would soon see her huge tits without any obstruction.
"I wasn't expecting company today, so don't expect a very fancy spread," I said as I led her to my room.
"Did I mention I share a room with my twelve-year-old sister? You'll be fine," Sabrina said as we walked barefoot down the hall.
"Just remember you said that," I quipped.
"Oh, please," she laughed. "With how wet I am, unless your room were infested with vermin, on fire or an active crime scene, almost anything will be suitable."
"Good..." I said, swinging my bedroom door open and turning the lights on. "Then, welcome to my humble abode."
Sabrina took in my bedroom, and after a quick glance, didn't seem turned off by my nerdy posters, comics, games and many vinyl figures. If anything, she looked rather approvingly at the size of my bed.
"You've got a king-sized bed?" she said, pleasantly surprised as she leapt over toward it and stretched out luxuriantly. "I'm not kidding when I say, I am looking forward to having a place of my own one day if only to have a bed like this. You are one lucky man, and not just because you have me in your bed."
"That is a big part of how lucky I am, though, right?" I asked.
Sabrina smirked. "Obviously.
I loved her confidence, however much it may have been put on. Perhaps too eagerly, I closed the door behind me and entered the room, setting my phone on the bedside table before walking over towards the curtains to close them. As much fun as it would be to have Alice looking in, I wanted Sabrina to myself tonight.
"My luck is above average, I'll admit," I said, taking my socks off before dropping my pants to the floor. "I don't have a problem with that if you don't."
"None whatsoever," Sabrina said, looking down at my erection once again tenting my underwear. Smiling brightly, she grabbed the bottom of her t-shirt and slowly inched it up her abs, holding it under her breasts.



"You really want to see my tits, don't you?" she teased.
I nodded, silent.
Sabrina nodded approvingly. "Most guys do. You got closer than almost anyone ever has... you even got a taste, but you didn't see them bare, did you? Would you like to?"
"Yes..." I said, pulling off my shirt and tossing it aside.
"Well, well, well, you have me at quite the disadvantage... but I'm not going to be outdone," she replied, tossing her shirt on top of mine. Sabrina sat there, confidently showing her DDD's off to me in her very strong sports bra. She gripped them, squeezing them, showing them off to keep me nice and teased.
"Tell me what you want," Sabrina said, her lips curled in a tantalizing tease. She had all the power here, and she knew what she was doing. I understood that she was incredibly horny, but to keep going like this... fuck, she had to have the patience of a saint.
"I want you to show me your fucking tits..." I said, my voice low, and with only a hint of threat. An animalistic voice was growing within me, and it seemed to be something she rather approved of.
"And what will you do with them, if I show them to you?" Sabrina teased, her fingers reaching toward the bottom of the bra.
"Squeeze them. Lick them. Suck them. Whatever you'll allow..." I said, one hand idly stroking my cock through my underwear as I looked at the Indian goddess before me.
Sabrina licked her full lips, excited. Then, in one smooth motion, she reached down and pulled her bra over her head, tossing it aside and freeing her huge tits. My eyes might have become cartoonishly wide at this sight as I marveled at the perfect, and utterly massive globes, so soft and firm, her nipples thick and standing out firmly with arousal.
"Before we get to that, however, there is something I want from you... something I've heard about your particular... *expertise*," Sabrina said, parting her legs slightly as she trailed her hands down to her groin.
I didn't need any more explanation than that. "Take off your pants."
She moaned softly, standing up from my bed and doing just that. For my benefit, she turned around as she pulled her tight pants down, stretching it around her amazing ass as she pulled her athletic pants off.
"Wow," I murmured as her panty-clad ass was exposed to me. It was one thing to see her round, full ass in those pants, but mostly exposed to me... yeah, I was looking fun to playing with her ass more.
"Thank you," Sabrina said, turning around and looking a little bashful in spite of her confidence. "Most guys are too busy staring at my tits to get a look at my ass, but I'm glad you seem to enjoy it. I've always been pretty fond of it myself. But I honestly think my pussy might be the best of all..."
As if to prove this, she pulled her panties down and dropped them to the floor, stepping out of them and sitting down on the bed to show me her shaved, and very wet pussy. Sabrina looked up at me expectantly, but as I was rooted in place, staring at the painfully erotic scene before me, she took matters into her own hands. She reached with both hands, between her legs, fingering her slit and rubbing her clit, moaning softly as she masturbated in front of me. My cock throbbed and pleasure flowed through my system as I watched Sabrina touch herself, then slipping a finger right inside. This brought out a single, high moan and forced her eyes shut, only to open with one of the single most powerful "come fuck me" looks I'd ever seen.
I was lost. I was done for. I would have done anything Sabrina asked at this point.
She asked nothing of me, however, leaving me to push further from here. I dropped my underwear to the floor, and I practically tackled her to the bed, rotating her into a more comfortable position and finding myself on top of her as we both lay there completely and utterly naked.
We were a mess, hands all over each other, lips and tongues dueling as we groped and ground against one another. My hands fell to her tits, squeezing her perfect flesh and flicking her nipples, while my cock struggled to find her entrance. It was an instinct sort of thing, grinding against her soaking wet pussy, desperately needing its embrace...
But I knew that wasn't what Sabrina wanted.
"I want to taste you," I said upon breaking our kiss.
She grinned up at me. "I want that too."
"Good," I said with one conclusive kiss before I crawled down her body. I kissed as I went, finding out the different sounds she made when I kissed her neck, suckled at her nipples, trailed my tongue down her belly toward her inner thighs... in short, she was quite vocal in all cases.
"Mmm, that mouth... that fucking mouth... love it," Sabrina purred as I gently kissed her inner thighs. She spread her legs appropriately, rocking her hips to give me better access to her dripping cunt.
"You think you love it now, just wait until I get started," I said, smiling up at her proudly. Sabrina looked down at me, breathing heavily and grinning hopefully in return.
"Oh yeah?" she challenged.
I lightly ran two of my fingers over her folds, with a touch so soft I might as well have been stroking her with a feather. She quivered, dropping her head back and moaning. While I wanted her to enjoy this, I also wanted her attention, which might well have been why I gently squeezed her clit.
Yes, that got her focus back, her eyes looking down at me widely as her mouth dropped open.
"Oh, yeah," I confirmed, letting go of her clit before I pressed those same two fingers deep inside of her pussy.
Before she could respond to this, I then closed the gap, pressing my lips and tongue over her while licking her clit.
"Oh fuck!" Sabrina exclaimed, her voice quiet and quick.
I watched her eyes roll back as I continued licking at her sweet, savory juices, enjoying her flavor while taking in just how responsive she was to my every bit of attention. Sabrina Singh's body was very sensitive, I found, with every touch, every graze, every lick and suck bringing forth a different shudder, a different moan, a different cry of pleasure from the deepest recesses of her soul. I loved going down on girls as a matter of course. I loved everything about it, really, from the taste to the feeling of joy and power that came from bringing them absolute pleasure. I had experienced a lot of different pussies from a lot of different girls, but I had to admit that Sabrina's was an unexpected treat.
I thrust my fingers in and out of her gently in time with my licks and sucks. I didn't know if we would ever do this again, and I wanted Sabrina to both understand my appreciation, and not walk out of here forgetting this easily.
"Fuck... yes... keep going, Ryan..." Sabrina purred, running her fingers through my hair as I continued to finger and suckle at her. "...you're going to ruin me for other guys... maybe that's not a bad thing... fuck... this is how it's supposed to be done... feels so fucking good... just keep it up, please, keep it up, keep it up, you're gonna make me cum... don't make me beg... please, make me cum..."
I could have teased her, taunted her, even maybe made her beg a little, in this state.
But, I knew how horny she was, and that this first one was going to be quick... I might as well make it devastating too, I reasoned.
And so, I curled my fingers inside of her, looking for that elusive G-spot buried deep within, massaging it, bringing her to the heights of pleasure as I combined the efforts of my mouth and fingers into making this a truly devastating orgasm.
"HOLY FUCK!" Sabrina practically screamed. "THERE, RIGHT THERE! FUCK, I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING!"
Calling what she did cumming would have been a major understatement, as for how hard it hit her, you would have thought that our prim and proper and forever put together senior class president had just been struck by lightning. She moaned, she cried out, she shook hard as her body spasmed uncontrollably, and her pussy... fuck, she flooded. She fucking gushed. I closed my eyes for the volume of her squirt, but I didn't stop giving her everything I had until she pushed back against me.
"Fuck... please... please stop... oh fuck..." Sabrina murmured, looking down at me, and laughing briefly. "Fuck, I'm sorry; I've never squirted before. That was..."
Words didn't find her, but they did find me after I placed one last kiss to her clit. "Don't worry about it; you honestly think this was the first time I've been squirted on this year?"
She looked at me, hazy and thoughtful before saying, "No, I don't suppose it would be."
I climbed back over her again, kissing her. It was a long, lingering kiss that she didn't seem to be able to get enough of, her tongue rolling through my mouth greedily before I parted the kiss.
"I taste *good*," Sabrina said, licking and smacking her lips.
"I know," I replied.
"You do too..." she murmured slyly, reaching down and gently stroking my cock.
"So I've been told," I said, hissing gently at her touch.
"I want to have sex with you... I know that's pretty clear by now, but I'm not going to lie when I say that I'm a little intimidated about... this... I know what I can do with my mouth is one thing, but your cock is quite epic and it might take a little getting used to anywhere else. So, while I'm still working myself up to it, would you mind if I got another taste of you, first?" Sabrina asked, batting her eyelashes at me playfully.
Get a blowjob from one of the most beautiful women on Earth to help get her ready for sex? Yeah, that was not an offer easily turned down.
I answered, "Sure. But only if I get another taste of you, too?"
Sabrina's whole face lit up at this, before she leaned in for a quick kiss. "I would like that very much."
And that's how the two of us wound up in a tight, eager 69, my cock once again buried down her throat while she sat on my face and I feasted on her pussy. Given both of our skill levels, we probably would have been quite vocal if our mouths weren't so full of each other, but as we were otherwise occupied, it was a much quieter affair. Oh, sure, there were the sounds of low moans and grunts, of frantic, wet breaths whenever she needed to come up for air, only to soon be replaced by wet sucking and gagging sounds again. Taking a cue from where things had gone in the car, I now had two fingers buried in her ass, twisting and fucking in and out of her and making her moan rather impressively around my cock. It was a pretty amazing place to be, if I'm being completely honest, and one that I could have stayed in for quite a while. Just the two of us, pleasuring each other, lost to passion... how could it get any better than that?
Well, Sabrina cumming again certainly improved things significantly.
I held her close as she came, covering her pussy with my mouth while fucking her ass with my fingers even harder. She pulled my cock from her mouth before she did, crying out pleasurably as she once more gushed against my face. It wasn't as hard or as frantic as her previous orgasm, but, it was enough to tell me I'd done a pretty damn good job.
As she came down, I slowed down and stopped. Sabrina just stayed there, panting, her body slowly rocking against mine as she still shuddered and shook softly.
With one last kiss to her pussy (jolting her pretty hard, I might say), I asked, "You alright?"
Sabrina laughed, a husky, wet sound. "Is that a rhetorical question?"
"No, it was serious; seemed like this one took it out of you, I just want to make sure you're doing okay," I said.
"Ha!" she laughed in a simple, quick bark before kissing the head of my cock. "This isn't alright. This isn't okay. This is absolutely, completely and utterly sublime."
Sabrina climbed off of me, rotating around next to me until she was on her hands and knees next to me. It was a shaky position for her to be in, but she looked down at me with the satisfaction of someone who didn't give a damn about how shaky they might have been in this moment.
"I've had my share of sex... not as much as a lot of girls around here, but I've had it. I've liked it, and I've had my fun with it, but nothing... has ever been like this. Fuck! I just thought sex was a good time, I never knew it could be like this! You've changed my outlook on what I need to look for with a guy... that could be a problem, but right now, I can't complain. I work my ass off for all I get, and I deserve some decent treatment, I'd say," she said, sighing contentedly and kissing me.
"I'd say so too. If you're gonna get laid, it might as well be pretty damn great," I said.
"It might be..." Sabrina replied, looking down at my cock. Screwing up her face with the effort of a great decision, she said, "Alright, I'm still a little intimidated by that, but fuck it... I need it in me, and I'm both as horny and as wet as I'll ever get. Are you ready?"
Kissing her, I said, "Always."
With that, I swiftly sat up, then got on my knees behind her before she could change positions.
"Oh, so that's how you're going to do it?" Sabrina said, her tone intrigued. She looked back at me with an amused grin, sexy as hell... yeah, I was going to enjoy this.
I grabbed her braid and wrapped some of it around my hand, pulling her head back sharply. She yelped in surprise, slightly, but smiled at the rough attention.
"This is how I'll start..." I said, reaching down to line my cock up with her hot, wet cunt. I teased the head over her sex, making her moan as I didn't do much more than this. Sabrina leaned against me, trying to push me inside of her, but I pulled back with her every movement. I wanted her to know that I was now in control, and that, for now anyway, I was going to dictate our pleasure.
"...but if you think I've only got one position in me... you don't know me very well at all," I said with a low, threatening tone, before I pushed forward suddenly. Her pussy lips were accommodating, but even then, I caught her by surprise, as my head pushing inside of her was soon met by a sharp intake of breath.
"Oh, fuck!" Sabrina said, her voice almost as soft as a whisper before she was overtaken by a powerful, guttural moan. "Fuck that's huge... so fucking big..."
I grunted, pushing forward slightly into her incredibly tight cunt. "It's, uh, only the first couple inches."
"You're kidding..." she said, to which I pushed another couple inches inside of her. Her voice now much higher, she said, "You're not kidding! Fuck!"
"Should I stop?" I asked, not wanting to hurt her.
Sabrina whipped her head back around to look at me, forcefully enough that I let go of her braid. With a fiery warning in her eyes, she growled, "Don't you fucking dare stop... I want it all... give it all to me... I don't get this enough, and I fucking need it now... give it all to me, give me every fucking inch or so help me..."
She didn't finish her threat, because she didn't have to. If she knew what she wanted, and what she wanted was me, I was going to deliver everything I had; I just needed that confirmation first. With hands placed on her hips, I kept pushing forward until I was more than halfway inside of her, and when her grunts, groans and whimpers didn't change much past that point, I kept pushing onward. Sabrina... fuck she was tight. Tight, hot and wet, gripping my cock and pulling me forward, every inch inside of her another peak of pleasure as she just kept urging me onward. I never would have thought in a million years when this year began that I could see the seemingly prim and proper and very uptight senior class president Sabrina Singh like this, a grunting animal demanding every inch of my cock, but I was glad that I got to.
With only a couple inches to go, I gave her one last thrust until I was buried deep inside of her.
"There, that's it," I said, gently stroking Sabrina's back before I squeezed her ass, playfully.
"Wow..." Sabrina said, shuddering. With one hand, she reached between her legs, almost disbelieving, but as she felt her splayed-open lips and my balls hanging flush against her flesh, I felt her shake softly once again.
"I am going to have to seriously reconsider how often I do this," she said, looking back at me with a shaky, silly grin on her face as she rocked forward, then pressed back against me.
"How often you do what?" I said, holding onto her hips as I started to slowly fuck her. For the first time since we started talking, Sabrina was short for words, instead moaning softly. Her pussy muscles gripped my cock tightly, and she fucked back against me with a fervor that nearly matched my own.
Soon, however, she did find her capacity for speech again, as she said, "Getting laid... oh fuck... it's one of those pleasures I know at the time that I love, but that I forget about with enough time and space... I never want to forget this. I need this... need to remember this... need to fucking do this as much as I can, while I still can... I've only got so much of this year left, and I need to cram some debauchery and mild irresponsibility in while I still can!"
"By cramming some cock?" I quipped back, picking up my pace as I fucked into her.
"Fuck yes..." she answered me, moaning loudly as I began to truly fuck her. The wet, harsh sound of our bodies slapping against one another filled the air, and looking down at her, I was greeted with the welcome and hot as fuck sight of Sabrina Singh completely and utterly lost in the moment. Normally so composed, normally so dignified, here she was lost in the madness that was raw, unfiltered sex, moaning and wailing. Every jiggle of her ass, every bounce of her massive tits beneath her, fuck, I was held captive by the sight of the beauty I was with.
I needed to immortalize this.
"You good for... fuck... a picture?" I groaned.
Sabrina grunted, pushing back against me as I fucked her. "Ah... so you're a historian now?"
I explained. "Not quite, I-"
"I know what you mean," she replied, laughing a bit through her grunts. She reached for the bedside table, grabbing my phone and handing it to me to unlock. I did so, and before I could think of a good picture, she took it from me and set to selfie mode, giving me a pretty good angle of her face and tits as I fucked her from behind, before handing the phone back to me so I could look at the picture. Sabrina looked good. *Beyond* good.
It would be an excellent addition to my memories.
I put the phone aside, then pulled out of her. Sabrina let out a sound like a wounded animal for a moment, but it was short-lived as I soon rolled her onto her back, then climbed on top of her.
Seeing her in the picture, I realized that I wanted to see her face while we fucked.
Eagerly, Sabrina reached down, lining my cock up with her pussy as I once again buried myself inside of her. Seeing her eyes roll back briefly, the way that beautiful smile overtook her face when I buried myself thoroughly inside of her... yeah, this was the right choice.
While the view was nice, kissing her was even better, feeling her warm, soft lips against mine as I fucked her properly hard, feeling her massive tits rubbing against my chest. I balanced myself with one arm, giving me free rein with my other hand to squeeze her bouncing breasts, pinching her nipples nice and hard and making her moan into my mouth.
"Deeper... harder... I can fucking take it... give it to me... harder... fuck me harder!" Sabrina demanded.
I had heard her speak in an impassioned tone in the past on many a subject that would affect us as students of Regan Hills High, but I had never heard her voice take on this harsh a tone, this animalistic a growl. Her eyes were wild with lust, overtaken by a beast hiding within and carrying none of the civility she was known for. It was an exciting way to see her, and one I had every desire to push to her limits.



"How flexible are you?" I grunted.
"Very... why?" Sabrina asked.
"You'll see," I said, leaning up enough to grab her legs, hooking my arms under them before folding her in half. Her long, toned legs rested against my chest, as I was given access to the deepest, hardest angle to fuck her I could find. Sabrina's eyes widened and her mouth dropped open at the shock of this new position, but when I started to fuck her harder than I had yet this evening, her surprise quickly turned into an all-powerful, completely consuming lust.
"Okay, that's deeeeeep..." Sabrina moaned, her body quaking and her voice shaky as she built up to another orgasm, one that I hoped to soon join her in. "That's deep... harder... harder, fuck me harder, fuck me harder... cum for me... cum in me... fuck me... fuck me... fill me up, cum in me, fuck me, harder, harder, right there, keep going, keep going, right there, harder, harder, FUCK ME HARDER, FUCK ME, RYAN, FUCK, FILL ME UP, CUM FOR ME, CUM IN ME, FUCK, FUCK, I'M CUMMING, I'M CUMMING, HOLY FUCK, I'M CUMMING!!!!!!!!!!"
The orgasm hit Sabrina like a fucking freight train, tearing through her body and making her cry out so loud, I worried the neighbors might hear and call the cops for a moment (making me quite grateful that the nearest neighbor was Alice, who would probably enjoy the sounds if she could hear them). I claimed her mouth with mine as she continued to cum, fucking her as her pussy muscles massaged my cock, begging for my release...
It only took a few firm, hard thrusts before I could feel my balls swell, and I was utterly done for. Breaking our kiss, I looked deep into Sabrina's eyes as I came inside of her, filling her pussy with a thick shot of cum from each weakening thrust. Pleasure, blinding and consuming, coursed through my veins, threatening to steal my consciousness. It was only the beauty beneath me, and the way she used her body to our mutual pleasures, that kept me awake and alive.
Panting as my orgasm finished, I pulled out of her, climbed off of her, and lay down on my back at her side. We were both a mess, sweating and panting, hearts racing and searching for the right words to communicate the power of such an intense union as we just managed.
I came up with a breathy, "Wow."
After some consideration, Sabrina concurred. "Wow."
"I'll be honest," I said, finding words difficult, but needing to adequately convey how amazing the moment was. "When I started considering my future more after what you said in the hall... I wasn't seeing this as a part of it."
"Ha," she laughed, reaching over to me and weakly squeezing my arm. "The future can throw some surprises in our path. We just need to ride them out as best we can, when they're bad, and enjoy them when they're good."
"This was a very good one," I said.
"Oh, indeed it was," Sabrina answered, rolling onto her side and looking like a goddess of love and sex. A light sheen of sweat coated her soft, brown skin, her tits heaved with every breath, my cum leaked from her engorged pussy lips. I'd done that, with her... and, yeah, I couldn't help but feel an amazing, overriding sense of pride at what we had just done. Months ago, I never would have been able to keep up with a girl like Sabrina Singh, and here I was, leaving her this pleased and well-fucked, while I was positively cum drunk.
"So, I must be honest with you, Ryan..." she said.
"Oh?" I asked.
"I'm a mess," Sabrina explained, waving a hand down her body. "I've been one since the game, a sweaty, stinking mess, and now that I'm not quite driven mad with lust, I'm starting to feel rather self-conscious."
"I don't mind," I said, kissing her.
She giggled, slightly. "And while I appreciate that, I'm still in need of a shower. May I borrow yours?"
This was a question she didn't even need to ask, but on further thought, a devilish grin crossed my face. "Only if I can join you."
Sabrina smirked playfully in response. "Well, if that's the condition... I assume I'll have to manage."
I leaned in for another kiss, pinching her nipple and then leaning to whisper in your ear. "You'll do more than manage... I have every intention of making you scream."
With a loud, uncontrolled groan of pleasure, Sabrina wrapped her arm around me, pulling me in for a deep, passionate kiss.
***
Hot water from the shower streamed down our bodies as I pinned Sabrina to the wall and did everything possible to make her scream.
"OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOH FUUUUUUUUUUCK!" she cried out as my fingers invaded her pussy, twisting and thrusting and generally doing everything I could to bring her pleasure. "YES! YES! SO FUCKING GOOD! YOU'RE GONNA MAKE ME CUM AGAIN!!!"
As making her scream went, I would call this a rousing success.
Sabrina held to her promise, cumming hard enough that her legs became weak, and she slowly dropped to her knees. I almost worried about her falling, but thankfully the non-slip pads I'd gotten for Christmas made that quite difficult nowadays.
Beautifully worn out, Sabrina looked up at me from her knees, panting.
"You alright?" I asked.
"Better than alright," she replied, gingerly rotating until she faced me, my hard cock only a matter of inches from her face. "I'm fucking fantastic."
Rather than elaborate on this with words, she instead took my cock into her mouth and quickly began deepthroating me. I was quite happy with this method of elaboration, honestly, and rather than go into a lot of detail myself, I simply moaned and ran my fingers through her hair. Having since taken it out of her customary braid, it hung down her back like a curtain, shimmering under the shower's flow and looking every bit as amazing as the rest of Sabrina. I looked down at her, watching her big brown eyes staring up into me as her lips stretched obscenely around my cock, feeling like this evening had gone pretty fucking perfect.
Briefly, I found myself thinking about how it couldn't get any better.
Oh, how wrong I was.
Pulling her mouth from my cock with an audible pop, Sabrina smiled up at me. "I'd like to revisit something that we discussed earlier..."
"What, in particular? We discussed a lot of things," I said, helping her as she gingerly got back to her feet.
"I wouldn't say we've discussed a *lot* of things, since moaning and cursing and rutting like animals isn't exactly what I would call refined discussion, but there were some words and considerations made that are worth revisiting," Sabrina explained, running her hands down her body most pleasurably before she looked at my bottles of various shower supplies.
"Like?" I asked.
"Like how a friend of yours told you that all of us uptight girls like it up the ass, and how I confirmed that point?" she said, looking back briefly to fire a devilish grin my way.
My cock twitched with her mention of that point. "Go on."
"Well, in the haze of lust and me desperately needing a good, hard fuck, that point sort of fell by the wayside earlier," Sabrina explained, delightedly grabbing a small bottle from among my supplies. "But even if it fell out of discussion, I never forgot it. I never forget points like that, especially when they can result in sublime mutual pleasure."
Turning back to face me, she showed off the bottle of KY she had found among my shower supplies and thrust it into my hand, before saying with some pride, "I was nervous about your cock earlier, not being sure it would fit perfectly in my pretty little pussy... but it has, and now I can't get enough of it. And now I'm curious to see if that monster of yours will fit up my ass, because I know I can be an uptight bitch sometimes, and I fucking love having my ass fucked... think you're up for the task, Ryan?"
Sabrina turned back around, then bent over slightly to brace her hands against the wall. This position perfectly showed off her amazing, round ass, and had me licking my lips with anticipation.
"There's only one way to find out," I said, squeezing lube onto my cock. I quickly rubbed it in before setting the bottle aside, then approached Sabrina's ass.
I'd gotten more good looks at it than I ever could have expected tonight, but even now I was still in awe of Sabrina's ass. The perfectly round curves, the softness of her beautiful brown skin, the way the water from the shower cascaded down her, conforming to her sensual curves... fuck I was lucky. I was really, really fucking lucky, and I was going to enjoy every moment of that luck.
My fingers were still reasonably well-lubed, and with some gentle force, I thrust them slowly into Sabrina's ass.
"Yeeeeeeeeeeeessssss..." she hissed. "Fuck me like that, get me nice and lubed... but make it quick, please, I need you in me... I need my ass stretched... I need to be fucked."
"Patience," I said, twisting my fingers around inside of her. It brought a rather pleasurable yelp out of her as I probed her hot, tight asshole.
"I've been patient my entire high school career. My entire *school* career. I've been patient and done what I was told, then done much more past what I was told because I couldn't just be good, I had to be the best. I'm tired of patience, and I'm tired of being good... I want you to fuck my ass and I want it now..." Sabrina moaned, looking at me with the hottest fucking grin.
I kept my fingers in her, but returned her smile. With my free hand, I caressed her ass, squeezing her immaculate flesh and drawing another moan from her.
SMACK!
That moan lasted until I gave her ass a single, firm spank.
Sabrina's face flashed with rage. "What the fuck was that for?"
I kept grinning. "In my experience, a lot of good girls who want to be bad when their clothes come off and have truly epic asses, like yours, like a good spanking."
Her eyes never met mine, but her face might have softened somewhat. With a pleasantly harsh tone to my voice, I challenged her, "Was I wrong?"
Sabrina held the anger on her face a moment longer, before it melted into a pleased smile that shifted with every thrust of my fingers. In a voice every bit as confident as ever, but softer now, she said, "No."
SMACK!
I swatted her ass again. Sabrina moaned. I said, "I thought not."
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
I kept this up, spanking her while fingerfucking her ass, enjoying as her moaning yelps soon turned to squeals of unrestrained ecstasy.
I didn't want to actually hurt her, so I soon gave up, but I waited first to make sure she was nice and primed.
"Fucking do it already..." Sabrina growled back at me. "I need my ass filled *now*!"
I pulled my fingers from her ass and spanked her one last, conclusive time, before I slid my cock between her ass cheeks. I leaned into her, wrapping my arms around her to squeeze her tits while I ground my thick, heavy cock against her ass. Sabrina moaned, arching her neck back so she could kiss me while massaging my cock with her ass cheeks. It was a good position to be in, but we were about to do it one better.
With one final, lingering kiss, I leaned back from Sabrina and took my cock in hand, running it up and down the canyon of her ass a few times before I teased it against her hole.
She shivered. "Ooooh, that's nice..."
"It's about to get a helluva lot less nice... but, thank you," I said, positioning my cock against her forbidden hole. "You ready?"
With the slightest, whimpering hesitation, Sabrina answered, "Y...y...yes..."
"Good, because you're about to have a lot of cock shoved up your ass," I warned, slowly pressing against her asshole.
"I know what I'm getting into... fuck..." she grunted, looking back at me challengingly as I continued to force the lubed head of my cock against her tight entrance. "I know you love giving it to girls in the ass... and I know I like it in the ass... we're a good match in that way... fuck... a logical match... we make sense like this, bodies built to complement each other, both of us sexual overachievers... fuck... I didn't come to seduce you today not knowing what I was getting into, not thinking I could take it... I need it... and you're giving it to me... fuck, you can do this, you got this, Sabrina... keep going, keep fucking going... I want it in my ass... give it to me... give it to me... FUCKING GIVE IT TO ME!"
This was easier said than done, as even as welcoming as she was, and as much as I'd fingered her ass, Sabrina's was still tight as hell. There was give, to be sure, and I could feel the tip of my cock enter her, but there was no way this was going to be completely gentle.
Fuck it. She knew what she wanted, I'd give it to her.
I pulled back slightly, and then with greater force than I'd previously applied, I gave her ass one, firm thrust. That buried the head, and at least two additional inches, of my cock inside of her. I gasped at how tight she was, but was held in ecstasy by how her hot hole embraced me even through the near-painful tightness.
Sabrina went stock-still for a moment before crying out in a mix of pain and pleasure, "HOLY... HOLY FUCK! HOLY SHIT! YOUR COCK'S IN MY ASS! HOLY FUCK!"
"Are you alright?" I asked.
"I'm fine..." she grunted through gritted teeth, looking back at me again. "Just keep going... I can take it... I want it..."
This was one of those moments where it felt safest to give her exactly what she wanted, as I didn't want an overachiever pissed off at me. Well, that, and I also really wanted to feel what it was like to be buried ten inches deep in our gorgeous class president's ass. The Indian beauty looked back at me, pushing back, leaning into me, trying to take more of my cock as she grunted and flexed against me. I was happy to give it to her, feeding inch after inch into her, relishing the way it wrapped so perfectly tightly around my cock. She may not have done it for a while, but when it came to getting fucked in the ass, Sabrina Singh was a natural.
Soon, I was buried all ten inches deep in her.
"There you go..." I grunted, leaning in to kiss her again.
"That's it?" Sabrina gasped, looking back.
"That's it?" I asked, feigning disappointment. "I've got my cock buried all the way up your ass, and you ask, 'that's it'?"
"Don't let your ego get too bruised," she replied coolly, readjusting her position just enough to make her wince pleasurably. "I wasn't entirely sure that I'd be able to take all of that, so, finding out that everything is now completely in me feels like kind of an achievement, and it was one I wanted to celebrate appropriately."
"And how were you planning on celebrating?" I asked, giving her a short thrust that made her eyes roll back, slightly.
Sabrina cleared her throat, then cried out, "I'VE GOT YOUR HUGE FUCKING COCK UP MY ASS!"
With that, she gently squeezed me, then let out a girlish giggle. "That celebration enough for you?"
"Plenty," I said, leaning in to kiss her and grope her tits again.
It was one of those moments that was pretty close to perfect, me buried deep in Sabrina's tight ass, hot water streaming down our bodies and steaming up the room. This would have been the absolute worst possible time for someone to knock on the bathroom door.
So, of course, that's exactly what happened.
Sabrina's eyes bugged out, her voice dropping to a harsh whisper. "I thought you said your father wouldn't be in!"
"He isn't," I murmured.
Neither Sabrina nor I moved, which I took for a good sign, since I really wanted to finish fucking her ass, but we were held in a weird limbo of wondering just what to do after that knock.
It was right about the time that I was about to call out and ask who was there that my question was answered preemptively.
"Hey, Ryan, it's just me!" Josie called out from the other side of the door. "I don't know who you've got in there with you, but I just wanted to let you know that I'm here, just hanging out, and I didn't want to scare you when you got out of the shower. And, while I don't know who's in there with you, congratulations on getting your ass stuffed! Ryan's cock is the fucking best. Anyway, don't let me interrupt, keep having your fun, I'll be around."
Silence reigned again, and Sabrina and I looked at one another. I asked her, "What do you want to do?"
There were a million different ways she could have answered this. I took Sabrina Singh for a fairly private person, and I wouldn't have blamed her for a second if she just wanted to bail.
Thankfully, she did not. "She did say not to let her interrupt, didn't she? I don't want to waste all we've done... I've got you in my ass, you're hard, I'm fucking horny... let's do this, alright?"
Well, if she wasn't bothered by it...
I grabbed Sabrina by the hips, pulling my cock much of the way out slowly before ramming it back home inside of her. She cried out, louder than when I'd been pushing into her ass initially. I didn't know if this was more intense for her, or if she was just enjoying the opportunity to put on a show now that she knew we had an audience, but at this point I didn't care.
I didn't know what the future would hold long term, but for now, Sabrina's ass was mine, and I was going to fuck her hard, and make her scream as much as I needed to, until I'd filled her full of cum once again.
***
After the fucking we shared in the shower, it was of little surprise to me that Sabrina needed a little extra time after we'd finished to actually clean up. Already well overheated and drained, I took my leave a little early, drying off and pulling on some clothes, before stepping out of the bathroom to greet my girlfriend, Josie Wong. The pale and busty goth princess lay down on my bed, her round ass well filling out a pair of dark athletic shorts, while her big tits pillowed out underneath her in a matching dark tank top. She was looking away from me, flipping through a math textbook and looking utterly luscious while doing so.
"I folded her clothes and left them by the door, by the way," Josie said, motioning to the small pile of Sabrina's belongings she'd left as promised. "I know there's a lot of girls around here who are crazy exhibitionist, but some aren't. Not knowing who you've got in there, I thought it better safe than sorry."
"Ah, cool, thanks," I said, quickly sneaking Sabrina's clothes into the bathroom and setting them next to my hairdryer, before sneaking back out. The door was closed maybe a second before I heard the water turn off.
"So, who is it this time?" Josie asked, amused.
"You'll find out," I said, sitting on the bed next to her.
She set her book down, then rolled onto her side to look at me. "You look beat."
"I feel beat," I said, lying down next to her.
"Cum a lot?" Josie asked.
"Oh yeah," I replied, grinning.
"Well, then that was a good use of your time," she continued.
"Yeah. We had a really good time. I wouldn't have imagined... well, any of this, but it was pretty fucking wow," I said.
"Really?" Josie asked, intrigued. "Now this I gotta see."
Soon we were greeted by the sounds of the hairdryer. I explained, "That'll take a while."
"Well, now you've got me really curious," Josie replied.
"You'll see," I said.
"I think you just enjoy holding something over me; you get off on having power, don't you?" she teased.
"You've found me out," I said, leaning in for a quick kiss. "So, how was your day."
"Pretty good. I knew you had your thing going, and Brooke was busy, so, Mia and I went over to Sarah's, the three of us did our homework and then spent some time going down on each other, really kinda kept things mellow. The usual," Josie said.
I looked down at the faint twitching in my underwear. "You know, it says a lot about the kind of evening I've had that I'm not hard as a brick thinking about that."
"I'd say it does," she replied. "When we finished, though, I got a text from Tori. I trust your peace accords went well if she's asking if we're up for a double date? Or would it be a triple date if Brooke's with us too? I'm not fully clear on all the wording for that."



I wasn't clear on the wording of that either, but Tori feeling things out with Josie for a double date? That was definitely an improvement.
"I'd say the accords went very well, then," I replied, surprised at this development. "Any plans set in stone?"
"The mall, sometime soon. I'm sure we'll hash more out together soon," Josie replied.
"Good, because I need to stretch out on this bed and relax like you wouldn't believe," I said, kissing Josie again. It was a slower, lingering kiss, with a gentle tenderness that felt welcome after such intense fucking.
"Stretch out all you want, just watch out for the wet spots," she teased, holding me close and giggling softly.
We kissed like this for a while, until the hairdryer shut off in the bathroom and Sabrina stepped out, freshly showered, and looking quite freshly fucked too, with her impressively long hair down around her loosely.
"Hello Josie," Sabrina said formally, before looking at me. "And Ryan... thank you for a lovely evening. It was... quite a bit of fun."
Her grin was impressively sly, obviously remembering the debauchery we had gotten up to not very long ago, and enjoying showing off what we had done in front of Josie.
"It sounded like it..." Josie said, looking Sabrina up and down and looking very, very impressed. "...are you in a hurry, or do you wanna stick around, hang out, grab some snacks, maybe have a threesome?"
Sabrina looked at Josie, considering, before saying, "While it is a tempting offer, I really should get home soon before my mother puts out a search party."
Confidently, Sabrina walked over toward me, bent over and kissed me, fiercely, almost as if staking her one last claim in this evening in front of Josie.
Whispering in my ear, she said, "I had so much fun this evening... let's do this again sometime."
Then, standing up and formal once more, Sabrina said, "I'll see myself out. You two have a lovely night!"
With that, she walked out of the room and closed the door behind her.
With a look of absolute glee on her face, Josie said, "Sabrina motherfucking Singh? Wow. Not bad, Ryan, not bad at all."
Shrugging with amusement, I said, "What can I say? It just kinda happened."
"Everything just kinda happens to you this year... but, what the hell, that's one of the many things I love about ya. Are you completely drained?" Josie asked, gently reaching down to stroke my cock through my underwear.
"Pretty drained, but give me a while, I can call up the reserves for you," I said.
Josie smiled, then kissed me quickly. "Goodie. Wanna cuddle and watch a scary movie until then?"
It was my turn to smile, as I pulled her in close and gave her another quick, playful kiss. "I fucking love you. You're the best."
"Oh, I know it," Josie said, climbing off the bed and going toward my movie collection.
I lay back on the bed, thinking through everything that had happened today, and grinning over the simplest summation of all these unlikely events:
I'd had a good fucking day, and the future was looking pretty fucking bright.
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. It's been a rough few years, and in times like this, it becomes very easy to give in to anger and let that rule your life. I ask that, instead of letting anger run your life, take a breath, ask yourself if anger is really best in this moment, and if it isn't, try to guide it more constructively. When given an opportunity, try to spread a little kindness in the world instead of hate. Do something nice for a complete stranger. Brighten the day of someone you care about. Talk to a friend you haven't talked to in ages. Help someone who is having a hard time. It's a rough world out there these days, and while that doesn't look like it will change anytime soon, it doesn't take much to make it just a little bit better. Please be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: Returning to school after Valentine's Day, 18-year-old Ryan Collins is nervous about rekindling his friendship with former best friend Tori McNeil after their messy falling out on Thanksgiving. However, after getting his head on straight with the help of some sex with his hot English teacher, Mrs. Addams, he and Tori finally talk and work out their issues, deciding to be friends again. On top of the world and looking to the future, Ryan then encounters gorgeous and busty class president, Sabrina Singh, and after some discussions about where their lives are taking them, the two of them have some seriously hot sex. With his future now wide open, Ryan can't wait to see where things go.
***
By late February of my senior year, I like to think I'd come to have a pretty good practical understanding of sex. I knew I was very good at dispensing pleasure, and that I had a lot of fun doing it. I also had a fair understanding that, in bed, no two women are exactly alike.
In this process, I'd found that one of the rules that was reasonably absolute was this: if you're going to screw around with an athlete, you better be up on your cardio.
By this time of the year, I was alright with my cardio, but not enough to keep up with track star Fatima Hassan.
"Is that the best you got? That the best you fucking got? Because it's pretty fucking great, but I know you can fuck me harder than that... come on, you got this, you fucking got this, keep going, keep fucking me!!!" Fatima encouraged.
Well, alright, it might have been less "encouraged" and more "demanded", since this would be the third time this afternoon that we'd had sex, and it didn't seem like she was in any place to stop. The 5'11" Middle-Eastern beauty rode me as if she weren't even tired, her lean, toned body with her soft brown skin an utterly gorgeous sight as she furiously bounced up and down on my cock. Whether it was her bouncing B-cups, or the way her tight, shaved pussy clutched my cock and milked me for all I was worth, there was a lot to enjoy with this image, but what held my attention the best was her face. Fatima was easily one of the most beautiful girls in school, with kind brown eyes, a killer smile, and the longest, blackest, silkiest dark hair you could imagine. It hung down around her head like a curtain, kind of putting us in our own private world as she fucked me.
It was easy to be hypnotized by her at any time, really, but when she rode me so furiously and expected me to keep up, I was finding it difficult to catch my breath.
"You never stop... do you...?" I panted, trying to fuck up into her at a pace that met her liking.
She moaned, sitting up on my cock and squeezing her tits while she rode me. "You know, if that's a problem, I can always go easy on you. I don't want to break you, after all."
The way Fatima said this with a faint smirk, I knew that she was just trying to get a rise out of me so she could push me further.
Mission accomplished, I guess. My hands found her ass, squeezing her roughly as I fucked up into her, calling on reserves of energy I didn't know were still full as we took this fuck to its next level. I squeezed and groped her ass, smacking it when I got the chance to push her further. I knew that Fatima had a thing for ass play, and that this was likely to help set her off.
I was right.
"Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, YEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSS!!!" Fatima cried out, dropping down onto my cock as a wet, messy orgasm hit her. She fell onto me, shuddering, kissing me deeply as her pussy massaged my cock. I thought she might have hoped she would force another orgasm out of me with this.
I was going to show her what kind of stamina I really had.
I wrapped my arms around her back and held tight, rolling us over so I was on top of her. Fatima squealed, partly from being disgruntled at no longer being on top, partly from excitement (mostly from excitement, I think), and I took the opportunity to show her what I could really do as I gave it to her hard. My hips were a blur as I fucked in and out of her savagely, giving her almost the entire length of my thick, ten-inch cock.
"You think that's the best I got, huh? I'll show you my fucking best," I said, fucking down into her with an animalistic fury, making her moans go higher and higher as our fuck reached a truly insane pace.
"There we go... that's what I'm talking about! That's what I'm fucking talking about!!!" Fatima exclaimed, locking her feet behind my ass and making sure I kept this pace.
I was in awe of this woman, but also knew that there was no way in hell I was going to be able to keep up with her forever. I simply lacked her training, her discipline, and her remarkable capacity for cardio, and this raw burst of power was only going to last so long.
I couldn't let her know, though, that I was weakening, no, I wasn't going to give her the high ground and feeling of playful superiority, not when there was another, simpler, and arguably more fun way to see this through.
Keeping things nice and hard, I didn't hold back anymore, and with a few firm thrusts, I buried myself deep within her once more and came. It may not have had the force or volume of my last couple orgasms, but Fatima hardly seemed to care. As I grunted and emptied myself inside of her, she took to it rapturously, squeezing me and holding me close as I pumped every last drop into her.
Panting and dripping with sweat, I gave her a firm kiss, followed by another, softer one, before disentangling myself from her and collapsing on my back next to her.
"Holy shit..." I groaned, catching my breath and fearing I might pass out at any moment. "Holy fucking shit..."
"Thanks," Fatima said, certainly a little worse for wear, but not nearly looking as bad off as I felt.
"How do you do it?" I asked, panting. "How are you still so... this!"
She laughed, running a hand down her side. "Long distance and marathon training does have its perks, even when it's hell. It's good enough for scholarships, anyway, so I won't complain about the hell too hard. And you've seen what it can do for sex. I didn't push you too hard, did I?"
Fatima ran her fingers down between her legs, fingering my dripping cum into her and moaning appreciatively.
"I'm fine," I lied. Badly.
She smiled. It was one of those smiles so pretty and genuine that it tore at your core and made you feel the best kind of vulnerable, the kind that would make most men and probably a bunch of women do some terrible things to see it again.
"It's a kind thing to say, but you can relax, Ryan. I'm quite satisfied," Fatima said.
"For now," I murmured, running a hand down to her dripping pussy and lightly touching her. "I may be dead for now, but I'll be back in no time."
"I know..." she purred. "It's one of your many, many charms that has me jealous that Josie got her claws into you first. Though I am happy my energy certainly hasn't found a way of making you jump through that window and run for the hills."
"Where would I run to? This is my place," I said.
"Ah, so you've caught on to my plan to trap you here," Fatima said, rolling over onto me playfully and kissing me. It was a sweet, fun kind of kiss, slow and lazy while still promising more of the dirty fun that we'd been up to this afternoon.
"And here I was, actually thinking that you wanted to come over and study," I said.
"Nope," Fatima said, crawling down my body and trailing kisses down my chest. "Just part of my cunning plan to get you in the sack and get you to make me cum a whole lot of times. It's worked out pretty well, actually."
"So, you're saying you don't want to study?" I asked.
She stopped at one of my nipples, gently nibbling and licking it before saying, "Actually, when we're all fucked out, I could use some time to go over some of my history notes if you don't mind? I've got a test coming up for Mr. Beaumont's class, and I want to make sure I've got all my I's crossed and T's dotted."
Fatima looked at me mischievously, seeing if she could get a rise out of me.
I didn't take the bait.
"I'll be glad to go over them with youuuuUUUUUUU!" I exclaimed, my voice getting distinctly high as Fatima started eagerly sucking on my nipple. One of her hands found my cock and started slowly stroking me, bringing it back to life.
Letting my nipple pop from her mouth, she cheerfully replied, "Thanks!"
"No problem," I said, encouraging her to continue her trip south, something Fatima was all too happy to do as she continued kissing and licking down my stomach.
"Josie's mentioned that you're going on something of a double date soon? With Tori?" Fatima said, as if she wasn't slowly kissing her way down toward my cock.
"Yeah, but there's gonna be five of us, so I don't know if double date is the right term," I said.
"Modern dating problems," she replied, kissing her way closer to my cock. "But since there's two couples, or a couple and a throuple in this case, I think it's still a double date. How do you feel about it?"
This was something I was still trying to wrap my head around, and if Josie and Fatima weren't such good friends, I might have been more hesitant to answer her.
I said, "Excited. Scared, but excited. I haven't done anything socially with Tori since we had our falling out, so... it feels like there's a lot of pressure on this. I know there isn't, really, but it feels like there might be. I'm probably overthinking it."
"Probably," Fatima said, stroking my half-hard cock playfully. "But it doesn't hurt to be safe, especially when a situation is so uncertain. I know that's how Josie is playing it."
This got my attention. Josie and I talked about everything, but it struck me as likely that she'd talk to Fatima, one of her best and oldest friends, even more.
"Josie's playing it safe?" I asked. That didn't sound like Josie, someone I knew to be quite eager for any form of confrontation.
Fatima stopped stroking me and looked a little embarrassed, almost as if she'd been caught sharing secrets. "Now you didn't hear this from me..."
"I promise," I said.
"Good," she replied, going back to stroking me. "The girl loves you, so she's completely and utterly on your side, but that doesn't mean she isn't feeling some conflict in all of this. Her and Tori go back a fair ways, traveling in the same circles even before their time in the Puma Press. I know they've gotten high together, even fooled around a little, and before everything fell apart with you and Tori, those two were might even have been friends. It was a strange time for Josie, being on your side while things were bad with Tori, but now that things are back on, I think she's playing it cautious. Still holding on to some of that lingering anger from your estrangement, sure, but also wanting to make things work because you want to make things work... and, honestly, because *she* wants it to work, too."
Well, shit. There was a lot more riding on the success of this double date than I'd originally expected. It wasn't just reconnecting, now it was trying to make sure things were going to be okay with Tori and Josie, while Brooke, and Tori's girlfriend, April, were stuck along for the ride.
"That's intense..." I admitted, looking down at Fatima a little nervously.
"Sorry, didn't mean to break the moment," she said, kissing the side of my half-hard cock. "I think I can bring you right back in the moment, if you're up for another round, that is."
I smirked. "I could be, if you can get me hard again."
She looked at me as if that were the stupidest thing I'd ever said. "So that's how it's gonna be?"
"...yes?" I said, raising a skeptical eyebrow.
"Well," Fatima sighed. "If you need help getting hard, I can certainly help you there..."
With that, two things happened very quickly.
First, was Fatima pretty much inhaling my cock.
Second, was Fatima Hassan burying one of her fingers up my ass.
So, yeah, it turned out she was pretty fucking good at getting me hard in a hurry, and that I was not nearly close enough to being done with Fatima yet, not by a long shot.
***
Whenever I was asked about the Blair Valley Shopping Center, I'd call it "most of a mall", if I was in a charitable mood. If it weren't for its quality food court and decent movie theater, I wouldn't have even gone that far. Only half of its stores were filled, with "coming soon" signs in empty storefronts that had been there for years, inconsistent background music, and temporary kiosks in the middle of its main boulevards that looked to be of highly debatable legality. Nonetheless, with few exciting places to go for a relatively neutral double date in Regan Hills (and even fewer in the neighboring town of our dreaded football rivals, Blair Valley), to the Blair Valley Shopping Center we went.
So, while the five of us walked one of the barely populated halls and munched on Dippin' Dots, we chatted and got reacquainted with one another, trying to forge a new friendly understanding of how things were going to be.
Of course, there were bound to be some growing pains in this new arrangement.
"So, you're saying you've never ever ever had dick, like, not ever?" Brooke King asked. My petite blonde girlfriend, dressed in a tight pink t-shirt that showed plenty of midriff, and a similarly matching short, pink plaid skirt that barely hid her ass, looked positively surprised.
"Not ever," April Martel answered her. The mousy blonde band geek with the wavy, shoulder length hair and the casual floral dress looked a lot more put together than the last time I'd seen her, speaking more freely and more sure of herself (something a friendship or romance with Tori was going to bring out sooner or later). And, by the looks of the rainbow flag pin she'd pinned just above the left breast of her dress, she'd finally come out of the closet, which was pretty fucking awesome for her.
"That's just... kinda wow," Brooke said.
"I'm sorry, just never really had any interest," April answered, shrugging and looking to me. "I mean, no offense to the one guy here; I know you're nice and you've got it all going on down there, but I don't see the appeal. I love girls, and all the anatomy that comes with, and that's that."
Brooke replied quickly and apologetically. "Oh, I didn't mean to sound, like, insensitive or nothin'; love is love, be out and proud and all that, and, you totally won't hear me complaining about more dick to go around for me and, also, like, lesbians fucking rule, and it would be so convenient not to have to deal with the shit guys do sometimes, like my friend Riley who's been all heartbroken 'cause her, like, asshole boyfriend ditched her before V-Day, and now she's just crying on my other friend Kitty all the time who doesn't know what to do and... where was I? Oh, yeah, right! It's just, like, I hadn't put a lot of thought to how many completely gay girls there might be around school. I mean, you look around our class and I totally thought, like, all of the girls around here were totally porno-bi."
"A lot of them are. A seriously disproportionate amount of them, honestly. Which I think is fucking great, honestly," Tori McNeil answered, strolling along with great amusement at where the conversation had gone. Dressed in her customary overalls and tie-dyed shirt, her flaming red curls draped around her shoulders, she smiled broadly and looked every bit like the friend I remembered, like all of this was so easy for her to fall back into.
"More of the guys swing that way, too, than you'd think," Tori said mischievously. "Everyone just playing it every which way all over the place, screwing whoever they want... it's really made this year a lot of fun."
Turning to face her girlfriend, Tori added, "This was all before I found you, of course..."
"Of course," April said, smiling and leaning in to kiss Tori. "Well, I'm happy I've got you. You're all I need."
"Wait until you've had your first all-girl threesome, then let's talk," Josie Wong said. My goth princess girlfriend, with her pale skin, choppy black hair, black lipstick, piercings and tattoos looked the definite outlier of the five of us. Wearing her usual long black coat over a barely-there dark tank top and short shorts, she had been on her cautious, best behavior for much of the date so far, but was still making the occasional wry observation like this.
Brooke's eyes went wide as she said, excited, "Yes! Ah, threesomes are totally the fucking best! And Tori's, like, really, really super good at them, too! Though I guess what we had at Homecoming was totally a foursome, but there were only three of us girls there and we had some fun together too..."
April looked a little surprised at this revelation, but not *that* surprised.
Looking at her girlfriend, Tori added, "Hey, if you ever want one, I'm totally down for it... but nothing that would ever make you uncomfortable. We do this at your pace."
April smiled. "Thanks."
"Threesomes are the fucking best, though," Tori said.
"Totally," Brooke agreed.
"They've got their charms," Josie added, smiling at me playfully.
"So long as you got some good partners for it," I said, smiling and wrapping my arms around Josie and Brooke's shoulders.
"You three are so cute," April said, grinning.
"We make it work," Brooke answered.
"Totally," Josie and I replied in unison, getting laughs from the others.
"Admit it, babe, if you had to go for a guy, Ryan would be a good choice," Tori teased.
April looked me over with a critical eye, but with great skepticism. "Again, I feel like I need to say 'no offense' here, but I'll take your word for it."
Josie laughed. "More for us, then."
"Hell yeah!" Brooke replied, reaching over to high-five Josie.
Tori leaned over to kiss April. "You know I'm just teasing, right? I love having you all to myself."
"Good to know," April replied, grinning confidently and playfully grabbing Tori's ass.
Brooke squealed, darting out from under my arm as we passed by an overstuffed-looking, cheap jewelry store, the kind of store where middle school girls would usually get their ears pierced for the time. "Ooh! I, like, gotta run in here! I got an employee from here fired once when he tried to take an upskirt of me after I nearly fell in that sinkhole that opened up in the parking lot outside the Red Robin, and, like, now the lady who owns the place feels so bad she lets me buy earrings by the pound for crazy low prices. Cheap earrings on me, ladies!"
Josie looked skeptical, but said, "Not exactly my style, but I'll take a look. Tori?"
It was far from Tori's style as well, but it looked like she and Josie were trying to make good with each other, so she said, "Yeah, sure, let's see what they have. April?"
April looked from Tori to me, then said, "If it's alright with you, I think I'll hang out here with Ryan? Haven't gotten my ears pierced yet, and I don't think I'm gonna do it today."



"Don't say that too loud around Brooke," Josie warned. "She will talk you into getting it done. It's like she has a magic power; let her talk enough around you, and you'll find yourself doing whatever she wants because she's just so damn cute."
"It's true," I acknowledged.
"Thanks for the safety tip," April said, looking around briefly before saying. "We'll meet you three over by that claw machine?"
Tori craned her neck to see which of the three disused arcade games across the hall April meant, before saying, "Sure. See you in a sec."
With that, Tori and Josie joined Brooke inside the store, while April and I walked across the hall.
"So... double date, huh?" I said, looking for an icebreaker of my own now that April and I were alone.
"Yeah, pretty much," April replied, looking in the glass box of the claw machine. "I don't recognize any of those characters."
She was right about that. The mostly empty machine had a grand total of three stuffed animals in it, all of which were brightly colored, looked cheaply made, and clearly resembled popular children's cartoon characters without being close enough to inspire lawsuits. They were cute enough in their way, and looked possible to actually pick up, unlike the only other object within the machine.
"Is that a brick?" I asked April, pointing inside.
"Huh," she agreed, looking within. "Yeah, that's definitely a brick."
"I once saw a live raccoon stuck in this machine, but a brick... that's new," I said.
April rolled her eyes. "How has this place not been shut down yet?"
"I have no idea," I replied.
Even so, the siren's call of a claw machine held me in its sway, and soon I was reaching into my pocket for loose quarters to feed into it.
"You're really gonna try for it?" April asked.
"I'm pretty good at these," I replied, pressing a few quarters in, before taking my chance at the controls. "And if they still haven't repaired this machine after the damage they did getting that hornet's nest the game shipped with out of it, I know a trick to get my quarters back even if I lose."
"Hornet's nest?" she said, her eyes growing wide.
I shrugged. "This isn't a very good mall, but I think Brooke might find that purple thing cute."
April sighed, amused. "You are a true romantic, aren't you?"
"Often," I said, inching the claw down and trying to get the stuffed purple thing. The claw missed, but I still had a couple attempts to go.
April watched me make another attempt at the purple thing before saying, "I'm glad you wanted to come today. I'd really like for us all to be friends. Tori... Tori hasn't been the same since Thanksgiving."
"I don't think anyone could be the same after that," I said, guiding the claw in for my final attempt, fully intending to take my time with this one. "I haven't been the same since, either... it feels good, to be trying again. Hopefully get things close to what they used to be."
"And I'm glad to hear that," she continued, looking back to the store, and seeing no chance that our girlfriends might be coming back soon, she turned back to me. "I know there's a lot of history between you two, and throwing all of that out would've been a waste. And, if I'm being honest... I know when it comes to sex, there are times when she needs a guy, and even though I have no interest in them, I know she does sometimes, and I don't want to stop her being who she is just because of me, so... yeah, if she's gonna be messing around with any guy, I'm happy it's you."
It was a heartfelt admission, but in my focus to win a prize, I was distracted and chuckled. "I'm honored."
Only slightly annoyed, April quickly added, "Though, and I know how clichéd I'm going to sound by saying this, if you screw things up and break her heart again, you and me, we'll have some words."
I took my eye off the prize in the claw machine and looked over at Tori's willowy blonde girlfriend, and while it was clear she was joking, I didn't doubt that she might mess me up if anything went wrong again. April clearly loved Tori, and being capable with both trombone and tuba, I knew that even as a tiny band geek, this willowy blonde clearly had some muscle.
"I don't want to screw things up again. I promise," I said.
April must have liked what she heard in my tone, because she nodded conclusively and said, "Good. Because I'd really like to be friends with you. The way Tori says it, you're a really great guy... and I could use some better guys in my life."
"I'd really like to be friends with you too," I said, turning back to the claw machine and making my last attempt. The claw closed around the purple thing, picked it up, and brought it over to the prize area.
"Jackpot," I said as the claw lowered my prize into the retrieval area.
"Nice," April agreed.
The claw machine took a very long time to let go, which April took as an opportunity. "So... do you play D&D?"
I laughed. "Badly."
"Well, Tori and I go to this game sometimes over at Katie Park's house? Rose is a pretty amazing DM, and with Izzy and Katie playing... well, Tori and I could sometimes use some more level-headed assistance, even if that assistance doesn't think they're the best player. Would you be up for joining us sometime soon?" she said, quickly.
I didn't think about my answer for this very long. "Send me the date and time?"
Beaming broadly, April said, "You got it!"
With a mechanical jerk, the claw machine's wire finally retracted. Reaching into the machine, I pulled the purple thing out, and found that, as a bonus, it also had the machine's severed claw still attached to it.
"Man, this place has a lot of problems," April said.
"Yeah..." I admitted, looking over to the earring place. Brooke stormed out of it beaming, her blonde pigtails bouncing joyfully as she ran out with a heavy-looking bag of cheap jewelry. Following shortly behind were Tori and Josie, both of whom seemed to be laughing at some private, good-humored joke.
I finished, "...but it's got its charms, too."
***
Artists worked in a lot of different mediums, from paints and clay, to charcoals and pixels, and as someone with next to no visual artistic ability, I had always felt a certain awe at watching artists who were at the top of their game doing what they did best.
When it came to the art that was shopping, however, the truest da Vinci of the form was without a doubt my tiny blonde girlfriend, Brooke King.
After she had claimed victory at the cheap earring store, she guided our motley group over to a discount clothing shop that had overstuffed racks and shelves, and that she attacked with the same precision and force that Rommel did in North Africa, though she looked a whole lot cuter doing so. She knew exactly where to look, had access to a seemingly infinite supply of coupons on her phone, and knew enough people working the store that she could make sure to get the best deals humanly possible. Seeing her tear through, looking for the cutest of the cute garments was miraculous to watch, though I did feel a little sorry for poor April Martel, dragged along by Brooke in her own particularly unique way of "getting to know you".
I wasn't the only one.
"I should really go save her, shouldn't I?" Tori said with some amusement, watching Brooke dart across an aisle as swiftly as a ghost in a background shot of a haunted house movie, weighed down only by the anchor of the very confused April being dragged behind her by the wrist.
"Give it a few more minutes? I think they're making friends," Josie replied, amused.
"You make a good point," Tori said.
"I know," Josie said, reaching down and squeezing my cock playfully. She was looking particularly playful today, probably from being surrounded by so many lovely girls, and I was looking forward to what that would mean later.
"Though... you're with a girl who doesn't like horror movies? Like, at all? That boggles the mind," Josie added, shaking her head.
If Josie hadn't said it, I would've; Tori and I had grown up sharing cheesy horror flicks, and had bonded over our mutual love and occasional loathing for certain films. That she had gotten together with someone who didn't like to be scared seemed an odd match to say the least, but who was I to question love?
"She's... sensitive, to that sort of stuff. Some of her 'friends' have tried forcing her to watch stuff she wasn't ready for in the past, and it's left her with some scars. She's said she might be interested in trying with me some day, but, that day hasn't come yet," Tori explained.
"Fair, fair," Josie said.
"Brooke was similar," I explained. "Not really into that stuff."
"Really? I doubted anything could phase that girl... what do you mean by *was*?" Tori said.
I continued, "Well, we've been slowly introducing her into some milder stuff, building up her tolerances, and she's really starting to dig it now. We still haven't gone that hard yet, but if you want some help working up April's tolerances, we can always do a movie night with the five of us."
"Though, for you guys, we'll wear clothes," Josie joked.
"Hey, hey, hey, let's not go crazy here..." Tori joked back.
There had been some hesitation between the two of them when we started this double date, but now, it almost seemed like old times at the Puma Press. We may not have been close friends, not yet, not until that strange air of tension had fully worked itself out of our systems, but for now... yeah, we were doing alright.
Tori craned her neck, looking around the store as Brooke blurred between a couple aisles, her mile a minute talking traveling behind her like a sonic boom, while April still traveled behind her, unable to pull herself from Brooke's impressive grip.
"I think I'm finally gonna have to save my girlfriend from your girlfriend," Tori said to Josie and me.
"Good luck," I said.
"Don't rush it too much," Josie suggested, "I can't hear what she's saying, but there's every chance Brooke's talking her into a threesome as we speak."
Tori laughed. "I should only be so lucky."
Tori looked from Brooke and April, back to us, then quickly closed the gap toward me, giving me a quick, but very deep kiss. It felt good to have her body pressed against mine, even if for a brief moment like this. Soon, she gave much the same treatment to Josie, a very, very nice sight by my eyes, before she parted with a goofy smile and darted off into the store.
Josie looked a little thunderstruck by the kiss, but her own goofy smile was soon replaced by a sublimely confident one. "I could get used to you two being friends again."
"Me too," I admitted, a little floaty myself from the aftermath of the kiss.
"Rachel's a way better kisser though," Josie said, playfully jabbing me in the side.
I rolled my eyes. "And then there's this part."
"Come on, you know I'm going to be a sarcastic bitch about this. It's one of the many spices I bring to life," Josie said smiling at me sweetly.
I grinned. "You're in a good mood today."
"You caught that, huh?" Josie said, leaning toward me and smiling brightly. She leaned over just enough that I got a good glimpse of her cleavage, which, with her D-cups, had a way of getting me nice and hard at just a glance.
"I did," I said.
"Well, what's not to be in a good mood about? Rebuilding bridges and friendships, and I've got a girlfriend and boyfriend I love, who really care about me..." Josie said, kissing me quickly.
"I feel like I'm missing a step, not that I mind the kiss," I said.
Josie leaned back away from me, straightening herself out. "Fatima told me you were worried about me, and how things would be with Tori and me, and I just found that very sweet."
"Fatima told you that, huh?" I said, a little nervous, but glad that this seemed to be welcome to Josie.
"Well, first she had to come down from talking about how fucking awesome it was to repeatedly cum on your cock, but, yes," Josie explained, chuckling softly to herself. "And then we might've done some stuff to each other for a while, which felt pretty great too, but then we got to actually talking. Fatima was worried for me too, but you guys can relax. I'm fine. I really am, and it feels so, *so* fucking good to feel this fine. I really like where my life is right now, where *our* lives are... and it feels fucking great."
This filled me with a warmth and love that lit up everything inside of me. I smiled and kissed her, holding that kiss for so long I wondered if my lips might actually take all her black lipstick with me. When we parted, I was happy to see that this wasn't the case.
Smiling mischievously, she bit her lower lip. "You know what else would feel great?"
"What?" I asked, very happy to see where this might go.
"You and me, going to one of those changing rooms in back..." Josie suggested, dropping her voice in a delightfully secretive way. She looked to either side of us, making sure there was no one in sight, then quickly pulled up the bottom of her tight tank top above her tits. From her pale tattooed frame, to her immaculate D-cups with her bullet-hard nipples (her left one pierced by a very shiny bar) and her mischievous grin, I don't think any woman on Earth right then could have torn me away from the goddess that was Josie Wong.
She dropped her tank top back down, then smirked. "So, you in?"
This was not exactly a proposition that required a ton of thought on my end.
"Yes," I said quickly, grabbing her hand and leading her into the back. I had no idea what Josie had in mind, and I didn't need to; all I knew was that she was looking hot as hell today, she wanted me, and I was all too happy to give in to her whims.
I knew that the changing rooms in this store weren't the biggest, but that ever since one of them caught fire two years ago, barely anyone actually used them. It would be private, and though we would still have to keep quiet if we didn't want to get caught, I thought we could manage some good fun.
We almost made it, too, before Brooke, now alone, jumped out from one of the aisles in front of us.
"Hey!" she exclaimed, looking at our urgency and putting two and two together. "Were you two sneakin' off to fuck in one of the changing rooms?"
"Actually I was planning on having him finger me while eating my ass before I blew him, but, yeah, pretty much," Josie said, painting a very enticing picture.
"Oh, cool! Don't wear him out too much, though, 'cause I could, like, totally use some of that too. Can I borrow Ryan for a few seconds with clothes on, first?" Brooke said.
"By all means," Josie said, walking backwards toward the changing rooms with a truly seductive look in her eyes. "Just don't make me wait too long..."
With that, she turned around, then disappeared in back.
"Oh, she's gonna totally give it to ya!" Brooke giggled.
"I was getting that," I said, turning my attention back to my tiny, blonde girlfriend. "What do you need?"
Brooke twirled a finger through one of her pigtails contemplatively. "So, I know we're, like, after Valentine's Day and all that, but I was wondering if you were still playing with that magic spell? You know, the one you did with that witch that's had you, like, fucking all the needy girls in town you can find?"
"I know the one," I laughed. "And I have been doing my part in the cosmic scale of things, looking for those who've been neglected this month and could use some good fun. And even though it's after Valentine's, I'm still keeping an eye out for those in need. Didn't Josie tell you?"
Brooke's blue eyes brightened playfully. "About you and Sabrina? Totally! And by the way, nice! She's, like, insanely hot!"
She held out her fist for a fist bump, and I returned the gesture. "Thanks."
"If I knew it would help me pull in girls like her, I should've gotten into magic, like, ages upon ages upon ages ago..." Brooke said, eyes sparkling.
She was going off on a tangent that likely had nothing to do with why she originally came to me, and while the sight of Brooke made me easily hard, I was horny, and Josie was waiting.
I said, "Brooke? Focus."
Brooke shook her head, as if sending the conflicting thoughts away. "Sorry! Sorry! Just so much cool stuff going around... but, yes, like, I gotta focus, gotta get back on track and tell you what I needed to tell you. Totally... so, like, if I know someone who needs, like, some of your help, you'd totally help them, right?"
"Of course," I said, unhesitating. "Who?"
Brooke pulled her phone from her purse and scrolled through her texts. "You know Kitty? On the cheer squad?"
"Not really," I answered.
"Oh, yeah, right, she wasn't at the orgy, was she?" Brooke said, rolling her eyes at herself. "So, like, she's got a problem that she says she needs your particular set of skills in solving, and wanted me to see if it'd be, like, okey dokey if the two of you talked soon-ish so she could explain to you all that's going on and wrong, and, like, everything. She's super nice, and slutty and has had sex with a lot of the same girls you have, I swear, so, you'll have a lot in common to talk about. And she said she'd buy you In-N-Out just for listening! Should I tell her you'll talk to her?"
I didn't know Kitty from more than just in passing, but if Brooke vouched for her, that was all I needed. "Sure. Give her my number, tell her to hit me up, and I'll be there. I'm never gonna turn down free In-N-Out."
"Goodie!" Brooke said, bouncing up and kissing me on the cheek. "I'll tell her! Now go play with Josie's ass real good, yeah? I, like, totally want the same and don't want you running out of energy or nothin'."
Grinning, I kissed Brooke on the mouth. "You got it."
***
I'll never go out of my way to call Regan Hills a perfect town, but for what it was, it had its charms.
The one thing it didn't have, however, was its own In-N-Out, which meant that, the next day after school, I was powering my bike over to Blair Valley to make this impromptu date that Brooke had sent me on. I had already exchanged a few texts with Kitty, not enough to really get a handle on her personality, but enough to know where I was going. Considering Brooke's endorsement of her friend, I was more than happy to make this journey, but the closer I got to Blair Valley, the more I found myself hoping I'd get maybe a little more out of this meeting than free In-N-Out.
When I stepped inside of the bustling fast-food restaurant, I found 18-year-old Kathleen "Kitty" Stein right away because, really, how many tiny redheads wearing cat-ear headbands are you going to find in the wild? Nevertheless, she waved me over to her booth, smiling, and I came over to sit opposite her.
"Thank you for coming here, your timing's perfect! The food just got here; I hope you don't mind I ordered for you? Brooke gave me your usual order, but if that's not what you want, I'll happily buy you whatever you'd like," Kitty said, smiling politely.
Now, by this time in the year, I'd been with a lot of cheerleaders, and a lot of girls of all shapes and sizes, but truly none quite so tiny as Kitty Stein. At 4'10" and maybe ninety pounds soaking wet, she was the very definition of petite, even smaller than Brooke, and, honestly, seemingly a scale model of most of the other cheerleaders. She was slender and fit, with a preppy style of nice, designer jeans' and a clean, light teal blouse, all of which clung rather tightly to her frame. I was a guy enough to notice that her breasts were on the small side of an A-cup, and that her legs looked quite tight. Her face was quite pretty, with her flaming red hair in a pixie cut, freckles on her high cheeks, an upturned nose, a small mouth with full, pink lips and big green eyes that positively dazzled when she smiled at me.
And, of course, true to her name and reputation, she wore a headband with a pair of cat ears on top. Kitty was an exquisite combination of cute and oddly professional-looking, a mix that promised this meal would be interesting.



"This'll do nicely, thanks," I said, looking at the food. "Though it looks like you got enough for three."
"That's actually why I'm here. You just missed Riley, she ran to the restroom, and she is why I wanted to call you here today, but I'll be happy to explain to the best of my abilities the situation before she returns," Kitty said.
Playfully, I responded, "So formal."
Kitty shrugged, then spoke with a quick, confident, casual tone. "There's a lot of bad stereotypes perpetuated about us cheerleaders, and I try not to perpetuate them when I can. I've got a brain, I choose to exercise it if my 4.0 has anything to say about it, thankyouverymuch. And, as you certainly know by now, I'm not the only one on the squad with a few brain cells to rub together."
"Oh, I know it," I said. I knew Brooke, Dakota and Sasha to be very, very smart, and that pretty much all of the girls had their particular corners of academia that they excelled in. "I wasn't criticizing, just a little surprised given the reason Brooke seemed to indicate that you wanted to call me here."
"Oh! Well, it certainly is related to that!" Kitty said, a bright smile overtaking her face. "I am hoping I could talk you into having sex with both of us by the end of the day today, so long as Riley is in the mood to play around, anyway; I just thought it might be best to wine and dine you first to better explain myself."
"Of course," I replied.
"When our clothes are on anyway; all bets are off when they hit the floor," she said, grinning devilishly. "We're only human, after all."
"Of course," I said, taking a sip of my Coke. "So... why don't you start at the beginning?"
"Gladly," Kitty replied, straightening herself up and taking a breath. "A lot of us on the squad are very good friends... very *close* friends, as I know you have plenty of firsthand experience with."
"I do," I said, sighing fondly with memories of New Year's Eve.
"But, out of all of us, nobody is quite so close as Riley and I are," she explained, picking a single fry to munch while thinking this over. "We've known each other forever. Took the same gymnastics classes, were part of all the same after school clubs, joined the squad together... hell, we even have the same birthday. Everyone in our families says that the two of us might as well be twins... which we obviously, and quite thankfully, aren't, because of everything we've been doing this year..."
"Obviously," I replied.
Kitty continued, "I mean, we were each other's first orgasms, we lost our virginity to the same guy five minutes apart from one another... hell, we were supposed to go to Dakota's New Year's party, we were so excited to meet you, but a guy I was going with at the time decided that he wanted to be a jealous ass and no longer with me, and that didn't exactly put me in an orgy mood mood. Riley spent the whole of New Year's trying to cheer me up, and it worked, because she is one of the kindest, sweetest, most genuinely joyful people on Earth..."
She paused for a moment, sadly stealing another fry before continuing.
"I don't want to make it sound like it's only because I want to repay her for her kindness, because I would do this anyway just because I love her, but I *do* want to repay her. I want to repay her for everything she has done as my best friend... my other half that I would be thoroughly useless without. Ever since Brendan broke up with her before Valentine's, I've tried cheering her up on my own, I've tried it with the help of the other girls, I've tried everything that's cheered her in the past, but nothing has worked. I thought it might be time to bring out the big guns," Kitty explained, looking down at her food and unconsciously reaching up to touch her headband.
I thought about this. Kitty seemed a considerate girl, and I'd heard only good things about her from my other friends on the cheer squad, but I didn't know if this was such a good idea. I didn't know either of these girls, and in a fragile situation like this, I didn't want to risk that I might actually make things worse. I was game to try if Kitty thought it might be a good idea, but... I still had reservations.
"So, I'm the big guns?" I asked, trying to keep things light and jokey, but also cautiously probing the situation.
"Don't sound so skeptical!" Kitty said, reaching across the table to touch my hand warmly. "I've heard the stories! I've seen the pictures and the videos and... and I'm honestly sorry it's taken so long to arrange this. Riley and I are kind of a package deal, and timing just hasn't worked out perfectly for one of us or another for the course of the year. The timing now, though, is perfect, even if the circumstances that it came up during aren't exactly the best. I think, though, between the two of us, if we put all our efforts together, we can, you know, 'cheer her up'?"
I smiled, warmly, and hoped that I could soften this next part as much as possible. "It sounds great, really, it does, but I'd be lying if I said I didn't have concerns."
"Oh?" Kitty asked, her smile fading, slightly.
"Well..." I said, sighing, trying to order these words correctly. "You said that *you* thought it was time to bring out the big guns; can I trust by that wording that you haven't told Riley about this plan to 'cheer her up'?"
Kitty bit her lip. "You've got me there. I thought that springing this on her might be the best way... but it's because I *know* her. I know her as well as I know myself, and that sometimes throwing her into the deep end is what she needs, and I know she needs some of it now. She's hurting, and it sucks... it sucks so hard. Brooke... she's told me about what you've been doing this month. That you're trying to help girls who need it. Riley needs it. Will you try to help me help her?"
Her request was so plain and raw, there was no other way I could have answered. "Of course."
"Good," Kitty said, her eyes darting to the side of the restaurant. "Because she's coming over here right now."
I straightened up as I turned to watch 18-year-old Riley Richardson approach us, and smiled in as friendly a manner as possible. This seemed especially necessary since seeing me at the table seemed to leave her very, very confused.
"I thought Brooke was joining us..." Riley said.
If Kitty seemed small, she had nothing on Riley. At 4'8" and barely over 80 pounds, she was the very definition of tiny. A lightly tanned blonde with hair that fell to her shoulders and held back by a hairband, aside from her hair I understood how could have been mistaken for a twin of Kitty, with their similar size, and cute faces. Riley's delicate features and big blue eyes looked better suited for a mythical fairy princess than they did for a small-town cheerleader, but it was a look that suited her well. Similarly, she had that tight gymnast's body, held in what seemed to be an identical pair of designer jeans, though Riley favored a faded pink t-shirt rather than Kitty's preppier blouse.
"That was a little white lie," Kitty admitted. "Brooke and I did talk, but only because I've been wanting to meet Ryan for a while, and today seemed as good a day as any to borrow him. I hope you don't mind?"
Riley looked at me skeptically. Her pretty face, one that was clearly used to smiling, had recently and quite clearly fallen out of the habit of holding any good cheer. I raised a hand offering her a half wave.
"Hey," I said.
"Hi..." Riley replied, nervously sliding into the booth next to Kitty. Even sitting down like this, I had more than a foot in height on each of them, which rather than empowering, felt strangely intimidating in a way I had a hard time putting my finger on.
After a distinctly awkward silence, Riley said, "So... what did Brooke loan you out for, Ryan? Some homework help? Yardwork? Cleaning our rooms?"
Kitty butted in. "Riley-"
"I know why you called him here, and it's not gonna work! He's not just gonna sling his cock around and make everything better, no matter how hard you want it to!" Riley exclaimed, drawing a couple glances from nearby tables.
"Riley!" Kitty said, looking at me apologetically.
Though the food was delicious, I could see the situation becoming iffier by the moment, and I didn't want to make anything worse. I nearly stood up, nearly offered to leave because of this, not wanting there to be any problems, but then I saw it.
That look in Kitty's eyes. That look of desperation, of fear and love for her friend, of needing something, *anything* to work to help someone who was hurting reclaim who they used to be. It was a situation I was familiar with, this year, and if I left, I realized I might only make things worse.
So, I didn't leave.
"Please don't get pissed at Kitty; she only invited me here because she wanted to help, and I agreed because... well, I like helping," I said.
"Yeah, I'm sure that's all you like," Riley muttered, looking down at her food, before her eyes darted back to us with a look much like shame. "I'm sorry."
"It's alright. Someone broke your heart. We've all been there," I said. "Nobody's gonna claim that I've got a magic answer to your problems, that I or Kitty or anyone else can fix everything with the snap of our fingers, but, Kitty knows you, and she thinks that the three of us hanging out might actually help make you feel better, and while I don't know either of you all that well, it seems to me like Kitty's a pretty trustworthy person, and is really doing her best to be a good friend. Am I right?"
Looking back down at her food with a distinct pout, Riley answered, "Yeah."
Kitty looked at me, grateful, and added, "And Brendan-*fucking*-Cole is not someone you should be getting this broken up about. The guy's cute, and he's got an above-average muscle mass, but he's an idiot if he's breaking up with one of the cutest, sweetest, nicest little cheer sluts in the entire school."
"Awww, thanks," Riley said, looking up at Kitty with a warm smile.
"He's also an idiot in the traditional academic sense, but, I'll stay on topic here," Kitty said quickly. "He's a lousy football player, a lousier lay, and he's got a little dick. You shouldn't be broken up about a dingus like him. You should want blood! You should want revenge! And since it's said the best revenge is living well, I think the best way you can get back at him for being a dumbass is by getting back on the horse."
Kitty then turned to me, smiling playfully. "Or, as it may be, the horsecock. If he's willing, of course."
I looked to the two girls, and while I still could sense some serious hesitation from Riley, the way Kitty's eyes danced over me, I couldn't help but feel her lustful enthusiasm. The redheaded pixie with the kitty-cat ears looked wholesome and cute as a button, but the energy that came from her big green eyes was anything but wholesome. Kitty Stein was eyefucking me with a savagery I was utterly helpless against, not that I really wanted to resist.
Licking my lips a little nervously, I said, "I mean, you two are so beautiful... and I'm down for pretty much anything, but you probably knew that already."
Playfully poking Riley in the side with her elbow, Kitty added, "See? He thinks we're hot. And weren't you bugging me about us being about the only girls on the squad who hadn't had a chance with him yet? We can't get to the end of the year being the only two who haven't gotten any of this, can we? Kaitlyn would never let us hear the end of it."
"I don't know..." Riley said, looking at me again skeptically, before leaning to the side and looking at my pants. I think she might have been trying to look for my bulge, which was fairly pronounced at this point, not that my jeans did me any favors in showing it off.
"I... I guess... maybe..." Riley said with some finality, smiling up at me with a weak, cute smile.
"Excellent!" Kitty said, picking up and taking a bite from her Double-Double, her eyes darting back to me. "I know she seems a bit non-committal now, but, trust me, once the clothes start coming off, you'll see what she's capable of. My twinsie here may look tiny, but trust me, she's a complete and utter whore for huge fucking cock."
"Kitty!" Riley exclaimed, looking around nervously to make sure we weren't overheard, but unable to stifle her own giggle. Dropping her voice, she added, "Kitty's right, though, so... we'll see. I... can't say yes, can't say no. I just don't know."
Sensing where Kitty wanted to direct this, I suggested, "I don't think you have to know for now. Why don't we just finish our food, spend a little time just talking, relaxing, maybe talking more shit about your ex if it makes you feel better, and then we can just go back to one of our places and see what happens? I know I may not look like much, but I assure you, dressed or undressed I'm pretty good company, and know a thing or two about cheering up those in need of a good cheer."
Kitty looked practically ready to jump me already, while Riley still looked undecided. I could see a lot going on behind her pretty blue eyes, her eyes darting between her food, Kitty and me constantly, before landing on me. Her pouty lips curled into a hopeful smile, and she nodded softly as if making a great decision.
"Screw it... let's do it... let's see what happens," Riley decided.
"And my parents won't be in until quite late tonight, so, we should have the house to ourselves..." Kitty suggested.
"Sounds like a plan," I said, raising my Coke in a toast. Kitty raised her cup enthusiastically as well, and while Riley was slow to join, she did join us in this playful gesture, clinking our paper cups together in a hopeful promise of future depravity.
***
Kitty Stein's bedroom wasn't nearly as pink as Brooke's, but it was pretty close. The walls were all a soft, faded shade of the color, as were her sheets, blankets and pillows and pretty much any other piece of furniture that had any fabric cover to it. My best guess, though, was that this wasn't entirely by Kitty's choice at this point in her life, as she had an impressively full set of bookcases covering most of her walls, as well as a few band posters that leaned slightly more toward the emo than they did toward the cutesy.
Of the framed photos on the wall, only a small handful were of Kitty with her family, while the vast majority were her and Riley doing... well, pretty much everything you'd be cool putting in a framed photo at your family's home. Kitty and Riley doing gymnastics. Kitty and Riley in their cheer uniforms, doing the splits side by side (nice) and proudly holding their pom-poms in the air. Kitty and Riley on Halloween and Christmas and at the beach, hanging out with the rest of the cheer squad, or just hanging out, relaxing with each other. They were all smiles, and quite often wearing the same clothes, some of them in a way that gave off some vague Grady Twins from The Shining vibes, but not enough to scare me away from Kitty's room.
Most importantly, I got a good look at her bed. While it was nearly half-covered in decorative pillows and stuffed animals, it was certainly big, which would be good for our purposes.
"We've shared a lot of good times in here, haven't we?" Kitty asked, padding barefoot toward her bed. We'd all left our shoes and socks by the front door, one of those extra steps that would save us a lot of trouble later.
"Yeah," Riley said, smiling nostalgically. "Sleepovers."
"Boys," Kitty replied.
"Play dates," Riley said.
"Girls," Kitty shrugged.
Smiling mischievously, Riley tried to shoot back another wholesome answer. "Playing dress-up."
Grabbing her friend by the wrist and yanking her to the bed, Kitty laughed. "Playing doctor."
Riley laughed back, tickling Kitty fiercely. Kitty was all too happy to return the gesture, the two of them battling, rolling over on top of each other and onto the pile of pillows and stuffed animals, pushing many of these off the bed as they cleared space and playfully wrestled. It was a very cute, very hot sight, and the way my erection pushed insistently at the front of my jeans, I was having a pretty good time of it.
"I don't know whether to join in or stand here watching, but I'm loving the view either way," I said.
Kitty sat up in the bed, giggling and fending off Riley's eager hands. "Sorry, sorry, it's easy for us to get distracted when we're together. Kind of the twinsie thing."
"Yeah, it usually takes a whole lot to not get lost in those green eyes and fast fingers... they've led to a lot of good times," Riley said, sighing pleasantly. "Like, remember when you got the the other girls on the squad to strip me and hold me down and had all the basketball team take turns on me? Ah... that was so much fun. I came soooooooo much."
"That actually wouldn't be the first one to come to mind," Kitty said, nodding and sighing nostalgically. "But it was a really good one. I came a whole lot watching you."
I could imagine it was one hell of a moment. Seeing such a tiny girl getting pinned by the other girls on the squad (no doubt naked themselves) as a bunch of big guys took their turns with her...
Wait, now I was the one getting distracted.
"Which one were you thinking of?" Riley asked.
Kitty replied, "Well, remember the time the bus broke down and we-"
I finally cleared my throat.
"So, am I joining in or am I standing over here watching?" I asked pleasantly, smiling as I watched the two girls still platonically intertwined.
"Oh, yeah, join us!" Kitty said.
"Sorry again," Riley replied, as if finishing Kitty's sentence.
"Totally, come on, get over here. We *are* here to cheer this little minx up, aren't we?" Kitty suggested, waving me over.
I strolled over toward the bed, and though I knew it was a risky proposition, managed to pry the two of them apart and sit between them.
Answering Kitty's question, I said, "Totally."
They both giggled in an almost frightening unison. Riley said, "Brooke's been getting to him."
"That's what I was going to say!" Kitty exclaimed, poking her friend across me.
Sitting next to them, with each one of them only a couple inches away from me, I was suddenly hyper-aware of the serious size disparity between us. I had more than a foot in height on both of these girls, and their bodies, so slender and petite, if still quite lean from their gymnastics and cheerleading, it felt like even at my size I might actually crush them.
This... this was going to prove a unique experience, I wagered.
"So, ummm... how do we want to start this?" I asked, looking from one girl to the other.
"How do you start it with the others?" Kitty asked.
"Yeah, are you the take charge type, or are you more sweet and romantic?" Riley added.
"Because we've heard conflicting things," Kitty said.
"Yeah," Riley replied.
At the rate my head was bouncing back and forth between them, I might as well have been watching a game of ping pong.
"It depends," I said. "But when it comes to cheerleaders... the others have usually just jumped me, and things go from there."
"Oh, that's fun," Kitty said.
"Very fun," Riley agreed, still a little nervous, but clearly getting in more of a rhythm with Kitty that she was used to.
"Would you like to jump him first? I mean, this is meant to be the day we're here to cheer you up," Kitty suggested.
"I dunno," Riley said, slowly. "I'm still kinda fragile, I don't know if I'm ready yet."
"Awww, come on, woman up! What about living well? The best revenge and all that?" Kitty chided, poking Riley across from me.
Riley poked her back, giggling. "It's not that I won't ever be ready, I'm just not ready now. If you two wanna, you know, make out a little first, that might help."
Kitty and I exchanged a glance. I said, "I've heard worse ideas."
"Me too," Kitty replied, shifting her position and throwing one of her legs over mine. Quickly, she straddled my lap.



She was so tiny, she might well have weighed nothing, but the way her groin rubbed insistently against mine, a delicious pressure formed that confirmed her presence rather nicely. Wrapping her arms around my neck, she pulled my head down to kiss me. Like I had expected with her, Kitty's kisses were eager and fun, her tongue playfully darting into my mouth to duel with mine as we made out. I wrapped my arms around her back, holding her insubstantial frame close to mine as my hands ran up and down her back.
"Oh, wow, I can feel it already! He's so huge! And a great kisser too! They were right about *everything*," Kitty giggled, breaking our kiss to share this news, but then eagerly going back to making out with me.
"Really?" Riley asked, curious and arching an eyebrow. Leaning down to see where Kitty ground against me, Riley looked skeptical. "I can't see anything."
A little breathless from Kitty's energy, I pushed her away for a moment. "Just wait; you'll see it soon."
"Oh, cool," Riley said, first nervous, then brightening. "That'd be really cool."
"So cool," Kitty shot back. "This working for you, Riley?"
"A little, Kitty," Riley said, still keeping some distance between herself and Kitty and me, but definitely looking intrigued.
"Come on, let's switch places! He's a really nice kisser and I think he can make you feel so much better!" Kitty said, smiling sweetly at Riley.
I probably should have done something similarly encouraging, trying to ease Riley into the fun, but the way Kitty's neck looked as she turned away from me, I couldn't help myself. I leaned down and kissed her neck, licking and sucking on it gently, loving the high little moans that escaped from her lips as I continued to hold her close and kiss her neck.
This image, more than any other, seemed to help Riley make up her mind. "Okay! Okay, I'll do it."
"I knew you would," Kitty said, a little smug as she extricated herself from me with some difficulty. It was hard letting it go, and she seemed reluctant to leave my lap, but somehow we both managed to clear a space for Riley.
"And I knew you'd say that," Riley replied. She swung one of her legs over mine and straddled my lap as Kitty had, and though her bravado in front of her friend was clear, I could also sense her hesitation. Riley looked up at me with bright eyes and a nervous smile, shuddering slightly as I wrapped my arms around her.
"You've got this... you can do this... don't let that ass who dumped you win," Kitty exclaimed, excitedly.
Sensing Riley's nerves, I turned to Kitty and said, "Can you give us a couple minutes? I just want to make sure everything's-"
"Way ahead of you!" Kitty said, bouncing off the bed. "I'll grab some bottles of water; something tells me we're gonna need them!"
Practically skipping, she slid out of the room, leaving Riley and me sitting on the edge of the bed. Riley sat on my lap, looking up at me with hopeful, but slightly shaky eyes.
"Are you alright?" I asked.
"I am..." Riley answered. "...and I'm not."
"I understand. Heartbreak fucking sucks," I said.
"Ugh, tell me about it," Riley said, laughing bitterly. "I'm, like, one of the biggest fucking sluts on the squad, especially when it comes to a big cock. I love big dick! I really do! And yours is huge..."
For emphasis, she wiggled in my lap, getting a bit of a groan from each of us. Sighing, she said, "It shouldn't be this difficult, getting back to doing the things I like and love, but the hurt just... hurts. And it's nothing to do with you, everyone says you're so sweet and considerate and so fucking good in bed, and this is a moment I've really been looking forward to ever since Brooke introduced us on the field back in October, but it's not as awesome as I wanted it to be, and that's all because of stupid fucking Brendan. I should be in heaven right now, and I'm not, and that fucking sucks... I shouldn't have let him do this to me, but he did, and now I'm doing something I've wanted to do and it doesn't feel as awesome as it should, and... and I sound like an idiot, don't I?"
"Not an idiot," I said. "Never an idiot. Can I hug you? I'm really good at hugs. Like, super, crazy good at hugs."
Riley giggled, slightly. "Sure. I could use a hug."
I hugged her close, feeling her even tinier frame against mine. After the briefest hesitation, she returned the gesture, wrapping her arms around me tightly.
I said, "Kitty and I, we're here today to try to make you feel better, nothing more, nothing less. She seems to think that this might be the best way to help you feel better, and I'm going to have to trust her that she knows what's best in cases like this, since I can see how close the two of you are. If this is making you uncomfortable, we don't have to do anything and can just stop here, or we can hug, or we can just hang out; whatever you want. I will say, that as someone who has also had some dark fucking times this year, that doing things I've loved, things that make me feel normal, has helped me put my head on straight when everything felt wrong. And, yeah, sometimes that's meant sex, and when I was in a capable place for it... it's helped. I'm not trying to coerce you or trick you or anything, I swear, I'm just... well, sharing what's worked for me before. Maybe it'll work for you, maybe it won't. You would know best in that case, of course."
Riley loosened her grip on me, enough to look up at me. She licked her lips gently, considering, before breaking out in a slight smile.
"Wanna make out?" she asked.
I grinned. "Yeah."
With that, Riley pulled herself up by my shoulders and pressed her lips against mine. She wasn't quite as eager or playful as Kitty, but once our tongues touched, she rediscovered some of her lost energy, I'd say. Our kisses became more passionate, deeper. I dropped my hands to her ass to help steady her and lift her, making it easier for our mouths to battle. As I squeezed her tight butt through her pants, she moaned, a high, satisfied sound that transformed into a broad smile when our lips parted.
"There we go!" Kitty exclaimed, reentering the room with a few bottles of water in hand. "That's what I'm talking about!"
"He was very persuasive," Riley said, moaning softly as we continued to kiss.
"Were you?" Kitty asked, setting the bottles down on a nearby bedside table.
I shrugged. "Just stating the facts."
"Well, they must've been some awesome fucking facts," Kitty replied.
"The best," Riley said.
Sliding in beside us, Kitty put her face in line with ours, extending a finger and stroking Riley's throat gently. "Because only the best for my sweet Riley."
"Only the best... for both of us," Riley said, groaning at her friend's touch before looking at me with those big blue eyes.
"You two have good taste," I said, partly joking, partly quite serious as I saw the heat passing between them when Riley turned her attention to Kitty.
"The best," Kitty said, leaning in to kiss Riley.
I'd seen a lot of girls kiss this year, some just for fun, some out of true love and passion, and while it was one of those sights that never managed to tire me, I do have to say that Kitty Stein and Riley Richardson brought the sight to a whole new level. So in sync with one another, they kissed with a comfortable, confident passion of two people who really knew each other better than anyone on Earth. While I may have been here to help raise Riley's spirits, I was definitely a third party.
But, if this kind of third party meant I got to have sex with two of the hottest, tiniest little cheerleader sluts in school... well, I didn't have a lot to complain about, did I?
Reaching up between them, Kitty began to unbutton Riley's blouse.
"Come on, let's show him what you've got..." Kitty purred, kissing Riley's neck.
Riley groaned. "Mmmmm, promise you won't be disappointed, Ryan?"
"Because we wouldn't want this to be disappointing," Kitty replied.
"Not one bit," Riley said.
"Why would I be disappointed?" I asked.
"Well, we're tiny girls..." Riley explained.
"...and we got tiny titties, and tight little asses," Kitty continued.
"We know the kinds of girls you've been with," Riley said.
"Big tits," Kitty said, unbuttoning more of Riley's blouse, all the way to her belly button. At the part in the fabric, I could see the space between Riley's tits, and her firm abs. She wasn't wearing a bra, a tantalizing tease at a sight that practically had my mouth watering.
"Round asses," Riley added, putting her hands over mine and making me squeeze her tight little ass slightly harder.
"I just hope you're not disappointed, because that wouldn't be very cheerful," Kitty continued.
Riley pouted, a little teasing. "And I thought today was all about cheering me up!"
Kitty had finished unbuttoning Riley's blouse, holding it slightly shut, but teasing me with the slightest view of Riley's exposed flesh. A little glance at her abs, the slightest swell of one of her pert tits.
Finding this game very enjoyable, I smiled wolfishly. "Your friends must not have told you *that* much about me, because if they had, they would have told you that I love girls of all, shapes and sizes. Big tits are fun..."
I grabbed the opening in Riley's blouse, seizing it from Kitty's hands and pulling it open. Riley's bare, A-cup tits were revealed to me, every bit as pert and tanned as the rest of her, with firm, light-brown nipples. They were quite hard and pronounced, completely and utterly enticing.
I finished, "...but so are a nice, small pair, just begging for a mouth to suck on them..."
With that, I grabbed Riley's ass and lifted her so her tits were level with my face, then dove in. I alternated, sucking and playing with both of her tits, worshiping her nipples with my tongue and not forgetting that my hands were on her ass. Getting it from both ends like this, Riley seemed to be enjoying herself.
"Ooooooh!" Riley cooed, her body rocking and writhing against me, her voice getting higher as pleasure began to course through her body. "Oh, he's really good! Oh that mouth... he's sucking on my titties... ah, it feels so good, I love it! I love it!"
"Yeah?" Kitty asked, taking up a position behind Riley. "I bet he sucks your tits way better than Brendan ever could, right?"
With effortless ease, Kitty removed Riley's top and tossed it aside, then wrapped her arms around her friend, further supporting her as I continued to suckle on Riley's tits. It was an act every bit as intimate as it was practical, as she held onto Riley almost possessively. Kitty kissed Riley's neck, occasionally taking moments to grin down at me, something that only pushed me to pleasure her further.
"Yes!" Riley squealed, I'm not sure if it was in response to the slight on Brendan, or toward my skill, but either way it was nice to hear. "And his dick feels so good under me."
"Just wait until it's in you," I said, getting both girls to giggle.
"I can't wait," Kitty said, encouraging me to shift positions so she could kiss me better before letting me go back to sucking Riley's tits. "Actually, I really can't wait. What would you say about getting him naked, Riley?"
"I'd say... oh fuck that feels good... that it's long overdue, Kitty," Riley said, holding me close and quivering as I continued to pleasure her.
"It's like you read my mind," Kitty said, playfully wrestling the topless Riley to the bed.
Riley landed on her back next to me, laughing joyously. "Hey! I wanted him to play with my boobs more!"
Rolling her eyes, Kitty approached me and tugged at my shirt, pulling it over my head and tossing it aside. "Remember what I said about getting him naked? And how psyched you were for that?"
Blushing slightly as she looked up at the two of us, and my now exposed upper half, Riley said, "Oh, right, that..."
"Mmm..." Kitty said, running her fingers down my pecs and toward my abs. "I've spent too much time with big, bulky guys... this looks pretty nice, actually."
"You'll have to thank Brooke and Peter, this was all their work," I admitted, pulling Kitty in for a kiss. She didn't expect this, but she responded to it quite well, kissing me back with a lustful fire.
"I think I will," Kitty answered, her voice husky and hungry. "Now take off your pants."
Growling hungrily as I eyed both women, I said, "You first."
Kitty's mouth opened slightly, with surprise, before turning into a bright grin. "I think he's taking charge."
"I think he is," Riley answered her friend while touching her own breasts needily. "You better do as he says."
"You're right, of course," Kitty said with a sigh, taking a few steps away from the bed before turning around to face us.
For this part of the show, Riley sat up and watched, getting a grin from Kitty. Then, once certain she had an utterly rapt audience, Kitty unbuttoned and unzipped her jeans, sliding them down her toned legs and dropping them to the floor. Like any redhead, her skin was pale, and quite soft, her legs slender yet quite lean from her years of gymnastics and cheerleading. Wearing a simple, light blue pair of cotton panties, she turned around briefly, showing her tight ass.
"Like the view?" Kitty asked, reaching back and smacking her ass.
"Yeah!" Riley squealed. "Nice butt, Kitty."
"Thank you, Riley," Kitty purred again, looking back at me. "Ryan?"
Suddenly on the spot, I answered. "Awesome ass; killer legs."
Turning back around to face us, Kitty said, "Thanks!"
With that, she easily dropped to the floor in a side split, before alternating into the front splits with both legs. "I love my legs."
"But mine are better," Riley said playfully.
"That's up for debate," Kitty said, tantalizingly getting back to her feet. "Perhaps Ryan can decide for us."
"A debate on who's got the best legs? That would be *fun*!" Riley giggled. "Just remember, I'm the one who needs cheering up today!"
Between the petite redhead without pants and the topless petite blonde, I was really stuck in a bind in this moment. Nonetheless, Riley had brought up a good point, to which I leaned over and whispered in her ear.
"Tell me... what do you want more, right now... for me to touch you however you want, or for me to touch your friend however you want?" I asked.
Riley's eyes went wide at the suggestion. She looked up at me with those big, questioning blue orbs, smiling with great curiosity and excitement, having difficulty making up her mind. I was hoping that this would get her going, and it seemed to be working exceptionally. Finally, with one definitive nod, she seemed to decide, leaning in and whispering into my ear.
"Interesting," I said, once she finished. "Not sure I've done that before, but I think I can swing it."
"Awesome," Riley said, licking her lips.
"What'd I miss?" Kitty whined, curious. "You guys have a secret! I want to know the secret! What is it?"
"Patience," I said, sliding off the bed and dropping to my knees. I crawled over toward Kitty, pushing her over to a nearby section of wall that was mercifully clear of any obstacles. "Does she always complain so much?"
"Nearly always," Riley confirmed, laughing.
"Not as much as you do!" Kitty exclaimed back, though she didn't seem nearly so annoyed to see me on my knees in front of her. Even like this, the height difference between us was so great that I would have to bend if I wanted to have any proper fun with her pussy... but one step at a time.
"I don't think you're going to be complaining in a second," I said, hooking my fingers beneath the waistband of Kitty's panties, before quickly pulling them to the floor.
"Oh!" Kitty gasped, part in surprise and part in glee. She looked down at me with her dazzling green eyes, while I was soon rather captivated by the pink folds of her shaved pussy. Like everything about her, Kitty's pussy was tiny and looked oh so tight... but very, very excited. Her pink folds were already slightly full with lust, a faint glimmer of her juices just begging to be licked.
"I know if you've all heard about me, you've heard about how much I love eating pussy, haven't you?" I said, lowering my voice to a hungry growl.
"Oh, yes we have!" Riley exclaimed, eying us with anticipation.
Looking down at me, her mouth still open in slight surprise, Kitty could only manage a simple, quiet, "...yes..."
"Well," I said, grabbing Riley's right leg and hooking it over my shoulder, "you'll be happy to know that every word you've heard about me in that regard is completely and utterly true. But it's one thing to hear it, and another to *feel* it..."
Kitty gasped again at my forwardness as I hooked her leg over my shoulder, but if that surprised her, she seemed thoroughly unprepared for when I finally leaned in and began devouring her pussy. Her sweet flavor, her tight, delectable folds, her growing heat that began to flush her body a pale pink... everything about eating Kitty's cunt drove me wild.
Naturally, despite my own personal rapture with this act, it hardly compared to the pleasure that overcame Kitty.
"Oh my god!" Kitty exclaimed, dropping her head back against the wall and closing her eyes tightly. "Oh my god, oh my god, ohmygodohmygodohmygod!"
"Yeah? He's that good, huh?" Riley asked, sliding off the bed and standing beside us.
"He's so much better than I thought... holy crap... oh fuck..." Kitty moaned as I suckled on her clit. I had complete control over this, and as I reached up to squeeze her ass, testing my own strength as I held in this hunched over, slightly awkward position, I began to think that Riley's idea might actually work.
"That's good..." Riley said, running a hand through my hair. "But I think you can do better, Ryan. You ready?"
Silently, I nodded, continuing to lick Kitty's slit for all I was worth.
Kitty looked to her friend, confused. "What... what do you mean?"
"Here," Riley said, "I'll help!"
Then, with a practiced, powerful ease, she grabbed Kitty's left leg and lifted it off the ground. Bracing for this, I now supported Kitty with my arms, and lifted her off the ground by her ass. While my knees weren't fond of this extra weight, my back was thankful for the verticality, especially when Riley swung Kitty's leg over my shoulder. I was now suspending Kitty off the ground while I ate her out, bracing her against the wall and hoping she'd cum before my strength would give out.
"What the hell? What the fuck?" Kitty said, surprised, looking from Riley to me with the biggest, horniest smile I might have seen on anyone. "This is... fuuuuuuuuck..."
Kitty had a lot of other choice words to share over the unique circumstances of the oral sex I was giving her, but I did not catch many of them. I was so focused on holding her up and pleasing her with my mouth that I shut a lot of the rest of the world out. Riley, thankfully, took some of the weight off of my hands, helping hold Kitty up while I ate her out, but it was a challenge all the same to keep her vertical.
The way Kitty tasted, and how readily she responded to my efforts, though, made it all worth it. Kitty's pussy had a sweet tanginess to it that made her utterly intoxicating, drawing me in and making me want more while I fucked her with my tongue, while her body was greatly responsive to my every effort. She flushed, she tensed, she looked down at me with such a hungry need that you could have forgotten how composed she'd been at lunch easily. Kitty was no longer a well put together academic, no, now she was a lust-fueled slut driven by one need, one overwhelming desire: to cum.
With how responsive her whole body was to my every effort, it was no surprise when her orgasm finally took her.
"Oh shit!" Kitty exclaimed. "Oh fuck! He's making me cum! He's making me cuuuuuuuuuum!"
"Fuck yeah! Do it, cum, cum in his mouth, cum on his face, show me how good it is, show me, I wanna see it... I wanna see you cum, you filthy slut..." Riley growled at her friend, forcibly ripping Kitty's top open. Buttons rained down around me as I looked up, seeing Kitty's bare, A-cup tits. Riley reached up, squeezing her friend's bright pink nipples and leaning in to kiss Kitty.



This, more than anything else, finally did it for her. Kitty jerked on top of me, crying out through Riley's kiss as her whole body was overtaken by a powerful, shaking orgasm. A flood of her juices burst onto my face, and though it felt like I might drop her, I was able to hold on. As she moaned and quivered, I continued licking and suckling at her clit, drawing out her orgasm as long as possible until she was a shivering mess.
Finally content that she had reached the end of this cum, I lowered her to the ground in front of me, helping her slowly drop to her knees as she faced me. Kitty looked so drained, so utterly satisfied. She leaned in to kiss me, eagerly licking and sucking her juices from my face as we made out. Riley was quick to join us, kneeling next to us and savoring her friend's juices, pulling at the remains of Kitty's top and tossing it aside until Kitty wore nothing but her cat-eared hairband.
"That was... stellar," Kitty said.
"I know," I said, kissing her deeply.
"Tell me about it," Riley said, dropping her pants and panties to the floor, leaving her now every bit as naked as Kitty. Much like her friend, her pussy was shaved, and looked at once utterly enticing and completely intimidating. Her folds were prominent and already beaded with her no doubt sweet nectar, but much like everything about her seemed utterly scaled down when compared to me. I'd been in plenty of tight pussies before, but these two... they might prove a challenge, no matter how much big dick they'd fucked before.
Still, Riley was completely nonplussed by any skepticism on my face as she knelt down beside us, leaned in, kissed Kitty, and continued, "That looked like it was *so* much fun!"
Breathily, Kitty looked at me, nearly smitten. "Trust me, as fun as it looked, it felt about a million times better."
"Mmm," Riley groaned, looking at me lustily. "I can't wait..."
Looking down at her now naked pussy, I said, "Well, I'll be more than happy to eat you out too... we are here to cheer you up after all..."
For emphasis, I reached down and slid two fingers up and down her slit, before pressing my middle finger gently inside of Riley. She closed her eyes tightly, biting her lip through a moan, then said, "Yes... yes you are."
"I'm really sorry about that," Kitty said, looking a little embarrassed. "In a sorry-not-sorry way, of course."
Seeing the way I casually fingered Riley, Kitty grabbed my other hand and placed it between her legs. Though clearly still quite sensitive, she was happy to moan with Riley as I fingered the sexy, petite friends.
Now that she was getting fingered as well, Kitty continued, "Ryan was just so much fun, but this really was supposed to be your day... sorry I hogged him first."
"I'm not," Riley said, kissing Kitty quickly and reaching up to gently massage Kitty's left tit. "I wanted to see this, and I got what I wanted, and it was so fucking hot, watching Ryan eat you out like that... god, I got soooooooo fucking wet."
"I can tell," I replied, pressing my middle finger even deeper into Riley's impossibly tight cunt. "But the offer still stands, I'd love to eat your pussy if you want it."
"Mmm," Riley groaned, closing her eyes briefly and grinding her hips against my hand. "That does sound really, really good. But there's something I think that would make me even happier, Ryan..."
"Yeah?" I asked. "What's that?"
Looking straight into my eyes with her innocent blue orbs, Riley said, "I really, really wanna see your cock."
"Yes, I'm sure that's all you want to do," Kitty said, playfully rolling her eyes.
Riley sighed and rolled her eyes back. "You know me too well."
"Twinsies," Kitty said, smirking.
"Twinsies," Riley agreed.
Looking to put me out of even a confusion as brief as this, Kitty clarified, "I might've said that Riley's a slut for huge cock, but I don't think there are words adequate enough to describe just how much a huge cock will drive her completely insane. Is that a fair assessment, Riley?"
"I think you're still selling me short," Riley said, looking at me and licking her lips.
"Well, you heard her... I could tell you what you're in for, but I think you might have a lot more fun standing up, taking off your pants, whipping it out and seeing where things go from there. I don't think you'll be disappointed," Kitty explained with a grin.
"I don't think I will be, either," I agreed, standing up and unbuckling my belt. "Just understand, that you might have heard stories, you might have seen pictures, you might have even had what you've thought to be every big cock in school... but I have it on very good authority that I've got the biggest in all of Regan Hills High School... so, yeah, you've been warned."
"We've been warned, got it," Riley said, cocky.
"Consider us thoroughly warned," Kitty replied, amused.
I unbuttoned my pants, but they still seemed to be treating this as a most delightful joke.
"I can take pretty huge dildoes," Riley said.
"Right? Some of them are pretty fucking huge," Kitty confirmed.
"Way huge," Riley said, nodding confidently.
Dropping my pants to the floor, I hooked my hands under my waistband. I did this in such a way as to cover most of my cock from their view. Call me a tease if you want, but in my position, I felt like a little tease was in order, especially with two tiny, naked cheer sluts just waiting for me to unleash my cock upon them.
"We can take it," Kitty said, confident.
"Yeah," Riley agreed.
"Alright, if you say so," I said, dropping my underwear to the floor and letting my very thick, ten-inch cock spring out for their approval.
Simultaneously, Riley and Kitty's eyes went wide, their mouths dropping open as they took in my giant dick. Words took a while to find them, but when they did, it was with the kind of eloquence I would have expected given their reaction.
"HOLY SHIT!" Riley and Kitty exclaimed in unison.
Grinning with no small amount of stupid, masculine pride, I said, "I did warn you."
Kitty looked positively shocked at the actual sight of my cock, arching her neck slightly to take in every angle, from the swollen purple head, to the thin trail of precum leaking down, to my large, and now very full balls.
Riley was nowhere near as timid. Though her mouth was still open in some form of awe, she quickly acted on it, reaching out with one of her tiny hands to quickly touch my shaft. When it twitched in her hand, she darted away reflexively, giggling. Then, as if she felt very silly, she reached out again, wrapping as much as she could around my cock.
"Wow," Riley said, softly, "I don't even think I could get around it with both hands."
Soon, she tested this theory, confirming that she actually could do this, but not without some difficulty.
"I might have to revise my theory on whether or not you could actually get all of it down," Kitty said.
Riley looked scandalized, slowly jacking my cock, spreading some precum on her thumbs while toying with my cockhead (making me hiss in a very pleasurable manner in the process) before spreading it down my cock with her hands.
"You don't think I can take it?" Riley teased her friend, jacking me more eagerly.
"I don't see how *anyone* could take all of that," Kitty said, still in a little bit of frightened awe while looking at my cock.
Leaning in, Riley kissed the head playfully, looking at me with her big blue eyes and smiling playfully. I groaned at her touch, especially when she stuck her dainty tongue out and gave the slit the slightest of licks.
Still jerking me, Riley replied, "If a bitch like Gwen-motherfucking-Savage can take it, I can take it."
"Gwen definitely could suck it all down," I acknowledged. "She may lack charm, but she can handle a cock impressively."
"See? If she can do it, I can totally do it," Riley said, confident and not letting up in her pace as she jacked me.
"Sound reasoning, but I'm still doubtful," Kitty said. "But, give it a shot! Surprise me!"
"Oh, I'm gonna surprise you," Riley said, looking up at me and licking her lips, only a couple inches away from the head. "I should warn you... I'm really good at this."
If her oral skills were anywhere close to matching what she could do with her hand, I was in for a treat. I said, "I believe you."
"Good," Riley said, opening her mouth wide, and stretching her lips over my cockhead.
I groaned as she took it in easily, but looking down at her like this, her mouth stretched beyond what looked a natural limit, her eyes wide with surprise yet still holding a look of pure determination... it might well have made me harder. Riley's tongue danced over the cockhead, making me shiver and moan as I placed my hands on her head. She sucked a little more in at once, and then, with laborious precision, she began to bob on me, taking a little more every time.
"Holy shit..." I groaned, watching as she took more than half my length with one bob.
"Holy shit," Kitty agreed, watching as Riley took another inch.
This process quickened, faster and faster, with an eager, determined Riley, her eyes tearing up and drool snaking down the edges of her mouth as she fucked me with her face. Then, with some triumphant finality, her nose touched my skin and her chin rested against my balls, the entirety of my cock buried down her throat. She looked up at me with watery eyes that were so excited, so proud of what she had done.
With that done, she pulled off of my cock, coughing and gasping, looking a complete mess but smiling oh so smugly over at her friend.
"Toldja..." Riley said, coughing wetly.
"You did, you did, I admit it, you got me," Kitty said, reaching up to grab my cock. "Well, here goes nothing..."
Kitty had considerably more trouble sucking my cock than Riley did, maybe maxing out at about three quarters, but she gave it her best and could easily match Riley for her enthusiasm. The two of them took turns playing with my cock, with one of them sucking as much as they could while the other licked my shaft or sucked my balls or played with her friend. It was an unbearably erotic sight as these petite sluts worked in expert tandem. They knew each other well, never getting in each other's way, knowing exactly what it took to maximize their efficiency and make my cock feel amazing.
"Unless you want me to cum very, very soon, and all over both of you," I groaned, my hands in Riley's hair while she sucked my cock in deep and Kitty licked my balls. "I would advise slowing down... this feels so fucking good, and you two are-"
Letting my balls pop from her mouth, Kitty suggested, "Sublimely talented little sluts?"
"Yeah, that works," I replied.
Kitty turned to Riley, kissing her neck. "Do we want him cumming now, Riley?"
"Not yet," Riley said, taking my cock from her mouth and slowly jacking it with both hands. "I mean, I love cum."
"Like you know *I* love cum," Kitty confirmed.
"But I'm not ready for it yet. Not in my mouth, not on my face, not yet," Riley continued.
"Then where and when?" Kitty teased, full-well knowing the answer as she looked up at me.
I looked down into Riley's eyes as she smiled at me sweetly. "When? Pretty soon. And where? Deep in my tiny, tight little cunt. Does that sound good to you, Ryan?"
I licked my lips, not needing to put a lot of thought into my response. "Sounds perfect."
"Yay!" Riley exclaimed, kissing the tip of my cock playfully before standing up, taking it in hand, and guiding me over to Kitty's bed while more or less pulling me along by my cock. Kitty was shortly behind us, bouncing up on the bed next to us as first Riley, then I climbed up onto it after her. The three of us jockeyed for space and position on the bed for a moment, rolling around laughing and groping and kissing each other, before I rolled onto my back between the two of them, wrapping an arm around each of them. Riley and Kitty felt so light and insubstantial with my arms. If it weren't for their tight gymnast's muscles, I felt like I might crush them.
Kissing first Kitty, then Riley, I looked deeply into the blonde's eyes and asked, "So... how do you want to go with this for the first time?"
Riley's eyes practically sparkled when I said "the first time", clearly happy at having more than one chance to seriously fuck.
"I think I wanna..." Riley said, looking down at my cock while she eagerly touched herself.
"You want to... what?" Kitty teased.
"Don't rush me! There's a lot of good options!" Riley exclaimed, rolling her eyes.
"I'm not rushing you... not thoroughly, anyway, but if you take too long, I might have to jump on myself..." Kitty teased.
"NO!" Riley yelped, rolling on top of me, straddling my leg. "No, I got first dibs; if you wanna cheer me up, I get first dibs!"
Kitty grinned, waving at my cock almost as if it were a dare to Riley. "Then by all means... be cheered!"
Kitty licked her lips, looking down at my cock. Tentatively, she reached down and began stroking me again, grinding against my leg with her tight, wet pussy. Whatever big game she talked with the other girls, and Kitty in particular, she clearly wasn't 100% ready for this, even if she really wanted it. Her hands felt so small on me, I could only imagine how tight her pussy would feel.
"I think... I think I wanna be on top," Riley said.
"Only if you're sure," I said.
"I'm very sure," Riley said, determined and grinning broadly. She swung her leg over me, so now rather than just straddling one of my legs, she straddled my hips. Gingerly, she slid up until her pussy was rubbing against the base of my cock. Riley stayed there for a moment, rocking against me, grinding her clit against me. It was a slow, delicious process, one that had her moaning and quite wet.
"This is crazy..." she said, planting her feet on the bed and crouching above me, running her pussy against my shaft until I felt her deliciously hot, tight folds resting against the head. She stayed crouching like this, reaching between her legs to hold my cock steady.
Encouraging her, Kitty got on her knees behind Riley, holding her hips steady. "You've got this. I won't lie to you, it will be a challenge, but you have this."
Riley leaned back, kissing Kitty. She did this, moaning, and applying gentle pressure as she settled her weight onto my cock. Her pussy lips were hot, and wet, so very ready, and seemingly an impossible fit. I groaned at the contact of her pussy against me, but looking down, it just did not look like this was going to happen. Even as she put more pressure onto me, settling slightly more weight with Kitty's slow encouragement and arms wrapped around her friend, it just seemed like Riley could not fit under any circumstances.
"Come on, come on, you can do this..." Riley said, closing her eyes in determination and gritting her teeth.
"You've got this..." Kitty intoned, looking down at me and smiling confidently. She had a lot more confidence than I did in this moment, but, it was encouraging.
I ran my fingertips up Riley's legs, teasing her, encouraging her, making her shudder and break out in goosebumps as a light moan escaped her lips. She settled down more of her weight onto me, her face screwed up in determination and need. Something changed, I couldn't say what, but her angle shifted, the tension between us breaking ever so slightly. It felt like something moved between us.
And then, there was no longer a between us, as with one determined rise and fall of her hips, Riley buried the head, as well as a good few inches of my cock, deep in her pussy. I know I've said some girls were painfully tight before when I'd had sex with them, but by far, none of them compared to Riley Richardson's cunt. It was hot, and oh so very wet, but the tightness would have threatened to hurt me if I weren't so turned on right now. I was buried in one of the tightest, most exquisite pussies in school, and I was only a few inches deep.
While I was held in stunned silence at this entry into the ultra-petite cheerleader, Riley was no longer beholden to the former status quo.
Her eyes flew open.
Her jaw dropped.
"MOOOOOOOOOTHERFUUUUUUUUUCKER!!!!" she screamed, her whole body wracked with the sensation of being filled by a bigger, thicker cock than she had ever felt before.
"It's alright, it's alright, you're alright," Kitty said comfortingly, holding onto Riley, while craning her neck around to get a look at her friend being penetrated. "Holy fuck... you're positively impaled on his cock!"
"Not yet," I groaned, shivering myself as I ran my fingers up Riley's thighs. "Only a little way in... holy fuck, you're so fucking tight."
"You won't find any tighter..." Riley grunted, settling down a little more weight onto my cock. She squealed lightly, a sound somewhere between pleasure and pain but probably consisting of both.
Still, it was with great determination that she forced more of me into her, until she'd taken more than half of my length. I watched my dick disappear into this tight slut, amazed that she kept feeding inch after inch into her. It couldn't possibly fit; she couldn't possibly take it. She doubted herself, Kitty might have doubted her, it just didn't seem physically possible.
And then she did it. Riley Richardson, all 4'8" of her, a girl so tiny it looked like a stiff breeze would blow her away and who was normally so blonde and perky and wholesome-looking you would never have imagined it possible she'd even consider doing something like this, had every single thick inch of my ten-inch cock buried to the hilt in her steaming cunt.
Riley shivered, her mouth dropping open wordlessly, seemingly held up only by Kitty at this point. They both looked down at her obscenely stretched pussy.
"Wow," Kitty said.
"Wooooooooooooow..." Riley moaned, pushing Kitty gently away and falling down on me. Riley clung to me for a moment, shaking and shivering as she stayed impaled on me.
"You're... you're fucking amazing..." I groaned, holding Riley close and kissing her.
Riley put her hands on my chest, pushing off of me and smiling. "Yeah?"
"Yeah," I confirmed.
She grinned broadly. "Cool. You hear that, Kitty? I'm fucking amazing."
Sliding onto the bed next to us, Kitty pulled up a pillow to prop herself up. "*I* could have told you that, Riley. Anybody who doesn't understand how amazing you are does not deserve your time or presence. Like Br-"
"FUCK BRENDAN!" Riley exclaimed, rocking her hips on mine, bouncing on my cock enough to make me moan. "Ryan here's waaaaaaaaaaay fucking better."
"Thanks," I said, squeezing her ass playfully, before my own greedy side snuck through. "You ready to fuck? Because if I'm being honest, I really, really want to fuck you."
"You better do as he says," Kitty teased, reaching between her legs to touch herself while Riley built up a pace. "A big cock like this doesn't come around very often, you want to savor the experience."
"I know," Riley said, pushing herself up so she was sitting on my cock again, building up a pace where she was slowly bouncing up and down on my lap. "God... it's so fucking good..."
"Though I guess if we ask Brooke really nicely, we could probably have him around whenever we want," Kitty said, groaning through her own efforts.
"You'll have to ask really fucking nicely," I said, reaching up to squeeze Riley's tits as she rode me. "Brooke's kinda addicted to my cock."
"I can see why!" Riley moaned, giggling and looking down at me hungrily. "It might not be easy to go around with other guys after this!"
Kitty looked at her friend, groaning through her fingering. "Oh, I need to have some of this soon."
"You will, you will, once I'm done... once I've drained Ryan's balls..." Riley said, looking from Kitty to me, smiling broadly and bouncing playfully. "You like that? You like that thought? You like the idea of filling me full of all of your cum? 'cause I heard you cum like a geyser, and I want it aaaaaaaaaaaaalllll!!!"



Riley's eyes rolled back and she let her tongue hang out playfully, moaning and groaning and making the cutest damn squealing noises as she continued to bounce on my cock. She was working up a pretty good pace at this point, taking my cock with almost every bounce while sweat began to bead on her body. Every time she took my entire length, she uttered a high, short exclamation. Riley looked like she was having the time of her life.
I wanted some of that myself.
"You ready to switch things up?" I grunted, squeezing her nipples between thumb and forefingers.
"Sure!" Riley wailed as she took my length again, before giggling. "Whaddya got in mind?"
"This," I said simply, wrapping my arms around her the next time I was buried completely inside of her. I held her close, and tight, enough that I could roll over onto her without much difficulty. Riley squealed at the sudden reversal of fortune, but clearly had no objections as I took my now dominant position above her.
It was a strange place to be in, towering over such a slight, small girl while buried deep in her epically tight cunt. Riley looked up at me with such beautiful, innocent eyes, but there was no innocence to her smile, or the way her body flushed and responded to my efforts.
"You think you can do it? You think you can really fuck me like I gotta be fucked? Because a lot of guys have tried, but this tiny, perfect little slut... there's no one like me..." Riley challenged, playful.
"No one *quite* like you," Kitty said, reaching over to hold her best friend's hand as I began to fuck her.
Riley interlaced her fingers with Kitty's, and agreed, "No one *quite* like me, 'cept my twinsie here."
"Damn straight," Kitty replied. "And don't you forget it."
These two could have gone on for some time, I was sure, but in the moment, I really didn't care. I was building up to a good load of cum, and given this opportunity to really fuck Riley, I was going to give her everything I had. I quickened my pace, thrusting in and out of her more rapidly, giving her much of my length with every thrust. Riley's smile brightened at this, her eyes staring into mine as I fucked her nice and hard.
"You like that?" I grunted, pumping into her. "You like that big fucking cock?"
"I love it! It's so fucking big! Bigger than any I've ever had, I need it, I need it, please, keep going, I want you to cum... I wanna cum... please cum for me and make me cum! Cum for me and make me cum!" Riley demanded.
"I can help with that," Kitty said, taking her hand from Riley's and reaching over to rub her friend's clit.
"Oh, yesssssssss!" Riley groaned deeply as Kitty and I fucked her.
"Give it to her, Ryan..." Kitty commanded, her voice husky with need as she shuddered with her own impending orgasm. "Do it, fucking do it, give her everything, fill her tight little cunt with all your cum, fill her up... make her a messy little slut... give her every fucking last drop of cum... make her take it... do it, fucking do it... fill her slutty little hole, but make sure to save some for later..."
"What happens later?" I grunted, painfully close to my own orgasm, a state that Riley and Kitty seemed to be teetering on the edge of as well.
Kitty grinned. "Me, obviously... and then our asses, of course... because all us good cheer sluts love having our asses stuffed, and I bet you've never had asses as tight as ours..."
"OHMYGOD OHMYGOD OHMYGOD, I'M CUUUUUUUUUUUUUUMMMMMING!!!!" Riley cried out, wrapping her arms around me tightly as she came. It was as if she had been hit by a truck, her entire body jolting against mine violently as her pussy squeezed my cock tightly. Even if I'd had all the restraint in the world, nothing at this point could have stopped me from grunting and unleashing inside of her. Even through her tightening, I pushed in with one last, conclusive thrust of pure, unrestrained physical need, and I came. Like they wanted, I filled her deep with an utter torrent of cum, a flood with a volume that I hadn't adequately prepared for.
"Yes, yes, yes, I can feel it!" Riley squealed.
She looked so pretty, I just had to lean down and kiss her. It was nice in this moment, having her close and underneath me like this, feeling briefly like it was only the two of us in this room that mattered. With my cock still buried deep inside of her, there was something like a moment of peace between the two of us.
Of course, in situations where there are more than two people in bed together, that peace is often quickly annihilated by the third party.
"Well, that looked like a lot of fun. You certainly seem full of... cheer," Kitty said, her voice full of mischief as she quickly kissed Riley.
"That's not the only thing she's full of," I quipped.
Giggling, Riley poked me in the side. I protested, "Hey! Someone had to say it!"
"He's right, you know," Kitty said.
"I know, I know," Riley joked. "I'm just coming down still, I could use a moment..."
Taking this as my cue, I slowly pulled out of her, climbing off of Riley and dropping onto my back next to her. My cock had half-deflated by this point, but with these two tight minxes, I doubted I would stay that way for long.
"You could use a moment... I could use a turn with Ryan..." Kitty protested, playfully climbing on top of Riley and making out with her, before turning to me. "If we keep going like this, it'll get you hard soon, right?"
Seeing how far I could push this, I said, "It's... not bad. Though I think you can do better."
Pretending to be scandalized, Kitty dropped her mouth open. "He thinks we can do better, Riley."
"*I* think we can do better," Riley said, grinning and pushing Kitty away from her, before sitting up. The tight little blonde had the most beautiful just-been-fucked look about her, her skin flushed, her hair and makeup mussed up, her pussy still leaking copious amounts of cum. She looked so gorgeous... I needed to make this a memory.
"Can I get a picture of you like this?" I asked Riley.
"Like this, sure," Riley answered with a giggle, giving me a chance to get my phone from my pants. "But I think you'll like this next part better."
"Yeah?" I asked, snapping a shot of just-fucked Riley as Kitty sat up opposite her.
"Yeah," Riley replied, spreading her legs and interlocking them with Kitty's, the two of them pressing in close and grinding up against each other, scissoring.
"This isn't as fun as some things..." Kitty said.
"Speak for yourself, I'm having a fine time," Riley replied, grinning.
"...but we have fun with it," Kitty finished.
"We have fun with everything," Riley said, grinding up against Kitty insistently, the two of them increasing to a furious pace. Almost on auto-pilot, I snapped a number of pictures of them like this, watching as these two tight little cheerleaders ground against each other, moaning and writhing and making this look really good.
"See, when you do everything together, you get to know each other really well, and that's the best," Kitty said.
"Yeah, right?" Riley giggled, moaning and furiously humping her hips against her friend. "It's like I don't even have to ask anymore, if I'm in need, she's there."
"Like you're there for me," Kitty moaned. "Doing everything together."
"Mhm. Cheer together," Riley groaned.
"Fuck together," Kitty replied.
"Graduate together," Riley continued.
"Keep fucking together," Kitty laughed, moaning and looking at her friend seductively.
"Go to college," Riley suggested.
"Get married at the same time," Kitty said playfully, moaning.
"Get pregnant at the same time," Riley said.
"Probably," Kitty admitted, looking down at her pussy. "Though with all Ryan's cum dripping out of your pussy onto my pretty little lips, that might have already happened."
Eyes lidded over with lust, Riley quickly looked at my flash of worry and said, "She's joking."
"I am joking," Kitty admitted. "You've got nothing to worry about."
"Nothing at all," Riley said, rocking her hips against Kitty's with a greater urgency.
"Though how you haven't knocked up half the cheer squad already... that's a big mystery," Kitty groaned.
"A *huge* mystery..." Riley moaned, shuddering as she got closer to some resolution. "Unless he already has..."
Kitty laughed, a lusty and wild cry. "Now wouldn't that be something..."
Watching the two of them building to some great, mutual orgasm while teasing each other, and me with this beyond dirty talk... it was a powerfully erotic sight. The way they worked in unison with each other, with perfect sync and coordination, knowing exactly what each other needed and delivering without words or questions, it was amazingly hot. My erection was back, and in force, stronger than it had been earlier in this threesome, even. It was only with the greatest restraint that I didn't touch either of them, simply stroking my cock and setting my phone aside as they ground against each other.
I wondered which of them would cum first, when I should have known that of course it would be at the same time. Seeing the two of them climax in unison, jolting and shuddering and shaking hard, embracing each other as they kissed and rode through two powerful cums, they were painfully hot.
Once they had come down somewhat, I knew I couldn't hold back anymore. I clambered across the bed toward them, wrestling them apart and tossing Kitty aside. At first, Kitty gasped with surprise as she landed on her ass next to me, but when I sat next to her, utterly dwarfing her with my size while my cock throbbed with need, she looked up at me with her beautiful green eyes expectantly.
"Well?" Kitty growled, her face innocent while her smile was undeniably devilish as she licked her lips. "What are you waiting for?"
I didn't have a good answer for that. What I did have, however, was a raging erection that I meant to have inside of her very soon. I was more beast than man by this point, the show the two of them put on awakening a primal side of myself I saved for such occasions. I would not go too wild on her, no, I would never hurt either of these girls, but I knew that this was probably going to be harder than the last go.
Reaching over to Kitty, I grabbed her by the hips and pulled her towards me, lifting her so she was straddling me. She planted her feet on either side of me, then squatted, pressing her tight pussy lips against my cock. She wasn't quite as tight as Riley, but was still tighter than most of the other girls I'd been with this year. Even with her pussy utterly soaked with her juices, and a little of mine for that matter, this would still be a tight journey.
Nevertheless, Kitty had very little of the hesitation that Riley had had, and once my cockhead was lined up with her entrance, she began the slow, forceful trip downwards. I held her tight, wrapping my arms around her while I supported her ass, helping her slowly descend. Her pussy lips spread for me welcomingly, the head of my cock slowly slipping into her achingly tight cunt.
"Ooooh... this is going to be difficult... but I can make it, I can do it... I want you in me, stretching me, filling me, breaking me like no guy's ever been able to before... yes, right there, right there... YES!" Kitty cried out triumphantly as my cock broke through and buried almost half its length inside of her hot, wet cunt.
Kneeling behind her friend, Riley got down on her hands and knees between my legs and looked at Kitty being impaled on my cock from point blank, so close I could feel her breath on my balls. She exclaimed, "Oh, wow, you should see this up close, this is insane!"
"I know exactly how insane it is, Riley, thank you very much," Kitty groaned, her eyes pinched tightly shut as she unhesitatingly slid further down my cock until every last bit was buried inside of her. Once she had all ten inches inside of her and sat on my lap, Kitty squeezed me from inside, playfully. I kept holding her close, moaning and grinning, leaning in to kiss her.
"Squeeze me again, and I'm gonna swat that ass," I threatened, grinning playfully.
"Yeah?" Kitty said, squeezing my cock playfully.
Reaching back, I gave her one playful spank on her tight ass. Kitty yowled, but I held her ever closer, grabbing her ass and helping her rise and fall slowly on my cock. I said, "I told you."
"He did; I heard it!" Riley exclaimed.
Kitty rolled her eyes, sliding her feet backwards until she was kneeling, better allowing her to rise and fall on my cock.
"Whatever... I'm finally getting to fuck Ryan Collins... and it's pretty fucking awesome..." Kitty said.
"You're pretty fucking awesome..." I groaned back, kissing Kitty and looking over her shoulder to see Riley now kneeling behind her best friend. "...both of you."
"Awww, thanks!" Riley exclaimed, reaching around Kitty to squeeze her friend's nipples as she rode me. "If you think that's awesome, you should see this!"
In a daze from how hard she was riding me, Kitty could only ineloquently say, "Wha?"
Her question was answered pretty quickly, as suddenly one of Riley's hands disappeared behind Kitty. Then, there was a distinct additional pressure inside Kitty's pussy as she rode me, followed by her eyes going very wide, and a single harsh exclamation escaping her mouth.
"MOTHERFUCKER!" Kitty declared, moaning from the deepest recesses of her soul.
Riley leaned around to look at me, smiling cutely. "In case you were wondering, that's what it feels like when I've shoved a couple fingers up her butt!"
"Nice," I commented, grunting as I fucked up into Kitty. "But if you think that's a lot, just wait until I've got my cock up your ass."
"That a promise?" Kitty grunted, her face a mask of lust and need as she fucked me harder.
"Yeah," I replied, groping and squeezing every bit of her I could get as she fucked me.
"Good," Kitty said, wrapping her arms around my neck and kissing me deeply. This was a different Kitty from the one I'd met at the In-N-Out, with no pretenses of eloquence or culture. Sandwiched between Riley and me, she was a monster driven by a pure need for sex, spurred on by my cock, my mouth, and every square inch of her best friend, Riley, who gave Kitty everything by fingering her ass, as if staking her own claim on her friend in this threesome.
Messing around with these two carried with it a different power dynamic than I was used to, one where I became more certain with each passing moment that I was kind of a toy to them, along for the ride while they did their own thing, unless I took matters into my own hand. While the ride was something I was happy to be going along for in this moment, since these two little sluts were really, *really* fun, I also knew that there would come a time where I had to seize the moment and take whatever I wanted.
And what did I want? I wanted to be remembered. I wanted to leave an impression. I wanted to be more than just that guy with the big dick they got on loan from their friends.
So, when I could tell Kitty was getting close while riding my cock, I pulled her off of me and dropped her to the bed beside me. This left Kitty making desperate, disgruntled noises of absolute need, while Riley fell back, confused, but I had a plan.
I got up onto my knees, then grabbed Kitty, rolling her over onto her stomach and pulling her hips back up so that she was now on her knees, face down, ass up. Reaching down, I lined up my cock and slid it back deep into her pussy, holding onto her hips and pulling her in for a serious fuck.
"OH, GOD, YEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSS!!!" Kitty cried out as I buried my cock all the way inside of her and began to pound into her. "GODDAMN, HE'S SO FUCKING DEEP! HOLY SHIT! FUCK! HE'S FUCKING ME SO HARD, YES, KEEP GOING, KEEP GOING, RYAN, PLEASE! KEEP FUCKING ME!"
I didn't need to listen to her as I grunted, pounding away at her impossibly tight cunt. Her body pressed against mine, her small tits shaking and her tight ass jiggling with every thrust as I fucked away at the tight-bodied, redheaded cheerleader. She forced herself up onto her hands, looking back at me with a look of surprise and overpowering want, her headband askew and her eyes glittering with delight as I fucked her like she seemingly needed to be fucked.
Riley looked on, somewhat stunned at this development, but smiled at me as if she understood what was going on.
"Fuck yeah, Ryan... do it, fuck her harder! Give it to her, fuck her like a cheap little whore, fuck her, fuck her cunt, fuck her and fill her up, give her every fucking drop! Give it to her, give it all, give it to her like you fucked me and filled me up! Make her scream!" Riley encouraged.
"Working on it..." I grunted, fucking Kitty as I felt my own orgasm building again.
"You want me to scream? You really want me to scream? Fine, I'm gonna scream... I'm gonna CUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMM!!!" Kitty cried out, pressing against me as her body was overtaken by another orgasm.
Riley leaned in to hold her shaking, shuddering friend, while I got in my last few strokes before Kitty's clutching cunt squeezed down hard on me and made me cum yet again. While it may not have had the same volume that my orgasm that filled Riley's pussy had, this one might well have been harder, as Kitty was, in this moment anyway, certainly a more passionate lover. I buried deep within her, making sure she got everything from my last few strokes, before I had to pull out and collapse on the bed next to these two girls. The sight of Kitty's pussy, bright pink and red from the exertion and just dripping with my cum as if I'd now planted my own claim on her... yes, I had gotten what I wanted from her.
I lay on my back on the bed. Riley curled up on my right side next to me, snuggling in for a kiss, while Kitty took her place on my left, kissing me as well.
"We should've done this sooner," I said, grinning. "We all should've done this a *lot* sooner."
"We'll make Dakota's next orgy... I promise," Kitty said.
"Promise... it was stupid we missed out on it then..." Riley replied.
"So stupid..." Kitty said, sighing contentedly and running her fingers down my abs.
"Very..." Riley replied, doing the same, grazing her fingers on the underside of my cock, making it twitch, slightly.
Now, while this had been a pretty hard fuck, I was still feeling pretty good, and though Riley and Kitty appeared to still be basking in the afterglow, I knew that I could push this to the next level.
"You two don't think we're finished yet, do you?" I said, reaching down and squeezing each of them by the ass. Reaching even further, I ran my middle finger down the cracks of their asses, pressing against their tightest holes as the pair of them squirmed and giggled.
"I guess we're not finished yet," Riley said.
"I guess not," Kitty added. "Seems like we're going to get our asses nicely fucked."
"Seems like it," Riley replied.
"I don't know about you two, but I think it'll cheer me the hell up," I said.
"Oh, I'll certainly be cheered. Won't you, Riley?" Kitty asked.
"Definitely," Riley answered, smiling broadly. "I mean, I'm already pretty fucking happy after all this happy fucking, but I think a little more would be great. If Ryan's ready for it, anyway."
Looking down at my cock, now almost completely returned to full strength, I said, "Let's do this."
The two of them looked into each other's eyes, grinned, and each kissed me on the cheek before quickly and perkily cheering, "Goodie!"
***
It would be an understatement to say that I simply got better acquainted with Riley and Kitty's asses, because in the next couple hours I might well have gotten better acquainted with them than any other guy they'd been with. My mouth, my fingers, and of course, my cock, all got to understand each of these tight little cheerleader's asses by the end of our time together, filling and fucking them time and again, making the two tiny sluts cum over and over again as I fed my thick cock into their tightest holes. My memory is a hazy blur of everything that came after, ending somewhere with me holding Riley, pinned against the wall and folded in half as I roughly fucked her ass while she came, before letting her down to the floor and cumming all over her and Kitty's smiling faces as they knelt before me.



If I had let them, the two of them would have likely had me there all night and probably for the next few days, but needing to get caught up on some homework, I used all the restraint I had and made my way out of there while the two of them ravenously went at each other. Shaking my head with amusement as I left Kitty's house, I found myself doubting that I would ever be able to keep up with the two of them if we ever got together again, but I also doubted I'd say no if they summoned me again.
I was too well-fucked to ride my bike home, and since getting a ride from Kitty wasn't an option this time, and I knew both Brooke and Josie were busy for the evening, I looked through my contacts and made a call that would've seemed crazy until quite recently.
"Ah, coming to your rescue again, your bike in the back, you looking freshly fucked and halfway to passing out... feels almost like old times," Tori said, glancing with some amusement over at me on the passenger seat.
"That a problem?" I asked.
"Oh, fuck no... just glad to be at the top of your contacts list again. I am there, right?" Tori asked.
I laughed. "Third now, actually. Maybe fifth."
"You know I can always pull over and let you out," she said, smirking smugly.
Quickly, I replied, "Third. Definitely third."
"Damn right I'm third," Tori said, grinning. "So, how bad was it tonight?"
"A couple cheerleaders, so, pretty rough," I admitted.
"Awww, you poor baby," she chided back. "Living the dream and suffering the consequences."
"You know it," I said, finding this easy, joking conversation both familiar and very welcome. It was like we'd never fallen out at all, no tension, no hiding anything, just the two of us, friends again.
Things were simple. Easy. I couldn't have asked for any better.
As we pulled into my end of town, Tori said, "So, April's excited about inviting you over to our D&D game. You are going to come, right?"
"I'll probably find some new and horrible way to die, but, yeah, I'll come," I said. Tori had tried for years to get me to understand the ins and outs of D&D, and while they mostly eluded me, it was my bad luck with a D20 that usually sealed my doom. While I didn't imagine that this time would go any better, that wasn't the point really, was it?
"Cool. Thanks," Tori said, sounding truly grateful. "It's a pretty fun game, very low pressure; I mean, it's Rose DMing it, and Izzy and Katie, they're a lot of fun. It's usually girls only, but, it's not like you have to worry about us only talking about boys and makeovers or any bullshit like that."
"Obviously," I replied.
"Seriously, though..." Tori said, biting her lip a little nervously. "Thank you. April really wants this to work out with all of us. She wants us all to be friends... or whatever it is that we've got going on, really."
Quiet, and a little nervous myself, I said, "And what is it that we've got going on, exactly? I mean, April and I talked a little, and she was cheering pretty hard when we kissed at Nerd Baseball."
We pulled up in front of my house, and Tori parked. Now, fully taking the opportunity to hash things out, she turned to face me.
"We're kind of making this up as we go," Tori admitted. "Like I said, we're trying to keep things more or less exclusive for now, but at the same time it feels, sometimes, like April feels guilty. Like she's keeping me away from part of my life because she knows I like dick, too."
Tori McNeil, eloquent as usual.
"She loves you," I said. "She just wants what will make you happiest."
"And I love her. And I think she knows that... and she knows that I love you, I mean, we both go so far back..." she said.
"She knows that you're *in* love with her," I clarified.
"Yeah, yeah, I know... and she's all I need, really... but I guess there are times I do *want* to mess around with a guy sometimes. You know, for fun, and..." Tori said, her eyes going to my crotch. "...yeah. I'm just glad she understands you won't be stealing me away from her."
"Wouldn't dream of it," I replied. "Two girlfriends is a challenge enough as is."
"Yeah..." she said, eyes looking back into mine. "...so, wanna head inside, order some pizza, make out and watch action movies?"
Unhesitatingly, I opened my door and said, "Yes."
"Good," Tori said, stepping out of her car. "Catch me in a good enough mood and I might even let you suck on my tits some."
I grinned. "Then I guess I should put you in a good mood then, shouldn't I?"
She smiled cutely in response. "I wouldn't advise against it."
Sighing pleasantly, I followed Tori back toward my house. What we had now may not have been exactly what we had before our falling out, but it was good. Really good.
As I looked back on it, this whole month had been great. Good times with good friends, one hell of a Valentine's Day, lots of amazing sex... and now Tori and me were friends again. There were only a handful of days of February left at this point, and at this point, I was feeling a little sorry to see the month go.
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. It's been a rough few years, and in times like this, it becomes very easy to give in to anger and let that rule your life. I ask that, instead of letting anger run your life, take a breath, ask yourself if anger is really best in this moment, and if it isn't, try to guide it more constructively. When given an opportunity, try to spread a little kindness in the world instead of hate. Do something nice for a complete stranger. Brighten the day of someone you care about. Talk to a friend you haven't talked to in ages. Help someone who is having a hard time. It's a rough world out there these days, and while that doesn't look like it will change anytime soon, it doesn't take much to make it just a little bit better. Please be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: After some initial worries about how it would affect their newfound reconciliation, 18-year-old Ryan Collins joined his best friend, Tori McNeil, on a double date at the local mall. Although there was tension in the air, the two continued to make up well, while Ryan's girlfriends, Josie Wong and Brooke King, and Tori's girlfriend, April Martel, got along splendidly. As the date wound down, Brooke called upon Ryan's help to aid one of her cheerleading friends, Kitty Stein, in helping cheer up her best friend, fellow cheerleader Riley Richardson, who is recovering from a bad breakup around Valentine's. Ryan is all too eager to help the pair of ultra-petite cheerleaders, first with kindness and then with the power of mind-blowing sex, as he sees February coming to a close.
***
I know by now that if you've read this far, you'd probably think that any time I used the phrase "study group", what I actually meant was "sex", and I'll admit that that's not all that far from the truth. A lot of study sessions had broken down into sex with the girls I was studying with pretty quickly without much of any actual study actually occurring, which, while fun, occasionally had the side effect of threatening my GPA.
With February rolling to a close, and finals coming ever closer, actual study groups were becoming more and more important with every passing day.
Even if not all the people I studied with might not have always agreed.
"This is fucking bullshit!" Mia Roth bemoaned, dropping her science notebook on the floor and angrily rubbing the bridge of her nose. "I'm never gonna get this!"
Four of us lounged around the modest bedroom of Sarah Kent surrounded by books, laptops, tablets and notebooks, with Mia sitting at the foot of the bed with her head in her hands. The busty, tattooed and pink-haired emo musician tried to keep her usual mask of anger intact, but it was impossible not to notice the fear sneaking through too.
This wasn't the first time I'd seen the pressure of senior year coming to a close getting to someone, and I knew it wouldn't be the last.
Pushing away from her desk, Sarah swiveled on her chair to face her friend. "Only some of it's bullshit, and you are gonna get this, Mia... you just gotta breathe. Relax. Take a step back and maybe punch something. Just nothing in here, alright? I like my stuff."
The sweet, tiny girl with the wavy blonde hair pushed her horn-rimmed glasses up her nose and smiled comfortingly. As with anyone who had Sarah flash such a warm smile at them, Mia was given some ease.
"It just feels like I'm not getting it... like my head is a sponge that's already full of water, and if I want to put anything new in there, I have to squeeze out whatever else is in there, and that's what fucking sucks," Mia bemoaned.
Sprawled out on the bed in her best black tank top and short leather skirt, my beautiful, goth girlfriend, Josie Wong, silently slid over to her friend and began massaging Mia's shoulders.
"That helping?" Josie asked.
Groaning softly, Mia answered, "It's not hurting."
"Good," Josie replied, looking at me for backup. While I'm sure that she would have probably wanted me there stuffing Mia's holes as a way of distracting her away from her study despair, I was, at this point anyway, actually trying to find some semblance of keeping it in my pants for the sake of keeping us on task.
I took off my own glasses, rubbing the bridge of my nose briefly before replacing them. "We've been going at this hard for a while; maybe it's time for a study break?"
"Who doesn't like a good study break?" Sarah said, standing up and stretching, her tight t-shirt riding up her even tighter abs. "Stretch it out, clear the mind for a few minutes, then we can come back and attack these science books like we mean it!"
"I already meant it the first time around," Mia said miserably, looking up at her friend. "And are you really pulling this cheerleader bull on me?"
"You betcha!" Sarah said, easily kicking up her leg and catching it in a way that she seemed to be doing a standing split.
"I think I might've liked you more when you were a morose band geek, before you sold out and became a cheer whore," Mia said, tilting her head up to show a playful smirk.
Not letting her friend phase her in the slightest, Sarah let her leg down and looked to Josie. "You wouldn't be the first to say that."
"Hey, don't look at me," Josie said.
Turning my attention to Mia, I asked her, "And who are you calling a sellout? The way I hear-tell it, you've been asked to play with the band in the spring musical, and might have already signed on?"
Mia looked to me, a look of worried surprise crossing her face, while Josie and Sarah looked on with greater amusement.
"Reaaaaallllly?" Josie asked, surprise and a need for good-natured teasing bursting from her face. "You're throwing your lot in with the drama kids?"
"Not yet!" Mia nearly shouted, defensive. "Nothing's set in stone, yet, because they won't even know what show they're doing 'til the last minute... and how the fuck did you find out about that, Ryan?"
I straightened myself up self-importantly. "A good reporter never reveals their sources."
And by this, I mean that while screwing around with my "apprentice" Jennifer Cage the other day, she shared this (and some other rumors) with me that she'd heard from cheerleader Cleo Price (who Jennifer was also screwing around with), who'd heard it from a guy from the track team she was fucking, who heard it from a guy he was fucking in the drama club.
"You'll get a chance to play with the band in front of an audience? That's kind of huge!" Sarah said excitedly, dropping down to the floor to sit next to Mia.
"Like I said," Mia intoned, dropping her voice to almost a threat. "Nothing's been set in stone yet. The way things are going, there might not even be a show... I was just asked if I *might* do this, and I didn't say no, okay?"
"Huh," Josie asked, turning to look at me. "I know you've got your sources in Drama; you know anything about this?"
I licked my lips, not sure if I had to tell everyone that my "source" in Drama was basically Mrs. Wanda Harker, the drama teacher I was fucking, and some rumors I'd heard, but I thought it worth the time to share what I knew.
"From what I've heard, Mrs. Harker is set on doing Little Shop of Horrors, but some bitch on the PTA is getting in the way for some bullshit content reasons," I explained.
"Which bitch?" Mia asked, looking almost threatening.
"Karen Bowman. Kyle's mom," I explained, getting an eyeroll from each of the three girls as we considered the familial relations of Regan Hills High School's former bully supreme, Kyle Bowman.
I'd gotten him expelled and humiliated pretty badly during Homecoming as revenge for when he punched my lights out back in September, and I was beginning to think that, in between her attempts at playing nice with my family by sending over platters of cookies, that she was taking out her anger on the school. She could start proving a problem to a lot of people if her anger over what happened to Kyle didn't abate anytime soon.
"Well, that explains that, then, doesn't it?" Sarah replied.
"Anyone going to do anything about that?" Mia asked, aggression creeping back into her voice.
"If you're talking about running her down with your car, I'd advise against that, since I'm pretty sure that's illegal," Josie answered.
"Well, you know how to take all the fucking fun out of fantasizing," Mia huffed.
"I do what I can," Josie replied. "Besides, with all the babysitting I'm doing these days, I can't provide an accomplice or alibi to you like I used to."
Josie's after-school job as a babysitter was a recent development, but with the need to stash some money away for college, I wasn't going to hold her more limited availability against her. I knew she was surprisingly pretty damn good at it, and that she really enjoyed the money.
Wanting to give her a chance to boast, I asked, "How is all that babysitting going?"
"Not bad," Josie admitted. "I never thought I'd say it, but I'm pretty good at it. Pay's alright, depending on the family. Some of the moms are bitches. Some of the dads..."
She didn't say anything here, but with the mischief I saw in Josie's smile, I could tell she was having a lot of fun teasing the dads on the side. Maybe more, I hadn't asked her yet, and figured she'd volunteer something juicy once she had something juicy to share.
Sarah caught it well, grinning. "May we all have so much luck with after-school jobs."
"I hear that," Mia answered, smiling properly this time.
Though there was still some tension in the air, it was nice to see everyone on the same page again, nearly happy and, while not exactly thrilled to be studying for what was ahead, we were ready to attempt it together. I may not have been as close to Mia as I was to the other two (even though I did have sex with her), but I was happy to see her in better spirits. We were all sharing this rough time together, and it was easier to stand as one than having the crushing inevitability of the end of high school knock us all down.
The future was coming for us in a few months. The next day would be the last of February, and school ended in June. Everything was going to be changing very soon, and if we didn't do everything it took to keep our heads above water, we were almost certainly doomed to drown.
I wasn't going to drown, and I certainly wasn't going to let any of them drown. My future may have looked brighter than ever, and I meant to keep it that way, so when it came to my academics, I made sure to keep everything on track. I wasn't going to make a run at valedictorian or anything like that this year, but I was optimistic that my final report card might see more A's than ever before, and not just because I was having sex with a lot of my teachers.
This was not to say, though, that I was losing the present by looking to the future, no. I knew that this year would be over soon, and I meant to savor every moment of it that didn't involve preparing for the end. I would spend every moment of it that I could making the most of things with the people I cared about.
Spending every free moment with my girlfriends, Josie and Brooke.
Going on adventures with the many people I'd come to call friends this year.
And nowadays, getting reacquainted with Tori McNeil, a woman I used to call my best friend, and was hoping to be able to do the same again with soon.
Our estrangement after Thanksgiving had been hard on both of us, but having recently sorted out a lot of our issues with each other, we were on the path to being the same friends that we used to be once again. Tori's girlfriend, April, had even invited me to join the two of them in their semi-regular D&D game, and while I was a pretty lousy player with even worse luck, I was looking forward to the chance of hanging out with Tori and some our mutual friends on a night with absolutely no pressure and only fun on the table.
"You know what I think we need?" Sarah suggested.
"What?" Mia asked.
"Food," Sarah replied.
"That sounds like a great idea," Josie replied, stretching out on the bed. "Some food might help clear our heads."
"Hear, hear," I agreed, rocking my head from side to side, trying to clear the cobwebs.
We'd been studying for a few hours now, and I was starting to lose my own focus. A bit of a break to mix things up seemed called for.
"Did I hear a call being made for food?" a sultry voice said from the doorway.
I gulped upon hearing it.
Casually, Mia turned toward the door and said, "Hey, Ms. K."
I looked over as well, and saw a sight that brought a stirring beneath my pants and made me feel very, very warm.
Standing in the doorway was the one and only Ms. Viola Kent. Sarah's mom, and one of the single hottest people in Regan Hills. A lightly tanned woman in her early 40s with a tight, dancer's body on a 5'7" frame, she held her silky black hair up in a tight bun, while her mischievous, soft brown eyes and playful smile lit up a gorgeous face that couldn't help but force my heart to skip a beat. Her tight, athletic body was on full display in her short t-shirt that couldn't help but show a fair bit of her toned midriff, while her tight athletic shorts showcased both her long legs and firm ass.
I knew her to be a fun, friendly and utterly passionate woman, and like the other three women in this room, yes, I had had sex with her. Only a couple of weeks ago, in this very house, as a matter of fact. At first, it started out as a part of my "bringing joy to those who needed it" quest I had set out on for February, and also because Sarah had asked me to show her somewhat lonely mother a good time in the best way I knew.
Any ulterior motives quickly fell by the wayside, however, as Viola and I had bonded and had what felt undoubtedly like some of the hottest sex I'd had this year.
Looking her up and down and trying not to drool, I said, "Hello, Viola."
Josie shot me an amused glance at my clear ogling, but as she turned her eyes to Sarah's mom, she then looked back at me and nodded approvingly. Josie loved a good look at a hot woman as much as I did, and even if it was one of her best friend's moms, I saw the way her eyes lit up in taking a look at Viola too.
Well, this could be interesting.
Viola grinned at me, but didn't let anything else on. She said, "This study session needs some recharging?"
"Seriously," Sarah admitted, her eyes darting from her mother to me, grinning slightly with private amusement.
"Why don't you order some Chinese and put it on my account? Feel free to go nuts, I might be working up an appetite myself," Viola said, smirking playfully.
"Really? That good with you guys?" Sarah asked, getting nods from Josie, Mia and me. "That would be great, Mom, thanks."
"Oh, it's my pleasure, honestly..." Viola said, shifting her position slightly. I couldn't help but notice the smooth swelling of her B-cup breasts, and the reasonable certainty that her nipples were poking quite prominently through her t-shirt. Her eyes flashed to me looking at her, and her smirk only became more enticingly proud.
"If you're all going to be taking a bit of a break, I'd like to borrow Ryan for a few minutes, if that's fine with you ladies? I need some help in back over a matter that could use a man's touch..." she continued, sounding perfectly natural and without any ulterior meaning whatsoever.
"SURE!" I exclaimed, probably a little too fast, and making Sarah and Josie giggle slightly. "Uh, if that's fine with you?"
"Go for it," Sarah explained, smiling. "Since it looks like we're taking a bit more than just a short break anyway, why don't you *help* her out?"
Mia, for her part, looked confused, before darting her eyes from me to Viola. Watching the progression of her face as the parts clicked together, first with an eye roll, then with her mouth dropping open slightly, impressed, was a lot of fun.
"Don't take too long," Josie said, watching as Viola turned and slowly walked from the room, and I, with all the coordination of a newborn giraffe, got up on shaky legs and tried to take after her.
"I won't!" I declared, then looking at the playful look on Viola's face as she looked over her shoulder, said, "I mean, I might... I don't know, I guess I gotta see what the 'man problem' is!"
I followed behind Viola, looking down at her legs and ass, watching her bare feet pressing into the carpet, as in the distance I heard Mia say, "Are you fucking serious?"
Soon, we were too far from Sarah's room to care, as Viola led me to her bedroom.
"I want to thank you again for your assistance... and for stopping by a couple weeks back. The company was... very enjoyable," Viola said, ushering me inside of her room.
"Oh, it's no problem, at all... I was glad to help," I said, turning as I heard the bedroom door click shut behind us.
The room was suddenly darker than the rest of her house, as I recognized the familiar color-changing light that she'd used the last time we were in here. The room changed to shades of red, blue, green and purple, while low music with a good, danceable beat played in the background. I was transported once again to Viola putting on her strip show for me, and the growing pressure in my pants felt very familiar, and very welcome.
Viola looked at me silently for a moment, standing in front of the door and looking like a predator waiting to pounce.
I didn't give her the chance, closing the distance between us, wrapping an arm around her and pulling her in for a deep, passionate kiss. Our bodies melded into one another, conforming and pressing into each other as we tried to feel every square inch of the other.
"It's been too long..." Viola groaned, reaching down to feel my cock through my jeans.
"It's barely been two weeks," I grunted. "Not that I haven't wanted this, too."
"And that is my point exactly... why wait two weeks when we can have it now," she said, pushing off of me, then walking around over toward her large bed. With little provocation, she reached up and let down her hair, letting it cascade down to her mid-back, before she quickly pulled off her top, then her shorts.
Whereas last time, her getting naked was a slow, teasing process, now she stood deliciously nude before me, ready and waiting. Her firm breasts sat high, her dark brown nipples standing out, while her shaved pussy looked suitably ready.
Looking at me, Viola put her hands on her hips in mock impatience and said, "Well?"
"Oh, uh... right..." I said, stripping out of my clothes with considerably less grace than her until I too was naked. My thick, ten-inch cock stood at ready attention, eager for her attentions and happy to see how hungrily she eyed me.
"Mmm... so nice..." she said, sitting down on her bed.
Viola lay back, propping her head up on some pillows while she stretched out and spread her legs. She reached between them, fingering and pulling apart her pussy lips to give me a better look at her moist sex. This sight had me pretty well useless, staring hypnotized as I saw lewd perfection splayed out before me. Viola could well have commanded me to do anything in this moment, and I would have been helpless to turn her down.
I remembered how her body felt against mine. How she looked while dancing... how she tasted... how she could make me cum like no one else.
Viola looked at me with a very distinct satisfaction, smirking as she continued to slowly pleasure herself.
"There actually is something I need to discuss with you, Ryan... and I want you to eat my pussy while I do that," she said, her voice somehow friendly and commanding all at once.



Never being one to turn down a cunt as immaculate and tasty as hers, I licked my lips and exclaimed, "Sure!"
With an awkward over-eagerness, I climbed onto the bed between her legs and leaned down until her pussy lips were only a few inches away from my face. I took a moment to enjoy this, looking at the beautiful perfection of her sex, already wet and waiting for me. A slight sniff, and her scent flooded my body, intoxicating me and driving me mad.
Yes, I was overeager, but how couldn't I be under the circumstances?
I dove in, licking her pussy energetically as she soon wrapped her legs around my shoulders, moaning while she ran her fingers through my hair. I'd become rather proud of my oral skills over this past year, and seeing a woman as experienced as Viola responding so well had me quite proud of myself.
"Mmmm, yeeeeeeesssss..." she purred, rocking her hips against my face eagerly. "This is what I need, Ryan... yes, I could use you here all the time, at my beck and call... but then I would be denying so many other needy women your services, and that would just be a crime, wouldn't it?"
I was too occupied to really answer her, suckling gently on her clit before running my tongue over her folds, but if this bothered Viola, she didn't let me know. Instead, I looked up into her eyes and redoubled my efforts.
"My thoughts exactly," she continued, grinning down at me. "But before I completely lose myself, there is something... oh god, right there, yes... fuck... there is something I need to talk to you about... so if you can slow down very, very slightly... no, not that slow... yes, that's it... yes, good, we can talk about this..."
Viola wasn't talking, yet, as she slowly ran her fingertips up and down her body, moaning all the while, especially when she began to squeeze her nipples. Soon her eyes lidded over, and she shivered softly, but when she opened them to look down at me again, I could see a new resolve cross her face.
"I need to get this out before something else does..." Viola laughed, squeezing my head gently with her thighs as she continued rocking against my face. "You know by now the truth of what goes on at the book club meetings I host..."
I nodded, slightly, without stopping my efforts at pleasing her. I knew that Viola Kent held "book club" meetings for the lonely women in Regan Hills, and that a number of my teachers and friend's mothers were a part of it. I also knew that very little reading was actually involved, and that it was more an opportunity for Viola to engage in her side hustle of selling sex toys to the sex-starved MILFs of town, and that they would often just use these meetings to play with each other. It had been something I had dreamed of attending for some time, as it sounded like an erotic experience of legendary proportions, but had never expected to actually attend for how secretive these women were about this.
"...and I also understand that you have a three-day weekend coming up this weekend..." she continued, moaning lowly as I pressed my tongue inside of her.
This was also true. It wasn't a major holiday or anything, just one of those many random days off they called "Staff Development Days", or something like that. With Josie and Brooke's families having planned some brief trips for the occasion, I was actually light on plans for the weekend, but the way Viola was leading the conversation, I was getting the distinct impression that would be changing very soon. I'd heard some hints about something like this recently, and it sounded like the hints were about to become an enticing reality.
My cock twitched with anticipation.
Viola moaned, running her fingers through my hair again. "Well... every year, we ladies of the book club like to set up a bit of a weekend retreat. Find some rental house some distance away from here where we can relax, soak up the sun, drink wine and... well, I believe your imagination can fill in a lot of the gaps on what kind of activities take place there..."
I stopped eating her out for a moment. I said, "I have a pretty vivid imagination."
"I'm sure you do," Viola purred, before looking down at me sternly. "Did I say you could stop eating me out?"
Properly chastened, I began to lap at her pussy again, much to her enjoyment.
Viola continued. "Well, normally this has been an all-girls sort of event, but with how many of my friends you have charmed, and how many others are absolutely *dying* to meet you, an exception has been made this year. Tell me, Ryan... what would you say to making some memories at our book club retreat this weekend?"
I knew there were probably some good arguments against doing this, but for the life of me, I couldn't think of them. Some of the best memories I'd had this year were with women I knew to be a part of the book club. Viola, Mrs. Lynn, Mrs. McNeil, Mrs. Harker, Mrs. Addams... fuck, they were all some of the hottest women in town, and I'd had sex with all of them. Getting them together, as well as with some women I probably hadn't been together with yet?
How could I say anything, but...
"Of course, I'll come," I said, knowing I was taking a chance by stopping the cunnilingus, but thinking it had to be worth it.
The way Viola smiled down at me, looking more like a giddy schoolgirl than a world-weary mom, dance teacher and semi-retired stripper, told me that this was a gamble that was well worth taking.
"Friday. After school. Pack a bag for a few days. Be ready for one of us to pick you up. Until then, get up here!" she exclaimed, loosening her grip on me and pulling me up by the shoulders until I lay next to her on the bed.
Viola kissed me passionately, licking my juices from her face as she reached down to jack my cock. While I made a move to finger her, she instead pushed my hand away, rolling me onto my back. She swung a leg over me, straddling my hips as she lined her pussy up with my cockhead.
"I was hoping that you'd want to come..." she groaned, sliding my cock into her achingly tight pussy. "And I know I'm not the only one... you're gonna make a lot of us old ladies happy..."
I moaned, probably a little too loud, as she settled down onto me, my cock buried entirely within her pussy. It may have put me at my most vulnerable, but when I was with a woman as confident as Viola Kent, I was hoping I'd be able to impress her, too.
I said, "You're not old... but I know I'm gonna make all of you happy..."
Viola groaned again, starting to ride me properly. "Yeah? You're that sure of yourself?"
"Uh huh..." I grunted, grabbing her hips and encouraging her to bounce on my cock. Her modest tits looked absolutely delectable as they bounced, and I couldn't wait to get my mouth on them.
I couldn't wait to do a lot of things with her, and to her, honestly; Viola just had a way of inspiring herself.
"You talk a big game, but you better be able to deliver," Viola grunted, pinching her nipples and moaning as she rode me harder. "Some of the women I'm inviting... they're major sluts... some of them are major bitches... if you think it's going to be an easy weekend, you're going to find yourself sorely disappointed."
Smiling up at her, I reached behind and squeezed her ass. "I'll manage... somehow, I'll manage... because I always manage..."
"I'm sure you do," she replied, smiling down at me warmly while she continued to vigorously fuck me. "And we'll keep each other nice and distracted, don't you worry... you'll be a star... but we love fucking each other too... you'd like to watch that too, wouldn't you?"
The image of Viola with any number of other MILFs I knew made that an easy answer. "Hell yeah."
Viola smirked. "Oh, I'm going to have to steal some time with you... you're going to be quite popular, and I'm going to want some of my own time with you... but a good threesome can be so fucking fun too, god, it's been a while since I've had one with some real dick."
This moment might well have been perfect, had it not been for the knocking at the door.
"Hey," Josie asked through the door. "I got a quick question. I don't wanna interrupt or anything, but is this a bad time?"
Viola looked down at me, almost as if challenging me to see what I wanted to do. While she was still riding me, she had slowed her pace, curious and playful...
"Come on in, Josie!" I said.
Viola dropped her mouth open in surprise, but didn't feel the need to stop this.
Josie soon opened the door, standing in the doorway. It took a moment for her eyes to get used to the darkened room with its shifting lights, but once they did, a look of pleasant surprise crossed her face. True, she knew what I was doing in here, and she knew that Viola was hotter than hell, but the moment she finally saw the naked mom of one of her oldest friends riding her boyfriend and seeing how painfully and utterly hot she was had a way of taking Josie by some surprise.
"That's, uh... wow," Josie said.
Viola laughed as she fucked me. "Well, thank you, Josie. I do try to keep in shape!"
"It's definitely working for you... I'm going to have to ask for tips for my routine," Josie said, before looking down at me. It was clear I was having the time of my life, and she smirked accordingly.
"So, you had a question?" I asked, keeping a confident tone through my grunts as I continued to fuck into Viola.
"Ah, yeah..." Josie said, still clearly distracted by the sight before her. "The delivery place has options for delivery in 45 minutes or an hour... Sarah wants to know how long you plan on taking so she knows how to plan the order."
"I guess it depends," I said, looking up into Viola's eyes.
"On what?" Josie asked.
I grinned, first at Viola, then at Josie. "On if you want to join us."
Josie looked at us in some level of shock, her full lips once again dropping open. I eyed Viola, wanting to make sure that I hadn't crossed any lines, but the way she smiled and only rode me harder seemed like a good answer.
Looking back toward Sarah's room, Josie called out, "Hey, it wouldn't be weird if I joined them, would it?"
There was a moment of pause and consideration before Sarah called back, "Nope! Go nuts!"
Josie turned her attention back to us, then said, "You better make it an hour, then!"
Sarah called back, "Oka-"
Her voice was cut off as Josie closed the door behind her.
"My, my, my, Josie... I always knew you had such potential," Viola purred as Josie walked over to us.
"And you've always been hot... I know how good Ryan says you are, but how good are you with a woman?" Josie asked, mimicking Viola's own confidence quite well.
"Why don't you take off your clothes and find out?" Viola challenged, never once breaking her stride as she rode me. She smiled the smile of a woman who had just won a great victory, and I had a hard time blaming her.
As Josie took off her tank top and approached Viola, I realized Viola wasn't the only winner in this room.
***
The memories of the debauchery that Viola, Josie and I got up to stayed with me throughout the next day at school, giving me a natural high that made it pretty damn difficult to pay attention in class. This was hardly anything new, but as some focus would be needed for the coming evening, I managed to hype myself into a position where I was ready for D&D night by the time school let out.
Which was handy, since I was absolutely terrible at D&D.
"You can't be *that* bad," April Martel said from the passenger of Tori's car. The pretty, blonde, band geek looked back at me sympathetically, while I wondered what I had done to earn a place on the backseat.
Right, I wasn't Tori's girlfriend.
"I am," I said.
"He really is," Tori McNeil laughed from the driver's seat, taking a turn through one of the many suburban streets of Regan Hills in the search for the Park house. My redheaded, curly-haired best friend didn't offer much sympathy, but it was in enough good humor that I decided not to poke her while she was driving.
"We've only tried a few times," Tori continued. "And no matter how much I hold his hand, he always finds the most unique ways of fucking things up. It's impressive, really."
"Well..." April said, sympathetic to my cause. "There'll be a lot of us here, this time, and we'll all help. We'll make it so it'll take a lot of work for you to die."
"You can try, but I'm pretty sure you'll fail. I'm pretty good at rolling natural 1's at the worst possible time," I said.
"Like the time you broke your back while trying to pick up a peanut?" Tori said.
I grumbled. "Yes, like the time I broke my back trying to pick up a peanut."
"Or that time you somehow set yourself on fire while trying to make a pass at the comely bar maiden?" Tori said.
April looked at me, non-believing. "How'd you do that?"
"I had to reach across the bar to pass her a note," I explained, trying to think of various ways I could try to take Tori down with me when my character inevitably died tonight. "I reached across some candles. The note caught fire. I caught fire. Apparently my pleas for help fell upon deaf ears."
"That many natural 1's?" April asked, eyes wide and lips pressed together tightly in an effort to avoid laughing.
"That many," I acknowledged.
Tori said, "Or what about that time with the gelatinous cubes when you-"
"Okay, I get the picture," April said, putting me out of my misery. "He's had some bad luck, but with you DMing, I could see how this would happen."
Turning her attention to me, April continued in a calm, sympathetic voice, "While you know Tori here can sometimes get a little carried away with her playful torture, you don't have to worry about that with Rose. She's a really laid-back DM. She knows what she's doing, likes to keep things fun and with a good story... we'll all have a good time, I swear."
She was so utterly earnest that I couldn't help but feel my heart warm.
I turned to Tori. "You've got a damn good girlfriend."
"Tell me about it," Tori replied, grabbing April's hand and kissing it.
"Awww, now I feel special," April replied, any sarcasm she might have tried to her voice thoroughly watered down by the way she was blushing.
Trying not to feel like the third wheel, I did everything I could to disappear into the backseat, but once the lovey dovey was taken out of the air, April was happy to turn her attention back to me and continue selling me on D&D night.
"Alright, what else do you need to know... fair warnings, fair warnings... well, you already know Izzy, right?" April asked.
"I do know Izzy Barnes," I said, smiling with equal parts recognition and a little trepidation. Izzy was a tiny, pale gamer girl with bright blue hair and a way of speaking a mile a minute that made her difficult to understand at times. Even though I knew her to be unbelievably competitive when it came to any matters of gaming, I also knew that she was generally a kind and thoughtful person who really just wanted to make friends.
That she was also kinda crazy in a really hot sort of way didn't hurt her case, either.
"Well, as you might expect, she can get a little Leeroy Jenkins sometimes, which isn't usually very helpful since she prefers to play Rogue," April explained.
"So, we try to keep her distracted as much as possible," Tori followed up, then looking at me in the rearview mirror. "You might have an easier time of that."
"On it," I said. "And what do you guys play?"
"Ranger," April said, pointing to herself, before turning her thumb to Tori. "And Barbarian."
"Why doesn't this surprise me?" I joked, looking to Tori.
"Because you know me so well..." Tori replied, smiling at me brilliantly.
I settled back in my seat, surprisingly nervous for what was otherwise going to be a game night with a lot of people I considered friends.
"Alright... so what should I be, you think?" I asked.
April looked thoughtful. "Well... Katie's playing a Paladin..."
Tori quickly added. "And Leah's coming tonight, too, so we've got Wizard covered."
"Leah's coming?" I asked, again encouraged and a little nervous. Leah Sartori, the beautiful, olive-skinned Wiccan, had helped me kick off February with a bit of a spell meant to encourage lust around Regan Hills. With her helping get this month going, I somehow wasn't surprised that she found a way to appear at its end.
"Yeah," Tori said, catching my eye in the rearview mirror. "I caught her in the Puma Press offices, and she sounded a bit lonely, so I figured, hey, the more the merrier."
Ah. Yeah, okay, this was less magical happenstance and more the mystical powers of Tori McNeil that got Leah to show up tonight. That made a lot more sense.
"So... we could probably use a Bard," April suggested, looking back encouragingly.
From what little I knew of the game, this didn't sound like the worst fit for me.
"Okay, that's cool..." I said, looking for any more tips as Tori just turned onto the last street before we hit our final destination. "...so, I really don't know Katie all that well... and we're gonna be at her house. Anything I should know?"
April bit her lip a little nervously. "Well, she's a little flighty..."
"Yeah, that I know," I said, remembering how easily Katie Park could go off on rambling tangents when I talked with her at Nerd Baseball. She seemed cute and nice enough in a very nerdy sort of way, but definitely sort of hanging around in her own world, even if she was very enthusiastic about living in her own world.
"And a lot of guys have really messed with her before, so she's pretty into the girl power thing when it comes to putting a gathering together. We've told her that we invited you, and she said she was okay with it, but you still might have to convince her that you're a decent guy if she doesn't already know you," April explained.
Crap. I didn't want to make this any harder for anyone involved, and I was only finding out now that my presence might be a serious issue. This wasn't helping my nerves at all.
"You think that'll be a problem?" I asked.
Tori pulled her car over to the curb and set it to park. Then, turning around to me, she said, "You're a good guy, Ryan. Just be the kind of guy pretty much all of us in the room already adore, and you'll be fine."
"Better than fine," April added.
Still feeling nervous and not knowing if it was more about fucking things up in D&D or about pissing off Katie, I said, "Better than fine... I can live with better than fine..."
***
With snacks and gaming paraphernalia in tow, Tori, April and I walked toward the front of the Park's middle-class suburban house. Hands full, Tori pressed the doorbell with her elbow, and not five seconds later, the door swung open to reveal a very excited, and very tiny, presence.
"You guys made it! Yay!" 18-year-old Katie Park cheered enthusiastically, smiling brightly at Tori and April, and perhaps a little more politely toward me. At 5'0", Katie wasn't exactly an intimidating person, with big glasses that were almost as large as her broad, adorable smile and utterly cute face, framed by shimmering, shoulder-length black hair. She wore a flowy, multi-colored skirt that went just past her thighs over a pair of striped knee-high socks, and a dark blue t-shirt that simply read "NX-01" across her chest.
Or, should I say, across her *very* ample chest. For a girl of her size, she had some clearly impressive curves, with a round bubble butt and an impressive set of DD's stretching out her shirt.
Yeah, Katie was that perfect mix of cute and hot as hell that made it very difficult to keep my disobedient cock from making me look like a total perv, especially when I wanted to make a good impression for me and my friends. I knew that Katie could be a little absent-minded, but she was damn smart, I didn't want to do anything that might fuck up this night.



"We set up downstairs?" Tori asked.
"Oh, yeah, definitely, the game room's all set up, moved all the junk away into my room so I don't look like I keep things a total mess down there, haha... okay, right, yes, we're down there, the others are all here and ready to start pre-gaming..." Katie said, her voice bright and bubbly and every bit as cute as she was as she looked from her friends to me again.
"Excellent, we'll get set up down there," April said, cocking her head for Tori and me to follow her.
"Oh, duh, hello, Katie!" she announced, putting a hand to her forehead as if she'd almost forgotten something, before looking at me. "Actually, can I borrow Ryan for a few seconds? Okay, maybe more of a few minutes? I've got all sorts of people vouching for you, and I completely trust them, because they're my friends and I listen to them, but I still wanna get to know you before we get to playing anything, can I ask a few questions?"
Seeing my skeptical gaze, Tori asked, "Is that really necessary, Katie?"
Katie looked almost embarrassed. "Oh, no, I'm not going to be mean or anything, no asking questions about flipping tortoises over and why you're not helping them or anything like that, it's just... there's a nerdy guy I don't know who's gonna be in my house while my parents are out, playing one of my favorite games with some of my friends, and I just don't know him and I want to know him like you know him so I'll, you know, know him?"
Tori smirked. April rolled her eyes at her girlfriend.
Wanting to keep the peace and make this a fun night for everyone, even if I was feeling suddenly quite nervous, I said, "Sure. Question away. You guys get set up downstairs, and we'll catch up to you?"
"Okay..." April said, a little worried for me.
"Holler if you need a barbarian's aid," Tori said proudly, taking the snacks from my arms and following April further into the house.
While I probably should've felt more nervous about being on the spot with a girl I barely knew, this wasn't the case. Putting off D&D (and any subsequent humiliation that may occur on my part therein) a little bit longer felt freeing, and if it meant getting interrogated by the absolutely adorable Katie... well, I was willing to put off game night a little longer.
"I don't wanna make this weird or anything, so, you know, just relax, I just want to get to know you and what you think about a few things," Katie said, leading me toward her living room couch.
I sat down, soon to be joined by her, and had the strange sense that I might well have been at a job interview.
"What kind of things?" I asked.
A faint hint of nervousness snuck into Katie's smile, before she grinned broadly. "Well, it's like, I know you're a nerd, and *you* know you're a nerd, and I'm a nerd and I know what kind of nerd I am, but I don't know what kind of nerd you are and I just wanna know that so I know what kind of night we're all looking forward to, okey dokey?"
There was every chance this was leading somewhere sexy, or every chance this might well have been a moment to simply talk nerdy with her. Either way, I was willing to see where this would go.
"Alright, then fire away," I said.
"Okay... who shot first?" Katie asked.
I grinned at the softball question. "Easy. Han."
"Duh," she replied, giggling slightly. "Playstation, Xbox or PC?"
This one took a little more thought, and a lot more qualification.
"Playstation for the exclusives... PC for just about everything else," I admitted.
"Not bad... not bad... I don't know if I agree with that, but, the points are compelling..." Katie said, looking at me like she was checking off boxes in her head. "Marvel or DC?"
"Both have some pretty good comics... and some bad comics... but for other media, I'd say Marvel for their movies, and DC for their TV shows," I replied.
She looked a little surprised at me. "Not a Zack Snyder bro?"
I laughed. "God, no. His Justice League was an improvement on Whedon's... but that doesn't mean it didn't also suck. It just sucked in different ways. Do I look like a Zack Snyder bro?"
"I don't think there's a particular look for that, but you check off some of the recurring boxes," Katie said, noncommittal. "But if that's not a problem, that's not a problem, and we can keep going! In that spirit, if I were to ask you who played the best Batman, you'd say?"
"Kevin Conroy," I replied, easily.
"Nice," she said, grinning. "Star Wars or Star Trek?"
"I've never really watched Star Trek in any seriousness, so I'm gonna have to say Star Wars by default, though that one's always been a little all over the place," I said.
Katie looked a little wounded by my answer. "Well, if you're ever up for a primer on where to start with Star Trek, believe me, I can get you started down that particular rabbit hole with a few hundred of their best episodes. But once you fall down, there's no getting back out again."
"I'll take your word for it," I replied.
"Who do you think should've sat on the Iron Throne in the end of the show?" she asked, quickly and looking a little more nervous as she changed the subject.
"Jon Snow would have been ideal in a cliched way, but... I'm going to say Sansa. She earned it better than anyone else left alive at the end, I'd say," I said, looking at her and getting the impression that a lot of this questioning was a smokescreen, a leadup to whatever Katie actually wanted to ask me. I saw that her nervousness was starting to rival my own when I'd first entered her house, and I was hoping for her sake that she would soon get to whatever it was she actually wanted to ask me.
Thankfully, that wouldn't be very far off.
"When you look at me... do you think I like anime?" Katie asked.
This wasn't quite what I would have expected her to ask. "I really can't say."
"Why not?" she asked, somewhat defensive.
"Because I really can't tell. I don't really know much about anime myself, so unless your t-shirt is a reference to something, I couldn't tell you with any certainty what you do or don't like just by looking at you now, because there's an equal chance the answer could be yes or no. Why?" I asked.
Katie sighed, letting out a great breath of greater annoyance. "Because a lot of nerdy guys I've known have seen me, cute little Korean geek girl, and think that entitles them to imprinting their stupid erotic fantasies on me and that means I must be totes into anime, which I'm not, by the way. I've tried, it just never stuck, and when I tell them exactly that, it's like they're offended because I don't like what they like and they either try to make me like what they like or get get all pushy and icky gatekeepery and qualifying shit about how they don't like seeing girls or POC or LGBTQ representation, not that they don't mind porn of all of that, and not that there's anything wrong with some good, responsible porn, god knows I've got my favorites, like this clip I was watching the other day with these two blondes where... where was I? Oh, right, hello, Katie! A lot of nerdy guys I've known don't want anyone who doesn't look or think exactly like them in their media and... you're not getting pushy and icky on any of that, so... yeah. Sorry. Don't want to be weird or ranty, but, bad experiences... make it necessary... you don't seem like a bad experience."
"I try not to be," I said, wanting to give her some space while also wanting to be a sympathetic ear. I knew enough from comments sections that I wasn't a fan of a lot of other nerds out there, but it was one thing to know I didn't like it from reading it, and it was another to have lived it like she clearly had.
"I know you're not, your friends say you're not, I just... I had to know because they like you, and I wanna like you, and I think I will, it's just... yeah," she said, sighing heavily. "Sorry for the grilling."
"I'm not," I replied, smiling sympathetically. "You gotta do what you gotta do to make sure you're bringing the right people into your house so you can have fun. God knows I don't want to be bringing assholes into my comfort place."
"Right?" Katie said, laughing slightly as it seemed she fell into a state of greater ease. "Thank you... for your patience, and, you know, getting this. I just had to be sure, and now I'm feeling silly and... I forgot where I was going with this."
"No problem," I said, grinning. "Did you have any more questions? I'm happy to answer any and all."
"Right, yes, that's where we were..." she said, screwing up her face in concentration before smiling brightly. "Okay, I've got one more question for you. You ready?"
"Always ready," I said.
"Okay..." Katie replied, straightening herself up with the dignity one might summon when greeting a world leader. "You are approached by a frenzied scientist, who yells, 'I'm going to put my quantum harmonizer in your photonic resonation chamber!' What's your response?"
This one might have taken the longest for me to catch the reference, but when I did, I improvised, "I'd tell him he'd need to buy me a drink and give me a whole helluva lot of caps before I'd ever consider going that far."
Katie grinned at me, then straightened herself out. "Yeah, I think you'll be a good fit for our adventures. Thank you for indulging my questions."
"I passed the test?" I asked.
"Oh, with flying colors!" Katie explained, grinning cutely. "Join me downstairs, where all the fun begins?"
Smiling back, I replied, "Hell yeah."
***
Growing up in California, I was used to basements being fairly uncommon, but as I stepped into the Park family's basement, I was beginning to understand that I'd been missing out.
For all intents and purposes, it looked like what you would call a "man cave", but one that was meant for the whole family. A pool table and green velvet-covered card table took central place of pride, while the walls were decked out in framed movie and sports posters, as well as a variety of glass-encased memorabilia. Across from a semi-circle of couches was a big screen TV hooked up to a number of gaming systems, next to a rather well-stocked minibar. Opposite this were a couple low bookcases seemingly bursting at the seams with board games of every different experience level.
Yes, if I had to design my own home, I figured it would look a lot like this.
"This is the family game room... we all kinda hang out here and trade off, and Dad plays his video games here... or Mom watches her sporty games here... or I have friends over..." Katie explained, motioning to two doors on the far side of the room. "Bathroom's the door on the left, my room's the one on the right."
"Very cool," I said, still lost in my own world as I felt the plush, clean carpeting against my bare feet.
"Just use coasters and don't spill anything, and we'll have so much fun tonight," Katie explained, smiling at me brightly.
"I can do that," I said, finally snapped from the awe of the sight of this room as I finally took in the sight of the others.
Tori and April were still setting snacks and drinks up atop the minibar, while Rose and Izzy stood around the card table setting out grids, dice, figurines and player's sheets. Leah, dressed in a dark, long, flowing dress that showed off her beautiful shoulders, stood looking at a framed film poster for Rocky on one wall.
I was still pretty damn nervous about screwing something up with D&D and making a fool of myself, but with these people here, I thought I might make it.
Katie broke off from me to head over to Tori and April, so I made a beeline for the game table to see how Rose and Izzy were doing.
Wearing her ever-present dark fedora and hipster garb that she made look effortlessly good, Rose Ferris brushed a lock of her platinum-blonde hair behind her ear, still in the middle of conversation with Izzy.
"-so I told him it was going to take a lot more than a podcast and some loaded half-truths to change my mind on what's right and wrong," Rose explained.
Nodding her head like a particularly energetic bird, the brightly dressed and blue-haired Izzy replied at her usual speed of five thousand miles per second, "Total sense, makes *total* sense; you don't wanna be messing around with guys like that who think they know you but don't know you and just wanna change you to their definition of what they think you oughta be when you can just kick 'em to the curb and find someone who better fits your speed and likes you for you not the you they think they want out of you that isn't actually you."
Easygoing and relaxed, Rose smiled casually and replied in her usual cool demeanor, "Right there, Izzy... you took the words straight from my mouth. And quite a few more. Well, hello, Ryan Collins."
Izzy, who hadn't seen me at first, turned to face me. Her big brown eyes brightened, her smile broadening as the tiny ball of energy bounced over to me, threw her arms around my neck and planted a big kiss on my lips.
"RYAN!" she exclaimed, kissing me again before whispering in my ear. "Thank you for Valentine's Day, that was fucking aaaaaaaaaaawwwwweeeeeeeeesssssssssssoooooooooome!!!"
Izzy dropped her arms from my shoulders and smiled, blushing brightly.
"Yes, he does have a way of making Valentine's rather special, doesn't he?" Rose said, walking over to me and planting a slow, lingering kiss on my lips.
"I, uh, did my best," I said, feeling positively appreciated as these two beautiful women eyed me.
Was I nervous about something? No, I couldn't remember that anymore, not in their presence, not with them, and Tori and April and Leah and... oh, Katie was there too, looking at me with more than a little surprise. She pushed her glasses up her nose, her eyes big and very confused as her mouth dropped wide open in shock.
I wondered... no, she had to have heard about me. Seemingly everyone knew about what I'd been doing this year, she had to know... right? I mean, my friends were her friends, and I knew she lived in her own little world and had a reputation for missing some fairly obvious things, but this was too damn obvious, wasn't it?
"Thank you for coming tonight," Rose said, her voice heavy with a sly confidence.
"It's, uh... no problem... happy to be here," I said, voice a little shaky with what nerves I still had for the game, but enjoying the company immensely.
Rose picked up on this, I think.
Izzy did not.
"Seriously, this is gonna be so cool!" Izzy blurted. "All of us, tearing shit up and trying to mess up Rose's carefully planned fantasy domains only to find out that she's, like, got everything planned out to a crazy degree and there's not a lot we can do to shake her, but it's really fun trying to shake her and throw her off her game and make her do things she doesn't expect and-"
"Down, girl," Rose said playfully, patting Izzy on the shoulder. "Ryan Collins here clearly has his reservations, and we don't want to scare him off, do we?"
Izzy turned to me. "Oh, I so got your back, Ryan! Nobody's gonna fuck with you if I got anything to say about it, skeletons, lich, sex dragons, I got you covered!"
I looked at Rose with a raised eyebrow. "Sex dragons?"
"It happened *one* time, I thought it might be an interesting change of pace and it turned into something else entirely, and nobody's let me forget about it since," Rose said, shaking her head. "Lessons have been learned."
"What, I thought they were fun!" Izzy exclaimed. "Remember how I snuck up on one and-"
"How about we get you another energy drink, Izzy Barnes?" Rose suggested, sneaking an amused glance my way. I grinned at her, nodding knowingly. "Calm you down a little, perhaps?"
"Really, oh, man, that'd be the best!" Izzy chirped, letting Rose drag her away from the table and over toward the minibar.
While I didn't think that an energy drink would help Izzy in any way, seeing these two together was certainly its own particular brand of fun.
I could've followed them, and part of me really wanted to, to keep where the action was, but there was still one face around here I needed to reacquaint myself with before this evening began to move toward its next stage.
I sidled up next to Leah as she continued to survey the Park's wall of movie memorabilia, and felt a shiver pass through my body as I did. We'd begun this month with one of the most singularly strange, and undeniably erotic, experiences of my life when she guided me through her lust spell. This moment had guided almost everything I'd done throughout February, and while Leah and I had not spent too much of that time back together, I could still feel the electricity between us as I approached her.
The slender, olive-skinned beauty looked utterly ravishing in her dark, fantasy-inspired dress, as well as her usual eclectic mix of necklaces and bracelets. As I stood beside her, she half-turned her head to look at me, curling her darkly-painted lips into a warm smile, her nose with its glinting septum piercing curling up cutely in recognition.
"I was hoping you'd make your way over to me sooner or later," Leah said.
"It's easy to get hung up in here," I said.
"Oh, no doubt... there are some positively luscious girls in here, aren't there?" she replied.
"I know that I'm looking at one of them," I said, smiling down at her.
"Ah, Ryan... never change..." Leah said, pulling me in for a quick kiss.
Grinning stupidly at her attention, I replied, "I wasn't planning on it."
I glanced around the room quickly again, and once again caught a very befuddled-looking Katie eying us, only to suddenly look away as if badly pretending to look at something else.
"So, as the final days of our spell wind to a close, do you still find yourself committed to spreading love and lust to those in need?" Leah asked, her hand finding my ass and squeezing playfully.
I returned the gesture, eliciting a soft groan from Leah. "I don't think that's ever going to change, really, but this month has been very special."
"I wouldn't have assumed so, but, the spell has made February particularly enjoyable, wouldn't you say?" she said.
"Certainly," I replied.
"So, with February through... have you thought about your March plans yet?" Leah asked.
Feeling suspiciously like there were eyes on me, I quickly glanced back at Katie, and once again found that distinct body language indicating that she'd turned away from me in a hurry.
"Not really, but something will certainly come up. You?" I asked.
"As you say, something will certainly come up. Our spell has left me with a new outlook going forward, and I think I'm going to open myself to new experiences moving forward. I'm not sure what those are, but... I'm excited to see where life will take me," Leah said, sighing pleasantly as she leaned her head against me.
"I'm truly glad you could come tonight, Ryan," she said.
I wrapped my arm around her shoulders, and this time ignored the being watched feeling, since I knew that it would involve Katie once again looking at us.
"I'm happy to be here," I said, sighing pleasantly before adding, "Though I gotta ask you something."
"Ask away," Leah replied.
"I keep getting weird looks from Katie," I explained, "when I'm around any of you. I gotta know... does she know about me? About anything I've done this year?"
Leah laughed, softly. "Probably not. Katie is a sweet, and smart, and truly wonderful girl. One hell of a lot wilder than she looks, I would say... but she has her moments where she's not exactly... observant. I'm sure some of the people here have probably told her exactly why we've been smiling before games lately, but unless that was her focus, it might well be in one ear and out the other. If she's giving you weird looks, though, maybe she'll take the message this time. Maybe."
I looked back at Katie, and kept looking at her this time, waiting to see if she would try to steal another glance at Leah and me.



I was not disappointed. More than before, she had this "deer in headlights" look about her that was borderline comical, even if it meant she was in a slight sort of distress. I laughed, good-humoredly, and nodded her way, letting her know that she'd been caught, and that it wasn't that big a deal. I wasn't going to mess anything up tonight if I had a choice in the matter, especially not since I was under her roof... but I would have what fun I could have with her as well.
"Alright, alright, alright everyone! The gang's all here, the snacks are served and Izzy Barnes's had enough energy drinks to power Disneyland for a month. Grab your drinks if you got 'em, or get some if you don't, and pull up a seat at the table," Rose declared proudly.
"And coasters!" Katie exclaimed.
"Yes, of course, as the lovely and ever-talented Katie Park is hosting tonight and this is a very fine table, we will respect her wishes and use coasters, which can be found conveniently by the mini-bar," Rose said, a queen holding court and doing a damn good job of it.
Leah and I grabbed a couple bottles of water and joined the others at the table. Spread out before me were character sheets, dice, pencils, and maps to realms that I had yet to explore. I felt the need to gulp nervously, but looking at the lovely and wonderful women I was surrounded by, flanked by Leah and Tori, I felt more at ease. There was a relaxed, easygoing vibe here, and even if I managed to muck things up in the game, I wasn't going to let anyone down.
All I had to do was take a breath, relax a little, and this evening would be fun.
Rose cleared her throat. "Now, before we reintroduce the characters to the lovely village of Squalor's End-"
"A.K.A. where Blair Valley High kids go when they wanna go somewhere nice," Tori said, derisively invoking our school's dreaded rivals.
"Ha!" Izzy exclaimed, reaching across the table to fist bump Tori.
Utterly nonplussed, Rose continued. "-I just wanted to get any questions out of the way. I know we have an infrequent player..."
She said this looking at Leah, before turning her attention to me, "...and a relatively new player, and so I would just like to give the opportunity to open up discussion about how anything works, or how we'll play this evening, etcetera, etcetera, you know how it goes."
"Do we have to use our previous characters?" April asked, "Or are we allowed to make new ones for this adventure?"
"The story is in a state of flux at the moment," Rose explained, "so I'd be willing to introduce some new characters if you aren't satisfied with your previous ones, though since we'll have at least one new player to our game with Ryan, it would be best if we had some experienced ones in the adventuring party."
"I'm keeping Gradnix the Ruiner," Tori said with pride. "I've got her just how I like her, and no one can cleave heads like her."
Leah grinned at her, amused. "A clumsy approach... but I guess Lilaris will have to show you the ways of her arcane skills once more."
"Bring it on, Wizard," Tori taunted, playful.
"Alright, alright, I think we've all established you both don't take shit from anyone... now, are there any other questions before we get started?" Rose asked.
Raising her hand and looking slightly confused, Katie said, "I have one."
"Then let's hear it!" Rose said.
"It's not exactly game related, but kind of game night related, I mean, it's not a big deal but it might be, I don't know, it's kind of hard to read, so I'm just going to go out and say it, but, why are all of you guys kissing Ryan?" Katie asked.
An odd silence hung in the room, and as I looked to the faces of the five other women around the table, I could see each and every one of them trying to figure out the best way to break this to Katie.
Laughing slightly, April said, "Well, I haven't, obviously."
"And I haven't either... well, not tonight, anyway," Tori admitted, before turning to me. "You wanna?"
I wasn't sure that this was the best time for it, and came up with a response that seemed perfectly eloquent in the moment.
"Uh-"
My response now logged for the record, Tori pulled me in for a fiery kiss, gently thrusting her tongue into my mouth and putting on a good show of it for Katie. While I may not have approved of any awkwardness that Tori was jokingly putting upon Katie, I was too lost in the familiar sensation of kissing Tori to care.
This was especially true in this case, because while Tori may have started out kissing me as a joke, she kept going for just a little longer, groaning softly before parting, kissing me softly again, then finishing our kiss with a goofy smile and vaguely hungry eyes.
"So, now we've kissed tonight, which was awesome," Tori said, grinning.
"Not so bad yourself there," I said.
"Why, thank you," she replied, before turning to April.
Tori's girlfriend did not look particularly jealous, but did definitely jump in and kiss Tori with an exceptional fire that I took to be her reclaiming her girlfriend and basically marking her territory.
"So, it's kissing night at my house. I didn't get the memo," Katie tried to joke, while looking a bit distracted. "I kinda wished I'd gotten the memo. It's not like it's a problem or anything, I just like to know..."
"Awww, come on, nothing wrong with a little friendly making out," Rose said. "Eases things up a little, and does help us loosen up before gaming."
Bouncing from side to side, possibly because she had just polished off the energy drink can in front of her, Izzy interjected, "Yeah, and we all really like kissing Ryan because he's a really, really, really good kisser for a guy and it's a lot of fun and tonight's supposed to be a fun sort of night, isn't it? You should try it, he's such a good kisser and a whole lot else and if you can't trust me as your best friend to give an honest opinion on these things then I don't know who you can trust and..."
Still looking confused, Katie turned her attention to Leah, possibly looking for some form of sanity.
Laughing and shrugging her shoulders, Leah responded, "Don't look at me; I find Ryan to be one of life's distinct pleasures, and I'm not going to deny myself when the opportunity arises."
Katie shook her head. "I'm just... it's just like, we don't hang out and kiss here normally."
"You seem to have a short memory," Rose said, her lips curling into a grin. "We did a lot more than kiss last month."
I raised an eyebrow. "This sounds like a story I need to hear."
Katie blushed fiercely. "That was different... I mean, it's one thing when we do it, it's another when we've got, I mean... *him* here. I mean, no offense, Ryan, you seem nice and all, but this is just a little unbelievable."
I shrugged, wanting to back myself up while still seeing how far I could play this. "It's all a little unbelievable to me, too, but don't knock it 'til you try it."
Katie's eyes widened. Tori laughed.
"Come on, give him a try, Katie, see what all the fuss is about," Tori said, flashing me playfully dark eyes. She knew better than most what all the fuss was actually about, but it looked like she was trying to see how far Katie's obliviousness to my history could be taken.
"Yeah, come on!" Izzy taunted. "Do it, do it, do it, do it, do it, do it, do it, do it, do it, do it, do it..."
Izzy actually said "do it" a lot more times than this, but I'm not going to bore you with an exact repetition here. She pounded the table in time with her repetitions, clearly hoping that the others would join in and having no luck.
I eyed Katie across the table, watching her breathing quicken as she considered me. I watched as her large chest rose and fall with each breath, the way her suddenly quite pouty lips parted in uncertainty, how her tongue flicked out and wet these lips and made them glisten slightly... yeah, at a glance she was unbelievably cute, but looking at her like this, Katie Park was undeniably, utterly, hot. I would have been happy just to kiss her, but seeing how utterly luscious she looked, I was hopeful I might get to do so much more.
Katie brushed some of her silky black hair behind her ear, then spoke nervously, "I... um, fine, alright, what the hell, I'll do it! Will that make you feel better?"
"Yes!" Izzy cheered.
Leah cleared her throat. "I feel like I should be the voice of reason and consent and note that you don't have to do a damn thing if you don't want to."
"I know," Katie said, standing up and walking around the table toward me.
"I'm glad to hear you say that," Tori replied. "Because I want to be the voice of the little devil sitting on your shoulder telling you how hot it's gonna be, and that you really should fucking do it because you'll sincerely regret it if you don't."
Stepping before me, Katie said, "Oh, come on, he can't be that good... no offense, Ryan."
"None taken," I said, turning to face her.
Sitting down as I was, I was almost level with Katie's height. Now that she was so close, I could suddenly feel a distinct heat radiating between us. My lack of confidence toward my D&D skills showed not in the slightest here as I eyed her up and down, and must have radiated something she didn't expect from earlier the way she took in a breath just looking at me.
Katie moistened her lips again, pushed her hair behind her ear again, and then bent down to kiss me quickly.
Her lips against mine were electric, and I took that moment for everything it was worth. I met her quick kiss, and returned everything I had passionately. I didn't go for too much, didn't want to push her too hard, but I molded my mouth to hers, savoring the light flavor of her blueberry lip gloss and the way her lips conformed to mine. They were so soft, so ready, so very, very sweet... I couldn't help but dart my tongue out slightly, running it against her lips in a soft and affectionate gesture, while still promising the potential for much more.
When Katie broke the kiss and leaned back slightly, she looked a little dreamy, a little confused, but all in all very happy.
I took this as a sign, leaning in for another kiss. This one was less timid and filled with a greater passion from both of us, a lingering, warm kiss whose heat only grew the longer we held on. Her tongue came out to meet mine, soft and tentative at first, but soon eagerly Frenching me back. I might well have heard some high, soft moans from her, and felt her press against me slightly. Katie's arm grazed mine, and with her skin suddenly covered in gooseflesh, I knew that I had at least made an impression on her.
Then, as if realizing she had gotten completely lost in the kiss, Katie stepped back, a very pleasantly confused grin on her face.
"Okay, alright, I can see why you all like to do that... he's not bad," Katie said, blushing even more fiercely.
"Yeah, 'not bad' she says," Izzy snorted.
"Not bad for a little PG-13 making out?" Rose proposed, clearly trying to come up with a peaceable middle ground.
"PG-13? Fuck that, that was PG, at best," Tori shot back.
I raised an eyebrow to Katie, sliding my chair out slightly so I could better face her. "They don't seem impressed. I think we can do better than that, don't you?"
"Oh, sure!" Katie said, pushing my chair out further and then turning so she could sit her impressive bubble butt down in my lap. "I wouldn't want any of my friends saying I didn't know what I was doing, would I? Let's not forget that I got my first kiss, and more, waaaaaaaay before any of you guys did!"
"She does have us there," Leah admitted.
Katie giggled slightly, and the other girls in the room muttered various things to acknowledge the simple fact that Katie had beaten them to a number of milestones. This was a matter I would have liked to interrogate more, normally, if it weren't for the way Katie wiggled in my lap, and the way my cock was completely misbehaving. With Katie's body now so close to mine, and her face now looking more lustful than cute and only a few inches from mine... yeah, I was pretty well doomed.
I had the hots for Katie Park pretty bad now, and there was no way this wasn't going to get enjoyably messy very soon.
I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her in for some more serious kisses, something that Katie was all too happy to oblige. We were making out properly now, our kisses long, hot, and deep. In some faraway place, I could hear the others talking, perhaps trying to coordinate the game, perhaps commentating like announcers at a sporting event would. It was a strange sensation, having this kind of audience while everyone was completely clothed was unusual, but I was so taken by kissing Katie that I couldn't have cared any less. The way her lips perfectly conformed to mine, how her tongue eagerly explored, those soft, high moans she made when really happy, and that way she insistently ground her ass against me... fuck. Katie may have looked sweet and innocent on the surface, but she was every bit as self-assured with her body as the rest of the girls here.
I might have been in trouble with her.
Katie broke the kiss, giggling and bouncing slightly in my lap. It didn't strike me as coincidental that this made her clothed breasts bounce against my arm, and the faint nubs of her nipples rub against me insistently, but I wasn't going to complain.
"I can feel your boner," she said cutely, kissing me quickly. "It's really hard!"
Before September, if someone had said this about me in a room full of beautiful girls, odds are I would've run like hell and never stopped running.
Now, I just had a casual shrug for her.
Fuck, I loved where my life was taking me.
Izzy laughed at Katie's admission. "It's a helluva lot more than hard! It's probably the biggest dick you've ever seen and it's a lot of fun and he really knows what he's doing with it and it fills you up nice and full and... ah, it makes me get all squirmy in a good way just thinking about it."
Katie looked at me a little disbelieving, grinding against me some more as if to confirm this. "I mean, it does feel sizable, but I've been with some pretty big guys. It's been months since I've actually been with a guy, but I think I remember how they felt, and they were really pretty big... I dunno, but maybe it's just me being without for so long, I think I'd really like to see it."
Leah and I exchanged a glance when Katie explained how long it had been since she'd gotten laid. That glance soon became a small, private smirk, as it felt like our lust spell might have reared its head for one last hurrah after all.
"Why don't you confirm this for her, Ryan Collins? Break up the debate so we might be able to get on with our game at some point tonight?" Rose suggested, not sounding nearly as disgruntled as her words might have made it seem.
I knew she was just as eager to see my cock again as anyone else.
"You really wanna see it?" I asked Katie.
Biting her lip, Katie nodded. "Uh huh!"
I looked around to the others. Propriety would normally hold that for something like this, I should have taken Katie somewhere private, but knowing how freaky most of the girls here were, I was suddenly feeling like showing off a little.
"You guys want me to show it to her?" I asked, followed by a string of positive responses from Izzy, Rose, Leah and Tori.
That was almost everyone... but there was one person I wanted to make sure it was cool with, first.
"Would this be a problem, April?" I asked.
As it turned out, she was a lot more flippant on the matter than I thought. "Whatever works for you, man. The way Tori explains things, I figured something like this was bound to happen at some point tonight, I just thought we'd get some game in first. And I guess I'm curious to see what all the fuss is about."
So, with five pairs of eyes looking a little hungry (and one pair seeming at least a little curious), I said, "Alright... okay... Katie, this might be easier if you got off my lap first."
"Oh, right!" Katie exclaimed, putting a hand to her forehead as she stood up. "Hello, Katie!"
With her back to Tori, Tori took advantage of this position and guided Katie into kneeling before me as I undid my belt and zipper.
"You get the full effect if you see it nice and close up for the first time," Tori said, squeezing Katie's shoulders gently and helping brush the kneeling girl's hair behind her ears.
"Ain't that the damn truth," Leah said to herself, her voice low and eager as she craned her neck around to get a better look at the show to come.
"Alright!" Katie exclaimed, smiling up at me cheerfully as she knelt between my legs. She had that cute, innocent look to her again, but it was hard to see her as innocent with curves that appeared to be straining her clothes to the point of bursting and lips that looked made for sucking cock.
Nevertheless, soon my jeans were pooled around my ankles, with my erection now straining my underwear. Katie's eyes widened at the sight of my clothed erection, her mouth opening subconsciously.
"Okay, I think I get what you guys were getting at, that does look really, *really* big. It might be the biggest I've seen, I'm not sure yet, but it's still pretty darn big!" Katie said, leaning in expectantly, her eyes glued to my cock for a while before they turned up to me. "You must be very proud!"
I smirked. "Yeah. Yeah, I am. But if you think that's something, you ain't seen nothing yet..."
With that, I arched my back in the chair enough to lift my ass off of it, hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my underwear and pulled it down. There was a moment where the waistband hung up on the head, and I had a moment's worry that I'd have to struggle my way out of this... but then the waistband rolled around, and I was able to pull my underwear down to join my pants around my ankles.
My thick, ten-inch cock now revealed, the girls at the table (even April, though her look was more academic curiosity than anything else) turned to take a look. Since most of them had seen it before, their reactions were predictably enthusiastic.
Katie's first time, though, especially when my cock nearly hit her on the cheek with its reveal, was one of pure surprise.
"Holy crap!" she exclaimed, leaning back, first with surprise, then with delight as her mouth curled into a bright, excited smile that lit up her entire face.
"This is real? This is really your cock? This is unbelievable... I mean... this is real? Can this really be real? Holy crap... wow..." Katie laughed, bouncing slightly in her kneeling position enthusiastically. Her tits jiggled juicily, making my cock twitch.
"Oh, it's quite real," Leah commented, sighing appreciatively at the sight.
"It just doesn't feel real, I mean, it's like something out of fanfic, this can't possibly be real... this can't be right here in front of me, this is porn, and I've seen a lot of porn but never a real porno cock like this, never so close, so real and this isn't... this is wow... just, so much wow... I can't believe it," Katie said, giggling to herself as she smiled sweetly and moved her head around, trying to take my cock in from every possible angle.
"If you want to believe it, you can always touch it," I suggested, getting a few laughs from the table.
"Yeah, give it a try... trust me, it's kinda life-changing," Tori admitted.
April rolled her eyes, amused. "I thought you said my ass was life-changing."
"It is, love... a lot of things can be life-changing," Tori shot back.
They kept going like this around the table, chatting and goading Katie on, but soon I was overwhelmed by the simple sight before me. Katie Park, looking so perfectly luscious, and lusciously perfect, kneeling between my legs, her face inches from my cock as her hand hovered by me, tempted and curious yet also a little intimidated. I looked down on her fondly, her big eyes looking up at me through her glasses, so innocent and dirty at the same time. I knew she had experience, but looking at her, hearing her sweet voice ringing in my ears and seeing how simultaneously pure and dirty she looked down here... fuck, I knew the two of us were going to have a good time together.



Tentatively, she reached out and tried wrapping her tiny hand around the base of my cock. When she found this impossible with one hand, Katie giggled. "It's so big! And hard! And it looks like I got you really excited!"
She giggled again as I took in her meaning, watching the precum bead on the tip of my cock. Katie then joined her other hand with the first, and just barely managed to get both hands around my cock.
"Okay, you guys win! It really is the biggest one I've ever seen!" Katie exclaimed.
"We told ya," Tori said.
"Yeah, but..." Katie said, unable to form a firm sentence and instead settling for gently running her hands up and down my shaft. She made a serious effort to avoid the head, possibly not to get me too excited, but it was a cruel tease.
I twitched my cock in her hand for emphasis, making her giggle again.
I needed something from her, anything by this point, and through all her giggly innocence, I was pretty sure she knew this too.
"So... do you want to do something with this?" I groaned, gently thrusting against her hands.
"Hmmm..." Katie said, in a tone that could have either been playfully cutesy and taunting, or actually thoughtful. "I think I wanna kiss it. Yeah, I'm gonna kiss it."
True to her word, she leaned in and planted a big, wet kiss on my cockhead, briefly swirling the tip of her tongue around it, before pulling away. I watched as a string of precum connected to her lips as she leaned back, snapping at about the six-inch point. It was an oddly enticing sight, as was her licking and smacking her lips afterward.
"Mmm," she murmured, looking up at me with those sweet eyes again. "Tasty!"
My voice suddenly husky, I said, "Maybe you should try for a better taste."
"Maybe," Katie replied, going back to gently stroking my cock before looking at her friends. "What do you think? Should I get a better taste?"
Through some fairly lascivious encouragement from the other girls at the table, Katie seemed to make up her mind.
"Okay! I guess I'll do that, then," she said, leaning in and kissing the head of my cock again.
It was a longer kiss, as she pressed more of the head into her mouth, and one she seemed to savor every moment of. This kiss stretched her lips as she nearly brought the whole head in, eagerly swirling her tongue around it as she never once stopped looking me in the eye.
I groaned, quite loudly, as she did this, anticipating and certainly hoping for her to start blowing me then and there.
Naturally, I did not get exactly what I wanted here. No, instead, Katie let the head pop from her mouth, then started kissing her way down the shaft while one of her hands gripped the head. The way she was running her thumb over my cockhead, eager and forceful but not too eager and certainly not too forceful, I was willing to forgive her a number of things at the moment.
Especially once she kissed her way down to my balls and began to lick them.
Then suck on them.
Fuck, this girl was an energetic little freak. This was going to be fun, even if I didn't fully know what I'd gotten myself into.
"Yeah, like that, suck his balls, jack his cock..." Tori encouraged, craning her neck to get a better view.
"Is that really all that fun?" April asked, curiously watching the display.
"I'd normally say don't knock it 'til you've tried it," Rose began. "But since it's you, I'll say take our word for it."
"I'll do that, thanks," April said, nodding and watching as Katie became less restrained.
I don't know what it was about sucking my balls that got Katie so excited, but it was like a switch flipped in her head. The moment she let them go, she had this hungry, wild look on her face, as if an animal she had been hiding inside of her had just been unleashed.
"This... this is amazing..." she said, holding my cock next to her face. "I want it."
Without waiting for a response, Katie took my cockhead into her mouth, and then a helluva lot more.
"Holy shit!" I exclaimed, watching as the tiny, sweet nerd managed to inhale nearly my entire cock in one go, before managing to take the last few inches in her next bob.
There were a few reactions of excitement and surprise from around the table, but for the life of me I couldn't make the vast majority of them out. Why, you might ask? Well, you try to maintain your composure and absorb a lot of outside details when a busty Korean beauty has your cock buried down your throat. It's not easy, let me tell you.
The only response I could make out was Leah, who sounded rather deadpan. "Huh. Gotta say, I did not see that coming."
Thank you, Leah, for the understatement of the century.
Katie kept it like this for a moment, almost as if she were testing her own will to see how long she could keep my cock buried down my throat, before she let go. She was coughing, with strings of drool and precum falling to her chin, neck and chest... but goddamn it did she look beautiful. There was this simple brightness to her face, a genuine, pure joy at having accomplished something that might have been thought of as difficult. Now, I'd met a lot of women who were capable of deepthroating my monster cock, but I don't think I'd felt this much cheer for someone for being capable of pulling it off.
Katie was genuinely excited, and I gotta say, that excitement was infectious. And no, I'm not just saying that because I was really, really horny at the time.
Not entirely, anyway.
"That was so cool! Did you see what I did?" she asked, looking to the others, then to me. "Did you see that?"
"Oh, I saw it alright," I answered, running my fingers gently through her hair.
Katie smiled broadly, then looked back down to my cock. "Oh, right, hello, Katie! You probably want me to finish blowing you, don't you?"
"That would be nice," I answered.
"No problem, I gotcha covered," Katie said, leaning in and blowing me without hesitation.
I couldn't tell you how a girl as seemingly sweet and maybe a little naïve as Katie became such a good cocksucker, but I wasn't going to question my good fortune at this point. Her mouth felt so fucking good, hot and wet, with just the right amount of suction and a playful tongue, joined by her hands to jerk me as she blew... even though she was fully dressed, looking down at her like this might have made me harder than ever. Watching her get so lost in the simple act of a blowjob, how smoothly and fluidly her lips and fingers glided up and down my cock, fuck, it transported me to another world. My body was lit up by simple pleasure, as I moaned and groaned and didn't care that there were all these other girls watching us. It was powerfully erotic, staring into her eyes as she stared into mine, this powerful connection shared in pleasure and excitement.
And then she started humming.
I wasn't sure what was happening at first when she did this, but the way her mouth began to vibrate around my cock as she blew me tickled something deep within that drove me wild.
"What the... what are you... oh my god..." I moaned, dropping my head back, then looking back down at her. Katie had this look of supreme satisfaction on her face as she continued to blow me, or at least as much as someone could have with their mouth as obscenely full as hers was.
"Oh, is she doing that humming thing?" Izzy asked, to which I could only nod in reply.
Izzy's eyes brightened. "So cool you get to do that too! It feels really good when she does it on your clit, but I'm sure it feels fucking amazing on your cock too... she, like, got super nervous when she was first learning how to do blowjobs and then just started humming John Williams music to herself, and I think it kinda stuck because everyone she does it to likes it so much. What's she humming this time? New Hope? Jurassic Park? Jaws?"
Though it took an impressive amount of focus given how close to cumming she had me, I said, "I think... oh god... I think it's the Superman theme..."
"Ah, retro, nice!" Izzy declared.
"Sure..." I murmured, looking down into Katie's eyes as I thrust gently against her bobbing mouth and hands.
I wanted to warn her about my impending orgasm, about how it was coming very, *very* soon, but I couldn't. She had me breathing heavily, beyond words, but there was something in her eyes that told me she understood. She *knew* what was going on, and was undeterred. Katie kept sucking and jacking me, faster and faster, rotating her hands as she hummed to herself. It was a sensory overload, one that I couldn't deal with any longer.
"I'm... I'm... I'm... FUCK!" I exclaimed, letting loose and cumming in Katie's mouth.
She moaned, slowing her bobbing and now just sucking, milking my cock for everything it was worth as she took shot after shot without complaint. I could feel her gulping it down, trying to keep up with the torrent, but as her cheeks began to fill, I knew she couldn't keep swallowing.
In a last-ditch effort to keep from making a mess, she pulled my cock from her mouth. Unfortunately, I was still firing, and a few shots hit her in the face, dribbling down her neck, with some drops falling and landing on her impressive, shirt-covered chest. As the flow slowed to a dribble, she locked her lips around my cockhead one last time, sucking out the last drops, before letting go.
Triumphantly, Katie stood up before the other girls and showed off her mouthful of cum, before gulping it all down.
Throwing her hands into the air and sticking her tongue out as the others clapped and cheered her on, she declared, "I frickin' knew I could do it!"
"I'm glad," I said, coming down and smiling up at her. Even fully dressed, and with a few streaks of my cum on her face, Katie looked utterly gorgeous. She looked down at me like she wanted to kiss me, but also as if she didn't want to make me feel weird about it for just having had her mouth full of so much of my cum.
Then, caught up in the moment, she leapt forward and kissed me anyway. I kissed her back, quite hard,
but even now, I wanted to do one hell of a lot more than just kiss her. With that flash of mischief in her eyes as she broke the kiss and grinned at me, I knew I wasn't the only one.
"Well, that was interesting," April said, not sounding nearly as sarcastic as I might have expected her to sound, under the circumstances. "So, we gonna game soon, or what?"
Rose considered both Katie and me before making her judgment. "There's still some pretty thick sexual tension in the air here, and I think it will prove an impressive distraction until it's dissipated with some more finality than this; Ryan Collins, Katie Park... why don't you two take to the bedroom and see about taking care of this problem before we get to adventuring together?"
Though she sounded vaguely annoyed, the way her lips curled at the corners, I knew Rose was having a good time with this.
"Sure!" Katie exclaimed, grabbing me by the hand and helping me to my feet. "I just need to wash up in the bathroom real quick first, why don't you get comfy in my room and we can... ya know..."
I smiled, and badly penguin-walked as she dragged me toward her room. "Uh, sure... you guys'll be alright in here?"
"We'll be fine; we knew how to keep ourselves occupied before you joined us for game night too, ya know," Tori said before turning to April. "Wanna make out?"
April grinned. "Do you have to ask?"
Leah, Izzy and Rose exchanged some looks, some shrugs, and then scooted their chairs closer to each other. They'd be fine.
I, on the other hand, was going to be a lot more than fine, very soon.
***
For the longest time, I'd taken pride in how geeky my bedroom was, with my posters, games and Funkos all given their appropriate attention and disordered order. I thought it was a good way of showing off my geeky pride while still actually having some semblance of order that I could live in.
Katie Park's bedroom, on the other hand, put all of my dreams of being an epic nerd to shame.
For one, a solid half of her bedroom walls were taken up by glass display cases, many of them filled with limited edition statuettes of various video game characters, while others were filled with vintage action figures still held in their original packaging. While many girls would have pictures of their friends or posters of their favorite bands and guys they found hot on the wall, she had framed, signed headshots of Star Trek cast members, no doubt picked up from the various conventions she also had pictures of herself attending in full costume. Her PC gaming setup put mine to shame, and though all of this only left room for a queen-sized bed, I was still in awe of her room.
Not knowing where I ought to sit, I pulled up my pants and sat down in her gaming chair. Though she had it set for her height, it still conformed to my body as if it were designed that way as I let out a contented sigh as I waited for her to finish in the bathroom.
Finally, after a few minutes, I heard a toilet flush, and the door to the bathroom opened.
"Hi, Ryan," Katie said, her voice soft and sweet.
I swiveled the chair around to face her, and saw that Katie had done more than clean up in the bathroom.
She stood before me now, wearing only a bra, panties, and her knee-high socks. The bra was black and barely held in her DD-cup tits, the panties gray, as mismatched in style as they were in color and looking more for comfort than for trying to appeal to anyone else's eyes.
My eyes may have popped out of my head at the sight of her, and seeing her smile brighten at my enthusiasm only made it better.
"So, pretty cool, huh," Katie said, pointing at herself and giving a bit of a twirl, showing off her full ass with a little shake, before she faced me.
I laughed, softly. "You've done this before, haven't you?"
"Duh!" she exclaimed, strolling over to her bed and sitting down on it, patting the spot next to her. "I'm a nerd, I'm not helpless. Have... have you? I mean, with more than just the girls out there?"
I took her cue, walking over to the bed and discarding my clothes as I went, sitting down next to her once I was well and truly naked.
"A little," I said, smirking.
Katie rolled her eyes at me. "Oh, come on, no need to understate with me! They said they told me about you before, and I may not have put it all together, but if I put all my memories in the right order now, you've done a lot more than 'a little'. I think. Maybe I could be confusing you with about five or six guys put together... but I think it's just you. It *is* just you, right?"
"That a problem?" I asked, curious.
"Not a problem for me if my history's not a problem for you," she replied, looking up at me cutely, her eyes looking especially big behind her glasses now.
"Nope," I replied, leaning in and kissing her.
She melted into me, kissing me back and moaning softly.
"It was really fun, doing that in front of all the others like that, but I think I'm really glad I could get you alone and away from them for a little while... there's something I wanted to ask you," Katie said, looking down and a little embarrassed.
"Go for it," I replied.
Blushing fiercely, she said, "Well, I really liked giving you, you know, the blowjob... and I was wondering if, if it wasn't too much to ask, I mean, if it would be alright if you did the same for me? You know... licked me?"
Before I could answer her, Katie added quickly. "I know it's not something a lot of guys are comfortable with, and if you aren't, I totally get that too, but- wait, why are you laughing?"
"It's not at you, I promise," I said, pulling my laughter back so it wouldn't seem like I was mocking her.
"Then what is it?" she asked, crossing her arms under her chest and pouting.
I wrapped an arm around her shoulders and pulled her close to me. "It's just... well, I really, really, *really* like to eat pussy, and I know it sounds like crazy boasting, but I'm really fucking good at it, too. You can ask any of the girls outside if you need proof."
Biting her lip, Katie eyed the door, before turning her attention back to me.
"I'm choosing to believe you," she said.
Katie smiled at me, cutely. My smile back at her was considerably less cute and one hell of a lot hungrier, but I think she caught my meaning well enough.
"You'll probably want to take off your bra and panties," I said, lowering my voice as I looked at her legs, imagining the sweetness hiding behind her underwear.
"Oh, yeah, I guess the showing off what I look like in my underwear part is done," Katie said, giggling and standing up in front of me.
Reaching behind her back, Katie unsnapped her bra and shrugged it off her shoulders. Considering how nervous she looked before this, it was a bit of a surprise to see how utterly confident she looked when she showed me her bare tits for the first time. They were every bit as full and round as I expected, with dark, thick nipples that stood out firmly and in great contrast against her pale, DD tits.
"Like my boobs?" Katie asked. "I really like my boobs. They're heavy, but they feel so good at times like this, and they're sooooooooooo sensitive, sometimes I think I could just erupt from them being played with alone. Guys seem to really like my boobs. Some girls too, and I don't think I've gotten any complaints. You don't look like you want to complain."
"I don't see how anyone could complain," I said, unable to take my eyes off of them.
"You wanna suck on them?" she asked.
I didn't even have to respond. Instead, I leaned in and began sucking on her tits, kissing them all over and sucking her nipples into my mouth. They were utterly perfect, so soft yet firm, her nipples very sensitive as Katie moaned and giggled delightedly while I worshipped her tits.
"Mmm, I'm very glad we get to do this," Katie purred. "A lot of guys don't seem to want to get this far unless they're fetishizing me... they think I'm too smart or too ditzy... but the guys who gave it a shot, met me on my level and wanted to play... I'll tell you one thing about them..."
Katie leaned down, whispering in my ear. "I rocked their *fucking* worlds."
With that, she pushed me away from her tits, making sure I got a good look as she pulled her panties down from her wide hips and full ass, revealing her pussy to me. A well-trimmed, if slightly unruly, patch of pubic hair framed flush, full lips, horny and moist and looking quite ready for me.
Katie pushed me down so I was lying on my back, then crawled over me, kissing her way up my body, while grinding her pussy against me. I could feel a wet trail from her sex going up my leg, stomach and chest as she crawled toward my face.
"I know I seem like I can be a little silly in the head sometimes, not the most focused, and that's true; I have a lot going on in my brain," she said, straddling my chest and looking down at me with a sweet smile. "It gets a little confusing, but in the end, I know what I want, and I think that's what matters most, don't you?"
I looked down, seeing her pussy approaching my mouth ever so tantalizingly. "And what is it that you want?"
"Good grades. Good friends. A few college degrees, a job that I'll be happy with that pays fairly. Equality and kindness in the world, and to surround myself with people who believe in the same. More quality Star Trek and other sci-fi fiction to be easily available..." Katie said, looking like she was going off on a tangent again before turning her attention back to me. "Oh, and sex! I like sex, lots and lots and lots of it with quality guys and girls who'll treat me with respect, and who care about mutual fulfillment."
"And have I cleared that bar?" I asked, watching as she straddled my head, her pussy hovering inches over my face. I inhaled, taking in her scent, flooding my body with Katie and putting myself in the right place to go utterly wild. I licked my lips in anticipation, but waited for her to make the first move.



"You wouldn't have gotten this far if you didn't," Katie replied, dropping her pussy down onto my mouth.
As first moves went, this was a pretty good one. Almost as if she thought I needed instructions, Katie ground herself against my face, running her pussy lips over my mouth encouragingly.
Wanting to show her I was every bit as good as I said, I grabbed Katie's ass and took control, lifting her slightly off of my mouth to get some better leverage.
And then I dove in, showing her pussy very little mercy.
I could've started slow, but with Katie's energy, I took my chances on her liking it fast and energetic. So, as I ran my tongue up and down her folds, alternating between this kind of treatment and suckling on her clit, I gave Katie my all. Though I would adjust my technique depending on what she seemed to like most, her responsiveness was quite encouraging.
"Oh, oh, oh wow!" she exclaimed, laughing as she rocked her hips against my face. "You... you weren't kidding! God! Oh, wow, wow, wowowowowowow!"
Katie laughed and giggled some more, grabbing her tits and squeezing her nipples as she ground herself against my face. I pressed my tongue inside of her, fucking it in and out of her eagerly as she continued to giggle and moan.
"That's good! That's really good! Just a little higher, though, a little higher... YES! Right there! Oooh, yes, I love it! I love it, I love it, I love it! Keep going there, keep circling my clit, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeEEEEEEESSS!" she squealed, riding my face as her juices flowed.
Keeping up with the flow of her pussy juices was a real challenge, as it seemed that Katie could produce quite a bit, but from where I was laying down, that was hardly a problem. She tasted good, and I had no problem whatsoever sucking down everything she had. Katie was a responsive, enthusiastic lover, and I could not help but want to make her laugh and moan in equal measure as I pleasured her with my mouth. It was fun for the ego, after all, to know that you were appreciated, while the rest of me absolutely loved the chance to bring her to the heights of ecstasy.
"Ahahahaha... oh god yes, that's nice, that's so frickin' nice... god... I thought if I ever wanted something like this, I'd have to go to a girl... but you're really good, too! Wow!" she exclaimed, riding my face and sticking out her tongue as pleasure overtook her.
Katie began to tense, and I could feel a slight shiver building through her body. It wouldn't be long before she would explode, and I was going to do everything I had to to make it one she could never forget.
So, I pulled out all the stops. I latched my lips around her clit and suckled, hard, running my tongue over her sensitive nub in tight circles that soon had her squealing. I was merciless, sometimes releasing a little pressure and making her particularly needy, then sucking hard as she cried out above me. No doubt the girls outside were getting one hell of a show if they could hear anything through the door with how verbal Katie was, and I was determined to make it even better.
Thankfully, Katie obliged this instinct well.
"Oh god, ohmygod, I'm cumming, I'm CUUUUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMMMIIIIIIIIING!!!" she practically screamed, her legs clamping down around my head as she braced her hands on the wall above me, writhing and shaking while her pussy gushed on my face.
Much like Katie when she was blowing me, I made a valiant effort to lap up all of her gushing juices, and while I got quite a bit, I still ended up with a face covered in pussy juice. And, yeah, I was a mess, but this was a state I would never complain about when it meant I got to give pleasure to a quaking goddess above like Katie.
She held herself above me for an admirable period of time after coming down from her orgasm, and with what seemed like great effort, she took her weight off of me.
"Okay... okay, wow, that was... that was amazing... holy hell... that was... wow, Ryan... I think I should've paid more attention to the others sooner!" Katie said, giggling softly to herself.
"I agree," I said, sliding out from underneath her, smacking my lips as I took in the epic view of her ass. "You taste really good... and nice ass."
"Thanks!" she giggled, flexing her ass cheeks above me and showing off her tightest hole. "You should get a taste of my ass, too, sometime! That might be fun!"
Raising an eyebrow, I said, "How 'bout now?"
Surprised, Katie replied, "Wha-"
But before she could put together a coherent response, I'd already craned my neck up, burying my face in her ass. I made this quick, playfully tonguing circles around her tight little asshole and pushing forcefully with my tongue.
"I... uh... wow, okay... wow, that feels kinda good, actually!" Katie exclaimed, shivering as I ate her ass.
"Never had a guy eat your ass before?" I asked, in between attacking her ass.
I could feel her shake her head as she quivered against me. "Never had anyone... oh wow... been fingered by girls a little, but this... oh, wow, wow, wow, WOW!"
This last exclamation came when I stiffened my tongue and pressed in, hard, pushing my tongue inside of her ass. I enjoyed the moment for all it was worth, twisting it around and thrusting inside of her as she moaned and shook above me. Katie's exclamations became a chorus of moans mixed with delighted squeaks, and I knew that if I let this go on any further, I probably could've made her cum again just by eating her ass.
That was for another time, however. I was rock hard and ready for another round, and I needed Katie Park rather fiercely. I pulled my tongue out from Katie's ass and slid out from underneath her, twisting onto my knees behind her.
"That felt really good..." she pouted, looking back at me over her shoulder.
I grabbed Katie by the hips, pulling her into a position where she was on her hands and knees. She took to it well, smiling back at me even if she still seemed to miss my tongue being up her ass, but this mood seemed to lift considerably when I began to rub my cockhead over her swollen, hot, pussy lips. I teased her like this, enjoying her moans for a good while, before I spoke again.
"If you think my tongue felt good up your ass... wait until you've had a cock up there," I said.
Katie craned her neck back at me, eyes wide and mouth slightly hanging open. "I don't even know if that's going to fit in my pussy, let alone my ass... that seems like that might be impossible... might be fun, though... looks fun in porn... yeah, could be fun..."
Still teasing the head over her pussy lips, I answered, "Well, we'll find out about your pussy soon enough... as for your ass, well, if you're ever interested, I have fucked way smaller girls than you in the ass, and they fucking loved it."
She thought about this, leaning back against me and pressing her pussy against my cock. "Interesting... well, let's see how it goes with my pussy and go from there?"
"Sounds good to me..." I said, grabbing hold of my cock and lining it up with her entrance. "Are you ready?"
Katie bit her lip. "Fuck me, Ryan... please..."
Wordlessly, I nodded, and then pushed forward. Katie let out a soft, high yelp as I pressed against her. Her pussy lips opened for me, ready, but still unbelievably tight. Nevertheless, that didn't stop me as I continued to push forward, feeling her hot lips embracing me as I pushed forward.
"I don't think... I don't think it's going to fit..." Katie moaned, desperate and needy. "Come on, you can do this, Katie, make it fit, loosen up, you got this... come on, come on..."
I couldn't hear much of her pep talk to herself, instead focusing on the increasing resistance, but feeling almost the entirety of my head inside of her, I decided to take my shot.
With a conclusive thrust, I pushed forward, lodging the head and a couple inches of my cock inside of her.
"HOLY CRAP!" Katie exclaimed, beating her hands against her bed as she threw her head back in agonized ecstasy. She closed her eyes tightly, gritting her teeth and moaning, before sticking her tongue out in an act of unrestrained horniness.
"More! More!" she squeaked, pressing back against me and sending shivers through my body. With how tight her pussy was, I could feel every muscle tremor, every shiver, and it was like each one sent an electric charge through me.
Katie wasn't the only one who wanted more.
I wanted more.
I *needed* more.
I pressed forward, sliding inch after inch into her soaking wet cunt. Katie moaned and cursed, pounding her fists against the bed as she took my cock a little at a time. Her pussy tightened with every passing inch, forcing me to start gently thrusting into her, easing the passage and opening her up as I soon got half of my cock, then three-quarters inside of her.
Gripping and squeezing her ass, massaging it as I worked my way inside of her, I finally gave her that last thrust, ensuring that I was now balls deep inside of Katie Park.
"Wow..." Katie said, her voice soft as she reached between her legs and felt my full balls against her clit. "Oh, god, wow!"
I smirked, leaning down to press my body against hers without pulling out. "Everything you hoped for?"
Katie turned to look at me, smiling broadly and sticking her tongue out playfully. "It's amazing! Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!"
With each exclamation, she kissed me cutely and sweetly, bringing out a bigger smile each time on her lovely face. You wouldn't have known it to look at her absolutely adorable face, that she had ten inches of cock buried deep in her clutching cunt, but with her luscious body pressed to mine, I was all too aware of this wonderful fact.
I kissed her, deeply and passionately, savoring one last moment of peace as I stayed buried deep within her, before straightening up behind her once more. Looking into her eyes one last time, at her hopeful, expectant, and sweetly smiling face, I looked down the beautiful expanse of Katie's naked back, down to her luscious ass.
Grabbing hold of her hips again, I began to fuck Katie Park.
"Ooh... yes... yes... fuck..." she moaned as I began a slow, deliberate pace to help her get used to my size. I knew how daunting my cock could be for some girls, and I didn't want to put Katie in an awkward position where she would need to stop doing what we were doing.
This, however, didn't seem to be a concern for her. As I kept this slow, deliberate pace, watching her body ripple with every thrust and her tits swaying beneath her, Katie turned her head to look at me, offering me a challenge.
Smiling broadly, she said, "You know I won't break, right? Gah... that's some good cock... Come on, I can take it... I can take it harder than that... fuck me, Ryan... fuck me deep... and fuck me hard... I can take it... I want it, I want it, I want it, like that... harder, Ryan, fuck me harder!"
I wasn't afraid of breaking her, but I was completely unaware of Katie's style. Nonetheless, if she wanted it harder, I was going to give it to her harder. I began fucking in and out of her at a more rapid pace, our bodies slapping against one another as her cunt gripped my cock.
"Oh god... how'd a cock get to be this fucking good..." she groaned, sticking out her tongue playfully and dropping her head as I pounded into her.
"Probably the same way your pussy got so good... fuck... you're really fucking tight..." I groaned, getting lost in her perfect pussy.
Katie laughed. "Right? Practice, practice, practice... guys think a lot about me, but none of them seem to think I know what I'm doing... oh god, keep going like that... harder... HARDER! FUCK! Guys... they see this big-boobed, tiny Korean nerd, and they think they know me... they think they know what I'm about, that I must be this prim and proper polite little virgin who just has to share all their particular nerdy interests... that I'm the kind of tight little girl they can conquer and boast about to their friends... and some of these guys can be fun, but they don't know... they don't fucking know who I am, what I want, and how damn much experience I've had getting what I want when I'm having sex!"
I grunted. "I can tell the experience... fuck... and what do you want now? You want it hard?"
"Hard... and fun..." she moaned, reaching back and slowing me, then pulling herself off my cock. "Sit down... I wanna see your face when I cum again... I want you to see me too... I think we both want that... cum faces are the best!"
Katie looked at me, so bright and sunny and happy and naked, so unbelievably gorgeous in such an unassuming girl... turning her down felt like it might well be a crime.
And so, I fell back onto the bed, sitting down as she turned around and crawled over toward me. Straddling my legs, she got up onto her knees, lined my cock up with her pussy and sank all the way back down on me.
Katie was right, this was something I wanted. With her tits in my face, and getting the chance to see her face as she winced pleasurably while taking my cock balls deep again, I was about as happy as I imagined possible.
"Wrap your hands around me, squeeze my ass..." she said, grabbing my hands and getting me to do just that as she began to ride my cock.
"Fuck..." I grunted, watching her tits bounce as she rode me, her pussy squeezing me exquisitely as she kept riding me harder and harder. I did my part, squeezing her ass and helping guide her pace, and the moment one of her DD's got close to my face, I closed my mouth around her nipple and began to suck.
This made Katie only ride me harder, using her body as a perfect instrument of pleasure. I grunted, groaning in overwhelming ecstasy as she used my cock for her pleasure, feeling my balls tensing and filling, ready to give her what I had.
I was in heaven. Katie... she was absolute perfection... so hot, so sweet, so damn good in bed... I don't know how it had taken us so long to get together, but I was going to do whatever it took to do this again.
We could have a lot of fun together on a long enough timeline.
For now, though, with my own orgasm coming on, and Katie tensing up for another, I felt the need to bring this round to its proper conclusion. I freed one hand from her ass, reaching down to finger her clit as she rode me.
"How are you... how're you doing?" I asked, through grunts.
"Soon..." Katie whimpered, closing her eyes tightly and biting her lip as she rode me hard. "Really soon."
"Me too..." I admitted. "Where-"
"Inside me... just do it, cum in me, please..." she whined, looking down at me with those sweet, hungry eyes that I doubted I could ever refuse anything.
I didn't argue, I didn't question anything else, I just lost myself in the moment. I fucked up into her as she rode me, holding her ass with one hand while fingering her with another. Her whining got higher and her body tenser as she rode me with a greater desperation.
And then, all at once, the dam broke. With a scream that the girls outside no doubt heard every part of, Katie came on me hard, squirting and gushing as her juices splashed against my balls and crotch. I was utterly drenched by this hard orgasm, but I couldn't care when it felt this good.
With her pussy squeezing me, hard, I had no choice but to cum. I released inside of her with all of my backed up cum, firing a torrent deep inside of her pussy. I held Katie close, grunting and breathing heavily as I kept buried deep inside of her, holding her close as we each came down from our powerful orgasms.
I clung to her tightly, loving the way she felt against me, her skin, at once hot and cool from the sheen of sweat that had formed, the insistent poke of her nipples against my chest as she crushed her full breasts against me... god, I didn't want to leave.
Smiling up at me, Katie planted a soft kiss on my lips. Sounding giddy, she said, "So, this wasn't how I thought tonight would go."
"Better?" I suggested.
"Sooooooooo much better," she replied, giggling and positively glowing as she kissed me again.
I held onto her for a moment, wanting to stretch it out as long as possible, but with my cock softening, I knew it would have to end soon. But as it softened, I recognized it as an opportunity to observe certain rituals.
"So, I don't want to sound weird or anything, but you look so good right now... would you mind if I got a picture?" I asked.
Katie considered this. "Promise you won't use it for anything bad?"
"I promise. Of course," I replied.
Snuggling up against my chest, she kissed my neck and replied, "Then, sure!"
Katie climbed off of me, allowing me to get my phone from my pants. She took this time to pose kneeling on the bed, sticking out her tongue teasingly while holding up a Vulcan salute. With her naked body, adorable face and pussy leaking a river of our juices, I thought this would be a picture I'd look back on well. Ignoring a number of texts I'd apparently gotten this evening, I swiped them aside and then snapped a few pictures of Katie like this, and found myself unable to stop smiling at the energy this girl brought to the table.
"So, what was that for?" Katie asked, as I set my phone aside on her bedside table.
"It's... kind of a strange tradition I've had this year," I admitted, sitting back on the bed and wrapping an arm around her shoulders. "The first girl I got with this year... first girl I got with ever, really... she insisted I take pictures of her, make some 'memories'. I never thought this would be a year that I'd want to remember, that it'd just be another boring and stressful year at Regan Hills High before I went on to a boring, stressful year at whatever college I wound up going to, but now... now I never want to forget this year. I can't. It's been too important to me."
Katie thought about this, stroking her chin, before smiling brightly. "I'd have totally accepted you just wanting one because you thought I was hot and wanted to beat one out to me later, but that's a pretty darn profound reason. Feel free to make all the memories you want with me, Ryan... sounds like a lot of worthwhile fun."
"I'd like that," I replied, kissing her softly.
She sighed pleasantly, melting into me as we continued to kiss.
When she came up for air, I felt compelled to ask, "Has this year... you know, been all you hoped it would be?"
Blowing a lock of hair from in front of her glasses, Katie answered, "I go back and forth on that a lot, I think. In some ways yes, some ways no... I never thought it would be like the movies. Maybe I always hoped, but I never bet on it, but I like to keep optimistic about the future even when the world's doing everything to crush the life out of that optimism... and in that way, with the good times I've had with friends, and the grades I've been crushing, yeah, it's been like I expected. But even though I knew what I wanted and went for it, I couldn't have expected everything. I couldn't have expected, you know, you... and that!"
She pointed at my cock for emphasis, but I kind of understood her point before then.
"It's not exactly something I expected either... but some things just happen. I guess a lot depends on what we decide to do with what falls in our laps," I said.
Katie chuckled at my word choice. "I can think of something you'd like falling into your lap."
"Oh yeah?" I said, looking down as my cock twitched again.
"Yup!" she exclaimed cutely, dropping her head down and eagerly taking my half-hard cock into her perfect mouth.
I groaned as Katie blew me, her head bouncing up and down playfully as she expertly sucked my cock back to full strength.
"The others must still be waiting..." I groaned, not wanting to stop, but not wanting to forget why we were here, either. "...should we get back to them, and game night, soon?"
Katie took her mouth off of my cock briefly, enough to kiss my balls and say, "This is hardly the first time I've delayed a game by getting laid. We're fine."



"Oh, awesome," I said, moaning as she inhaled my cock to the root.
Looking at her like this, bent over on the bed, her tits crushed against my thigh as she energetically blew me, I couldn't help but notice how well her ass stuck out. It looked so round, so perfect... I couldn't help myself. I reached for her ass, at first squeezing it in appreciation for how she blew me, but then trailing a finger between her cheeks.
Remembering how she responded when I tongued her ass, I ran the tip of my middle finger in circles around her asshole. When she only answered me by blowing me harder, I did this with a little more pressure, my finger finally breaking through and pushing a couple knuckles up her asshole. Katie squealed around my cock and only blew me harder, so I figured this was a good idea. I fingerfucked her ass in time with her bobs, only seeming to drive her wilder and wilder with every passing moment. In no time at all, she had my cock restored to full strength, and with the lust between us having already built to a crescendo, there was only one way this was ending.
I grabbed her by the hair, pulling her head off my cock. My voice was low and hungry as I said, "I need to fuck you again. Now."
"Yes, please!" Katie exclaimed, as perky and cute as ever as she twisted around, landing on her back with her head on her pillow and her legs parted widely for me.
I climbed over Katie, lining my cock up with her soaking wet pussy, and slid home inside of her once more. It was easier going this time, and Katie's satisfied hiss greeted me as she wrapped her legs around my ass and made sure I was nice and deep. In no time at all, I was fucking her hard again, stealing kisses and squeezing her big, beautiful tits whenever the opportunity suited me.
"A girl could... fuck... get used to this kind of treatment," Katie sighed pleasantly, moaning and grunting in between my thrusts as I gave it to her.
"So could a guy," I admitted as I bottomed out in her once again, unable to deny our chemistry.
"Does this mean more game nights? Because if this means more game nights, I'd very, *very* much be down for more game nights," Katie squealed, locking her legs behind me and sticking out her tongue lustily again.
I leaned down, sucking her tongue and claiming her mouth as my own. The feel of her body against mine, so hot and soft, perfectly conforming to me while still demanding her own needs... fuck, Katie was perfect. I never would've guessed this, but as always, I never should have underestimated the women of Regan Hills.
Especially when Katie brought out her next proposal.
"So, what we've been doing, what you've said... and done... fuck, keep going there, right there, oh yeeeeeeeeeeeeaaaaaah..." she moaned, before trying to reclaim her words. "What was I saying? I was thinking... right, yes! I was thinking about what you said earlier!"
"We said a lot of things earlier," I grunted, enjoying this rhythmic pace as I fucked her appropriately hard. "Did a lot of things... you'll need to be more specific."
"It's hard to be specific when you're fucking me like that!" Katie squealed, giggling as I didn't change my pace.
"You want me to stop?" I asked.
"NO!" she exclaimed, locking her heels behind me. "I just want you to listen... and for me to be able to talk, oh is that last part hard... not as hard as you are, but really, really difficult! Conversing while getting railed, it's a challenge!"
I grinned. "Yeah, I've seen a lot of girls have that problem. Just try to get it all out, you'll be fine..."
Katie bit her lower lip, then nodded. "What you said earlier... and when you were playing with me while I was blowing you... I want you to fuck my ass! I want you to be the first to fuck my ass!"
While there was nothing I would've wanted more, that it was her first time caused me some pause. Not actual pause, mind you, because I was still very much enjoying fucking her tight, quivering cunt, but enough mental pause that I nearly did slow. A first time with any new sex act was always a tricky proposition, and I didn't want to mess anything up.
"Are you sure?" I asked.
Katie groaned. "As sure as I've ever been about anything... I watch a lot of porn, I've seen a lot of cock up a lot of asses, and it always gets me so horny watching it... and your cock, god... I need to know what it feels like, and I want your cock in me! I think... no, fuck it, I know I wanna try it!"
Well, the girl knew what she wanted, I had to give her that.
Grunting, I slowed my pace. "You wouldn't happen to have any lube in here, would you?"
"Sorry, never thought I needed it, but I guess I gotta fix that," Katie said. "Do you have some?"
I looked down at my pants on the floor. "Always keep a little emergency lube tube with me. Never know when it might come in handy."
"You plan ahead! Love it!" she exclaimed, unlocking her legs from behind my hips, letting me pull out and climb off of her.
Though I was in quite a bit of need, feeling rather acutely the absence of her pussy embracing my cock, knowing what I was soon to do, I didn't worry for long. I retrieved my emergency bottle of lube from my pants, returning to the bed to see her sitting up and smiling at me. It was a smile of nervous excitement and anticipation, but distinctly eager.
"If this really is your first time, I think we should start by fingering your ass a little first, getting you relaxed and really into it before we begin..." I said, sitting beside her. "You could always get on your hands and knees, or face down, ass up, whatever you prefer-"
Before I could give another option, she settled down on my lap all at once, turned to the side and settling her ass against my right hand. "Or like this?"
"Yes, this can work," I said, laughing from surprise at her sudden appearance on my lap.
I squeezed a little lube onto my fingers, then set the bottle aside. "You ready?"
Taking a deep breath, Katie nodded. "Yes. I think so."
"Let's give it a try, then... and let me know if it's too much for you; if this isn't working for you, we don't need to go any further," I said.
"I told you, I've had my ass fingered a little before. *You* just had a finger up my ass," she said, nuzzling up to my chest. "But thank you for that. Consent really kicks ass."
"Oh, I know it," I said, running my hand down her ass.
I squeezed each of her cheeks, gently massaging them, helping her relax as she squirmed appreciatively in my lap. When she seemed suitably settled in, I ran my lubed-up fingers between her cheeks, spreading the lube around and running my fingertips in small circles around her hole.
Katie giggled at the attention, snuggling up next to me more. One of her small hands reached out and began stroking my cock, which didn't make things necessarily easier for me, but, certainly didn't hurt either.
As I could tell she was loosened up, I pressed one finger against her asshole. It slid in easily, as it had when she was blowing me, and I fucked it in and out of her gently. Katie moaned, groaning softly as she rocked her hips against my finger. Well, if she liked that...
I slid a second finger in. The fit was definitely tighter, and Katie was squirming even more in my lap, but she looked up at me with those big, dark eyes, her lips pursed with need and effort, and I knew that she wanted more. Slowly, I twisted my fingers around in her, thrusting them in and out of her tight little hole, trying to find her most sensitive angles and a pace that would drive her absolutely wild. As soon as she was quivering and rocking her hips against me, trying to take in more and more as she continued eying me with that strained determination, I knew she was ready.
I pressed a third finger into her, joining with the others as I twisted, slowly fingering in and out of her ass until all three fingers were buried deep inside of her.
"Oh god... oh my god..." Katie murmured, reaching between her legs to finger herself as she nuzzled her head against my neck. I could feel her juices dripping down from her pussy onto my leg, a steady, slow flow that accompanied well how ragged her breathing had gotten.
"You like that?" I asked. "You like having your ass nice and full?"
Silently, Katie nodded, craning her neck so she could kiss me while jerking my cock even harder. Her small hand felt amazing, spreading my precum up and down my shaft, but I knew something that would feel even better.
"You ready?" I asked.
"Uh-huh," she confirmed, grinning.
"Then you're probably going to want to get back on your hands and knees..." I said, returning her grin darkly.
Without much need for encouragement, Katie pulled herself off my fingers and got up onto her hands and knees. I took this moment to spread some more lube on my cock to make sure I was well-covered. I'd already lubed up her ass pretty decently with my fingers, but when it came to anal, you could never use too much lube as far as I was concerned.
I got up on my knees behind her, and took a moment to really absorb her ass. I eyed it hungrily, using this moment to fully understand the perfection of Katie's perfectly round, soft, and amazingly sexy ass. This would be the last time it would ever be unfucked, and it had to be appreciated, even if only briefly. I ran my hands over her cheeks, squeezing them, making her shiver in anticipation.
"Oh, this is crazy, this is so fucking crazy," Katie said, moaning softly as I ran the head of my cock between her ass cheeks. "I shouldn't be doing this, this is just one of those crazy things they do in porn, this isn't something you do... ever... but I'm here... oh god... I want it... it scares me, not like a lot, but a little, but I want it, I want it so bad... is that crazy? It's crazy, right?"
"It's a good kind of crazy," I said, teasing my cockhead against her hole, running it in tight little circles that had her moaning again. "You're sure you want this?"
"Completely," she replied, nodding and looking back at me. She let out a nervous breath, then nodded again. "Almost completely. Completely enough. It doesn't have to be perfect, this is going to be a little crazy until I do it, but I want to do it, so... let's do it. Slow, for starters?"
"Of course," I replied, gently caressing her ass cheeks again as I lined my cock up for entry. "Be ready, though... I'm about to start pushing."
Gritting her teeth, Katie said, "Let's do this."
"Alright," I said, gently thrusting forward.
Katie moaned as my cock pressed against her asshole, a sound of lust, determination, and maybe a little pain. Her hole was unyielding in the moment, even with this preparation, allowing for only a token bit of give as I pressed against her.
"Come on, you can do this... you've got this... you've watched a lot of porn, girls take dick up the butt all the time, sometimes really, really big dicks, this is easy... easy and awesome... just like the fingers, come on, fucking do it, do it..." Katie murmured to herself through gritted teeth as I continued to press forward.
The lube was doing its job, and my short, gentle thrusts were opening up her ass a little at a time, but even with her encouragement and desire, I was still making little progress.
"Okay, okay, maybe it's not that easy... maybe they have other tricks in porn... like experience, and lube, and smaller dicks than this, but I can do it, I've done a lot of weird things, a lot of hard things, a lot of things I never thought I could do, a lot of people never thought I could do, I can do this... I can take this... I've got a kickass ass! I can do this!" Katie grunted, pushing back against me.
At first, it seemed like the progress I was making was small. Then, as things often happen in life, it all happened very, very quickly.
With one thrust, I pushed against what felt like a wall.
With the next thrust, suddenly her asshole was welcoming me in. One of the tightest holes I'd ever fucked was suddenly squeezing my cockhead, plus an additional inch or two of my cock.
There was a brief silence, one so profound and utter you could have heard a pin drop from a mile away.
Then Katie screamed.
"HOLY FUCK, HOLY FUCK, HOLY FUCK!" she cried out, looking back to see the truth that I had indeed pushed some of my cock into her asshole. "HOLY FUCK, YOU'RE IN MY ASS! I DID IT! WE DID IT! I... QAPLA'!"
Katie laughed a high, manic laugh as she wiggled her ass, pressing herself against me and swallowing another couple inches of my cock. Her reaction was so unexpected, I was taken by a brief stab of worry.
"Are you alright?" I asked, holding onto her hips and keeping myself from going forward. "I didn't hurt you? And... what's qapla'?"
Giggling some more, Katie smiled back at me sweetly. "It's Klingon 101, I'll teach you some sometime if we keep making this a regular thing, which I really, really hope you want to do because this is amazing."
"So... you're alright?" I asked, still holding my current position.
"I'm better than alright! A great mind once said, 'If you put your mind to it, you can accomplish anything!' Well, I put my mind to this, and I accomplished; your dick is up my ass, and it feels soooooo goooooooood! I mean, it hurts some too, but, a good hurt, I think. Wait... yeah... definitely a good hurt. Probably. Definitely probably. Only way to know for sure, though, is to fill me up, so if you get a chance to push more of that monster up my butt, I'd really quite appreciate it! I don't know if it'll fit, but why don't we find out together?" Katie replied, laughing and smiling like a giddy fool.
I'd seen some girls get pretty fuck drunk after a couple good orgasms before, but this definitely felt new. The sheer act of accomplishment had her high and silly, and if it was something she seemed to be enjoying this much... I no longer worried for her. Especially because, well, her ass was an absolute treat, and I really wanted to see what would happen once we really got going.
And so, with her dirty words and sweet smile pushing me along, I continued to feed my cock into Katie's tight, clutching ass. It wasn't easy, but with such a tight, hot hole on a singularly hot and luscious human being, there was no way I wasn't going to keep doing this. I kept pushing forward, an inch at a time, each inch spreading greater heights of pleasure through my cock to the rest of my body. I could have stretched this out to hours, days, weeks and I doubted I'd ever be fully satisfied with the perfection of Katie's ass.
Yet, I wasn't disappointed when my hips touched her ass and my balls brushed against her pussy, for this felt like perfection.
"Hoooooooooooooly hell..." Katie moaned, trying to crane her neck to see just what was going on and finding that thoroughly inadequate. "I need to see this... I can't believe it, and seeing is believing, right?"
Looking around frantically, she grabbed my phone from where I'd set it on the bedside table and passed it to me.
"Show me..." she groaned, looking back at me with a face of pure desire.
Well, I couldn't say no to that. I pulled back a couple inches to give the best contrast and snapped a picture, then showed her the results.
"Oh god... oh wow..." Katie laughed, squeezing my cock with her ass as she wiggled against me. "That's almost a foot of dick right up my ass... so that's what that looks like... wow... I never thought, you know, that this was something I'd do... I'd watch it, sure, but this isn't... oh wow..."
I set my phone back on the bedside table. Katie kept giggling, almost completely lost as she reached down between her legs.
"Holy crap... my clit, it's like, unbelievably sensitive right now... it all feels so good..." she moaned, her breathing increasing as she touched herself. "Everything's so sensitive, it feels like if I just... OH!"
I don't know what she touched that set herself off, but Katie's body soon bucked with a hard orgasm. It seemed to take her by such surprise that she barely even uttered a sound, but the sudden, explosive gushing of her pussy squirting against my thighs was indicative enough that it was a pretty hard fucking cum. Her ass squeezed my cock so hard it nearly pushed me out, but I held onto her hips for stability, making sure she stayed right where she wanted to, and that I would stay buried fully in her ass.
The moans only came as she seemed near collapse, her arm giving out as she landed face first on her bed, a shivering, quivering mess.
"Holy... holy something, that was... woooooooooooooowwwwww..." Katie moaned. "I can't... I can't stop my legs shaking... I can't... how is this possible?"
I leaned down over her, bracing myself with one hand while reaching beneath her with the other, squeezing one of her tits tenderly.
"It's pretty fucking cool, isn't it?" I asked, kissing the back of her neck.
"Yeah. Yeah it's pretty fucking cool. It's pretty damn fucking cool," Katie replied through low, belly laughs. "Holy fuuuuuuuuuuuck... I don't think I've ever cum that hard, that was... that's fucking crazy."
I chuckled in her ear before kissing the back of her neck again. "Anal can get pretty crazy. You want more?"
Katie turned her head to face me, kissing me fiercely. "You better give me more... I just had my first taste... I need more than just a taste."
"Just thought I'd ask," I replied, getting back up into a kneeling position behind her.
Katie's legs were still shaking, and she still seemed a little too weak to hold herself up. Nevertheless, the lady needed her ass fucked, and I was in need of one last, good, hard cum.
So, squeezing her ass with both hands one last time, I held onto her hips once more, and I started fucking her ass properly.
Her moans started out loud, but seemingly only got louder as I began to fuck in and out of her ass. She felt... god, did she feel incredibly. Her ass was so damn tight, and so fucking hot, gripping and squeezing me as I thrust in and out of her. I felt fortunate that I had already cum a couple times, as I would not have lasted for even a minute like this with a full load. It was difficult enough as it was to fuck her without completely losing it, but there I was, grunting and groaning as I fucked her no longer virgin ass at a modest pace.
Soon, Katie began to regain some of her strength, pushing herself back up onto her hands and knees and letting her better look at me with those big, innocent-looking (but hardly innocent) eyes.
"God, your cock's so amazing in my ass..." she moaned, sticking out her tongue playfully and thrusting back against me. "Hurts so good... fuck... how do you like my ass? A lot of guys like looking at my butt, and I'm sure you did too... how do you like fucking it? How do you like forcing that beast up my sweet and pure little ass?"
"Still sweet," I grunted, looking down at her with a devilish grin. "But I doubt you were ever that pure."
Katie winked at me. "Guilty as charged. But you like me that way, don't you?"
"What can I say? You got me," I laughed, fucking into her slightly harder.
She closed her eyes tightly at this, gritting her teeth and groaning deeply. "Fuuuuuuuuuuck... okay, alright, alright, fuck, oh god, fuck, this is something I need to remember... something I gotta do more often... because this is really fucking great, god, I need my ass filled all the time! I need to be fucked like this all the fucking time! I need this... god... I need this, fuck me, Ryan, fuck me harder, fuck my ass, yes, yes, yes, keep going, keep going, you're gonna make me cum again... you're gonna make me cum again..."
I reached down, grabbing Katie and pulling her up so she was kneeling in front of me. I wrapped my arms around her chest, supporting her and squeezing her tits as I fucked up into her. Katie moaned and hissed, turning her head to look at me and forcing me into a kiss as she reached behind to hold onto me with one hand, while fingering herself with the other.



When her next orgasm came, her cry of pleasure was muffled at first by my mouth, but soon she couldn't hold back anymore. She screamed loudly, a proud, wailing cry as her face went from a look of unrestrained ecstasy to one of absolute joy as she squirted hard again. Flush and smiling broadly, she was that ultimate definition of cute and unbelievably gorgeous, her body unable to stop quivering as I continued to fuck up into her.
"I gotta cum soon... you want it in your ass?" I grunted, still holding on tight and fucking into her.
Katie thought about this for a good long while, her legs still shaking uncontrollably before she said, "No... let me know when you're ready... I want you to cum all over me..."
Oh fuck. That image only manage do get me harder, and make me want to fuck her harder. Still massaging her tits, I fucked up into her faster, with short quick strokes that quickly pushed me to the edge.
"Now..." I warned her, before Katie disentangled herself from me.
She twisted around, throwing herself onto the bed on her back, her spread legs around me. I jacked myself until with a primal, grunting roar, I came all over her. It may not have been as explosive as her squirting, but at this point, I was beyond any and all caring. Streaks of cum burst from my cock, streaking across her stomach and splattering against her huge tits, shooting up to her neck, and her face. She was once again my cum-covered goddess, though this time I did a more thorough job of it than when I came on her face. By the time I drained what felt like a thousand lifetimes worth of pleasure all over her, I was completely and utterly spent.
I collapsed on the bed next to her, panting heavily and looking over at this cum-drenched goddess.
"Wow," she said, smiling at me cutely through the cum.
"Wow," I agreed, still trying to catch my breath.
"I think we're gonna need a shower before we get back to the game," Katie said, running her fingers through the puddle that had gathered between her tits.
"I think you're right," I agreed. "Plus side, I don't think I'm nervous about playing again."
"You had no reason to be nervous in the first place," she said, sympathetic. "We're a fun group, and we'll help you through things. And you know, after sex like that, I'll have your back no matter what, right?"
"Glad to be of service," I replied, brushing a dry lock of hair from in front of her eyes to behind her ear.
After a moment of consideration, Katie said, "You know, I think I love anal. I'm gonna have to add some more of it to my favorite porno playlists."
I laughed. "So long as you got your priorities straight."
"Well, it's a big deal to me!" she replied, pushing herself out of bed on wobbly legs that barely looked like they would support her. "Join me in the shower, we'll save time that way; the others might start rebelling and playing without us soon if we don't."
"Well, we wouldn't want that," I mused, lying back in bed. "Give me a second? I'll join you soon."
"Sure," Katie replied, smiling at me sweetly. "The hot water takes a while to get going anyway. And... Ryan?"
"Yeah?" I replied.
Though her face and glasses were still well coated with cum, Katie could not have looked cuter than she did right now as she smiled at me.
"That was really nice. I didn't know how much I needed it until I had it. Thank you," Katie said, before quickly disappearing into the bathroom.
I sighed, before leaning back on the bed and staring at the ceiling.
This month... fuck, I don't know what to say about this month that I hadn't already said. It had been the greatest form of absolute insanity, with some of the most intense and fun adventures I'd ever had. Whether it was the lust spell that Leah and I had cast, or just my unusual senior year unfolding for me in much the same path that it already had, I couldn't say for sure, nor did I really want an answer. In one way or another, this February had been absolutely magical, and I felt like the luckiest guy on Earth.
As I picked my phone back up, it vibrated in my hands, annoyed by the texts I had ignored earlier. Pulling my texting app open, and seeing the names of who had sent them, I felt a familiar excited stirring.
Viola.
Mrs. Lynn.
Mrs. McNeil.
Mrs. Addams.
Mrs. Harker.
The women of the book club I'd gotten with this year, sending messages of their eagerness to see me this weekend, some of them accompanied by a lot more graphic messages and pictures.
With February behind me and the book club weekend kicking everything off, I knew that March wasn't going to be any easier on me, and that I could not have been more excited at this prospect. Life was going to remain every bit as busy as it had for every one of these past months, and I could not have been happier.
But that was in the near future... tonight was for friends, and D&D... and Katie fucking Park.
Stepping out of bed, I went to join her in the shower.
***
(Author's Note 2: We're going to do something a little different, as the Senior Year Memories story will next continue with the miniseries Book Club Memories, before returning with the main storyline in Chapter 41.
Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. It's been a rough few years, and in times like this, it becomes very easy to give in to anger and let that rule your life. I ask that, instead of letting anger run your life, take a breath, ask yourself if anger is really best in this moment, and if it isn't, try to guide it more constructively. When given an opportunity, try to spread a little kindness in the world instead of hate. Do something nice for a complete stranger. Brighten the day of someone you care about. Talk to a friend you haven't talked to in ages. Help someone who is having a hard time. It's a rough world out there these days, and while that doesn't look like it will change anytime soon, it doesn't take much to make it just a little bit better. Please be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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FRIDAY
***
We'd been on the road for about an hour and a half, and by the reckoning of Lauren's GPS, we'd nearly reached our destination. The suburban landscape of Regan Hills, California had given way a while back to that empty sort of infill you get once you get out of the bigger cities in SoCal, with outlet malls, big box stores and highways as far as the eye could see. A while past that came some semblance of rolling hills and a forest's edge, with small towns and family farms our new landscape.
Where we were now, though, was just forest, plain and simple.
"Looks like the kind of place you'd film a horror movie," I mused, looking out the window to see the late afternoon light still somewhat filtering through the evergreen trees. "You know, the kind where a bunch of nubile camp counselors looking to get laid are stalked by a masked psycho from behind the trees with something sharp in one hand and a whole lot of Freudian excuses in the other? I'm not saying that's definitely going to happen or anything, I'm just noting that... well, that it looks like it *could*."
"You've got one hell of an imagination," Lauren said.
"I've had this accusation thrown at me before," I admitted.
"And more than that... you need to get out more, Ryan," she continued, flashing her brilliant, toothy smile. "The world's not out to get you, and there's more out there than just city, you know."
I grinned. "I'd have to convince my dad to buy me a car first."
My dad had nothing against me driving, and I did already have my license, but he said he wanted to wait for the right moment before getting me a car. I didn't know what that right moment might be, but, it felt like it was still a ways off.
"Have you thought about getting an afterschool job? Getting a car on your own?" Lauren suggested.
"I have, but with schoolwork and finals up ahead and the school newspaper... I don't know where I'd find the time these days," I admitted.
Lauren smirked. "And those are the *only* reasons you don't have time?"
I laughed. "I mean, my social calendar was a lot fuller this year than I had expected."
"I'd bet. Mine has also been unexpectedly busy... and I think I have you to blame for some of that," she said.
"I haven't heard you complain," I said, looking at her.
Lauren kept her eyes on the road, but her smile broadened ever so slightly more. "Oh... I would never complain about your attention, Ryan... but let me know if you want help convincing your dad on the car situation. I could always bust some heads, put the screws to him for you."
"I'm sure you would... but I'll be fine. I'll get my car when I get my car," I said.
"Alright," she shrugged, "But if you change your mind, again, head busting, I can do it; I'm stronger than I look!"
I smiled, knowing well that she could. Mrs. Lauren McNeil was an old family friend, as she was my best friend, Tori's, mother, and since Tori and I were pretty well attached at the hip as kids, she was pretty well almost always there for the ride. I'd looked up to her as a surrogate mother figure of sorts at first, in those years after my own mom died, and later she might well have been one of my first crushes. I always knew her as a strong woman, capable of doing anything she wanted to no matter the opposition, and I didn't doubt she could "bust some heads" if she really wanted to.
At 5'11" (taller when she wore her heels, as she usually did), and very fit for a woman in her early 40s, Lauren was a fairly imposing woman on physicality alone, but when you looked at her and took in her beauty... she could be downright intimidating. Her youthful, gorgeous face with its high cheekbones and porcelain skin could easily light up with her bright smile, or easily break you with one harsh look from her cool, blue-green eyes. Her hair, long, straight and shimmering red, so soft you wanted to run your fingers through it, fell to her mid-back, and was currently tied back with a simple hair tie. As a woman who generally favored casual clothing, or corporate chic, it was interesting to see her wearing something in between these two styles today, with a light blue, knee-length skirt, and a pale yellow, short-sleeved button-up blouse that positively strained over her ample chest.
Yeah, it was hard not looking at her throughout the ride, but given the smiles she shot my way periodically, I knew she liked these glances.
We'd made it for most of the ride like this with small talk and listening to the radio, but now that we were getting closer, it felt like it might be time for some more pointed discussion.
"So... do you guys do this often?" I asked.
"Retreats? Not... not very often," Lauren explained. "We try to get book club meetings going once a week or so, but long weekend retreats like this we can only usually manage once a year or so. It's hard getting everyone's schedules together, and finding a good rental house like this at a decent price..."
Her voice held some nostalgia, and more than a little of something pleasantly darker. Lauren shivered in her seat slightly, her cheeks blushing as her eyes sparkled with a certain naughtiness.
Knowing what I knew about this "Book Club", that wasn't all that surprising. I'd come to know a handful of this club's members over the course of senior year, and had gleaned enough details to know that there was more to this book club than reading a recent bestseller and bitching about their husbands over glasses of rosé.
No, the leader of this club, Viola Kent (mother of another of my good friends, Sarah), had done well over time to evolve the club into something considerably more... unique, I guess you'd say.
Officially, Viola would have called herself a self-employed dance instructor and entrepreneur, running a number of lucrative side hustles out of her home. Unofficially, she was a retired stripper who these days made some serious cash teaching pole-dancing classes and selling sex toys, a side business that had seeped its way into the book club she ran.
What started out as just a new venue to make money had become, in time, a way for a number of the wives and mothers of Regan Hills to get together and fool around with each other, relieving stress and getting laid when those opportunities had proven few and far between.
By what I had been told, I was likely the first man to have ever been invited to one of their meetings, let alone their long weekend getaway. Knowing as many of the ladies who'd be attending as I did, I wasn't that nervous, but I'd be lying if I said there weren't some butterflies in my stomach.
"I know I've probably asked this a million times already, so if I'm being annoying, I'm sorry, but you're all certain it's cool for me to be here, right? I mean, Viola invited me, but I don't want to be intruding, you know?" I asked.
Lauren laughed, softly. "Relax, Ryan. The other ladies are dying to see you... I think you're going to be the belle of the ball, honestly. Or would it be beau of the ball? I'm not even sure that's a thing, but it might be somewhere. Who cares, really... you're going to be popular. You better be ready, though, you know these are going to be a hard four days, right?"
Now it was my turn to laugh. "I can handle it."
"You say that now, but you don't know what these ladies are like unleashed. You've only seen some of them before, and one on one at that... get us together, and things can get a little crazy," Lauren explained, smiling at me with a hint of mischief.
I wasn't sure if I was meant to be frightened or intrigued by this description, so I asked, "Only a little crazy?"
She rolled her eyes. "Okay, very, very crazy... hot and wet and sweaty and... look, I could try to describe it, or you could see it for yourself. It won't be that much longer."
"I guess not," I said, eying the GPS. The road around us had become a well-maintained dirt path some time ago, and things were beginning to feel quite isolated, but it said we were close to our destination.
"In fact..." Lauren replied, looking behind her briefly before pulling her car over to the narrow shoulder to our right. She turned off the engine, then looked at me. Her breath was increasing ever so slightly, the flush that had started in her cheeks spread as she bit her lip.
"Yeah?" I asked, grinning with anticipation.
"I don't know how much time I'll be able to have you to myself this weekend... there are a lot of ladies, after all, who want to vie for your time... what would you say if I suggested we spend a little time in the backseat before we made it to the cabin?" she asked, fluttering her eyelashes at me and smiling a hopeful, vaguely silly smile.
I didn't say anything, because I didn't have to say anything.
I stepped out of the car briefly, before reentering through the passenger side rear door. Lauren soon followed, sliding in and sitting next to me. Without a center console between us like in the front seat, there was nothing stopping us from sliding up next to each other. Nothing stopping us from getting a *lot* closer, honestly.
Lauren looked at me, hopeful.
I leaned in and kissed her. Her full lips melded against mine in a familiar fashion, her mouth soft and eager as she moaned against my lips. Her hands, quick and strong, fumbled for my belt and began to undo my pants, while mine soon found their way onto her blouse. When someone like Lauren McNeil wants you to grope her chest, some of the softest, roundest DDDs in the world, you take that opportunity.
So, yeah, I squeezed her tits while we made out, feeling her firm nipples poking through her top as she continued moaning and writhing against me. Finally, I did find those buttons, opening up her top and pulling out her bra-clad tits. The need to see her breasts brought a primal side to me, one that couldn't be fought easily, and was enough to make me break the kiss.
"Mmm, it's been too long since you've seen these, hasn't it?" Lauren purred, toying with the heavy-duty clasp at the front of her bra.
Silently, I nodded. She grinned, undoing the clasp and freeing her massive, perfect tits for me. Her nipples stood out rock-hard and begging to be sucked on, and... well, I wasn't one to pass up opportunities like that, not anymore.
And so I ducked down, kissing and licking and suckling at Lauren's tits, making her moans take on a higher, more desperate tone as we furiously grabbed at each other. She'd finally gotten my belt undone, then unbuttoning and unzipping the front of my jeans. I could feel one of those swift, strong hands of hers rubbing my large erection through my underwear, her moans now taking on a lower sound of appreciation and anticipation.
"So big... oh, I've needed this again... I've needed this for so long..." Lauren moaned, finally pulling enough of my underwear down to fish out my very hard, very large cock.
Admittedly, it's not to everyone's taste, but having a thick, ten-inch-long cock had made my senior year a lot more memorable than it might have otherwise started out as. I'd been blessed to have found myself with a number of women who were more than happy to play with such a monster appendage, and lucky for me, Lauren was particularly talented when it came to handling such big cocks.
Her hand slowly trailed up and down my shaft, cupping the thick head and running her thumb over it until she could coax out a bead of precum. My lips still wrapped around one of her nipples, I hissed as she began to spread that precum around, that bead soon becoming a steady flow at her instruction as she began to expertly jack my cock. She was good at this... *real* good at this, so good it was taking a lot of restraint to not just let loose here and now. Lauren really knew how to work a cock, and if I did nothing but sit right here, sucking on her tit and letting her jack me off, it would only be a matter of minutes before she had me cumming.
Well, two could play that game.
With a free hand, I reached beneath her skirt, feeling a pair of lacy panties that barely covered her pussy. There was a distinct, moist heat coming from behind them, and Lauren moaned quite lustily at the slightest contact that I made.
I let her nipple pop from my mouth and grinned up at her as I pushed her panties to the side and began to finger her hot, needy pussy. Lauren's mouth dropped open as she leaned her head back against the seat, moaning and writhing as she rocked her hips against my fingers. I may not have had the decades of experience with sex that she had, but I'd had one hell of a year, and had become quite familiar with how to make a pussy feel good. I explored her outer folds, running light yet firm circles over her clit for a while, before delving deeper and fucking two fingers in and out of her impressively tight cunt, before pulling out and repeating the process again.
I teased her every bit as much as she teased me, toying with her, getting her close to the edge and not letting her cross it. We sat side by side like this for some time, pleasuring each other with our hands while occasionally exchanging deep, lusty kisses as we tried to see who broke first.
This would prove an interesting contest, particularly because this wasn't the first time Lauren and I had been in more or less this exact position. We knew each other's bodies well and how to make each other feel deliciously good, but we also knew how to play the long game. I knew she wanted some time where she could keep me to herself before we arrived at the getaway, and I was more than happy to indulge her.
I mean, how could I not?
But even in as ecstasy-inducing a battle of wills as this, someone was bound to break eventually.
"Oh god..." Lauren mewled, whining and looking at me with such beautifully needy eyes. "...if you keep doing that, I'm going to cum..."
"You want that?" I asked, grunting as I did absolutely everything I could to put off my own orgasm.
She bit her lip in consideration, then shook her head. "I need you inside of me when I cum. Please, Ryan?"
She didn't have to flutter her eyelashes with such a sweet desire to fuck the life out of me to convince me, but it didn't hurt her case either.
I pulled my fingers from her pussy, and she let go of my cock. Though the backseat of her car didn't exactly allow for a lot of room to move around, Lauren managed to swing one of her long, shapely legs over mine and climb on top of me. She bunched up her skirt around her waist with an eagerness that bordered on frantic, pulling her panties to the side. I was granted a view of her pussy lips, so pink and wet, framed by her nearly untamed bush of a fiery red that matched her hair. The scent of her arousal filled the car, intoxicating and enough to drive me wild.
I'd more or less been in this exact position before, but that didn't make it any less exciting to be in this position.
"You're so fucking hot..." I groaned as she leaned into me, gliding her pussy lips up and down my shaft.
"I know..." she replied, pulling my shirt off and tossing it aside with such force she almost took my glasses with her. Running her fingers down my recently defined chest and abs, she replied, "And you've grown into an exceptional young man."
I leaned in, kissing her. "I like to think I'm still an exceptional work in progress."
"Whatever you have to tell yourself," Lauren replied with a chuckle, reaching between her legs to grab my cock, guiding it toward her pussy. "I know what I know..."
I groaned as she rubbed my cockhead against her lips. She was so wet... so fucking hot... I needed her in this moment like I needed air to breathe, and I was well past the point where only a tease would suffice.
I hissed sharply as the head popped inside of her tight cunt, a sound that was soon drowned out by her loud moan. Lauren looked down at me with such want, such hunger, and began to lower herself slowly onto my cock.
Nothing could have held me back from feasting at this point. I leaned in, suckling at her nipples with my hands planted firmly on her ass, squeezing and massaging her as she continued her agonizingly sweet descent down my cock, pleasure flowing through my body as I filled her impressively tight pussy a little at a time. Her moans, her high whines and sharp intakes of air became a symphony to my ears as I continued to ravenously devour her tits.
Finally, she was seated on my lap completely, every inch of my cock buried deeply within me. Briefly there was silence, the only sounds filling the car her ragged breathing, and the sound of my mouth on her tits. Even this was stopped by Lauren when she pushed my head away from her chest, looking me in the eye as we took in this moment.
Ever since the two of us had started fucking around with each other, there had been a distinct intimacy between Lauren and me, and I could feel it now. Here we were, completely and utterly joined, and we couldn't stop looking each other in the eyes and sharing these slight smiles. Right here, like this, she suddenly looked younger, more alive than she often did back home, and in a moment that might also have been giddy, she leaned in and kissed me, throwing her arms around me to hold me close to her. It was a long, lingering kiss that brought out a warmth deep inside of me, one that only got hotter as her pussy muscles began to squeeze and massage my cock.
She held me there like this for quite a while, savoring this special heated intimacy the two of us shared, enjoying the feel of me being buried deep inside of her... but soon, she began to writhe in my lap. With the most impressively practiced skill, she rocked her hips, slowly bouncing up and down on my cock while building to a pace that I knew would get hot sooner rather than later, because while the two of us did share a certain intimacy, whenever we got hot and heavy with one another, we tended to fuck like maniacs.
Though she couldn't get very acrobatic considering the limited space we were in, Lauren more than made up for it with enthusiasm as she roughly rode me.
And as she indulged in her rarely used dirty talk.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, I've missed this cock... I've missed this big fucking cock... god, I can't get this at home, I can't get fucked like this, not like I want, not like I deserve, god, this is amazing... you're amazing, Ryan, you fill me up, so deep, so fucking hard..." Lauren said, leaning into my face and making sure I had a mouth filled with tit.



I grunted, squeezing her ass and helping her fuck me, making sure she was nice and full while I eagerly sucked at her tits.
Letting her nipple fall out of my mouth for a moment, I said, "You're so fucking hot... glad we had this time before things get crazy... fuck... you're so beautiful, your body's amazing, and your pussy, fuck, how are you still this tight?"
She laughed, leaning down to kiss me before continuing, "I take care of myself, and I take care of you... honestly, we're all better off when we're taken care of, aren't we?"
"You know it," I grunted, smacking her ass and making her mewl appreciatively.
"Don't get me wrong... I'm looking forward to meeting up with the others... they can make me cum soooo gooooood... but when you need some cock, and I mean serious cock, and you're the only serious cock that's going to be around, well, don't blame me for being a little greedy now..." Lauren moaned, riding me and smiling down at me with a mischievous grin.
"I wouldn't dream of blaming you..." I said. "I'm looking forward to meeting everyone too."
"You mean *fucking* everyone?" she replied, smirking and kissing me.
I smacked her ass extra hard for this one, the sharp sound echoing through the car and making her cry out in mixed pain and ecstasy.
"That too..." I grunted, feeling my balls start to swell. "Fuck... you keep going like this, you're gonna make me cum."
"That was the idea," Lauren laughed, riding me even harder. "I'm so close, too... come on, hold on just a little longer, Ryan, let me have that big cock a little longer... make me cum... come on, keep fucking me, keep fucking me, harder, harder, like that, make me cum, make me cum, fuck, I'm almost there, keep going, keep going, FUCK, MOTHERFUCKER, I'M CUMMING! I'M CUUUUUUMMMMMMMMMING!!!!"
As usual, Lauren was quite vocal when she came, but when she came against me this time, there was a particular strength to it I found impressive. Her gushing pussy clamped down on me, milking my cock as she wrapped her arms around me, shuddering and shaking violently with her own orgasm. I held her close, but with the bliss of her exquisite orgasm massaging my cock well past the edge of what I could handle, I couldn't hold back any longer. I thrust deep inside of her, cumming and cumming hard, filling her clutching pussy with what felt like a pent-up gallon of cum.
Our bodies alight with pleasure, we writhed against one another for a good, long while, holding each other close and catching our breaths as we tried to hold onto this moment for some time. I looked into her beautiful eyes, grinning at the way her cum-addled state made her smile in a pleasantly goofy way.
I couldn't help myself but lean in and kiss her, to which she kissed me back eagerly. This first kiss was fiery, followed by shorter, more tender kisses.
When we finished kissing, I looked at her fondly, brushing some of her red hair behind her ear. I'd known Lauren McNeil for so long, and felt a fondness for her that nearly overpowered me. I was beyond happy that we had had this moment to share before things really got crazy, but I couldn't deny that I was looking forward to some of that crazy adventure as well.
Sighing, I said, "I think we should really hit the road soon. They're gonna wonder where we are."
Rolling her eyes, Lauren answered, "I guess... but that was really, really fucking fun..."
"Yeah," I agreed, laughing. "Yeah, that was really good."
Climbing off of me, she chided, "But you better not have used up all your energy here! A whole bunch of my friends are going to be there this weekend, and they're going to need that dick too!"
Chuckling softly, I replied, "I'm 18-years-old and gonna be spending a weekend surrounded by gorgeous MILFs, I'm gonna be fine... I'm gonna be just fine..."
I didn't add 'I think' to the end of that sentence, because I wanted my bravado to cover any lack of confidence I might have had, and thankfully Lauren was nice enough not to draw any attention to any shaky enthusiasm I had.
Don't get me wrong, I was greatly looking forward to a long weekend away with gorgeous older women, but at the same time, I was a realist.
Enthusiastic as I was, I knew I had my work cut out for me.
***
So, right around this time, I'm imagining anyone reading this is having one of two responses.
1) Who the fuck is this guy and why's he so familiar with fucking his best friend's mom?
or
2) Hey, Ryan, finally glad you've made your way around to meeting up with the book club!
If you're in the latter camp, you're probably familiar with the adventures I've been having during my senior year of high school, my "Senior Year Memories" as one of my closest friends dubbed them, and I probably don't need to tell you who I am.
If you're in that former camp, though, I guess some quick introductions are in order. I mean, I could've started out this way, but so many of these stories kinda start with the lead character introducing themselves and describing themselves and how hot they are, and it can get repetitive, I thought a little of the good old "in media res" would keep it exciting and interesting.
If it wasn't, sorry, and if it was, then, yay me, I did something right.
So, right, before we get back to the action, it's introduction time...
My name is Ryan Collins, and I turned 18 just before my senior year of high school. If you'd have asked me at my sparsely-attended birthday party, I would have told you I was a boring, skinny, 5'11" nerd who looked so plain he'd never stand out in a crowd, who lived in the most boring town on earth: Regan Hills, California. As a town, it looked like suburbia from an 80s movie, albeit a suburbia that had seen slightly better days, and while I might have noticed that our fair town seemed to have a disproportionate number of gorgeous women with unusually impressive assets, I never thought that would mean anything to me. After all, I was a dateless nerd, and even if I had a huge cock, it wouldn't matter to my senior year. The life I lived seemed like it'd be the life I would always live, with nothing changing, and while that wasn't exciting, it was something I'd learned to accept.
Through a serendipitous series of events that rely on a lot of cliché, suspension of disbelief and porn logic, one of the popular cheerleaders at school, Kaitlyn Pruitt, found out about how big my dick was, and just as quickly, I wasn't a virgin anymore. Then she told her friends, and their friends told their friends, and suddenly I was having a lot of sex with a lot of girls at school... and I was in fucking heaven.
The year wasn't always great; I dealt with some trouble, heartbreak and pain (both physical and emotional), but I also found myself in the best shape of my life, with two hot girlfriends I loved more than anything, and had more friends than I knew what to do with anymore with all the girls I'd met this year.
One of the most curious developments of the year, though, had occurred with the women I'd gotten together with who weren't my classmates... as I had gotten together with a handful of teachers, and my friend's moms. I'd found a number of older women in Regan Hills to be desperate for love and attention that they weren't getting at home, and I was more than happy to provide it when the opportunity arose.
What I hadn't anticipated, though, was that a lot of these women were friends. I hadn't known about the book club, or that in time they might set their sights on me and want me to attend one of their meetings, let alone one that was going to be considerably more than just a casual get-together. By the time I'd been invited to make a special appearance at their annual weekend getaway in early March, I'd learned to go with what life threw at me and see where adventure called.
That's probably enough introduction, yeah? Why don't we get back to previously scheduled erotica, currently in progress...
***
It was less than a five-minute drive to get to the lake house once we'd fully dressed and more or less got ourselves back to some semblance of looking normal. There was no way we could actually pass for normal, but, this wasn't exactly going to be a weekend where that would matter too much.
From the outside, the rental house itself was impressive, two stories and expansive, with a style that made it look at once modern and like a rustic lodge. It sat in its own little patch of clearing in the trees, the afternoon shimmer of the lake beyond just visible in the distance. A gravel driveway separated the dirt road from the house itself, leading to an open garage and a parking lot-like area, where there were already three cars in place.
"We're late," I said.
"Actually, we're pretty early; a lot of the ladies won't be able to show up until tomorrow or Sunday," Lauren explained as she pulled over to the side of the parking area. "Viola's definitely already here, as for the others... I didn't get a good look at their cars, but I'm sure we'll have a fair bit of company tonight."
She shuffled around in her seat slightly, licking her lips without clearly thinking about it. I knew that she was familiar with a lot of the ladies of the book club, but I thought then that I was about to find out just *how* familiar she actually was with them.
Lauren parked her car, and I was glad to step out of it. I was never one who did well with really long car rides, and though the company was great (and our brief detour even better), it felt good to stretch the road out of my system. It was a nice day, feeling reasonably warm as it usually did here in Southern California and with a feel to the air that said Spring was right around the corner.
Lauren soon joined me in stretching, looking far more graceful and put together than my random grunting and flailing about, before she headed over to open the trunk. I joined her around the back of the car, picking up my backpack (which looked fairly insignificant when compared to the large bag she'd put together for the weekend) and a couple of the reusable grocery bags full of food that she had stashed away. It seemed like a lot, but given how there were supposed to be eleven of us here this weekend... I guess it was better than going hungry.
I was about to make some inane joke about her having bought enough to feed an army, when I was cut off by the sound of a very familiar voice calling out to us.
"Lauren! Ryan! I'm so glad you two could make it!" she called out to us.
My heart skipped a beat as I set down the bags, and turned to face Ms. Viola Kent.
Viola was the single mother to one of the best friends I'd made this year, Sarah, a sweet, blonde band geek with dreams of being a cheerleader. With some persuasion, I'd talked Sarah into trying out for the squad, and being one hell of a dancer, and now she was living the dream as part of Regan Hills High School's cheerleading squad. It was as our friendship (both in and out of the bedroom) grew, that Sarah asked a favor of me, and wanted me to seduce her mother. After all, Viola was a woman who worked so hard and barely dated, and Sarah only wanted her happy... it seemed a crazy favor at the time.
Until I saw Viola Kent, anyway.
As it happened every time I saw her, when I saw her walking toward us across the gravel parking area, I was convinced that Viola was one of the most gorgeous women on the face of the Earth.
For a woman in her early 40s, she easily looked about fifteen years younger. With soft brown eyes that I knew hid a playful, energy, currently hidden behind a pair of sunglasses, lightly tanned skin, and a casual grin peeking through her delicious lips, her face held a beauty that always captivated me. Her head was cocked back slightly, giving her ruby-red colored lips and daintily pointed nose time to shine, while her long, raven hair cascaded around her bare shoulders. In fact, a lot of skin was on display on her 5'7" frame, since she seemed to be wearing not much more than a black bikini top and a colorful, ankle-length sarong that only hid one of her shapely legs. Her fit, dancer's body was on good display, with the sarong hugging her hips and nice ass well, and while the bikini top didn't show much of her pert B-cups, it was hardly what I would call conservative.
My jaw was known to drop in her presence, and I don't think this time was any exception.
"We're glad to see you, too!" Lauren practically squealed, bounding over to Viola and wrapping her arms around her in a hug, before looking back at me. "Well, I know *I'm* glad to see you; it seems Ryan might have forgotten what words were."
"I tend to have that effect on young men," Viola said, smirking at me before looking up and planting a kiss on Lauren's lips. If this kiss was a surprise at first, Lauren soon leaned into it, kissing Viola back deeply in a way that might well have made both of them moan just so slightly.
This was just enough to snap me out of my confusion. "Oh, uh... hi, Viola."
"Hello yourself, Ryan," she said, breaking the kiss with Lauren. "I see you two couldn't wait until you got here?"
I'd have asked how she knew what we'd been up to, but it was better not to underestimate Viola.
I shrugged. "Sorry."
"It was my fault," Lauren said, blushing. "I couldn't help myself... and I got a little greedy. You know how it is. I swear, I didn't wear him out; he's got enough in the tank for the whole weekend"
"Oh, I do know how it is," Viola purred, reaching down and swatting Lauren on the ass hard enough to get a good SMACK sound.
Lauren yelped. "Hey!"
"Oh, come on, you know you love a good spanking, and that by the end of the night that ass is going to be nice and pink," Viola replied, looking at me with a smirk.
That was an image that got me hard again.
Lauren blushed, then looked around almost as if she wanted to say "not in public", but since we were in the middle of nowhere, that would have just been silly. Instead, she said nothing.
"The others are inside already?" Lauren asked.
Viola nodded. "Yeah, Cassandra, Brenda and Valerie are already here. They're it for the night as far as I know, but we'll have more coming in tomorrow."
An eager smile crossed Lauren's face. "Well, I think I should go inside, then..."
"Do whatever you want; I'd like to borrow Ryan for a minute, first," Viola said.
"Sure," I said.
Before Lauren could add anything else, Viola interjected, "And when I say a minute, I mean it's just going to be a minute. Don't get those very wet panties in a bunch; I'm not going to tie him up in my room and lock him in there all weekend for my own use... though that might be fun. We'll head on in soon."
"Alright," Lauren said, picking up some of the grocery bags and sauntering away. "But if you need a rescue, Ryan... you know who to call for!"
The way Lauren's beautiful ass swayed as she walked, I knew she was putting on a show for Viola's and my benefit.
Viola chuckled softly once Lauren was out of earshot. "Ah... this *is* going to be a fun weekend, isn't it? Oh yes, it starts out all cuddles and orgasms, but then the claws come out, and things get *really* interesting..."
Looking her over, I looked for something profoundly interesting to say to Viola, and instead settled on, "You look amazing, Viola."
"I always look amazing," Viola said, tossing some of her hair behind her head and smiling brilliantly. "But I do feel exceptionally good today. Thank you. You're not looking too bad there yourself, Ryan."
"Thanks," I replied, looking down, a little embarrassed. As a guy who still viewed himself as a tall, skinny nerd in glasses, it took some reminders sometimes that I'd put on a fair bit of muscle this year, and wasn't half bad to look at anymore.
"Though, if I might offer a suggestion that might make the weekend go a bit easier..." Viola said, her voice confident and calming.
"Of course, what is it?" I asked.
She looked me up and down, not quite hungrily, but with a certain avid curiosity in her eyes.
"When it comes to our weekend getaways like this, I want to make it clear that it's not a constant, multi-day-long orgy. There's a lot of us just hanging around, relaxing in each other's company, with the sex completely casual and always agreed-upon between us. I want to make it clear that there are no expectations, and if there's anything you don't want to do, you don't have to do it, and if you're worn out, you can crash whenever you want," Viola explained.
"Thank you," I said, more relieved than I expected. "That's good to know."
"However..." she continued, reaching out to me and touching me on the shoulder. "If you are game for some action soon, I'd recommend a change of clothes. Easy access is kind of the name of the game around here, and in those moments in which you are dressed, might I recommend not wearing any more than you have to? I'm sure you have some swim trunks in your bag, and if the weather holds, that shouldn't be more than you need, right?"
That sounded fair, and the way she was touching my shoulder, I took her meaning quickly. I pulled off my shirt, tossing it on top of my bag, and stood shirtless before her.
"Better?" I asked, enjoying the way Viola looked at my chest, abs and arms.
"Much..." she said, reaching out and touching my chest and making an appreciative, purring-like sound.
Showing her that two could play that game, I did the same, reaching out and squeezing her left tit through her bikini top, then sliding my fingers beneath beneath. Her firm breast felt absolutely amazing in my hand, her nipple boring into my palm, and when she started to moan softly, I pulled the fabric of the cup underneath her breast and exposed it to the world.
"You're right, easy access does have its charms," I said, loving the look of her bare tit and how firmly her nipple stood out.
Smiling devilishly, she said, "You have no idea..."
For emphasis, she pulled the opening of her sarong to the side, exposing her shaved pussy to me. It was a fleeting glance, but enough to show me that she was quite excited, and already glistening.
"You've been busy," I said.
"I have," Viola purred.
"With whom?" I asked.
"Oh, where's the fun in kissing and telling?" she laughed, softly, covering herself up. "Ah, I am so excited for you... there is absolutely no way you can know what you're in for. Not yet, anyway... but there is a fair possibility we might destroy you this weekend," Viola replied.
"I can take it," I said. "I've been destroyed before. Ask me about New Year's sometime."
"We'll see, we'll see..." Viola said, turning around on her feet and slowly walking back toward the house. "We might have a few chores that require a man's touch for you before we get settled in for the night, think that will be a problem?"
Picking up the remaining bags from where I'd set them by Lauren's car, I caught up with her and said, "No, no problem at all..."
***
The interior of the house was spacious, and every bit as simultaneously modern and rustic as its exterior. Though Viola let me inside, she soon peeled off to do her own thing. I didn't know the layout of the place yet, I didn't even know where I'd be sleeping yet, but I was here now, and I was going to enjoy every minute of what this long weekend would hold.
After getting lost a little in my search for the kitchen, I soon found the dining room, and then followed the voices from there toward the kitchen.
Well, one voice really, accompanied by some occasional moaning sounds.
"All I'm saying is, you may not have fun cooking, but I have fun cooking; it's all a matter of perspective. It's not all just about throwing the right things in at the right times and hoping it comes out well enough to be enjoyed by our indifferent husbands and kids, it is science! Creation! Mastery of the periodic tables and showing our dominance over primordial forces that once seemed magic to our earliest ancestors. To them, I would look like a wizard! To myself, I am simply a scientific explorer navigating the treacherous waters of culinary insight, and hoping to bring some joy to the world!" the speaker proclaimed, her voice familiar in her enthusiasm.



Her audience, on the other hand, just kept moaning softly.
I peeked inside the kitchen, finding the source of the voice: Dr. Valerie Chan, one of Regan Hills High School's finest science teachers.
At 32 years of age and 5'2", she was a favorite of many students because of her boundless enthusiasm for science and teaching, and was a favorite of the rest because she was fucking hot. While short in stature, the Chinese-American beauty was utterly stacked, with a round, bubble butt and D-cup tits. Her shoulder-length, silky black hair framed a face that was used to joy, with full lips often held in a broad, toothy smile, and dark eyes that easily expressed her enthusiasm. Unlike Lauren or Viola, I hadn't actually screwed around with Valerie before, but I wouldn't have minded it at all, and I'd heard through the book club grapevine that she was interested in me.
Looking at her now, I could barely restrain myself from drooling. She wore a pair of tight, cutoff jeans that barely covered her entire ass, and a tight t-shirt that was cut off so high underneath her tits I saw a fair bit of underboob. I could see quite a bit of her pleasantly-tanned skin, enough to make my cock twitch firmly in my pants.
She was putting groceries away in the kitchen, unmindful of my presence and looking utterly luscious as she reached for shelves and stashed things away.
She was also quite good at ignoring the two women making out on the other side of the kitchen. A blonde woman with a great ass and big tits, wearing nothing but a purple bikini, had Lauren pinned to a kitchen cabinet and was kissing and groping her big tits passionately. The way she moaned, Lauren was very much into this, about as much as I was into the show itself. These two seemed in a world all their own as Valerie continued on enthusiastically talking about cooking and science, leaving this a perfect image by my estimation.
It wasn't one that could last forever, not if I wanted to finish my chores.
I cleared my throat.
While Lauren and the blonde didn't stop for even a second, Valerie turned to see me and started, bringing her hand to her chest in surprise.
"Ryan! Fuck!" she laughed, "You nearly scared the shit out of me."
"Sorry! Wasn't my intention," I laughed, stepping out of the doorway and into the kitchen. "Just came to drop off some more groceries."
"Please, please, bring 'em right over here, I'm working on creating a system, and once that system's in place, you can bet your ass I might actually know what I'm doing," Valerie laughed.
It was after this laugh that she looked at me, and I mean *really* looked at me for the first time, and I think I saw her breath catch in her chest. Having her friends describe the times we had together was one thing, but no doubt Valerie still viewed me as one of her skinny, nerdy science students. This view seemed to give her pause, then the corners of her smile turned upwards appreciatively.
"My, my, my... let me get a look at you..." she said, coming over to me, then taking the grocery bags and my backpack from my hands and setting them on the floor. Looking at my muscles, she asked, "May I?"
"Be my guest," I said.
"Thanks!" Valerie replied, perky and enthusiastic, as she ran her soft fingers over my arms, squeezing gently, before working her way across my chest, then down my stomach to my groin. My erection was quite prominent even through my jeans, and she rested her hand on it gently and squeezed.
"Oooh, this is nice... very, very fucking nice... these girls aren't lying, and you're way bigger than my husband, though, don't tell him I told you," she continued, her tone mischievous as she batted her eyes at me playfully.
"Since I have no idea who he is, that shouldn't be a problem," I responded, looking down at her impressive chest and smiling.
"Oh, where are my manners, you wanna see my boobs? Most of the boys at school want to see my boobs, I hear. None of them have yet, so you'd be the first," Valerie continued, quickly.
"A lot of the girls wanna see them, too," I explained, before nodding. "And, yes please."
"You got it!" she exclaimed, giggling and quickly pulling up her top.
Her D-cups were truly impressive, as tanned as the rest of her and with no tan lines (which raised a lot of fun questions), with prominent, very suckable nipples. Had she not dropped her top at that moment and re-covered them, I might have done something to her then and there.
"Just a tease, for now!" Valerie continued, enthusiastic as always. "We're going to see plenty of each other later, and I've wanted to see plenty of you for a very long time now... but when you're in the kitchen, a little clothing is generally a good idea for safety, not that I can convince Brenda over here..."
"Okay, I've been distracted long enough," a pleasantly sultry voice said from across the room as the blonde finally disentangled herself from Lauren, then turned around to greet me. "Hello, Ryan."
Grinning, I said, "Hello, Mrs. Lynn."
Mrs. Brenda Lynn was my AP History teacher, and easily my favorite teacher in school long before the two of us had started having sex. In a roundabout way, she sort of started my crazy year by convincing me to tutor Kaitlyn. It wasn't long before Brenda found out about how Kaitlyn and I started having sex, then seduced me herself and... well, now I was here, and all the more fortunate for it.
At 5'3", Brenda looked stunning for a woman in the later end of her thirties, with a faintly pale, soft-skinned and toned body that most porn stars would kill for shown off amazingly in her bright purple bikini. Her wider hips held a pretty epic ass, while her beautiful, round, DD-cup tits were barely held in by the small bikini top. Her face, friendly and pretty, still held my attention most. Her blonde hair, cut in a bobbed haircut, framed beautiful blue eyes and a bright smile. While I'd gotten used to her looking tired in the beginning of the school year, ever since we'd started screwing around, there was a certain spark to her that I just couldn't get enough of.
"Hello, Ryan..." she said, striding toward me with a purpose. "I know you've probably heard this a bunch already, but thank you, so much for coming..."
Before I could get in a word edgewise, she threw her arms around me and pulled me in for a passionate kiss, almost as if claiming me in front of her friends. I guess since she got a lot of this year started for me, she did have a little more claim than most. It was a deep kiss, one that curled toes and excited parts of you you never knew could be excited. Brenda crushed her body against mine, her nipples hard through her bikini top pressing into my bare chest, before she broke the kiss just as abruptly.
"It's... wow... it's, ummm... I'm happy to be here," I said.
"Gee, go and hog him all for yourself, why don'tcha," Valerie said, rolling her eyes.
"I tried that first," Lauren interjected with some amusement. "But *I* remembered how to share."
"No doubt after you drained his balls," Brenda replied, reaching down and cupping my package. "Thankfully, I know you're good to go pretty quick. That's going to come in handy this weekend."
"I imagine it would," I said, licking my lips and looking down at her. "I'm definitely not going to ignore you."
"You'd better not," she replied, pulling me in for another quick kiss, before adding, "You have a room for the night?"
"Not that I know of," I replied.
"Lauren and I are sharing a king-sized... I'm sure we could squeeze you in tonight," Brenda said.
Lauren nodded. "Better to grab you now, especially when these other ladies'll probably want you on other nights."
"I'd like to do more than grab you now..." Brenda said, squeezing my cock through my pants.
"We all know what you'd like to do to him," Lauren said, amused and rolling her eyes.
I smirked. "I... well, I'd like to do something with you right now, but Viola put me to work; I carried in the groceries, she wants me to take in the firewood bundles from in back. Then I can be all yours."
"You better hold to that," Brenda called after me as I turned on my feet and walked toward the sliding glass doors that led to the rear of the house.
I slid one open and stepped outside, and for the moment, took in what you could easily call majesty. In the distance, the forest and shimmering lake looked utterly gorgeous, with not another soul in sight for miles by the looks of things. However, since the great outdoors and I didn't get along the best, I also had the option of taking in the house's expansive pool area, with an impressively sized pool, hot tub and barbeque nook... yeah, I could definitely imagine some debauchery occurring here.
"Ah, you've made it, at last!" a playful voice called form beside me.
I knew that voice. I'd know that voice anywhere. I knew she'd be here, and still I felt my heart beat a little heavier at the thought of her presence.
I gulped, turning to look at the woman stretched out on one of the pool's deckchairs, and said, "Hello, Mrs. Pruitt."
She laughed, softly and replied, "Please... it's Cassandra! For how long we've known each other, this weekend, it's Cassandra!"
"Sure... Cassandra," I replied, trying to figure out just what exactly I was feeling about this.
Of all the women here, 37-year-old Cassandra Pruitt was probably the one I'd known for the longest. By sheer virtue of her and my dad working at the same company when I was very little, she became a family friend, and since her daughter, Kaitlyn, was my age, I'd often be sent over to play at her house when Dad was working long hours on one of his many other projects. For a while, Kaitlyn and I were friends, but when puberty hit and she became popular (and bitchy), we'd gone our separate ways. Since Kaitlyn and I both turned 18 and reconnected this year, I'd not had many chances to see Cassandra again, except in the occasional comings and goings at Kaitlyn's house.
Looking at the woman lounging on the deck chair, I had the opportunity to remember exactly why she was one of my earliest crushes.
Even at her age, she could have been mistaken for Kaitlyn's sister. At 5'4", this pale-skinned and dark-haired beauty wore a black, silk robe that barely went down to her mid-thighs, and even with the help of a belt was having a tough time holding in her impressive curves. Firm, long legs led to wide hips, and if she parted her thighs even slightly I'd no doubt be able to tell whether or not she was wearing panties from here. Her DD-cup tits strained the top of the robe, allowing me to see a fair expanse of cleavage that came close to making my mouth water.
Her beautiful face bore a fair bit of amusement as she observed my thunderstruck appearance. With shoulder-length, silky black hair cascading around her face against the chair's pillow, she looked up at me with big brown eyes behind a modest pair of sunglasses, her full, pouty lips, painted a bold red for the occasion, curled into a shining, smile as she tilted her pointed chin in my direction.
Finally breaking the awkward silence, she continued, "You know, for how frequently I've seen you around the house recently, I have to admit, it's surprising that we haven't had much more of a chance to catch up."
"Oh, uh, yeah. Sorry about that," I said.
She laughed casually, giving off the cool-mom vibes I'd always enjoyed when I was a kid. "Don't worry about it. After everything I've heard from the others... well, I understand you're having a busy year. Not a lot of time to slow down and catch your breath, right?"
Calming slightly, I smiled. "Not really, no. I haven't been trying to avoid you or anything either, I swear, but... well, I gotta admit that this isn't exactly how I expected to talk to you in any proper capacity either."
"It can be a little awkward, can't it?" Cassandra proposed.
"A little, yeah," I replied, happy that she understood.
Seeing that this might take more than a moment, I sat on the edge of a chair close to her.
"Well, you don't need to worry about me. When I'm here, I'm just here to chill, and I have no intentions whatsoever of adding more stress to anyone else's day... I'm here to relax, and... well, you know what we book club girls do when we get alone..." she suggested, her lips staying curled in a rather playful smile.
"Drink wine, talk shit about your husbands, screw around with each other, and maybe, occasionally, actually talk about a book on occasion?" I suggested, finding it suddenly easier to look at her, wondering just what, if anything, she was wearing beneath that robe.
Cassandra laughed. "Ah, so I see you've been told *exactly* how things go around here."
"I have," I said, eyes darting back to her face, then back to her body. "I don't have a husband to talk shit about, but I like to think I can keep up with all of you on the rest of it."
"I'm glad you think you're that capable," she replied. "I've heard from some of the others about just how capable you are, and I think I'm willing to find out for myself at some point, if it wouldn't be too weird for you, but the confidence is nice to hear... it wouldn't be too weird for you, would it? I know what you and Kaitlyn do in your free time, and I wouldn't want to interfere with that, or make things awkward between you two..."
"It wouldn't be weird for me," I said, before amending. "Maybe a little weird, but not in a bad way, I swear. But a little weird can sometimes work out pretty great, right?"
"That's what I've come to understand..." Cassandra admitted, looking me up and down, appraising, shifting in such a way that she revealed another couple inches of cleavage. "When I first joined this club, I really thought it was going to be about reading books and talking about them, but once you've attended your first meeting... your life will never quite be the same. It was weird for me at first too, now it's just, well, what we do."
I nodded, my eyes now lingering on her newly exposed skin. "When... well, when I started seeing Kaitlyn, and she started introducing me to her friends, it was, yeah, definitely kind of weird at first, but, weird became good and normal pretty quick."
"Then I'm glad we understand each other," she replied, biting her lip slightly and looking down at the bulge in my jeans. "So... you want things to get any weirder right now?"
Yeah, my heart skipped another beat at this question.
"Maybe... maybe a little," I admitted.
Cassandra grinned. "Hmmm... I have an idea. This might be a little, this might be a lot, but there's only one way to find out, isn't there?"
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"This," she replied, grabbing hold of her robe's belt, undoing the light knot she had done at the middle, and then opening the robe up so I could see what she was wearing underneath.
Which, in this case, was nothing.
Her tits were firm and high and looked absolutely enormous in her lounging position, her body toned, and her pussy... fuck, did it look good. A decent landing strip led to full, engorged lips, moist with a faint but distinct dampness that made me smile. I don't know if she was turned on by our conversation, or if she had been doing something before I got here, but seeing her naked for the first time, only one word seemed appropriate.
"Wow," I said, my voice shaky.
"Wow?" Cassandra laughed, squeezing her tits before running her hands down her abs, settling them on her inner thighs. "I rank wow... ah, I haven't heard that from my husband in a while. I like that enthusiasm."
"Hey, we've all said wow about you before!" Brenda called out, approaching us.
I had been ready to take this moment to the next level, and was hard as a brick, so even an interruption as welcome as Brenda and Viola, both of them carrying folded up towels, approaching us brought a bit of a disgruntled growl from me.
"I know, but sometimes you want to hear it out of a young man. Given the girls my daughter tends to accompany herself with fighting for Ryan's attention, I'm glad to see I can still compete with them!" Cassandra quipped.
"Oh, you definitely stack up," I said, unable to look away from her naked body.
"I know I want a taste," Viola said, dropping the towel she'd been carrying at the foot of Cassandra's chair, then kneeling on it.
The women of the book club all seemed to enjoy their little power games, establishing who was on top and who was the best. I didn't deny them whatever fun they took out of this, because frankly, well, it was fun for me to watch.
When it came in the flavor of watching Viola kneel down and kissing Cassandra's inner thighs... well, it was a lot more than fun to watch.
"Ooooh, yeesssss..." Cassandra hissed as Viola's tongue grazed her pussy lips.
"Mmm, yes, still tasty," Viola confirmed, lowering her sunglasses enough to wink at me before she dove in and continued eating Cassandra's pussy.
It was a good show, and Viola knew exactly how to perform for all of her audiences. Cassandra was quite responsive, writhing and moaning in ecstasy as Viola expertly ate her pussy. I could have watched this slow, passionate sex act for some time.
So, of course, this is when my attention was stolen by the sound of a towel being thrown at my feet.
"They could be at this for a while," Brenda said, leaning down to kiss me again. "And while I like to watch as much as the next person, I'm also in serious need of some of your big fucking cock *right* now..."
The way she looked at me with those "come fuck me eyes", my cock might have gained an extra inch then and there. I didn't wait, didn't hesitate, I quickly fumbled at undoing my pants, then pulled them and my underwear down. My erection sprung free, standing tall, and from between my legs, Brenda let out a slight gasp of awe. It was far from the first time she had seen my cock, but that response still managed to excite me.
I wasn't the only one excited.
"So... oh god... that's the cock I've been hearing all about?" Cassandra moaned, dropping her head back as she writhed against Viola's face. "That's... that's nice."
"Wait 'til you feel it inside of you..." Brenda replied lustily, kneeling on the towel she'd dropped between my legs and stroking my cock as if it needed more life brought to it. "I've fucked Ryan more times than I can count this year, and I just can't get enough of him... you'd be doing yourself a serious disservice, Cassandra, if you don't fuck him before the weekend is out."
"Maybe..." Cassandra moaned, sounding both interested and a little conflicted. "Fooling around with the rest of you girls, that's one thing... but we've never done anything with guys here... that might be a bit of a line for me to cross..."
Pulling her face from between Cassandra's thighs, Viola climbed on top of her and pressed her fingers into Cassandra's pussy. "Hey, we're all about whatever you're comfortable with this weekend... but you'd be cheating yourself if you denied yourself what Ryan is capable of. The boy's not just equipped, he's something of a genius when it comes to pleasuring a woman..."
"Very..." Brenda replied, now freely spreading precum up and down my cock. "...and so very, very tasty, too..."
Looking up at me with her lips parted in anticipation, Brenda stopped stroking me for a moment. I groaned like a wounded animal, needing her to continue with what had felt so fucking good... and I think this was where she wanted me. She looked up at me, chidingly, as if telling me to be patient and things would get even better. I looked over to Viola fingering Cassandra, the two women moaning and kissing and writhing up against one another, then back to Brenda.
She smiled up at me, then reached behind her back, untying her bikini top and freeing her massive tits. Her nipples looked almost as hard as my cock, and were I in any other position, I would have had my mouth on them in a heartbeat.



I took a sharp intake of breath at seeing them, making Brenda smile even more. "I'll never get tired of that reaction."
"I'll never get tired of seeing you naked," I replied quickly, my cock twitching with need.
"I know," Brenda said, smirking as she reached down and untied the side knots of her bikini bottom, dropping it to the floor.
She now knelt naked before me, her pussy with its neatly trimmed pubic hair now visible to me. It was an amazingly lewd sight, and one that I couldn't help but be excited by.
Moaning, she reached between her legs, fingering herself before bringing her hand up to me. Two of her fingers glistened with juice.
"I've been so fucking wet since I got here... so fucking horny, thinking about the others here... but I've been waiting for this cock. I... well, I really fucking need to suck it... you want me to suck your cock, Ryan?" Brenda asked, offering her fingers for me to suck on.
I grinned. "I think you know the answer to that."
Without another word, I leaned in, sucking the juice from her fingers, groaning as I took in her sweet, musky taste. I'd become quite familiar with Brenda's taste over the course of the school year, but even now, I couldn't get enough of it. Even after I'd cleaned her fingers of any juice, I kept sucking, wanting, no, *needing* every last drop, ever hint of her taste.
I might have been overeager, but given her smile as she pulled her fingers from my lips, this pleased her to no end.
Without a word, she dropped that hand back between her legs, grabbed my cock with her free hand, then leaned in and effortlessly sucked my entire ten inches down her throat.
"Holy shit..." Cassandra groaned. I wasn't sure if it was because of Brenda's amazing blowjob skills, or if it was because of what Viola was doing with her pussy, but I was pretty well past caring at this point. Between watching the two MILFs fucking next to me, and the one who was giving me the blowjob of a lifetime, I was in heaven.
Brenda looked up at me, her eyes big and oh so sweet-looking for how dirty she was, bouncing up and down on my cock as she easily fucked me with her face. Between her swirling tongue and the perfect amount of pressure she could put into this blowjob, my cock felt glorious, stronger than ever and ready for another round.
I knew that Brenda liked dirty talk, so I did my best considering how distracted I was. Interlacing my fingers with her hair so I could properly fuck her face, I grunted, "That's fucking nice... keep sucking my cock, fuck, suck my cock, slut, take it all, take fucking all of it, god, your mouth feels so good. Your lips, your tongue, fuck, everything, feels so good..."
Brenda pulled her mouth from my cock, coughing and smiling slightly as she continued stroking my cock with her free hand. "Yeah? You like that? You like fucking your hot slut of a teacher's face? You want to cover me in cum, don't you? Or do you want to fill my mouth?"
"Do I have to choose?" I asked, my balls swelling as she continued expertly manipulating my cock.
She smirked. "No, you don't. All you have to do is wait for me to cum before you can fire off... you think you can do that? I'm sooooo close... sucking you off gets me so hot... please, let me cum, then you can cum..."
Without waiting for an answer, she leapt back in, sucking my cock with a desperate fervor. Brenda writhed and moaned as she energetically sucked my cock, pressing her tits against my inner thighs as she brought me to heaven. The way she was tensing, and the goosebumps that had broken out on her skin, I knew that she didn't have very long before she would cum... but I couldn't guarantee that I would make it very long at this point.
I looked over to Viola and Cassandra in the chair next to me. Cassandra's moans had taken on a high, rapid tone, and soon she turned to look at me, our eyes locking as she was close to orgasm. I couldn't say why, but as she hit that precipice, she reached out her hand to me.
I reached back, interlacing my fingers with hers. An energy, something thoroughly unexpected but powerfully hot, seemed to leap between us, driving us both to an edge we hadn't expected.
"OH GOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOD!!!" Cassandra cried out, cumming hard under Viola's expert fingering efforts, her body writhing and jolting as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her.
I was close, so close at this powerfully erotic sight alone as Viola mercilessly kept fingering Cassandra, but soon I didn't need to worry about this.
Brenda cried out against my cock, cumming hard as she continued writhing on her knees. Rather than affect her skills, she somehow only blew me harder, removing any restraint I might have been able to hold in the moment as I grunted and came hard myself. I could barely feel my legs for how amazing my body felt, but this didn't stop Brenda as she continued to suck. She swallowed the first few shots like a pro, but as the volume soon became too much, she pulled my cock out of her mouth. Streaks of cum blasted across her face, her neck and her tits, leaving her positively covered in my cum.
When my orgasm subsided, and I fell back in my chair, Brenda laughed.
"Fucking amazing, I'm just covered!" she said, running her fingers through it.
Though she still basked in the afterglow of what she'd done to Cassandra, Viola smoothly climbed off of her and knelt next to Brenda.
"Hey, hey, save some for the rest of us!" Viola declared, leaning in and sucking some of my cum off of Brenda's nipples.
She moaned at the taste, and Brenda moaned at getting her tits sucked by an expert like Viola.
I just looked over at Cassandra and let go of her hand, feeling a little out of my league all of a sudden. "Is it always like this?"
"Close to it," Cassandra admitted, fanning herself off. "But we might be extra horny today because we've got a hung young man with us. With a new toy like that, I don't think you can blame us for being a little crazier than usual..."
I laughed, then leaned back in my chair, looking at the sky with some amusement. Feeling triumphant, I declared, "This weekend's gonna fucking rule!"
***
As day rolled into night, we finally got settled in. I helped carry in the bundles of firewood, the remaining groceries, and even helped the ladies with their bags. I was ogled, and did a fair bit of ogling myself, and maybe even walked in on an occasional something happening between a couple of the book club ladies. Nothing quite so steamy as what happened by the pool, but still pretty fun to accidentally walk in on. I knew we were all just recharging, waiting for the right moment for things to escalate.
That moment came a little while after dinner, with the sun a distant memory. Once our stomachs had settled, the six of us changed into swimsuits and retired to the hot tub. I gotta say... sitting in a hot tub surrounded by five gorgeous MILFs in their skimpiest bikinis, it was something I could definitely get used to.
"Please, Viola, tell me this place has a stripper pole!" Lauren laughed, a glass of wine in her hand as she looked across the tub to Viola.
"Did you expect anything less of me?" Viola laughed, reaching across the hot tub and clinking her own glass against Lauren's. "Of course this place has a stripper pole. I know how to plan ahead, and I promise you won't be disappointed."
"We'd better not be. You have seen Viola strip, haven't you, Ryan?" Lauren asked.
Sandwiched between Viola and Valerie, I might have felt on the spot here, but I wanted to show these women that I could keep up with them.
"Oh, yes, I have seen her put on a show. She really knows how to work the pole," I said, smirking.
This got some laughs from the collected book club. Things had gotten a little rowdier since the alcohol started flowing, and I got the impression the night was only going to get wilder from here.
"Ryan, I've been meaning to ask... how are you doing with your post-senior year plans?" Cassandra asked.
Her tone was perfectly pleasant and curious, the kind of tone that a friend of the family would make under more normal circumstances. Nevertheless, I gulped, because this was a bit of an undecided subject, but one I could reasonably deal with.
"I was thinking about heading to the community college first, something that'd hopefully help me figure out what I want to do with my life without spending too much money. Dad's got some saved up for me already for that purpose, so, I think all I really have to do is just pick up an application and hope for the best," I said.
"Smart fucking move," Valerie replied, nodding. "Get those general eds out of the way first and cheap. I've got friends who will be paying off grad school student loans by the time they're great-grandparents... avoid those if you can."
Brenda and Lauren added their own affirmative responses to that sentiment, which made me feel a little better.
"Are you sure you don't want to aim higher than that?" Cassandra asked, still curious. "You seem quite bright, I'm sure your grades are good enough to get you some attention."
"My grades are alright," I said.
Valerie laughed. "Alright? Ryan, you're better than alright, stop selling yourself short! The world's gonna underestimate you enough, it's better if you're not making it any easier for them."
The way she said that made me feel warmer inside, but maybe that was just the tub. Or the way her massive breasts looked in her black, barely-there bikini.
Seeing where my attention had wandered, Valerie smiled and teased, "I mean, you haven't even fucked me yet, and you're still earning A's in my class."
"Hey!" Brenda shot back, playfully. "He was earning A's in my class too before we started having sex. And the grades he's earned since are still legitimate, thankyouverymuch. The sex is just a very nice bonus for both of us."
"Exactly," I replied, nodding at Brenda. "And, thank you, incidentally."
"Oh, no problem!" Brenda exclaimed, licking her lips.
"See, this is what I mean! You're getting great grades; you could try for so much more!" Cassandra said, sympathetic yet only slightly pushy.
"Cassandra, remember, we're here to relax and have fun..." Lauren said. Sitting next to Cassandra, Lauren took this opportunity to playfully poke her in the side.
Cassandra yelped. "I'm just trying to help out! I mean, Lauren, after his mom passed, we both practically raised him, I thought you'd be on my side in encouraging-"
"Lauren?" Viola interrupted, her voice playful yet firm.
"Yeah?" Lauren replied, clearly happy for the interruption.
"I think Cassandra could use a distraction," Viola suggested, firmly.
"So do I," Lauren said, setting her drink down on the edge of the hot tub, then reaching over her head to pull off her bikini top. Her massive tits now freed, Lauren grabbed Cassandra by the back of her head, and pulled her into her exposed breasts.
"See?" Lauren joked, moaning softly as Cassandra instinctively sucked on her tits. "Isn't this much more fun than giving Ryan a hard time about college?"
Cassandra pushed herself away, looking both angry, but amused. "What the fuck was that?"
"A distraction," Lauren said proudly.
"A pretty hot one, too," Brenda agreed, pulling off her own top and tossing it outside of the hot tub.
Crossing her arms over her chest, Cassandra huffed, "If you think the two of you showing off your amazing tits is going to shut me up... well, you're probably right. I think I forgot where I was for a moment."
"Then the distraction was a success!" Lauren declared, pulling Cassandra's face into her tits briefly, before letting her go again.
"You're gonna pay for that, Red," Cassandra warned playfully, before turning her attention back to me. "Sorry about that, Ryan. I'll stop trying to be a mom and just be the hottest bitch here instead."
For emphasis, Cassandra pulled off her own top. Staring at the buffet of beautiful breasts, I responded, "Oh, don't worry about it, Cassandra... I'll be fine. It seems like we're all going to be fine pretty soon."
"You're damn right about that," Lauren replied, pulling Cassandra into her lap.
The two women soon had their arms wrapped around one another, kissing each other deeply as they groped each other. With hands soon disappearing beneath the water, I was also willing to put money on there being a fair bit of fingering occurring.
"You know, Brenda, I'm suddenly feeling pretty fucking left out," Viola said, pulling her own top off and freeing her beautiful, bare B-cups, then reaching beneath the water to free her bikini bottom before tossing both pieces out of the hot tub.
Looking at her hungrily, Brenda reached down and pulled off her own bottom before replying, "Well, we wouldn't want that... not after you took the time to set up this slutty little club..."
Brenda hardly objected as Viola climbed over her and straddled her hips, leaning in to passionately kiss her. The two women intertwined like this worked matched the other couple well, all four of them writhing and touching one another and looking hot as fuck. My cock was as hard as it had ever been in my life, and I found myself suddenly wanting to do absolutely everything and everyone all at once.
I looked to my right, at Valerie as she sat watching the others in some awe.
"This is so fucking hot, isn't it?" she asked, reaching down between her legs with both hands. The way she was moving and softly moaning, I knew she was touching herself, which might have made me even harder in this overcharged moment.
"Seriously," I replied, licking my lips as I eyed her. "Though it really feels like we're now the ones being left out here, doesn't it?"
"A little," Valerie agreed, before looking at me and grinning. "You know we don't have to be left out, though, right?"
"I guess we don't," I said, sliding closer to her and wrapping an arm around her shoulders.
Her 5'2" frame felt positively tiny next to me, but the way she looked up at me so expectantly, with a big goofy grin and some of the sultriest eyes I'd ever seen, I knew there wouldn't be any problems between us. Her skin felt so soft against my arm, her body pressing into mine feeling so perfect...
Without breaking eye contact, Valerie reached behind her back and undid her top, dropping it outside of the hot tub. I was given another magnificent view of her amazing D-cups, her dark, firm nipples standing out enticingly. Then, reaching beneath the water, she wiggled in her seat, and soon pulled off her bottom and dropped it with the top.
"Your turn," she said, looking down at me expectantly.
"You're not going to get the greatest view," I said, arching my back so I could pull off my shorts and then drop them on top of her swimsuit. "But, at least we're on even terms."
"Yay," Valerie purred, climbing up and straddling my hips.
My cock was sandwiched between us, but I could distinctly feel her hot, moist pussy against me, even underwater.
Pressing her tits against my chest, Valerie leaned in and looked up at me with the dreamiest eyes.
"You know, I've wanted to do this for a very long time," she explained, lowering her voice in the best attempt to get us some privacy. "I've been hearing stories about you for so long, and I knew that I had to get some time with you for myself. And it's not just because of your cock, or your tongue... but they all tell me that you're so nice, and you listen, and I could just use that in my life sometimes, you know? But something never lined up for us, and even with the book club I've just been getting hornier and hornier... With how often my husband's away for work, and probably fucking around... the urge for cock's been really strong, but finding the right opportunity, that's always been the challenge."
I leaned in and kissed her deeply. Valerie was an enthusiastic kisser, throwing her arms around my neck and pulling in close, her tongue darting into my mouth as we explored one another. It felt... well, it felt fucking amazing kissing her.
With the greatest effort, I broke the kiss and asked, "So... how's this for the right opportunity?"
"It felt good so far, but it seems likely we're going to have to repeat the experiment to be certain," she giggled, leaning in and kissing me again.
I ran my hands down her back before finding her full ass, squeezing her as she ground against me. She had a truly glorious ass, simultaneously firm and soft, and my squeezes seemed to only excite her further.
Rocking her hips to rub her pussy against the base of my cock harder, Valerie leaned her head against my chest and said, "Fuck... I love getting my ass played with... I never get that at home... and these ladies can scratch that itch, but sometimes you need a man's strong hands groping your ass, you know?"
"Oh, I have absolutely no problems with ass," I said, smiling at her. "I'm kind of an ass connoisseur, you might say."
"I might hold you to that," she grunted, shifting positions and sliding her pussy further up my cock. "You like that?"
"Uh huh..." I moaned, looking forward to feeling her tightness wrap around me.
She didn't do that, not here, and instead slid back down, pulling me in close so she could whisper in my ear. "I'm not gonna fuck around Ryan. I want you. I want you bad, but for our first time, I want you to myself, and somewhere far more comfortable than a hot tub. You cool with that?"
"Cool. I'm very cool with that," I answered, quickly.
"Good," Valerie replied, taking my hand and climbing out of the hot tub.
Dutifully, I followed after her. I couldn't take my eyes off of her body, glistening in the low lights of the pool area as she dripped with water. Her face looked so lively and energetic, much like the enthusiastic science teacher I knew from school, but somehow seemingly, well, even more *herself*. It was a good look for her, and one that I couldn't wait to see more of.
Grinning widely, Valerie looked over her shoulder and called after the others, "We'll be right back! Or maybe not, I don't know; Ryan and I are gonna fuck!"
"Enjoy!" Viola called out over the chorus of moans coming from the hot tub.
With Valerie leading the way and her grip tightening on my hand, I knew that we would soon do more than enjoy ourselves.
***
While it might not be the steamiest of transitions, after getting out of the hot tub and making our way over to her room, Valerie talked me into taking a quick shower and cleaning up a little before we made our way toward her bed. She was committed to wanting to make this comfortable too, not allowing me to get too far in the shower no matter how much I groped and teased, but she knew what she wanted and made that fairly clear, so I backed off and followed her direction.
As I lay down on the sheets after the shower, cleaned and dry, my cock standing tall and proud as it had ever since we were in the hot tub, I briefly looked at the large mirror beside the bed before turning my attention to watching her dry her hair with a towel. I looked between her legs, seeing her shaved pussy with its very prominent lips, clearly moist and not just because she was drying herself off.
She looked tasty. I licked my lips.
"Don't get me wrong, I think the hot tub's as sexy a place as anyone," Valerie explained, looking positively luscious as she ran the towel vigorously through her hair. "But mostly just on paper. Between the chlorine and the risk of pushing water in places you don't want it pushed, and all of us in there at once, it can be something like a petri dish that I'd rather not think about too hard. Don't let it stop you, and I won't let it stop me, I've had plenty of fun in hot tubs before, and I don't think anyone in that tub's in that kind of danger because this isn't that kind of story, but, when you've got the option for a shower and a bed, I think I'm gonna take it. Wouldn't you?"



Honestly, I answered, "As long as it ends with us having sex, hey, I'll follow you anywhere."
Valerie laughed. "That's the kind of answer that'll get you participation credit for the day. But I know you can earn a better grade than that."
Satisfied, she tossed the towel aside and climbed onto the bed next to me. Still smiling that delighted smile that made her face light up, she bent down and kissed me, dropping one of her hands down to stroke my cock.
"Ahhhh... it's even better than I imagined. Bigger, too, honestly. I felt it in the tub, but that doesn't do justice, and... I know my measurements and I know what I was told, and that this technically doesn't look wrong, but, wowza, this'll be a challenge! There's a good chance you won't fit in me all the way, you know? You might just break my sweet and pretty little holes... but I'm willing to try," she admitted, smiling at me cutely.
"I think you'll do just fine," I said.
"Yeah?" she asked, batting her eyelashes at me. "Why?"
I kissed her. "Because I've seen you in class, and I know that once you set your mind to something, you can accomplish anything. And your scientific curiosity won't have you quit until you actually know if you can fit me, well, wherever you want to try to fit me."
My eyes drifted over to the curve of her ass, and sensing this, Valerie laughed.
"Oh, you think you can fuck my ass?" Valerie asked, laughing playfully.
"You're an ass woman, I'm an ass man; it's a simple formula, really," I said.
She smirked at me. "I like that analysis. You're right, by the way, I just wanted to see the why of it all. So, now, the next question to me is quite obvious: where do we begin? Because I can think of a lot of fun options for what we can try to fit where, or what we can do with what, and then we can- HEY!"
Valerie squealed with delight as I rolled her onto her back, then quickly crawled over so my face was between her legs.
"Your pussy looks tasty..." I said, kissing one of her inner thighs, then the other, before taking a whiff. "...smells tasty, and by that formula, I'd wager a pretty good possibility that you actually might be very, very tasty. Would you care to help me test that hypothesis?"
"Are you talking nerdy to me?" she half-asked, half-groaned, looking down at me with a huge smile. "Because even if it's only basic surface-level stuff about scientific method like that, it's very much working for me, I'm not even kidding. Kind of wishing I'd brought a lab coat and some goggles this weekend, but, maybe we can make that happen when we get back to school. Until then... I'd love to help you test that hypothesis, Ryan..."
As she said this, she wrapped her legs around my shoulders and pulled me in.
"Goodie," I replied, continuing to kiss her inner thighs as she pulled me closer to her pussy.
I didn't need this kind of encouragement, but it certainly didn't hurt, either. I slid in, closer and closer to her pussy, still kissing her inner thighs, exploring the area around her pussy with my tongue without ever touching her fragrant, enticing sex. I kept this a slow tease, repeatedly getting close without ever touching her. Valerie responded much like I'd hoped she would, writhing and trying to get a better angle toward my tongue, her tone taking on a high, whiny sound as desperation began to creep in.
"Ryaaaaaaaaaaan..." she moaned, reaching down to grab me by the hair. "I need this... fuck, won't you please just eat my fucking pussy?"
"Well, if you're that insistent," I replied, gliding my tongue gently over her folds.
Valerie moaned, loudly, tightening her legs around my shoulders as she kept pulling me in. If I'd only gotten the slightest taste of her tangy, slightly sweet flavor when my tongue initially went over her folds, I got a very good taste this time. Almost a smothering one. She pressed my face roughly into her pussy, to a point where my lips and tongue were quite overwhelmed.
She tasted good, and this was hardly the roughest a woman had wanted to fuck my face before.
I could handle this.
So, I handled it. I dove in, licking and sucking at her delectable cunt, searching for those spots that would make her moan the loudest and satisfy her the most.
"Oh god, oh fuck, oh god... you're thorough... fuck... very thorough, I like that... gives a proper examination," Valerie noted, her voice equal parts mischief and clinical examination as she seemed to attempt some level of observation of what I was doing to her.
I pulled my mouth away from her, briefly, but only long enough to slip two fingers inside of her. She was tight, very, *very* tight. That would be fun later.
I twisted them around, fucking them in and out of her slowly as I looked up at her and grinned. "I think that I've come together with some conclusions on my hypothesis. Would you like me to share my findings, Valerie?"
"Have you now...?" she groaned, her head dropping to the pillow as her eyes rolled back into her head. "Please, share with me your conclusions."
Occasionally taking laps at her clit with the tip of my tongue, I continued slowly fucking and twisting my fingers in and out of her. "Well, as you know, based on limited evidence, my initial hypothesis was that your pussy would be tasty. After running a few experiments by repeatedly applying my lips and tongue to you, and accumulating what I find to be an impressive amount of data, I think I've come to the conclusion that your pussy is actually *quite* tasty."
Valerie groaned loudly. "Top marks, Ryan... now make me fucking cum... you've got me so close..."
"Already on it," I said, grinning as I leaned in to properly lick and suck at her clit, fucking my fingers in and out of her harder.
Her body tensed, her legs tightening around me and her hands gripping my hair even harder as I began to push her over to the edge. If this were a proper lab experiment, I would want to take this at a steady, even pace, to avoid explosions, but we were under no such obligations here.
As a matter of fact, I *wanted* this to explode.
So, I only pushed harder, leaning in to what I knew she liked, and some other tricks that I'd learned throughout this year. I suckled at her clit, flicking with my tongue and alternating pressure to keep the sensations flowing. I continued twisting my fingers in and out of her as I continued to fuck her, harder and harder, giving it to her like I intended to quite soon with my cock... but there was one thing that my fingers could do far more efficiently. I twisted my wrist to get better access, and at that moment I wanted her to completely lose it, I curled my fingers into her G-spot, massaging it firmly.
"HOLY FUCK!" Valerie cried out, her body slamming into the bed as she let out a loud, formless wail from an explosive orgasm. Her juices practically fountained out of her pussy, splashing against my face as she violently squirted. I licked up what I could, and I like to think I did an admirable job at that, but this was an uphill battle as my face was soon absolutely coated in her juices.
Soon, she calmed, collapsing to the bed panting. I pulled my fingers from her pussy, licking them clean and loving this extra taste of her.
"Holy... holy fuck, Ryan... that was... wow, I mean... how could you... how are you so... WOW!" she exclaimed, laughing and letting go of me with her legs and hands. "You could teach my husband some lessons... holy shit, that was amazing. And I mean, really, really fucking amazing... wow... just... wow..."
I always loved to hear a good review like that, but even in her currently cum drunk state, I was certain I could do better.
Valerie eyed me curiously as I made absolutely no move to leave my spot between her legs. "And what exactly are you plotting?"
"Plotting?" I asked, exaggerating the innocence in my voice. "Why would you get the impression that I might be plotting something?"
"Because I've seen that smile on the face of countless students before they tried something they thought would be quite clever and funny and was usually neither, and it is definitely the face of someone plotting. Maybe throwing a paper airplane, maybe doing whatever stupid TikTok stunt is the flavor of the month at disrupting my classroom, but this is a look I am very familiar with. You are plotting, Mr. Collins, and I want to know what exactly it is that you're plotting," she replied, her voice dropping into the stern, disciplined tone of a much more responsible teacher than she was being right now.
I gotta say, that tone was doing something for me.
"You caught me," I admitted. "I was plotting."
"I knew it!" Valerie exclaimed, chuckling. "I always know a plotter when I see one, and I knew you were plotting... now, why don't you tell me what you were plotting?"
"Certainly," I replied, thrusting two fingers back into her pussy. "This!"
With that, I closed my mouth over her clit, massaging it eagerly with my tongue. Before she could argue with me, I had her moaning and squealing again, writhing under my efforts as I ate her pussy with a gusto I hadn't shown her before.
I'll admit, I wanted to show off this time, and there was no hesitation, no teasing. I pulled out all the stops, fingering and licking and sucking at Valerie's pussy until I had her a nice, cummy mess.
The second time I made her cum, she gushed even more than the first.
The third time, you would have thought she'd been hit by lightning for how hard she was shaking and screaming and cursing.
The fourth time, now with three of my fingers buried in her tight cunt, the sounds she made barely qualified as human anymore. They were animalistic sounds of raw, primal pleasure, her body set alight by pleasure as I had properly taken control of her pleasure.
It was after this orgasm that she pushed me away, panting and weak. She was silent at this point, looking at me with half-lidded, fluttery eyes as it seemed like consciousness itself might be ready to abandon her to recharge.
Needing a bit of a rest myself, I crawled up next to her and smiled, wrapping my arms around her and holding her close. I kissed her, gently.
Whether it was my kiss or the taste of her own juices that brought her back to life, I don't know, but soon her eyes were open and her smile broadened again. There was a manic look to her, a wild sort of consciousness that I thought might be trouble.
"Get on your knees..." Valerie demanded, practically growling.
I grinned, liking where this was going, and did as she said. I backed away and got up on my knee, watching as she first stretched out on the bed, then got up on her hands and knees, lining her face up with my cock. She eyed my cock from only inches away, licking her lips as she took in its bulbous head and the steady leak of precum from the tip.
"So nice... so fucking nice..." Valerie moaned, sticking out her tongue and lightly licking away some of the precum. "...and I'm not the only one who's tasty here."
Hissing at the slight contact of her tongue, I replied, "Glad to hear it... fuck..."
She lapped at my cockhead more thoroughly again, then more again, then began to lick all around the head as if she were slowly slurping away at a very large lollipop.
"While I've liked our science-related dirty talk, and I think I could definitely keep it up right now in some highly entertaining and weirdly dirty way, my mouth is going to be very full, very soon, and there's only so much of that I can do, so, rather than start some dirty talk that I can't adequately finish, I think I'd rather just shove your cock all the way down my throat. That cool with you?" Valerie asked.
"Very," I replied.
"Good," she said, before doing just that.
Well, okay, I make it sound easier than it was. I watched those full lips of hers close around my head, feeling so very tight and made for sucking cock. Her eyes bugged out a little as she fully took my cockhead into her mouth, but once she had a handle on my girth, she seemed far more confident, leaning forward and sucking more and more of my cock into her mouth, then in her throat in what seemed a very practiced move.
Soon, her nose was touching my pubic hair, and her mouth, stretched to the max, had hit its limit. Then, just as easily as she had taken it in, she pulled back and let my cock fall right out of her mouth, long strands of drool and precum falling to the bed from our former union.
"Wow..." I groaned, running my fingers through her hair. "I'm not gonna ask how you got that good at sucking cock..."
"Not at home, I can tell you that," Valerie laughed, kissing my cockhead. "I mean, I did pick up *some* things in college, and Viola's introduced us to some big toys and some interesting techniques. Even if I don't get to use these skills all the time, I'm happy I'm able to do them."
"Me too..." I replied, moaning as she took my cockhead into her mouth and began suckling on it, running her tongue in tight, eager circles, before letting it pop from her lips again. She smiled up at me, a big, cocky grin.
"Feels good, doesn't it?" she said, reaching up with one hand to stroke me.
"Yeah..." I whimpered. "But I don't think 'good' is that sound a description... it's many leagues beyond good..."
"Ooh, I do like hearing that," Valerie said, enthusiastic. "I'm gonna deepthroat you again now... and I'd really like you to, you know, fuck my face? Just, grab my hair and really fuck my mouth and throat like crazy. I've had some of the girls here do it to me with a strap-on, but never got to try that kind of rough fun with a guy, so, if you'd do that, I'd love it."
Though it sounded tempting, I had to ask, "Are you sure?"
"Oh, yeah, positive!" she replied, chipper. "This weekend's all about doing stuff we'd never do at home, and this is the sort of thing I'd love to try! Come on, give it to me!"
Well, she knew what she wanted, I gave her that.
Soon, I was giving her something else entirely as I lined my cock up with her mouth, and took a handful of hair in each hand. Valerie opened her lips to me eagerly, letting my cock slide once again inside of her exquisite mouth, then her throat. I took this first step easy, slowly, wanting to make sure I got everything lined up in a way that was comfortable to both of us. Once my cock was lodged firmly in her throat, however, and she looked up at me with those hopeful eyes and gave me as much of a nod as she could, I held up my end of the bargain and began to fuck her face.
I don't know what was doing it to me more, how utterly amazing her mouth felt on me, or the image of one of my teachers on her hands and knees, completely naked, ass in the air urging me to fuck her throat, but whatever got me going, I was soon a man possessed. I fucked in and out of her mouth like a machine, savoring every moment, every pleasure she could give me, loving the way she would swirl her tongue quickly over the head every chance she got, while she looked up at me with those eyes that couldn't be brighter. When she needed to breathe, she'd stop me, coughing and choking slightly before happily taking my cock back in her mouth once again. Between the tears and the rough treatment of her mouth, her makeup was an utter mess by this point, but by the way she kept going as I fucked her face, I could tell she was as happy as she'd ever been.
Pushing me away one time with a little more finality, she coughed heavily, then declared, "Alright... okay... I'm ready..."
"Yeah?" I asked, eager for the chance to finally have sex with her.
"Uh huh..." Valerie grunted, trying to angle herself to get the best look at the large mirror on the wall next to the bed. "Yes... perpendicular will do, that way I can watch it go in... that makes the most sense... alright, are you ready for me, Ryan? Because I'm ready for this... well, ready as I can be... I still think your cock might break me, but, I want it so fucking bad..."
I lined myself up behind her, resting my cock against her outer thigh and squeezing her ass with both hands. "You're so hot..."
Valerie moaned softly at my contact as I squeezed her ass. "Thank you... now please... fuck me... fuck me... fill me up..."
"Alright..." I said, reaching down and lining my cock up with her pussy. I rubbed the head against her lips, spreading around our mutual lubrications and making her shiver.
I looked to the mirror beside us, catching the look of pure, unadulterated lust in her eyes as I began to press against her.
"Here goes nothing," I grunted, pushing forward slightly.
Any worries that either of us might have had at how difficult this would be were quickly pushed aside as her lips began to part for me.
"Oh wow, oh woooooooow... I can feel it, you're not tearing me apart, but close, keep going, keep going, pleeeeeeeeeease!" Valerie whined, leaning back and pushing herself against me, soon forcing my head inside of her perfectly tight cunt. "Oh, FUUUUUUUUUCK!"
I probably joined her in expressing a similar sentiment, but it was hard to be heard over the way she wailed. Valerie cried out loudly, pounding her fists against the bed as she got used to the size of my cockhead as she shivered and shook. I held onto her hips for stability, getting accustomed to the pleasure her pussy was giving my cock as she massaged my head.
"Fuck... goddamn, your pussy is tight..." I groaned, spanking her ass.
Valerie laughed at me, tossing her hair and looking over her shoulder at me. "Not bad for a mother of two, right?"
"Oh, I'm enjoying it..." I groaned, pushing in further, giving her a few more inches. "You like that fucking cock?"
"Oh, fuck yes! Was I not saying that enough?" she groaned, pressing back against me some more and sinking a couple more inches deep within her pussy. "I fucking love it! It's so big and thick... fuck, the biggest real cock I've ever fucked, and I thought I fucked some serious cock back in college... goddamn..."
I grunted, savoring the way her pussy now gripped more than half of my cock, as I continued sliding even more into her.
"Biggest *real* cock you've ever taken?" I asked, pushing another inch into her.
Valerie laughed, pushing back against me further. "When Viola busts out her toy collection, you'll see. Some of them are pretty obscene, and attach them to a strap-on and, well, you'll understand. Once, Wanda had me bent over with a dildo so fucking huge it felt like she was ramming a fist in me... fuck, that was a good time."
Imagining the sight of Valerie bent over in front of our school's pale, raven-haired and huge-titted drama teacher, Wanda Harker, with a huge strap-on like that... yeah, it got me going. Enough that I pushed in the last few inches with a groan, resting now with my balls rubbing against her clit.
"Holy shit..." Valerie said, looking to the mirror and shuddering slightly. "Oh... oh wow... oh holy shit, holy shit... wow..."
I smacked her ass again, playfully. "Still loving it?"
Giggling, she squeezed my cock with her pussy muscles. "You bet your sweet ass I do. Now are you going to fuck me, or what?"
Smacking her ass once more and enjoying the delicious moan it brought out from deep inside of her, I soon grabbed her hips and began fucking her. Sensing that she might like it hard, I only approached this coupling with the slightest delicacy at first, and once she started to get into it, I began to fuck her properly hard.
"That's it! That's it, right fucking there... that's how I need to be fucked, YES!" Valerie declared, looking over to the mirror as I began to give it to her nice and hard. "I haven't gotten it like this in so long, and never with a cock that big... fuck, I need you to keep fucking me now... and at school... we're gonna be fucking for a while, Ryan..."
"Get in line," I grunted, laughing and smacking her ass as I pounded her pussy.
She laughed through her sounds of ecstasy. "Oh, I won't have to. All I'll have to do is ask you to stay after class... then undo my lab coat to show you I wasn't wearing anything underneath... then you'll pretty much do whatever I want, I'd bet..."



"That's..." I grunted, keeping a steady pace. "Yeah, that's a pretty good bet, actually... though you think you could get away with teaching class like that?"
"I've done it before," Valerie replied, confidently.
"I fucking knew it! There's been a rumor you've been naked under your lab coat, but nobody ever had any proof... and I fucking have it! Naughty little slut..." I laughed, bending over and pulling her up so she was now just on her knees. I held onto her tits tightly, squeezing and massaging them as I leaned over her shoulder to kiss her. Valerie took to this deep, passionate kiss well, moaning and whining into my mouth as I continued fucking up into her hard.
"Yeah, you do have proof, and I can be a naughty little slut... and if it means I'll get this cock more, I'll do it just for you, on a low impact day where we don't have any dangerous experiments to do, of course," she moaned, professional even as she dropped her hands between her legs to play with her clit.
"Of course," I agreed, squeezing her tits and eagerly kissing her again. It was difficult to really fuck her when we were both vertical on our knees like this, but the way she was moaning and shivering against me, I barely minded. I could feel her tensing around me, and by the way she quickened her pace with her fingers, I knew her next orgasm wasn't far off.
"You gonna cum for me?" I whispered into her ear, slowing my pace just enough to let her catch her breath.
Valerie nodded. "Please keep going..."
"Cum for me..." I whispered again, more urgently as I picked up my pace. "Come on, cum for me... do it, Valerie, cum on my cock... cum nice and hard for me, you can do it... fuck... be a good, tight little slut and cum for me... you can do it..."
Her whining only increasing, Valerie soon cried out, "Almost, almost, almost, I'm... oh fuck, I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING AGAIN!!! FUCK!!!"
I wrapped my arms around her tightly, holding her up as she had another wet, hard orgasm. I could feel her juices splashing against my balls and thighs, and even if her pussy threatened to squeeze me until I popped, I continued fucking into her. A little more slowly now, so I wouldn't overwhelm her with pleasure, but still fucking her.
Soon, her body went limp, and Valerie began giggling again, looking over her shoulder and kissing me passionately.
"That was amazing... fuck... so fucking good... but it's my turn to do the hard work," she moaned, climbing off of me.
"Oh yeah?" I asked, confident and horny.
"Yeah," Valerie giggled, pushing me onto my back on the bed.
I looked up at this cum-drunk monster I'd created, this beautiful, naked, tiny and ultra-horny Asian goddess. Smiling broadly, she leaned over and kissed my cock, briefly taking half of it into her mouth as she suckled at me, before letting it go with a pop. Then, without another word, she swung her leg over my hips, lined my cock up with her pussy, and sat down on me until our hips met again.
"Oh, wow..." I groaned, shivering and running my hands up her legs and sides before cupping her breasts. "Valerie... you're fucking awesome."
Smirking, she began to ride me slowly. "When I'm on top like this, it's Dr. Chan, Ryan... I'm in charge now, and you'd better respect that..."
"Really?" I asked, a little hazy and confused, and maybe wanting to play with this dynamic a little, too.
"Must I repeat myself, Ryan?" Valerie teased, giggling down at me as she slowed her pace.
"I'm sorry... Dr. Chan... please keep fucking me... I need to cum, and you feel so fucking amazing..." I groaned.
"There, that wasn't so hard, was it?" she proposed, laughing and riding me harder. "Fuck that's a big cock... I'm so fucking full... now, tell me, Ryan, where do you want to cum? You want to cum all over my face and tits, I know you porn-obsessed boys like that... or maybe on my ass? I used to enjoy getting cum on my ass quite a bit... or... wait, I think I know... you want it deep inside of me, don't you?"
I groaned, pinching her nipples slightly. "How'd you... fuck... guess?"
"I did my research, and lucky for you, I fucking love a good, thick creampie... I haven't gotten one for so long, ah, this is going to be a nice fucking treat for me, and probably even better for you..." Valerie mused.
Imagining filling her up with my cum, I could feel my cock swelling. "Please, Dr. Chan, fuck me harder... fuck me harder, please, I need it, I need you, I'm so close to cumming, please, keep fucking me, keep fucking me, harder, harder, please!"
"So greedy..." she replied, before fucking me harder. "All of you teen boys are always so greedy, so fucking horny, wanting to sneak peeks at your teachers, hiding boners... but you've made me cum really fucking hard, Ryan, I'll gladly return the favor."
With that, she began bouncing up and down on my cock like a seasoned pro, her ass jiggling hypnotically as she pounded down onto me violently. She was back to her high yelps and moans, her face a gorgeous mask of pure lust as she brought me to exceedingly impressive heights of pleasure. At the rate she was bouncing, I could barely hold onto her tits anymore, so at this point I simply grabbed onto her and pulled her down for a deep, messy kiss. This didn't stop the rapid rocking of her hips, trying to coax an orgasm out of me as she rode me harder, and harder, and harder...
Until I couldn't take it anymore.
My cry of exquisite pleasure was stifled by her mouth, but I think she got the point as her pussy muscles milked a long, powerful orgasm out of me. It felt like I was unleashing a fire hydrant within her, there was so much cum, as my body was overcome by overwhelming pleasure that threatened to knock me out.
I held on, only barely, because Valerie was there on top of me, coaxing me, riding me more slowly, keeping me present as she softly spoke such sweet filth into my ear before shoving her tits in my face. Not knowing what else to do, I simply collapsed there, suckling at her tits as she slowed, then stopped, running her fingers through my hair.
"All better?" she asked me, smiling serenely down at me.
Without taking my mouth off of her nipple, I nodded, then reached up and squeezed her ass.
"I'm glad to hear it," Valerie groaned, pulling her nipple from my mouth with the greatest difficulty before she climbed off of me. She let out a harsh exhalation of air as my cock fell from her, and a flood of our juices poured from inside of her.
"Holy shit..." she laughed, looking down at her pussy. "That's a lot of cum... I don't think you destroyed me, but you sure as shit filled me up!"
"I aim... to please..." I laughed back, feeling positively perfect when she curled up next to me on the bed.
Valerie kissed the side of my neck, then reached down to lightly coax my still very sensitive cock. "Still mostly hard."
"Yeah," I replied.
"Younger guys. Great stamina. I haven't tested that out in a while, but, I think I will this weekend. You will be good to go again soon, right?" she asked.
"Oh yeah," I said. "Just gonna need a little bit to recharge the batteries, but if there's anything you can do to speed it along, go for it."
"There's a lot I can do," Valerie answered quickly, rolling onto her side to show herself off. "What would you like?"
I thought about this. "Why don't you... tell me what it was like, the first time that you went to one of the book club meetings."
"Huh," she replied, rocking her head from side to side. "Not exactly what I expected, I thought you might want more of my mouth... but I can swing it if you think it'll work for you. It's not the steamiest story, but, I guess it does get kind of steamy eventually..."
Valerie thought about this for a moment, her breathing steadying slightly before she said, "It was Ana who talked me into going first."
"Mrs. Lopez?" I asked, thinking about my tiny, but big-breasted, Spanish class teacher.
She nodded. "It was a few years back... I was still sort of new in town, but was starting to make friends on the faculty at school. My husband was working all the time and barely had time for me, and between school and our kids, I barely had any free time of my own. I was stressed all the time, and I could barely breathe... I think I might have been on the verge of a breakdown, honestly."
"Fuck, I'm sorry," I said.
Valerie shrugged. "It's not your fault I had a hard time figuring out work-life balance. Tell anyone who says adulting's easy that their fucking full of it... but, anyway... Ana and me, we were fast friends, and she must have seen me on a day when I was more tired than usual and suggested I should try out this book club she was a part of. I told her that I barely had time to eat, let alone read these days, but then she laughed and told me it wasn't really about reading, that it was more about a bunch of us ladies getting together for some good times and... well, I accepted that at face value. I still got a copy of the book we were allegedly reading before the first meeting, and I even managed to read a good bit of it too... I thought I knew everything that I was in for, and at Ana's suggestion I even went out early to one meeting to meet with the head of the group just to make sure I was a good fit."
I laughed, imagining Valerie going in to meet Viola for the first time without the faintest idea what was going on. "I'm sure Viola made one hell of a good first impression."
Blushing, Valerie leaned in to kiss me quickly and chuckled. "You have no idea. Actually, you have every idea, you've met Viola, you know the kind of power she has. Forget I said that. But, yeah, when I first met her, it was... well, something special. I'd never met anyone so completely and utterly confident and sure of herself, and when she showed me the array of toys that she had been sharing and selling to the other ladies of the group, well, I was kind of hesitant. But it was that power, you see... that way she has of just talking that mesmerizes you... I'd never been with a woman before then. Never even thought of it, really. One minute I think I'm happily married and completely satisfied and thinking I'm completely straight, the next thing I know, Viola's making a pass at me, we're making out, and soon I'm between her legs eating my first ever pussy. It was wild, and something I never mean to turn back from."
My cock responded well to her story, something that neither of us could ignore.
"Ah, there we go," I said, pleased with my current state.
"It really doesn't stay down long, does it?" Valerie asked.
"Not really," I replied, pushing her onto her back.
I climbed atop Valerie, kissing her, then working my way down to her neck, before my mouth reached her tits. I spent a few moments there, licking and suckling at her nipples, making her moan and taking every possible advantage of this dominant position.
Valerie, for her part, looked quite pleased with how this went.
"Mmmm... so that story really did do it for you, didn't it?" she purred, looking up at me as I lined my cock back up with her quivering pussy.
"It was a good start," I grunted, sliding back into her and savoring our mutual moan. I didn't linger long, though, and began thrusting in and out of her at a slow, steady pace.
"But you want more?" Valerie replied, moaning softly. "Fuck that's a big cock..."
"Thanks... and yeah, the story was just getting good..." I grunted.
"Well... the first day was pretty much that," Valerie admitted. "But a few weeks later, at one of our later meetings, things got fucking hot."
"Yeah?" I asked, fucking into her a little harder.
"Uh huh," she replied, grinning up at me like the cat that ate the canary. "When I'm with a man, maybe I can get a little dominant sometimes just because that's fun, and not something I get to indulge in often in this world... but surround me with a bunch of beautiful women with sweet lips, big boobs and nice, round asses, and apparently, I'm this submissive little fucktoy."
The images this inspired had me fucking into her even faster. It might have made telling the story more difficult, especially with how she was fighting through her moans, but I was too geared up to be able to stop at this point.
"What happened at *that* gathering?" I asked, briefly claiming her mouth with my own before parting.
I really did want to hear the story, after all.
"It wasn't like this was planned or anything," she grunted through gritted teeth as I continued to fuck her. "I just decided to take off my clothes and let the others do whatever they wanted to me... and it turned out they wanted to do a *lot*. They tortured me for hours with vibrators, made me cum so many times I probably passed out a few times, and then they kept bringing me back from the brink... everyone took their turns fingering me, making me finger them, making me eat their pussies, and this was before they busted out the strap-ons and I had Brenda, Ana and Viola fucking all three of my holes at once. It was amazing..."
Fuck, my cock was getting even harder at her description. "Maybe we can arrange a repeat while we're here."
"Awww, you wanna watch your poor, innocent science teacher getting gang-banged by her friends?" Valerie teased, giggling and moaning before adding, "Sure, I think we could do that... on one condition..."
"Oh?" I asked.
"When I'm completely cummed out after they've utterly used me, just, a complete mess who doesn't even remember what words are anymore, covered in all their juices... I want you to cum all over me, just make me a total fucking sloppy mess... you think you could do that for your poor, defenseless and so fucking slutty science teacher?" Valerie asked me.
I laughed as I fucked her harder, getting a really good stride as I brought us each closer to our release. "I don't know, you make it sound like it might be a challenge... but I'll do my damnedest."
"Good..." she groaned, bucking her hips against me. "Harder... deeper... fuck, keep going..."
"Doing my best..." I grunted.
"I'm not as flexible as all those cheerleaders, I know... but you can still fold me in half... get it nice and real fucking deep..." Valerie said, her eyes looking deeply into mine as she made this filthy request.
It was agony slowing down, but for such a unique pleasure, I couldn't say no. Without taking myself out of her, I stopped fucking her, helping her hoist her legs up onto my shoulders, then leant back down and continued fucking her. This simple act seemed to not only tighten her pussy around me exponentially, but by the sounds of her moans and the way her eyes bugged out, it only seemed to make Valerie even more sensitive.
"Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes!" she squealed giddily, laughing and moaning and only urging me on further. "God, it's so fucking deep! Keep going, Ryan, keep fucking me, harder, harder, god, it feels so fucking good, your cock fills me up so much, keep going, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me harder, Ryan!!! You're gonna make me cum so fucking hard on your cock! Do it, fuck your teacher's tight cunt, fuck me, fuck me, fuck meeeeeeeeeee!!!"
When she came, it all happened at once, the deep, guttural sound of raw pleasure escaping her core, her eyes rolling back, her body shaking as she wrapped her arms around me and held me close, pulling me in for one of the deepest, lustiest kisses of my life. Her pussy gushed an impressive amount, clamping down on me and making it so I had no other choice but to cum deep inside of her once again.
As my world faded away, I was surrounded by complete and utter bliss. I knew no exhaustion, no stress or strain, just the pure, unrestrained ecstasy of having fucked a gorgeous woman into oblivion.
Consciousness came back to me almost as quickly, and was drawn into sharp relief as I looked into her serene, lust-filled eyes as we both came down from our orgasms. No longer thrusting, I let her legs down, and clung tightly to her while we both caught her breath.
"That was... wow..." I panted. "That was absolutely amazing."
Valerie giggled. "I'm glad you think so... but I hope you don't think I'm done with you yet..."
Though in my post-cum haze I couldn't imagine how this would be possible, looking down at her, all I could do was laugh and say, "Honestly, Dr. Chan, I wouldn't have dreamed of it..."
***
I stumbled naked toward the dark porch by the hot tub, thoroughly exhausted and reeking of sex. Valerie Chan... she was a wild one, and though I could more than keep up with her, the siren's call of a warm bed and passing out was calling to me. It felt like I had run a marathon, and in many ways I sort of had, but I needed to breathe, find my stuff, rest, rehydrate... okay, maybe just get some sleep. I'd had a long day at school, and a long afternoon and evening with the ladies of Viola's book club, and I needed to recharge before my first full day of fun tomorrow.
I found my swim trunks right where I'd left them on the deck and picked them up. They were still wet, but after wringing them out and hanging them up somewhere to dry, they'd probably be right as rain for the next day.
My trunks found, I made my way inside through the door to the kitchen, hoping to steal another cold bottle of water and sneak my way off towards bed.
Sneaking, however, would prove impossible, as I found I wasn't the only one in the kitchen.
"Hey, Ryan," Viola said, taking a sip off of her beer bottle and leaning against a kitchen island. Wearing only a strap-on with a firm, impressively large blue dildo, her naked form was actually enough to bring a little life back to my cock, but not enough to actually be of any use. Still, that didn't stop my eyes from scanning her long legs, toned body, and heart-stoppingly beautiful face.
"Hey," I replied, tired and pointing toward the fridge. "Can I?"
"Sure," she replied, taking another sip. "We brought it all for everyone, here."
"Thanks," I replied, opening up the fridge and pulling out a bottle of water, swigging almost half of it in one go. I sighed, contentedly, and closed the fridge.
"I see you and Valerie had some fun," Viola said, sizing me up and smirking.
"Yeah. A *lot* of fun," I replied, laughing pleasantly and leaning against the same island next to Viola. "And you?"
"Cassandra," she said, pointing down to the dildo. "That woman knows how to fuck."
I laughed again. "I wouldn't be surprised. Valerie... well, you know."
"I know," Viola replied, smiling warmly. "If it weren't for what I could hear you two getting up to, I'd ask if you wanted to have a little more fun before bed, but..."
In my state, I couldn't tell if she meant taking me away to her room, or bending me over right here and having her way with her strap-on... but as it was, I was pretty sure imagination was as far as I was capable of getting in this state.
"Rain check?" I asked. "I'm pretty beat."
"I can tell," she said, stepping closer to me and kissing me quickly. "Go on, get some sleep... it's only gonna get more nuts from here, and you're going to want to keep your strength."
"Yeah, I'm starting to understand that," I said, pushing off the island and preparing to walk away. Before I could, though, I was overcome by a need to press her against the island and kiss her deeply, running my hands over her breasts in one last hungry moment of the evening.
Parting the kiss, Viola chuckled softly. Rather than her usually sultry tone, in her best mom voice she continued, "Go. Get some sleep before you start something that I have to finish, and I just keep you from sleep even more."
Stepping away with a goofy grin on my face, I replied, "You got it... and Viola?"
"Yeah?" she asked.
"Thank you for inviting me over this weekend. It's been a lot of fun," I said.
"So far," Viola replied, grinning. "Now get the hell out of here. Remember what I said about starting something?"



"I'm going, I'm going," I laughed, stumbling down the hall with my water bottle and discarded swim trunks in hand.
As I searched for the proper bedroom, I reflected on what kind of day it had been so far... and I couldn't help but feel a growing excitement for the next day. Even if I had trouble walking, even if I was pleasantly exhausted, I knew I wanted more, and that I wouldn't be satiated until I had it all.
When I finally found the correct bedroom, I heard two voices laughing on the other side. I knocked on the door.
"Come in!" one of them called, not even needing to ask who I was.
I stepped into the bedroom, closing the door beside me, and took in what seemed like the most glorious sight: a king-sized bed, currently being shared by Lauren and Brenda as they sat leaning against the headboard watching something on TV. They both wore long, comfy-looking t-shirts as nightshirts, though at her height, Lauren's pulled up somewhat in the front, exposing her pussy to me. While it looked like the two of them had been up to some fun not long ago, now they appeared to simply be relaxing.
"Hey, Ryan! You look like you've had one hell of a night," Brenda said, her voice teasing and sympathetic.
"Seriously," Lauren replied, looking me up and down kindly. "You poor baby, looks like Valerie really ran you ragged. Wanna join us? We're just watching some stupid streaming shows before we turn in..."
There was nothing loaded in that message, and the sight of two gorgeous, wonderfully kind women making room on the bed between them for me... that was everything I needed right now.
Climbing on the bed between them, I rolled onto my back, wrapped an arm around each of them, and sighed with what felt like the greatest feeling of contentment in my life.
I was in for one hell of a weekend.
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. It's been a rough few years, and in times like this, it becomes very easy to give in to anger and let that rule your life. I ask that, instead of letting anger run your life, take a breath, ask yourself if anger is really best in this moment, and if it isn't, try to consider putting some kindness out into the world instead. It's a rough world out there these days, and while that doesn't look like it will change anytime soon, it doesn't take much to make it just a little bit better. Please be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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I remember a while ago when it seemed like every TV show would begin with a narrator explaining who they were, describing themselves to the audience as if they'd forgotten who they were since last week's episode. These always used to annoy me, but since I'm moving this story away from my boyfriend's already established narrative and taking it into my own hands, I guess I'll take a crack at introducing myself.
Just don't expect me to make this a regular thing, 'kay?
My name is Josie Wong. I'm 18-years-old, a senior at Regan Hills High School, the finest institution of learning in all of Regan Hills, California pretty much by default, since there aren't that many schools in town. I love photography, scary movies, my boyfriend, Ryan, and our girlfriend, Brooke. See, we've got this "throuple" (Brooke's cutesy word for our arrangement, not mine) thing down, and have made it work for us alright so far.
It's imperfect, and we're still figuring out the ins and outs, but, hey, if it were easy to sort through, it wouldn't be as fun, right?
If you wanted to fit me into some cliched movie clique, you'd definitely call me a goth; I like dark clothes and pale makeup, the macabre side of the arts, have my share of piercings and ink, and will absolutely bite back if you get up in my face. Ryan likes to call me a "goth princess", since he thinks my style goes toward a dark kind of glam sometimes, which is not untrue, I suppose.
So, yeah, that's the short description of me. I'm not forgetting anything, right?
Oh, yeah, there is one more big thing about me that's pretty relevant to all of what's to come: I'm also a complete and utter slut.
I know, I know, it's not a very empowering word, but I'm repurposing it because I do kinda like the sound of it. People have used it to insult me ever since I started growing boobs; I've decided to own it, instead.
Yeah, I like sex, a lot. No, I don't give a shit who judges me for it. I've fucked a lot of boys, and girls, because it is a lot of fucking fun. And I'm gonna do a whole lot more. Ryan and Brooke, they get me... and they have much the same affliction, some would say; he's a nerd gifted with a ten-inch cock and a prodigy-like understanding of sex who's been with seemingly every girl and woman in school, and Brooke's this tiny, blonde cheer whore who looks like the sweetest thing in the world while all dressed up in pink fluff, until you take her clothes off, and then she can and will fuck you senseless.
Ahhh... fuck, I love them. We're a peculiar fucking trio, goth, nerd, cheerleader, but it works well. Clothes on, we're amazing friends who like similar things and love each other intensely. Clothes off, well, the three of us can fuck like absolute maniacs. I'd been getting laid plenty before senior year, but with these two in my life, you can say I'm pretty fucking satisfied all the damn time.
It's been good spending time with these two, they've really brought a lot of joy and orgasms to my life this senior year, but there is more to life than my boyfriend and girlfriend. I've got my own friends, my own adventures, my own journey that doesn't begin and end with my association with Ryan Collins and Brooke King.
So, here I am, sharing my story. Ryan has his pictures, and I've got this diary. I've tried diaries before, and the habit has never stuck, but maybe this time will be different. Maybe if I think about it like how Ryan thinks of his pictures, as a way of making sure nothing is forgotten... yeah, that makes some sense, I think.
So, now that that's out of the way, let's get down to some of the naughtiness I got up to on my own than during the latter half of senior year.
***
I'm gonna be honest: I never thought I'd be a fucking babysitter. I always thought I was too independent and out of touch with what it was like being a kid that I'd never have it in me to be around any of them, and, it's not like I got the look for the job either. I look like something you'd see on a poster where they'd try to warn kids this is what they'd look like if they didn't find Jesus. So, yeah, not your typical sweet girly babysitter by far.
Then, around Christmas, things got thrown for one hell of a loop. My grandmother got sick, and the family flew out to Hawaii to take care of her after her surgery. Most of the adults, my parents, aunts and uncles, they were a mess, but my cousins were just kids who didn't really know what was going on. Being the oldest of the lot who made the trip, I decided to throw myself in and help out a little by watching them. Playing games, putting movies on, being a bad influence, you know, standard shit.
And as it turned out... well, I was actually pretty good at it. I might not have had all the skills, but I could keep them in line long enough to let the adults get things in order so my grandmother was safe and healthy and happy before we all wound up heading back for the mainland.
It was when we got back home (and I found out that I had a shiny new blonde girlfriend now in addition to the boyfriend I'd had when I'd left, which, yeah, was one hell of a welcome home surprise), and I started realizing I'd like some cash of my own stashed aside, that I thought I'd give babysitting as an afterschool gig a try. I told my parents, they told their friends, and one thing led to another and by February, I actually had a handful of clients around town. Most of the kids were alright, even if some of them were spoiled brats, but it was the parents that made things interesting.
I know you've all heard horror stories of unreasonable parents making babysitters' lives a living hell, and while I might have interviewed with one or two like that, I never actually worked with them. I wasn't going to bust my beautiful ass putting up with that kind of shit, and so I put together a list of respectable clients I could work with. They may not have all been the nicest people, but they weren't assholes, and they paid well. The moms tended to be the hard ones to crack, while the dads...
Well, dads were where the real fun started.
Now, I did dress up a bit more for interviews, but that didn't change the fact that I was still not the usual stereotype of a wholesome blonde babysitter you'd see running from a masked killer in an 80s slasher. I'd still look like a Chinese goth chick, with shiny black hair in a pixie cut, black lipstick, and dark clothing that did little to hide the tattoos on my neck and forearm. And, yeah, these clothes still couldn't hide the fact that I was pretty fucking stacked for a girl of 5'4". My D-cup tits and full, round ass stood out in all the clothes I had, and I gotta say, it always got a reaction from the dads (and some of the moms, too, but that's another story). Most of them didn't even try to pretend they weren't leering at me, and for some of them, I'll admit that I did show off and tease them. Some of these dads were kind of cute, after all, and knowing that I had that kind of power over them was pretty fucking sweet. It helped me negotiate better terms, get some better tips on my terms and with my power.
It felt fucking great, honestly, getting extra cash by taking advantage of these horny dads... but my naughtier instincts wanted more than just that. You see, Ryan had already fucked around with some of our friends' moms and teachers, and while I'd fucked a lot of guys and girls around my age, I hadn't really worked my charms with any DILFs or MILFs of my own.
Ryan loved his experiences with the MILFs of Regan Hills, and I really got off on the stories he'd tell me of all the shit he got up to... and I wanted to show him that he wasn't the only one who could pull it off. It was all just a matter of finding the right guy at the right time and playing my cards correctly. I couldn't just give in to any leering dad, since I had standards to keep after all. I wanted him to be hot and I wanted him to be decent, not just because decent guys know how to treat you to a good time, but because a little corruption makes the victory that much sweeter.
So, this is how I decided to make my move on Mr. Adrian Beaumont.
To be sure, I wasn't the only girl at Regan Hills High who had their eyes set on our school's newest history teacher. He was in his early 30s, blonde, and at an athletic 6'2", he was a fucking attractive man, with a strong chin that held a perpetual stubble, icy blue eyes, and a smile that had most of the senior class girls creaming their fucking panties. Though he wore professional the button-up, long-sleeved shirts, I could tell he was muscular, and his jeans were tight enough that I knew he had a really nice ass.
Probably a pretty big cock, too, but that was harder to confirm without closer inspection.
He was also a nice guy, pretty new to teaching full time and still passionate about it, with some good analyses and more interesting assignments than the hag he replaced. He was funny without trying too much, easy for all of us to talk to, and took criticisms and suggestions to heart rather than brushing us off like most of the adults would.
It was pretty obvious that all the girls at school who were into guys wanted to fuck him, and I knew of a few who had actually tried and failed. Since these girls were hot as fuck, I knew this had to be because he was actually a devoted husband to his high school sweetheart wife, Leslie, and a dedicated father to their five-year-old daughter, Anya. Although girls were throwing themselves at him left, right and center, he didn't even glance in their direction, because that was just the kind of decent guy he was.
His commitment and loyalty to his family, despite the attention he was getting, was certainly noteworthy and something I'd probably never succeed at myself in a monogamous situation. Somehow, he managed, although not without some speed bumps. As the second semester dragged on, you could see in class he was losing his willpower a little at a time, looking at the exposed flesh of the senior class on parade just a little longer than he ought to each time. It almost seemed like the next Regan Hills slut to make a move would get to him, almost...
To get him to break with his morals, a girl would have to have an edge.
So, remember my whole babysitting gig? Yeah, that was my edge.
***
It was 7:30 at night, and as was often the case lately, I was sitting cross-legged at the coffee table in the Beaumont house's living room, the TV on low as I worked my way through some math problems. Anya, a great kid if there ever was one, was already in bed. When it came to bedtime, she wasn't a fighter, wasn't a fusser, and once you read her a story and she nodded off, not even a bomb going off above her bedroom would've woken her.
This would be useful for my plan.
I had come here directly after school to greet Leslie Beaumont, in her scrubs and ready for a night shift at the hospital, and after all assurances that I had everything in order, I saw her out the door and tended to Anya. Normally I would have changed between school and babysitting, but today I had come still dressed as I had at school. It wasn't the sluttiest outfit I had... but it was fun.
My long black coat covered up a matching tight black tank top that showed a lot of cleavage and ripped jean short shorts that showed off the curves of my ass well. While dealing with Leslie and looking after Anya, I had kept the coat on, but I'd taken it off once Anya dozed off. Mr. Beaumont had already seen me in this outfit at school earlier, so he wouldn't think anything out of the ordinary, which was about right where I fucking wanted him.
I heard a key in a lock, then the front door opening as he stepped inside.
Jackpot.
"That you in there Josie?" he called out, his voice smooth and friendly.
"I'm in the living room, Mr. Beaumont," I said, keeping my voice even to hide my enthusiasm.
This wasn't going to be something I could rush, no matter how wet with anticipation I already was.
"I'll be there in a second," he said, sounding tired but good-natured as he usually did after a long day at school.
No doubt he was going through the motions, taking off his shoes, dropping papers and his laptop off in his office. It took a lot of restraint not to give him everything I had here, showing up naked and jumping him... but patience. I needed to be patient, and so I was patient.
I heard him approaching. He said, "I wanted to thank you for sticking around as long as you have today; I had a meeting with Principal Carpenter and it went on longer than I expected, I hope you don't..."
As he entered the room, his voice seemed to run out of energy as he looked down at me. I couldn't tell if his eyes were latched onto my cleavage, or on my exposed legs under my shorts... personally, I hoped he was looking at my ass. I loved my ass, and everyone with eyes loved my ass.
I don't know what he was looking at, but I was definitely giving him a good once over as I looked up at him. His jeans were nice and tight, and he'd undone a couple buttons on his long-sleeved work shirt. He was looking a little more tired than usual, and he hadn't shaved today, giving him that sexy stubble look around his stunned smile. Briefly, I darted my eyes down to the front of his pants.
No erection that I could see, but, I'd fix that soon enough.
"Hey, Mr. Beaumont!" I said, my voice chipper and putting on one of those cute smiles I'd seen Brooke pull off so well that seemed to disarm the boys. I normally had a lot more edge to my voice than this, but if I was going to take him by surprise, I reasoned that a more innocent-seeming approach was the way to go.
It had been working so far.
I continued, "Anya's in bed, and I was just finishing up some homework; I'll be ready to wrap up in a few minutes, if that's alright?"
He shook his head, no doubt trying to dissipate any bad thoughts he might have had. "Uh, thanks, Josie... I'll get your money. And the extra for the OT you put in."
"Thanks!" I replied, not taking my eyes off of him as he sorted through his wallet. I wondered what he would look like under all of those clothes, but was content that I would know soon.
He handed me the money, his smile tired. "Here... I know it's more than you and Leslie agreed on, but with all you've been doing for us lately, I'd say you earned it."
Quickly, I counted the money, and found he had understated how much he was overpaying me. I joked, "Wow, I should've negotiated with you instead of her!"
He laughed. "Yeah, she always tells me that I'm gonna get taken advantage of one of these days, but I can't help being generous."
I was willing to put that to the test.
Taking a hint from how tired he sounded, I said, "Rough day, Mr. Beaumont?"
He laughed, slightly. "Not exactly rough... just missing Leslie since she's been putting in all those extra shifts at the hospital, and school... I guess you could say it's been like any other day since I started teaching at your school. I... I don't think I should say anything about it, actually, being your teacher and all."
Mr. Beaumont and I had developed a casual, conversational relationship ever since I started babysitting for him and Leslie, and I knew I could get through this roadblock easily with the right amount of heavily applied charm.
"Awww, come on, who doesn't love a good little bit of gossip? I fucking love gossip!" I said, even though my enthusiasm for gossip was considerably lower than what I'd indicated.
Putting his wallet away, he chuckled. "My wife better not hear you talking like that. Or any of your other teachers for that matter."
"Ah, sorry... does it bother you?" I asked, pretending to look down in embarrassment.
"No. You're on your own time, talk however the fuck you want," Mr. Beaumont replied, grinning. "Just be careful where you say what if you don't want to get into any trouble."
I dropped my mouth open in fake surprise. "Mr. Beaumont said a dirty word! Oh, my poor, innocent ears! You've sullied them, I'm never going to be the same again after this! Well, I'll keep that as our little secret."
"You better," he said, his eyes darting toward me again, then away, quickly.
Yeah, I think he was definitely looking at my tits this time.
"Just like you'd better keep that coat on whenever Leslie's around; if she saw you dressed like that, she'd think some bad things about you, and that I was a dirty old man for letting you walk around the house like that," Mr. Beaumont said, very strategically not looking at me.
I rolled my eyes. "Do you have a problem with how I dress?"
"No," he replied, his tone measured. "School dress codes are bullshit and don't apply to my house, and besides, you're not at school; you should feel free to be comfortable... it's just you should be careful who you do it around so they don't get the wrong idea. Like Leslie, she..."
"She might get the wrong idea?" I suggested. "Why?"
He laughed. "It's just that I used to be a bit of a heartbreaker back in school, and she gets a little protective. I think that's one of the reasons she went with you, you don't look like any of the girls who used to chase after me back then, but I think she worries that I might have the eye of a dirty old man. I don't, by the way."
I'd have to work on that, but this was all good to know.
"Noted," I said, nodding, before chuckling slightly. "And you're not a dirty old man. I mean, you're not even that old... what are you, thirty?"
"Yeah, we'll go with that answer," he laughed, before looking down at me.
Still sitting expectantly on the floor, I said, "So... eventually you were planning on sharing some gossip?"
Sitting down on the couch next to me, Mr. Beaumont sighed. "It's not the most exciting gossip, just administrative stuff, lesson plans, disciplinary matters..."
I could tell he wished he hadn't brought up that last point, so of course I had to jump on it. "Ooh, who's in trouble?"
Mr. Beaumont shook his head. "Pretend I didn't say anything."
"Oh no, you can't just start saying something and then ask for me to pretend you didn't, because I can't forget that now, and I'm gonna start poking some holes in that until you tell me exactly what's going on. Or, you know, die trying," I said, eying him appreciatively as he uncomfortably changed his position.
Not wanting him to be able to look away, I turned around and put my arms on the couch next to him, leaning down so my tits looked quite good in my tight top, pressed up against my arm. I'd already stashed my bra in my purse, so he was definitely getting a good view. The outlines of my nipples alone would drive most men mad... and I was assuming that, deep down, Mr. Beaumont was exactly like most men.



"Just some girls sending me... it's just stupid kid stuff... you know how it goes. I told Principal Carpenter so I would be covered in case anything were to be misinterpreted, and hopefully no one's getting in any trouble," he said, trying to brush it off.
This was a good angle to attack from. Mocking shock, I said, "Mr. Beaumont! Have these girls been *sexting* you?"
"NO!" he declared, defensive. "Nothing like that; you're the only one in school who actually has my number. Just girls passing notes, stupid, harmless stuff. It's just..."
"It's just, what?" I asked.
Looking nervous, Mr. Beaumont licked his lips. "I'm not from around here, so I don't know how everything goes, but have you ever noticed something peculiar with the people of Regan Hills?"
"Define peculiar," I replied.
He sought out the best words to make his point, but I think that became a challenge when he was talking to a girl who wasn't his wife. "It's... is everyone here just a little... overexcited, sometimes? Particularly enthusiastic when it comes to... amorous affections?"
If he thought those words were going to beat around the bush with me, he was dead wrong.
I grinned, this time a little more devilishly. "Are you asking me if everyone's horny?"
He looked like I slapped him when I used that word, but didn't deny anything. I was pressing his buttons, and it was time to start applying more pressure.
"I won't lie to you, it's pretty fucking intense around here a lot of the time. We do live in a town of disproportionately beautiful and talented and excitable people, after all. No one knows why, though the popular theories are something being in the water, or a witch's curse. Or a witch cursing the water, who knows? You get used to it, eventually, and if you decide to go with the flow like a sane person, you can have a lot of fun. Life around here's a whole lot easier when you do," I said, lowering my voice and dropping much of the perkiness from my words. I wanted this to seem casual, even normal to him, so it would find a way of worming its way into his brain.
Again, Mr. Beaumont shuffled around in his seat on the couch. It was a look I knew on guys well, and I was pretty fucking sure he was trying to hide an erection. He didn't want it, but there wasn't anything he could do about it, and it let me circle around for the attack.
"I'm not sure I want to get used to living like that," he said.
"It's not that hard," I answered, quickly.
"For you, maybe, but I can't do it," Mr. Beaumont replied.
"Why?" I asked, inching closer to him.
"Because I just can't, alright?" he said, defensive, and almost scared. Not scared enough to kick me out, but I had him on the precipice of admitting some things he might not have wanted to admit.
"Why not?" I asked, losing more of the façade I'd put together with every passing word.
"Because I'm a married man," Mr. Beaumont replied, sliding a few inches away from me on the couch. "A *happily* married man, and if I'm going to have to be fending off these girls all the fucking time, Leslie's going to see something eventually, and that's... there will be a misunderstanding. Something bad could happen, and I don't want that. I love her. I love the life we've put together; I'm not going to throw that all away because... because some people think there's something in the water."
He said this with great passion and conviction, almost enough to sound absolutely certain of what he was doing.
This was bullshit, of course. He was trying to convince himself, and he had somehow deluded himself into thinking that I was a sympathetic ear and not just another one of the sluts of Regan Hills who wanted him pounding away at them.
I laughed, shaking my head slightly. "No offense, Mr. Beaumont, but I don't buy it."
If he'd been looking to me for sympathy, it looked like I'd slapped him again by turning it down. "Huh?"
"The whole goody-two-shoes act, how you wouldn't dare look at any of the girls throwing themselves at you because you love your wife who works so hard you barely even see her anymore. I don't buy it. Oh, sure, you love your wife, I believe that, and that's cool because we all deserve someone to love, but deep down you're just another guy; throw enough T&A his way, and he'll skip out on his principles to feast and fuck the night away without abandon because he's got needs," I said, all pretenses of kindness gone from my voice.
This seemed to surprise Mr. Beaumont more than anything else. "I am a *teacher*... I've made a sacred oath to my calling, I can't just fuck my stude-"
"Oh, please," I said, shaking my head again. "I can think of four teachers off the top of my head who've fucked one of the senior class this year. They've all got husbands, and they did it anyway, because it's fun. You wouldn't have to throw anything away to do this, because you wouldn't have to get caught if you were smart about it. And on top of all that, I don't think any of the girls at school would blame you for breaking down and having a little fun... and honestly, I think you want to."
"I don't," he said, trying to sound decisive and final but sounding thoroughly unsure of himself.
"I'm pretty sure you do," I said, confident and sliding ever closer to him.
He looked at me, almost frightened. "What... what makes you say that?"
"Simple," I said, dropping any semblance of an act and giving him my normal, darker tone of voice. "Because you haven't been able to take your eyes off my tits since you walked into the room."
Mr. Beaumont's eyes went wide, and I could see him looking around, fearful. "I don't know what you're talking about-"
"I do," I said, standing up and looking down at him on the couch. "I'm saying you haven't been able to take your eyes off of your 18-year-old student and babysitter's big, soft, round tits."
He gulped, looking as unconfident as I had ever seen him as I had him against the ropes. "I... I... I..."
"You should let me do the talking, is what you should do," I said, enjoying the sight of him closing his mouth. "That's better. See, isn't that a lot better?"
I stepped in front of him, and though his eyes followed me for a moment, soon he was looking off to the side, ashamed.
"I shouldn't have looked... I'm sorry... it was wrong, I was weak, weak and stupid, and Leslie's been working so much lately and we haven't had the chance to be intimate in so long, and these girls have been throwing themselves at me, and I've been so amped up even when I didn't want to be... I'm sorry, Josie. I shouldn't have looked, it was wrong, and I am sorry... I'm so sorry, please forgive me..." he said, dropping his head to his hands in shame.
I don't know what he was expecting from me, but laughter probably wasn't it.
Mr. Beaumont looked up at me, confused. "What? Why?"
I grinned down at him. "You seem to think I have a problem with you looking at my tits. I just wanted to let you know, I don't. I wanted you to look at my tits. I've wanted you to look at them for a while, and was just waiting for you to come to your senses. It felt really, really good having you stare at my tits..."
I squeezed them through my top, pinching my prominent nipples through the thin fabric of my dark tank top.
"...they're really big, and I'm really fucking proud of them!" I declared, before spinning around and showing him my ass through my tight shorts. "Of course, I'm even prouder of my ass, but it's pretty obvious why, isn't it? I've got a pretty epic fucking ass, every guy and girl I've asked has said so. This is a pretty unforgettable ass, wouldn't you say?"
Before he could say anything, I reached back and spanked one of my cheeks through my shorts, before spinning around to face him again. Mr. Beaumont looked white as a sheet, but I could see a flush of red filling his face. Maybe it was lust, maybe it was anger, but it was something I could work with.
"Josie... I think you've got the wrong idea," Mr. Beaumont said, his voice shaky even though he'd regained a lot of his strength.
"No, I don't," I said, firmly, approaching him until my legs were pressed against his on the couch. "You've been staring at my tits all night, just like you've snuck glances at my tits and the tits of all the other girls in school who've been trying to get in your pants, because... well, you're not an old man, but I think deep down, you are still dirty as hell."
I leaned over slightly, smiling proudly. "Lucky for you, I'm a dirty little slut, and if you wanted to see my tits, all you had to do was ask."
I wasn't going to give him the chance to ask, because he would probably have tried to come up with some argument that would keep the inevitable at bay longer. I couldn't have that, not when I was so horny, right now... so I acted. I reached down for the hem of my tank top and pulled it up and over my head, leaving myself topless in front of Mr. Beaumont.
"Josie!" he exclaimed, his eyes widening as he took me in. "I, ummm..."
If his eyes had a hard time leaving my tits before, they were glued to them now. I couldn't blame him; I had nice tits. They were firm and full D-cups, with nice, thick, dark nipples that were very sensitive when you treated them right, with my left nipple pierced by a small silver bar piercing. I knew that I had bigger breasts than his wife, and that pretty much all guys were suckers for a nice pair of huge tits thrust in their face.
Though he struggled to fight it, Mr. Beaumont simply continued to stare.
"Pretty great, huh?" I said, reaching up to pinch my nipples and moaning. "I like it when I do it... but it's a lot more fun when somebody else plays with my tits. You want to touch them?"
As if a fog cleared, he said, "Josie, I-"
"You want to suck on them?" I interrupted.
"I can't-"
"You wanna fuck 'em?" I suggested, smiling devilishly.
Mr. Beaumont was silenced by that phrasing, and he looked up at me with a curious look in his eyes. There was a distinct flash of fear and intimidation to how he looked at me, but there was also a certain darkness.
I could work with that kind of darkness.
"This is wrong," he said, still fighting that internal battle, but his will breaking with every moment.
"Duh. That's what makes it so much fun!" I said, approaching him and quickly climbing over him. I straddled his lap, sitting down on what felt like a thick fucking cock, and ground against it.
Oh yes, this was going to be lots of fun.
My tits were only a few inches away from his face, and I had him nearly hypnotized.
"You can kiss them if you want... squeeze them... squeeze them real hard... I don't know how your wife likes it, but this little slut likes it rough, and hard, and I think you can deliver... because I know you think you're a nice guy, and you've tried to be a nice guy, but I can sense a beast in you just waiting to be let out... so why don't you let him? Live for the joy that beast will bring you as you sling this thick cock around school... all the girls will thank you... they'll all be happy to do so much more than thank you... just give in. You've already got a topless slut sitting on your lap... why not just lean forward and start sucking on my tits? I want it... I want it so bad, Mr. Beaumont..." I groaned, grinding on his lap.
I could see the struggle within him, but it was a losing battle. He was a big, strong guy, and if he wanted to get rid of me, he could have. He could have tossed me off of him so easily, but instead he was letting me grind up against his lap, and he began to grind against me. I don't know if it was something he was conscious of, or if it was simply instinct that came when he had such a hot bitch on top of him, but he was breaking.
I looked down at him, and it was as if a shadow passed over his face. The good Mr. Beaumont was no longer in the building, and all I saw was a hungry, angry man.
"You little bitch..." he groaned, licking his lips as he eyed my unpierced nipple.
"Guilty as charged," I said, leaning into his face.
Mr. Beaumont's open mouth caught my nipple, and without any hesitation whatsoever, he began to lick and suck at my nipple. Fuck, he was good... my body lit up with a dark pleasure as it had taken hardly any serious effort to bring him down to my level. I wasn't sure he'd even seen a pair of naked tits other than his wife's in god only knew how long, and he took to me like a starving man takes to his first meal in a long time. I moaned, rocking against him as he continued to feast, then reached down and grabbed his hands, planting them on my ass. He squeezed me without question or concern, roughly groping my ass as I ground against him.
"That's it, Mr. Beaumont, suck my tits... suck your student's tits... suck your babysitter's tits... like that, oh fuck, fuck, that feels good, yes..." I said, pulling my tit from his mouth and thrusting the other nipple into his lips. "Try this one, play with my piercing, like that... god yes... fuck! I knew you would be this good... I knew you were just another dirty teacher waiting for their potential to be unleashed..."
"Why..." he grunted, suckling at my nipple hard enough to ensure my panties would stay soaked for a while. "Why'd you do this... I was so good... and now you made me a monster..."
"Don't worry about that, just keep squeezing my ass and sucking my nipples... yes, like that... keep doing that and don't you worry about a thing... you've had a long day after all, and I'd love to take care of you..." I moaned, reaching down to unbutton his shirt.
As soon as I reached the bottom of his shirt, I pulled it open, then pushed away so I could get a look at his muscular chest and abs. Now, I've never been one to hunger for the really muscular guys (as my never-ending lust for Ryan might back up), but on some of them, the look worked.
Mr. Beaumont was one of those guys the look totally worked on, as Brooke would say.
I ran my fingers lightly down his chest and abs, shivering with anticipation as I reached lower.
While I wouldn't have wanted him to stop playing with my tits anytime soon, I needed to see what he was packing.
"I have to see this cock..." I said, licking my lips and climbing off of him, dropping down between his legs.
This seemed to bring him back to some sense of reality, and whatever decency remained inside of him struggled to raise its voice. "Josie... I don't think that's a very good idea, we've... we've already done too much, I should stop this... stop this here and never say anything, I..."
I knew this was a possibility, but this was why I was keeping some of my bigger weapons in reserve.
"Look, Mr. Beaumont, don't jump to any conclusions until you've got a better picture of what's going on, alright?" I said, turning around and reaching to undo the buttons on my shorts.
I looked over my shoulder to make sure he was watching as I dropped my shorts to the floor, revealing my panty-clad ass.
It had the desired effect.
Now, I didn't wear my sluttiest underwear to school today for practical reasons, but I didn't need them to get this kind of reaction. I had an amazing ass, thick and round and so much fun. I bent over slightly, jutting it out at him, making sure he was properly mesmerized.
"This is my ass," I said, keeping my tone playful but seductive. "It might be my favorite thing about my body... it's kind of perfect, don't you think? I know it's a rounder, more impressive ass than you're probably used to, but I want you to know that you're going to get nice and familiar with it very soon."
For emphasis, I smacked my ass hard, before I turned around to face him. The impact was hard enough, and loud enough, that it would have sent most girls running in pain, but I was so used to this that I could turn toward him with a proud smile.
"So, weren't you going to say something?" I asked, smiling down at him and giving him a look at the barely-there front of my panties. They were already quite clearly soaked through, and tight enough to conform to my pussy lips.
"I was...?" he said, before shaking his head and looking at me with that darkened beast face again. Dropping his voice to a growl, he answered, "No... no, I wasn't."
"Good answer," I said, smirking and dropping down to my knees in front of him.
I crawled over to Mr. Beaumont and gripped his legs, parting them so I could get nice and close. His bulge didn't show too clearly through his jeans, but it was prominent enough that I quivered in anticipation.
"I bet you've got a really big fucking cock," I said, grunting as I tugged at undoing his belt, then opening up his pants. "I can tell... we're going to have a lot of fun together..."
I pulled the front of his pants open, and obligingly, Mr. Beaumont then arched his back just enough for me to pull his pants down. He wore a tight pair of briefs, all the tighter for how his huge erection tented the front of them. My mouth was watering. Come to think of it, that wasn't the only part of me that was getting pretty fucking wet at this point. I really had hit the jackpot here, and we hadn't even really gotten started yet.
With him still arching his back slightly, I tugged at his underwear, pulling them down around his knees, and freeing his cock.
"Holy fuck!" I exclaimed as I took it in, my mouth dropping open in surprise.
At about eight and a half inches, his cock wasn't as long as Ryan's, but it sure looked like it might have been thicker. I definitely couldn't get my hand around it, and the purple head, already quite excited and looking even thicker than the shaft... fuck, that was going to feel good inside of me... and his balls, his big, round balls, no doubt full of cum backed up from never getting it on with his wife, just ready and waiting to be unleashed inside of some tight little slut... yeah, I'd come here looking for my own fun, but it looked like he needed me just as much as I wanted him.
Mr. Beaumont looked down at me, and whatever reservations he might have had, the sheer image of a topless, big-titted, teenaged goth slut kneeling between his legs and looking so very impressed, it gave him a dark grin.
"Thanks," he growled.
I wet my black lipstick-coated lips in anticipation, then reached out to wrap one of my hands around the base of his cock. It was warm and firm in my hand, and as I'd predicted, I couldn't get my hand all the way around it. Mr. Beaumont eyed me with a little worry, almost as if he was afraid that the size of his cock might just scare me away.
I chose to calm him in the best way I knew how: by leaning in, and inhaling as much of his cock as I could in one go. This was easier said than done, as his thick shaft stretched even my talented lips to the limit. I rubbed my tongue along the bottom side of his cock as best I could, but it was a true challenge as his cock hit the back of my throat and was still only a little more than halfway gone.
I could do better than this; Ryan was much bigger than Mr. Beaumont, and I'd gotten really good at deepthroating him. I wanted to impress Mr. Beaumont, and though it was challenging, I wasn't going to let him down.
No, I relaxed my throat and pressed forward, fighting back my gag reflex as I let his wide cockhead into my throat, then slowly forced the last of his cock into my mouth, until my nose was buried in his pubes.
"Holy shit!" he exclaimed, his eyes wide as he took in the pleasure. "I've... fuck... no girl's ever been able to do that for me... oh god!"
I pulled myself off of his cock, coughing wetly as strands of drool fell down to my tits. I could still taste his salty, masculine taste on my lips... and I liked it. It brought out a heat deep inside of me that needed to be fed, and I wasn't going to be satisfied until I'd done some very dirty things.
"Yeah?" I asked, grabbing hold of his cockhead in both hands, massaging the tip with my thumbs and stimulating more precum out. "You never had a girl suck all your cock down at once? Mrs. Beaumont just doesn't know how to suck your cock?"



"No..." he groaned, dropping his head back as I continued gently massaging his cockhead. "She used to try... but she gave up years ago, it was just too big..."
"She just wasn't big enough of a slut," I said, proudly kissing the head. "Lucky for you, I am."
I sucked the head into my mouth gently, holding it softly between my lips as I ran my tongue in swift, small circles over the head. I lapped up his precum, understanding his musky taste, feeling the warmth spreading through my body as I continued to pleasure this impressive specimen of a man. I'd been with a lot of guys before, but I'd never been with someone of Mr. Beaumont's age and experience. This was going to be something I'd want to remember, and I wasn't going to rush it.
I began giving him a real blowjob at this point, no longer trying to prove anything, but now focused on making him feel good. I would suck about half of his cock into my mouth with each bob, using my hand to stroke the rest, and creating a decent pace that had him moaning and lightly thrusting into my face with each bounce. He ran a hand through my hair, not exactly grabbing on to fuck my face, but clearly wanting to.
I'd have to help him kick that instinct in time so he could continue unleashing the beast on me.
For now, though, I looked up into his eyes, sucking and fucking his cock with my mouth and hand, while running my free hand up his abs so I could grope his muscles at my leisure. I was content to get lost in the moment of this blowjob; it always gave me such a feeling of power when I was with a guy, that they trusted me to do this, while I was in complete control of their pleasure. I knew a lot of girls who didn't like blowing guys simply because they thought it made them powerless, but I just wanted to tell them that they weren't doing it right.
Or they were with the wrong guy, but, that was a different problem.
It couldn't have been long before I felt his cock begin to swell. This was no surprise, really, if he had gone without as long as he claimed. He was moaning and shivering, his lips quivering with words that he wanted to say but was thoroughly unable to. It would have been so easy to get him off now, swallow his load and have him spray some on my face and tits for good measure... guys loved that image...
But I didn't want him relaxed yet. I needed him geared up and hungry.
I needed the beast.
I slowed. I stopped. I pulled my mouth off his cock, and kept it aimed toward my lips.
Mr. Beaumont whined like a wounded animal, looking down at me with the greatest desperation. "Please... god, I'm so close... please let me cum."
This was whiny. I didn't need whiny. I shook my head quietly, smiling mischievously.
His wounded face flashed with rage, and with his voice dropping to a dark growl, he said, "Fucking slut..."
That was better.
I grinned and stood before him. "Look, Mr. Beaumont, I'm gonna level with you. This was never going to end like this, with me blowing you and you regaining your sanity and kicking me out... I know you might have thought it would go that way, and if I'd finished, maybe it even would have, but it's not. No, this night's going to end one way, and one way only..."
Looking down at this beast, so primed and ready for debauchery, his muscles tensed, his face flush, and his cock fit to bursting, I felt like a queen on top of the world. I had won, and this was my prize...
"...we're going to fuck..." I said, turning away from him and making sure he got a marvelous view of my ass.
As I walked away, I dropped my panties to the floor and turned back to face him, making sure he could see my shaved cunt.
"...I'll be in your bedroom... you better not keep me fucking waiting," I warned, chuckling darkly as I strolled toward the room he shared with his wife.
***
He didn't keep me waiting.
I had stepped inside of the Beaumonts' master bedroom, got a quick glimpse around at walls that were nearly covered in family photos, a couple pieces of exercise equipment in one corner, and a big, clean, king-sized bed in the center of the room. I smirked, knowing that it wouldn't stay clean for long.
I'd barely had a few seconds to take this in when I felt that presence behind me.
The beast.
I turned around to face him, seeing Mr. Beaumont completely naked and with a dark look on his face. There was no hint of the civilized man in his eyes anymore, just a brutal fire that sought to be quenched in the most primal manner possible. His muscles gleamed in the moonlight pouring through the bedroom window, his cock still standing firm and in desperate need of release. The man looked like absolute, naked perfection.
I opened my full lips to take in a soft gasp of air.
He closed the door behind him.
We closed the distance between us, and soon we began to feast. His mouth was on mine in a flash, our tongues and lips battling for supremacy as we furiously made out. For a guy who hadn't kissed a woman other than his wife for more than a decade, I had to say, he took to it easily. There was no hesitation, seemingly no guilt, only boundless hunger for his animal urges.
I'll admit, it was pretty fucking cool to know that I could have that kind of effect on a guy.
Our hands were all over each other's bodies, with him groping my ass and tits, while I took every chance I could to take in his muscles. I wanted to be familiar with every inch of him, because I knew that I'd be stealing as much pleasure from this man as I could. Soon, my hands had found his cock again, and I started jacking him, making sure to keep him ready.
Apparently, I wasn't to be outdone on this, as soon Mr. Beaumont had one of his hands between my legs.
"Ohgod..." I moaned softly as his deft fingers began exploring my soaking wet folds, pleasure coursing through my body as he expertly manipulated my cunt.
My legs nearly turned to jelly and my nipples to diamonds as his fingers found my clit, and by this point, I couldn't hold back my moans anymore. This was going to be loud, and we were going to be making a real fucking mess of things.
As Brooke would say, 'Goodie.'
Through my moans and our kisses, I said, "For such a good guy, you're pretty fucking good at this..."
"Shut up..." he replied, kissing me again passionately. "Fuck you... shut up... slut..."
"You don't want me shutting up, though, do you?" I said, gripping his cock in both hands and running my thumbs over the head. "You wanna make me fucking scream, don't you? You want me to be your little bitch, your fucking cumslut who's just gonna milk your cock again and again while you feast on my hot fucking body, don't you?"
His face flashing with anger, he pressed two fingers into my cunt, then roughly curled them inside. If it wasn't for his other arm wrapped around me, I would have definitely fallen to the floor at this point, as my body suddenly lit up with a beautiful kind of power that made me weak in the knees. My pussy quivered and my body tensed as juices flooded out and coated his fingers.
Grinning up at him, I pushed him away and pulling his fingers out of me. Breathing heavily, I said, "That wasn't... fuck... that wasn't a no."
Mr. Beaumont licked his lips. "No. It wasn't."
"Good," I said, grabbing his wrist and pulling him to the bed.
The darkened room was only lit by the glow of the moonlight coming in through the window, but it was bright enough to light the way. I turned him around at the bed and pushed him toward it, until it caught on the backs of his knees and he fell onto his back. We both laughed at this, slightly, as he rotated so his head as on the pillows, while I climbed on top of him, straddling his hips and pressing my tits against his chest. I could feel both of our heartbeats, both of them quick, our breathing ragged as our quivering bodies met each other. My thigh pinned his cock between the two of us at this angle, but I could feel it throbbing against me. My pussy was positively dripping onto him at this point, as I could feel his precum as he ground up against my belly.
I kissed Mr. Beaumont, long and hard, rubbing up against him in anticipation. There was never a moment quite like the first time you got to take in a guy's cock, and from this angle, I knew I would have the best seat in the house to watch the show.
Well, to watch the show, and to feel my teacher's thick cock filling my needy cunt.
Pushing myself up onto my hands, I looked down at my hungry, soon-to-be-lover, and smiled down at him. "You know, we could stop this now if you wanted. You didn't want this a little while ago... and we could stop. We don't have to do this, there's nothing making us do this... nothing except how much you want my hot, tight, fucking luscious teenaged body..."
I ground up against his cock, spreading his precum around. At my words, Mr. Beaumont looked up at me with that frightened, needy look again, suddenly filled with a terror that I might not fulfill him and do what he needed.
"You wanted to be a good guy before... you wanted me to stop... do you want me to stop now?" I taunted.
"Please..." he groaned, pushing up against me.
"Please, what?" I asked.
"Please... I need to cum... I need... I want to fuck you so bad..." Mr. Beaumont moaned, the beast flashing in his eyes again as he reached up and squeezed my tits.
Smiling in victory, I propped myself up on my knees and reached between my legs. I grabbed hold of his cock and rubbed it up against my pussy lips. The contact made me shiver with anticipation of what was to come, and I moaned softly.
"You fucking got it, Mr. Beaumont," I said, settling my weight down on his cock.
Now, I've been with a lot of guys, a lot of big guys even, but every time there's a little bit of hesitation, a question, a worry that he might not fit; with a pussy as tight as mine, that's just natural. While I wouldn't let the worry show on my face as I began to drop down onto Mr. Beaumont's cock, I did feel some that he might have simply been too thick for me.
Did I let that stop me?
Fuck no. I grit my teeth and I relaxed my muscles as best as I could, willing it to work, willing it to fit as I felt his massive cockhead start to spread my outer lips a little at a time. I rocked my hips, holding firm and pressing downward.
And then, seemingly all at once, the head popped inside of me. My eyes flew open. His eyes flew open. I might have said something, if he hadn't beaten me to the punch.
"Oh god, oh my god... OH, FUCK!" Mr. Beaumont cried out as his cockhead was now lodged firmly in my cunt.
Through gritted teeth, I grunted, "Yeah... that's some pretty fucking sweet cunt, isn't it? Never had a pussy that tight before, have you?"
"Never," he moaned, looking down with some surprise that he managed to fit inside of me.
"Good..." I groaned, forcing more of him inside of me. "Goddamnit, fuck this is good cock..."
His cock was every bit as deliciously thick as I had hoped, stretching me in ways that pushed me to my limit. Not painful, mind... but with the pleasure coursing through my body as I got used to his girth, I might not be useful for much longer.
I couldn't have that, right?
Slowly, I forced more of him inside of me, moaning with every successive inch as I took more and more from him. I looked down at him, watching with great joy as his face contorted with a pleasure he had never known possible and loving every second of this experience. There was a distinct feeling of power from this position on top of him, knowing that I had both of our pleasures completely under my control... I fucking loved it.
Almost as much as I loved his cock, actually, because by the time I sat down, fully impaled on top of him, I was on the borderline of losing it. His cock was stretching my pussy so perfectly, leaving me absolutely filled and feeling like my body had become one great nerve ending suited only for receiving pleasure.
"Before we get started..." I whimpered, reaching down between my legs and touching my clit.
I ran my fingers over it in tight little circles, squeezing my clit gently as I tried to push myself over the edge. This didn't take very long, as soon my pussy muscles contracted, my body was shaking, and I was cumming all over Mr. Beaumont's cock. He looked up at me, surprised as I gushed all over him, but I doubted that he had any complaints that I was cumming on him so quickly. I was so fucking horny going into this, that this felt necessary to get the most out of the experience; I was just glad that Mr. Beaumont didn't erupt then and there.
It was a good, hard fucking cum, and by the time it was over, I felt like I might well collapse on him. It took the pressure of his cock reminding me of where we were to shake me of that notion, followed by the sight of this gorgeous man beneath me, completely at my mercy.
Looking down at my juices splashed all over his groin and stomach, Mr. Beaumont asked me, "Do... do you always cum like that?"
"Sometimes," I admitted, my voice still shaky. "Only with the really big cocks."
I thought that would help boost his ego, and I was right. He grinned up at me wolfishly, running his hands up to grab my tits. He squeezed them, a little roughly, pinching my nipples and making me groan. I smirked down at him, proud of this beast I had unleashed inside my married teacher and waiting to see what I might be able to bring out of him next.
"Now, where were we...?" I purred as I began to ride his cock.
With some guys, I would start riding slow, building up to something big and impressive, but since I was trying to show Mr. Beaumont what he'd been missing not screwing around with all us sluts at Regan Hills High, I quickly built up a rapid pace. I bounced up and down on his cock with a wild fury, watching his face contort with pleasure and surprise as I aggressively fucked him.
"Holy fuck, holy... so fucking hard..." he moaned. "You're amazing... this is... the best!"
"Yeah?" I grunted, slapping my hands over his to make sure he kept hold of my tits. "You fucking like that? You never get fucked like this, do you?"
"No," he moaned, his eyes rolling back briefly, before slamming open and taking in my hot body.
It was taking everything I had to keep my head about me while I rode him, for the delicious way his cock pistoned in and out of my pussy did make it particularly difficult to focus, but this was not a moment I could allow myself to forget. I kept looking down at him as I rode Mr. Beaumont, making sure that this would not be forgotten, and that I would leave an impression that would change the way he handled things at school from this point forward.
"You don't know how many girls at school walk around with their panties soaking wet because of you, Mr. Beaumont," I groaned, letting his hands drop and placing them on my ass. This let me drop down on top of him, rolling my hips as I still furiously fucked him, while also letting me make out with him with the fire that such an illicit fuck demanded.
"Every day I hear girls talking about how hot you are... the fucking things they'd do to you... fucked up things... unimaginable things... unimaginably hot things... these bitches are creative sluts... they even got a bet running around about who's gonna fuck you first... I don't think any of them ever would've thought I'd be the one to fuck you," I laughed, rapidly fucking my pussy onto his cock.
Mr. Beaumont growled up at me angrily, groping my ass roughly as he fucked me harder. "So that's all it is? Some kind of bet? Some kind of game? That's all? You fucking make me throw everything away just because you want to win some bet against those other little sluts at school?"
Angry as he sounded, he couldn't deny that his cock felt harder than ever.
I laughed, fucking him hard. "No, I'd have done this anyway... but showing them up is fun too. Face it, Mr. Beaumont, you're hot, and you've got a lot of hot bitches wanting to fuck you... why stress about what they try to do, when you can just give in and have this kind of fun all the fucking time... isn't this so much better than worrying?"
He thought about this, kissing my neck before saying, "I'm still going to worry... but worrying and getting ass like this... that might be better."
"Ha!" I said, sitting back up on his cock and giving him the best view of what was going down as I felt another orgasm building deep inside of me. "That's what I fucking wanted to hear! You and me... we're just getting started here, and all those other girls at school... fuck, there's some prime ass out there just waiting for you to give in... wait for it, Mr. Beaumont, you're about to become so fucking popular."
"And it'll all be your fault..." he grunted, fucking up into me in time with my bounces, his cock swelling with a need for release.
"You're damn right," I groaned, reaching down to play with my clit again, wanting to time this right.
"Gonna cum..." he warned.
"I know," I said, slowing my pace slightly to make sure I would get where I needed to be, when I needed to be there. "Just a little longer..."
"I need-"
"I know, almost there..."
"Where?" he gasped, looking up at me suddenly quite worried.
Looking down at him smugly and not giving any indication I'd be willing to move off his cock, I said, "Where do you fucking think?"
His eyes widened as he processed fucking me bare, and for a brief moment I thought he might stop and wimp out. Instead of this, though, his hands soon tightened on my ass, and Mr. Beaumont began to fuck up into me even harder. I liked his enthusiasm, and responded in kind, rocking my hips at just that perfect angle, just that perfect speed to get us to where we both needed to be.
I came first, the pleasure slamming into my body so hard you might have thought I was hit by a car the way I jolted. The sensations spread from my core and exploded outward, putting me in a euphoric state that had me floating through my screams as I came once again on his cock.
Mr. Beaumont followed quickly, grabbing my ass hard and holding me down as he buried deep inside of me. He grunted, crying out in a bestial roar as he came deep within me. I could feel the warmth spreading to fill my deepest recesses as he filled me to the brim, leaving both of us positively dirty.
I collapsed on top of him, shivering and quaking and holding him close. Mr. Beaumont wrapped his arms around me, basking in the afterglow as we slowly made out.
"That... that was fucking amazing. Just... wow..." he groaned, looking up at me with starry eyes. "You were... I never would have thought... it seemed impossible, I couldn't be that guy..."
"But you are that guy," I said, kissing him. "And you're gonna keep being that guy, and you're gonna love it, and I'm gonna love it, and all those other sluts at school, they're gonna love it..."
He sighed, then smiled. "There are really that many at school?"
I laughed. "More than you think. It's pretty fucking great."
"It's... well, it's something..." he said, running his fingertips down my back. "I don't know if I'm ready for this."
"You will be. Give it time. We can keep fucking until you're ready. Harder, nastier, hotter each time, whatever it fucking takes, we'll make you ready for Regan Hills High yet," I said, groaning as his softened cock finally fell out of my pussy.
"I'm sure you will," he said, laughing softly and running a hand down to grab my ass.
I sighed, contentedly, not leaving my spot and finding myself quite happy with how this had all shaken out. Mr. Beaumont was now on the table, and considering the babysitting schedule I had with him, we'd be fucking quite a bit from this point forward. Considering how much I had left to show him... yeah, this had me feeling pretty proud. Between me and all the other girls at school, Mr. Beaumont was going to have a very busy career at Regan Hills High very soon. Nobody would know my hand in all this, well, nobody except my friends, and Ryan and Brooke, but even then there was a good chance I'd go down as a silent, unsung hero of Regan Hills High.



If that was how it had to go, that was how it had to go, I could deal with that.
More than that, though, I felt a sudden surge of... anticipation, I think would be the best word for it. I'd only really fucked around with guys and girls my own age before this, but now, anything felt possible. There were plenty of dads and moms and teachers out there who were gorgeous, ones who wanted to play, ones who didn't know yet that they wanted to play... people who might be a lot of fun in the hands of the proper goth slut who could simply show them the way.
Suddenly the world was full of the naughtiest possibilities, and I wanted to seize every last one of them.
I kissed Mr. Beaumont again, reaching down to stroke his cock. Already he was mostly hard again, making me smile.
"I hope you didn't think we were done yet, Mr. Beaumont... because this night is young, and we're still getting started..." I said, rubbing his cock against my tight slit again.
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing these stories is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going. Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying my works. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. It's been a rough few years, and in times like this, it becomes very easy to give in to anger and let that rule your life. I ask that, instead of letting anger run your life, take a breath, ask yourself if anger is really best in this moment, and if it isn't, try to consider putting some kindness out into the world instead. It's a rough world out there these days, and while that doesn't look like it will change anytime soon, it doesn't take much to make it just a little bit better. Please be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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There are a lot of things that happened during senior year at Regan Hills High School that I’d have never seen coming from a mile away, and pretty fucking high on that list was me being in a relationship again. I knew there’d be plenty of sex, and that I’d have a lot of fun with my friends… but not another relationship, definitely not after the last one ended how it did.
Since I don’t wanna depress you, I’ll keep my Jackson rehash short. He seemed like my type of guy, skinny, macabre, was a pretty bitchin’ bass player, and it seemed like we had a lot of fun together. I was dumb and in love and couldn’t tell that he was also a controlling and emotionally abusive asshole, and I thought that tears and breakdowns were just the norm in relationships, you know? He had a way of making me think things were my fault when they weren’t, and when the breakup happened… I might have been stupid and tried hurting myself. Badly.
But this is all backstory; I’m all better now, and I owe it to my friends. Between Mia’s fury, Fatima’s strength, Sarah’s compassion and Hope’s determination, I made it through and started valuing myself, pulled my head out of my ass and put Jackson in the rearview mirror. No matter how many times that asshole tried to get back in my life, I kicked him to the fucking curb.
I thought I was done with relationships, that if you just gave me some casual sex and slutting it up, I’d be fucking happy for the rest of the year.
Funny thing was, my year had different plans. A sweet nerd with a big dick joined our school paper, and even though I met him in the middle of him fucking our editor, he seemed like he might be interesting. When I finally hit him up a couple weeks later and we started having sex, I knew something felt different about him, and not just because he had the biggest fucking cock I’d ever seen. I tried to deny it, tried to tell myself it was just me being horny, but whenever Ryan Collins and I got together, there was some fucking magic between us…
So, yeah, even though I said I wouldn’t ever get in a relationship again, Ryan and I became boyfriend and girlfriend, and we had a great fucking time. We got along, knew how to make each other laugh, fucked like crazy, shared our other sexual exploits with each other, and I don’t think I’d ever met anyone who knew about horror movies as much as I did. Ryan felt like he could be… well, I don’t want to sound too fucking girly, but it felt like he could be the one.
But this chapter isn’t about Ryan. No, this one begins with our girlfriend, Brooke.
Just as Ryan wasn’t the only guy I’d been with this year, I knew I wasn’t the only girl he’d been with, but when I came back from a family vacation to find out he’d also fallen in love with a tiny, blonde cheer slut by the name of Brooke King, one of those popular, ditzy and peppy girls I grew up hating, I was confused at first. Not confused enough to not have group sex with them, but, enough that I knew we’d have to talk shit out afterward for a while.
So, the three of us talked shit out, decided we’d find out if and how poly would work for us, and found out that we could actually make it work.
And it wasn’t long before I found myself falling in love with a tiny, blonde cheer slut with pigtails, a never-ending smile, who said “like” and “totally” far more than I would normally approve of, with an almost exclusively pink wardrobe. Sometimes you need some sunshine in your life, and Brooke, she’s *all* sunshine. Considering how dark some of the places I’d been recently were, she was a breath of fresh air.
Also, she wasn’t nearly as ditzy as I thought. The girl had a sharp mind hidden behind all that sorta Valley Girl talk, and as it turned out had some of the best grades in school of anyone I knew. It may have taken some work to get her into horror, but she was quickly working through her fears and starting to enjoy watching scary stuff with Ryan and me, and when we were in bed… holy shit, I have never been with a girl who had more energy than Brooke King.
Still, there was a lot more work to making the day-to-day parts of our relationship function, and as much as I will defend Brooke’s intelligence, she still had her share of those ditzy moments that fit into a lot of your blonde cheer slut stereotypes well.
So, I guess this is as good a time as any for me to talk about how my girlfriend’s forgetfulness led to me fucking her dad.
***
At first, when it became a clear pattern of Brooke forgetting things back at her place (textbooks, phone chargers, handcuffs and the like), I thought that was her way of getting out of a bad situation, or sending me out so she could steal more time with Ryan. After enough time together, though, I realized that, as organized and as smart as she was, she was also just forgetful. She blamed it on a busy schedule of cheerleading and parties and sex… and that checked out, really.
Usually she was good enough to deal with this problem and pick up her own shit, but sometimes if she had to stay later at school, or was out hanging out with her friends, she’d ask me very nicely (sometimes begging on her knees, which was a pretty sweet sight), and because she was my girlfriend, I’d say yes.
I had to say yes, because unlike our boyfriend, I had a car.
Brooke had given me a key to her place so I could sneak in and grab whatever she needed from her room, and I’d gotten used to coming and going from her place on my ride home after school while avoiding her parents while they were still at work. I even started texting her whenever I left school as a matter of course to see if she needed me to grab anything.
Like all things that start out easy, though, this got complicated, fast.
I’d been doing this for just over a week when I saw someone unexpected coming out of Brooke’s house.
Gwen Savage.
She was another of those cheer slut types that I’d hardly endeared myself to. Dirty blonde hair, kinda white-trashy, bitchy attitude, big tits, nice legs. Good to look at but not someone I’d ever hang out with. I knew that she and Brooke were friends because Brooke could befriend fucking anyone, but seeing her coming out of Brooke’s house when I knew that Brooke wasn’t home was odd.
So was the fact that she was looking like she just got fucked, and hard. Her hair and clothes were messed up, she was walking funny, and had this stupid little grin on her face that didn’t seem like she might ever shake. I had a hard time putting together what exactly might have happened here, and had to settle on guessing that she’d snuck over to Brooke’s place to use one of Brooke’s many interesting vibrators, weird as it was.
Not wanting to be bothered by Gwen fucking Savage, I drove off and didn’t get what Brooke had asked me for. When I met with her later that night and explained what I saw, all she would do was giggle and apologize vaguely and say it was no big deal.
Now, I loved her, but I knew when I was being lied to, and you could say that got my curiosity going like crazy. However, since she wasn’t saying anything, and I couldn’t guess what was going on, I figured I’d probably just be a curious little bitch who never knew the answer, and that I’d be better off just putting this out of mind.
That thought only lasted until the next afternoon I had to head over to Brooke’s and saw Addison Gonzalez stumbling out. Our beautiful, Latina homecoming queen looked just like Gwen had, freshly fucked and an utter mess, and all too pleased with herself.
This was becoming more of a mystery than I expected. What started out as a curiosity was becoming a minor obsession.
The next four days when I didn’t have babysitting or time with Ryan and Brooke, I continued heading over to Brooke’s place just to see if there was anything else I could find out. On three of those days I saw three more cheerleaders, Kitty Stein, Haley Campbell and Alyssa Nguyen, stepping out of the house and looking much the same. It was looking more and more like Brooke might have had a private little sex den run out of her house, which seemed right for her, but felt weird that she wouldn’t tell me anything about it. It also felt strange that I never saw any other guys or girls coming out of her place on these days, just one girl at a time…
It was on that third day, seeing Alyssa stumbling out, that I saw enough for things to fall into place, when I saw that the garage door to the King house had been left open, and there was a truck parked inside.
Now, I didn’t spend enough time at Brooke’s place to really get a handle on how things were in her family, but this was enough to get me suspecting that something was going on here. I could’ve asked any of the girls I saw stumbling out, but I didn’t want to because I didn’t like most of those girls, and was fine doing my own investigating. It was enough to give me some ideas, enough to put a plan together that would finally confirm for me just what the fuck was going on around here.
I waited for a day when I knew there would be a cheer practice after school all the girls would have to show up for, and sure enough, there was no car parked outside.
I sat in the car, checking myself over. I looked good enough. Makeup was on point, hair looked nice in its choppy way, and underneath my long black coat, I was wearing one of my nicer tank top and leather skirt combos, with torn fishnets and knee-high black leather boots. Not exactly the stuff you wear for the best first impressions, but I wasn’t looking to make a good first impression.
I told myself I was just there to satisfy my curiosity.
I stepped out of my car and crossed the street to Brooke’s place. Though I had a key, I figured this time that it’d be best to knock.
So, I knocked, and I waited.
Nothing.
I heard a TV on inside, someone was definitely here.
I knocked again. Still nothing. I rang the doorbell.
That got results. Soon after, I heard the door unlocking, then it swung open, revealing the dark outline of a mountain of a man standing before me in a faded tank top and boxer shorts.
“Yeah? What do you want?” he asked gruffly, before his voice softened a little. “Oh… Brooke’s told me about you… you’re Josie, right? Her girlfriend?”
He stepped forward slightly, into the light, and the second I saw him, I recognized him from Brooke’s family photos. This man was Brian King, her father… though the pictures never actually gave an accurate scale of the man.
He stood at 6’5” easy, a good 250+ pounds of what looked like solid muscle. For a guy in his early 40s, he looked incredibly fit, with broad shoulders and skin weathered by sun and hard labor. His face was neither particularly handsome or ugly, just similarly gruff to his voice, with a square jaw, faded freckles on his cheeks, a thin smile and steely blue eyes. His face had seen its share of fights, with a couple faded scars and a nose that looked like it had been broken a couple times, yet healed well. His copper-colored hair was kept cut in a short buzz, and was mostly visible in the nearly beardlike smear of stubble that covered his cheeks and chin.
Brooke had told me that her father was a big man from more than 20 years in construction, but it was one thing to hear about him and see pictures, and another to have him utterly dwarf little old 5’4” me. He was far from my type, but I gotta say, there was a certain, overpoweringly masculine vibe to the guy that brought out unexpected feelings.
Clearing my throat and trying to pretend that I hadn’t unexpectedly been ogling him, I said, “Yeah. I’m Josie.”
“Cool… been wanting to meet you for a while, Brooke’s told me a lot of good stuff,” he said coolly, opening the door wider. “She’s not here, and I don’t know when she’ll be back, but you can come in if you want.”
“Sure,” I said, stepping inside under his arm, still braced at the doorframe. He closed and locked the door behind me. “Thanks, Mr. King.”
“Brian. Just Brian. Only guys I let call me Mr. King work for me,” Brian explained from behind me. “Want a beer?”
“You know I’m eighteen, right?” I asked, confused but interested.
“So? God knows I had plenty when I was your age,” he said, motioning toward the kitchen in an offer to pick up drinks.
Now, I’d been around enough guys who were pushy around drinks to know when to be alarmed, but the way Brian proposed this, it didn’t raise any red flags. It was too casual and friendly to be the move of a true asshole, and while there was still a chance I should have worried, I decided to trust my gut. After all, he may have been on the gruff side, but I got a decent vibe off of him, and he had to have been alright to have raised Brooke so well.
“Fuck it, sure,” I said, as he retreated to the kitchen.
I wandered into the living room, where he had clearly been camped out for the better part of the afternoon. It looked like a suburban dream, no doubt because of Brooke’s mom, Brittany, who the way Brooke described it might well have been the second coming of Martha Stewart. Family photos filled the room, showing Brian in his high school football days, Brittany in her petite pageant girl days, their wedding, and a whole lot of Brooke growing up all over the place.
It was a sight that might have been downright wholesome if it wasn’t for the porn paused on the television right now. It was amateur stuff, a big guy fucking down into a much smaller starlet with his huge cock, but it looked pretty good. Something about each of them looked familiar, but it was hard to make out the details of each of them from this angle.
I don’t know if this was something he left on by accident, or to get a rise out of me, but I wasn’t going to show it had any effect on me.
Brian came back into the living room with a couple cans of cold beer, handing one to me. He opened his one-handed and quickly took a swig, while I took my time before taking a sip.
“Seems I caught you while you were busy,” I said nodding toward the TV.
Without any embarrassment, he chuckled and plopped down on the couch opposite the large flatscreen. “Yeah… my company’s between gigs right now, so I got some free time. Figure I might as well fill it rather than staying bored. That a problem?”
I got the distinct feeling that he might have left it paused on the screen like a challenge.
I knew how to deal with challenges.
“Fuck no,” I said, sitting on a chair perpendicular to the couch. “You do you, man. So long as no one’s getting hurt or in trouble, do whatever, I figure.”
“That’s a good way to think about it,” Brian replied, taking a sip, resting his hand on the remote, but not pressing play. I could see the consideration in his eyes, and the impressive, shifting bulge in his pants, but clearly he wanted to play this cautious.
“So, not to be a bad host, but you mind telling me why you came here? And I know it ain’t just to see Brooke, ‘cause you had to know she wasn’t here, and if you were trying to avoid me, you’d have left already, so… yeah, you get me? You got a look to you, Josie, that says there might be trouble, and I don’t want any trouble,” he said, keeping his voice even.
There was a mild threat to his tone, but no violence, and I knew I had to be careful with this next part.
Don’t get me wrong, I knew how to deal with assholes, but did I mention how much he fucking dwarfed me?
I took a sip of my beer. “Look, I’m the last person to pry into anyone’s personal lives and what they do with their free time, but because I love Brooke, I gotta be honest…”
“Oh, I like honesty,” he chuckled, taking a gulp from his beer. The way he stared at me with those steely eyes made me uncomfortable, but not in a bad way.
Time to handle this delicately.
“Look, I know you’ve been fucking Brooke’s friends,” I said.
Okay, maybe I could’ve said it more delicately. Maybe I wanted to shock him, to put him on edge and set him off guard so I could make my point.
Brian King, however, was completely unshaken by my words. “So? They’re all eighteen. I’d never make ‘em do anything. Absolutely nothing wrong with anything we’ve done.”
I didn’t expect this kind of casualness. Now I was the one caught off guard.
“Maybe not legally, but… well, look, like I said, I love Brooke, and I don’t want to see her hurt, and I just… look, I don’t want her parents breaking up because you can’t help but fuck around, alright? Just lay off and try not to hurt your wife or your daughter in this, okay?” I said, keeping my voice firm and direct and hoping that he wouldn’t notice that I held nothing over him to actually make good on my vague threat.
He looked at me for maybe a second before bursting into laughter.
“The fuck?” I asked, now fairly certain that he understood I held nothing to make good on my threat.
“No, it ain’t you,” Brian replied, holding out one of his big hands as if that was going to calm me down. “It’s just, you don’t got a clue how things go around here, do ya? I thought Brooke mighta told ya.”
Now I was really confused. “I… have no fucking clue what you’re talking about.”
Smiling, he continued in his low, growly voice, “Brittany and me, we got some… well, overactive libidos, you might say, and while we’re fucking lightning in a bottle together, sometimes we need more, and shit happens. So, I screw who I like and she doesn’t judge me, she screws who she likes and I don’t judge her, and none of us judge Brooke and whatever she does in her free time. So long as Brittany and me know we got each other at day’s end, that’s all that fucking matters.”
That… well, that made a lot of sense, actually. It was a lot like how Ryan, Brooke and I handled things with each other, but I still had to be sure.
“And you expect me to believe that?” I asked.
“Don’t believe me, fine, believe your own eyes,” he said, motioning to the TV. “Now lemme just cue her up here-“
Images of impressive depravity shot across the screen, before settling briefly on a big guy fucking a big-titted redhead… who I recognized as Haley from school, meaning the man she was riding was… wow, he looked fucking good at this.
“That’s the wrong clip, but that’s a fun one,” Brian admitted, jumping back into fast forward. “It’s not like Brooke tried hooking me up with any of those girls, but she invited them over enough, and enough of those girls got a look at me, then get that glimmer in their eye, and, well, if they whisper sweet nothings, I’m only human… ah, there we go, there’s the one.”



I looked back to the screen and saw a fit, blonde woman on all fours, getting railed by one of our school’s football players.
“There’s my wife with your school’s placekicker…” he said, before fast forwarding. “That guy’s on the soccer team… and that one’s on the swim team I think… most of those guys met Brittany after they and Brooke parted ways, I think… here she is with a couple of guys from my construction team… here’s her with her boss… here’s her getting double-teamed by me and her boss… you get the idea.”
Alright, I believed my own eyes, and tried not to focus on how wet I suddenly realized I was.
Brooke never told me about this side of her parents, but it suddenly struck me as very possible that Brooke didn’t know everything her parents were up to. Clearly she had some idea, but, it seemed that she was pretty good at protecting their family secrets. I doubt even she knew, however, that they were both fucking around this much, and seemingly recording every minute of it.
Man, Regan Hills, the small town that always managed to surprise you with how many people were fucking how many people.
Pausing the video yet again, Brian sighed and said, “You believe me now? Brittany and me, our marriage is strong. It’s strong because we know ourselves, and each other, and we trust each other. Anything that happens beyond that, hey, it’s all just hot and heavy fun that we get to talk about and make each other hot with after. You might be a kid, but it looks like you got an understanding of that.”
“I got some idea,” I admitted, playing it cool.
He looked me up and down and grinned. “Yeah, you look like you do.”
Taking another sip of beer, I decided to say ‘fuck it’ have some fun with this whole fucked-up setup. Brian King may have been far from my type, kind of a brute, and my girlfriend’s dad at that, but since I doubted Brooke would have a problem with any of this, and the video bits I’d seen made it look like he was a guy who knew how to have a good time.
And even though none of the shots had a good view, it looked like he had a huge fucking cock.
I leaned forward slightly, giving him a view of my impressive cleavage and challenged, “Yeah?”
Brian grinned, unapologetically leering at the view I’d given him. “Yeah.”
“You really think you got that good a read on me?” I asked.
“Oh I’d never pretend to go that far,” he laughed. “But I’ve been around the block a few times, little girl, and believe me… I’ve seen some things, picked up my share of tricks. I won’t say I know you, ‘cause I don’t, but I got some ideas.”
“Like what?” I challenged, raising an eyebrow.
Exhaling, he said, “Like if I told you that I’d started something here before you interrupted me and was gonna continue watching my homemade porn, you’d be more inclined to join me on the couch and watch than you would be to run for the door.”
Brian let the words hang there, then said, “Am I wrong, little girl?”
He said those last two words with some particular sharpness, adding bite to his challenge.
Fine, he wanted to see what I was made of, I’d fucking show him.
Getting up from the chair, I turned around and then joined him on the couch, sitting in such a way that he couldn’t help but get a look at my amazing ass before I sat down. There was enough space between us if I needed to call this off, but not enough to turn the heat down. Yeah, my nipples were hard, my panties were wet, and my heart was probably beating pretty fucking hard, but by the look of the tent in his boxers, I wasn’t the only one enjoying the charge in the room.
“You said you were watching something,” I said, adding every bit of appropriate bitchiness to my voice. “So, let’s fucking watch something.”
“Alright, then,” he said, pressing buttons on the remote as he cued something up. “The girl knows what she wants.”
“Obviously,” I said, taking a long sip from my beer.
“Good,” Brian replied, finishing cuing the video up. “How’s this, then?”
It cut to the image of an 18-year-old girl with dirty blonde hair sitting on the edge of a king-sized bed. She had a great body, toned and tight with a decent set of D-cups. The way her makeup was messed up and her hair was askew, I knew she’d already been having some fun. It was only when I focused on her face did I recognize her as Gwen Savage, the bitchy cheerleader I’d seen exiting this house some days ago.
An enormous man entered the frame, his head cut off by the camera, before his great, big hands reached downward and grabbed her tits roughly. Gwen moaned and pressed against him, looking up at him adoringly as he did this, before pushing her down onto her back and spreading her legs. She looked up at him anticipating, and before she could do anything, he leaned down and pressed his head between her legs, eating her out.
“Oh god…” Gwen moaned, writhing in bed. “You said you’d fuck me, Daaaaddy…”
Her voice was so whiny and cutesy that it felt like nails on a chalkboard to me, but it did make me shift uncomfortably in my seat.
“She calls you Daddy?” I said, rolling my eyes.
“Hey, what can I say, it gets some of the girls going. I ain’t gonna stop ‘em,” Brian replied, chuckling. “Shit, after some of these tapes, even Brit’s taken to callin’ me that in bed sometimes… all fire, that woman…”
Though it still sounded silly to me, as I watched him continue to vigorously eat Gwen’s pussy, I understood how it might have an appeal.
“Kinky,” I admitted, watching the screen as this sex act seemed to go on for quite some time.
Gwen was whiny, and bitchy, but watching Brian eat her out was like watching an artist at work. He got Gwen going, then would edge her down, making the little bitch quiver before going back at her even harder. She had her hands on his head and her legs wrapped around his neck, but he was utterly in control, perfectly playing with her pussy to match his whims.
By the first time I saw her cum, she looked an utter mess, screaming and shaking and battering her ankles on his broad back. It was an over-exaggerated look that had me rolling my eyes.
“She’s faking it,” I said.
Brian chuckled. “That one, she tried fakin’ it on me first… she probably thought it was a neat trick, but I knew what she was doing; I kept at her until I had her eating out of the palm of my fucking hand.”
I was impressed that he could make her cum like that, but couldn’t show it. Jokingly, I said, “And calling you Daddy, apparently.”
“Yup,” he said, sliding one of his big hands beneath the waistband of his boxers. While I thought he might’ve just been scratching himself at first, the way his hand moved, I knew he was stroking his impressively large cock.
Brian looked at me, challenging, seeing if this would send me running. My nipples were threatening to tear holes in my tank top, and my panties were fucking soaked at this point… but I wasn’t going to run. Looking impressed, he turned his attention back to the TV.
We watched as he continued to eat Gwen out onscreen, making her cum several more times, and I had to admit, at this point I was convinced he was right. He was making that little bitch squirm, scream and squirt, and it was a work of art. The man was a machine, unphased by anything and incapable of tiring, it seemed.
By the time I’d lost count of how many times he’d made Gwen cum, Brian finally stood up on screen and grabbed Gwen by the hips, flipping her over onto her stomach as if she weighed nothing, then pulling her up onto her knees so she was in a face down, ass up position.
“You think you’ve seen her scream so far, wait’ll you see this,” he said to me, enthusiastic as he pointed at the screen with his one free hand. He was even more shamelessly jerking it under his boxers now, still challenging me to say something, *anything* that might get a reaction.
“Okay,” I shrugged, keeping my tone non-committal and even a little bored, even if I was unbelievably turned on right now.
I’d never had a guy as gruff and brutish as Brian King stir up these feelings inside of me; I’d always thought they were pigs and assholes, and usually they were, but Brian… he just radiated this absolute confidence and dark energy that was a crazy turn-on. He was so utterly shameless and audacious that I kind of felt jealous of his confidence, and by this point in my life I considered myself fucking confident.
I could’ve probably taken a few notes from him.
For now… fuck, I was horny… and I wanted to keep this game going.
I reached for the zipper on the side of my skirt and pulled it up, revealing more of my thigh. I knew he was watching this, and, yeah, I made this showy, but like him, I didn’t say a damn thing when I slid my hand in the gap of my now loosened skirt. I made it so he couldn’t see anything for sure, but I couldn’t hold back my sigh of relief when I finally got to push my panties aside and start massaging my clit.
Fuck, that felt a lot better…
“Heh,” he grunted, then turning back to the screen as we both watched him get on his knees behind Gwen and slide his cock into her pussy.
“Fucking camera angle,” I complained, holding back a moan. “It’s too far away, can’t see…”
“What, my cock stretching that little bitch’s cunt wide open?” Brian suggested.
“Yeah,” I admitted.
My eyes widened as I watched him fuck Gwen with a near-animalistic frenzy. His hips were a blur as he fucked in and out of her, his clearly thick cock stretching her to her limit as he brutally fucked her. Gwen turned her head so it was visible to the camera, and I got to see her cycle through the agony of insane pleasure. Her mouth hung open, wailing, occasionally trying to form words and just losing the will as she succumbed to the insane fucking she got on screen.
“That’s right, Brooke’s told me you’re into photography…” Brian said, grunting softly as he continued jacking off. “Well, maybe when we’re done here, I’ll show you the bedroom, you can give me some tips on the camera setup…”
I was already certain I’d be seeing the inside of his bedroom soon, and while I was touching myself, I responded, “Cool.”
“In the meantime, if you wanted a better look at my cock, all you had to do was ask,” Brian said coolly.
As I watched that cock on screen pistoning in and out of Gwen’s tight cunt and felt an orgasm build, I might have been unable to put together coherent thoughts or maintain my cool, but god knows I sure did try. “Sure, yeah, whatever…”
Brian muttered something I lost under the screams of Gwen, but the way he smirked, I think I caught the gist of it. He pulled his hand out from his boxers, then arched his back enough that he could pull them down his legs.
Now, I’d seen some big fucking cocks before, and was currently dating a guy with the biggest cock I’d ever seen. While the nine-inch erection that Brian King sported was slightly shorter than Ryan’s, it was much thicker, and I gotta note that Ryan’s cock was fucking thick. Brooke’s dad sported a cock that was easily about as thick as my forearm, and looked like it’d be every bit as much a pussy pleaser as it was a destroyer.
I mean, I’d been fisted before, and the massive size of his cockhead, steadily drooling precum that glistened down his monstrous shaft intimidated the hell out of me. And those balls… so big and full, even with all the fucking he got… fuck, at the way he got around, it seemed a miracle he hadn’t knocked half the town up.
“So… how’s that for a better view, *little girl*?” he hissed, his voice low with dark promise.
This was a bad moment for me to decide to spontaneously squeeze my clit, but even if it was a little embarrassing, there was something amazing about completely and utterly losing it as I came in front of Brian.
It was a hard cum. A messy one. The kind of orgasm that makes your toes curl and your legs quiver uncontrollably. I closed my eyes tightly and might’ve even moaned a few choice expletives, but I think more than anything, I just moaned and shook.
By the time my head cleared enough to get my bearings, the scene on TV was reaching its crescendo.
“I’m fucking cumming!” Gwen wailed. “Fuck me, Daddy, fuck me haaaaaaaaarder!!!!!”
I watched as Gwen had another of her overdramatic orgasms as Brian pounded her roughly from behind, before he buried himself deep in and grunted.
“Take it… slut…” he groaned, pushing deep inside of her and filling her with cum. It was a painfully hot sight, and as I caught my breath, I turned to look at Brian.
He eyed me smugly, clearly enjoying watching me cum. “Pretty great, huh?”
“I won’t lie… you’ve got a fucking talent,” I said, looking back down at his cock and licking my lips.
“Something tells me I ain’t the only one,” he said, continuing to leer at me. “I bet you got a talent or two.”
“More than you know,” I said defiantly. I tried to sit up straight. I mostly succeeded.
“Uh huh… maybe…” Brian replied offhandedly, leaning back on the couch and going back to slowly stroking his cock.
Looking back at the TV, I saw how Gwen had utterly collapsed, panting and shaking as Brian pulled out of her.
“I’m a way hotter slut than Gwen fucking Savage,” I said, standing up from the couch as if that might give me some level of strength and high ground over the sitting man.
The way my legs still wobbled and I had to grab hold of my mostly unzipped skirt to keep it from falling off, I don’t think I did a very good job of this.
“Prove it,” he commanded, his voice low and authoritative again. “Take off your fucking clothes.”
Defiantly, I replied, “You first.”
Brian raised an eyebrow. I hope it was because he was impressed, and not because he was holding back a laugh since he was only wearing a tank top at this point. Nonetheless, he said nothing as he kicked off his underwear, then pulled his tank top over his head, revealing his chest to me. Though he didn’t have the defined abs of an underwear model, the man was clearly almost pure muscle, with a dark copper patch of chest hair and a visible USMC tattoo on the side of his ribcage.
I wasn’t usually into bulky guys, but I knew I’d be able to make an exception for him.
“Your turn,” he said.
“Alright,” I said, tossing my jacket onto the chair nearby, then finally letting my skirt drop to the floor as I stepped closer to him.
I turned around, giving him a good view of my ass as I bent over and unlaced my boots, pulling them, then my fishnets off. I could have made a show out of this, but he struck me more as the kind of guy who’d want results rather than a fancy striptease, so I kept to the point. Turning back around, I pulled my tank top over my head, leaving me standing before him in only my matching black bra and soaked panties. I knew that with my ink and piercings, my black lipstick and glossy, pixie cut hair, that I didn’t look like a lot of the girls he was used to, but he looked impressed.
With D-cups and an ass as perfect as mine, he better have been impressed.
“Not bad, little girl…” Brian said, nodding. “But you can do better than that.”
“Oh, I know I can do better than that…” I said, reaching behind my back to unclasp my bra. “…I just want to make sure that I’ve got your attention. You’ve been stuck on a diet of cheer sluts lately, and I want to make sure you can fucking appreciate what’s fallen into your lap.”
“Not in my lap yet,” he laughed.
The way he was looking at me instead of the moans coming from the TV, I knew I had him. Unclasping my bra, I dropped it to the floor and baring my tits. His face didn’t change much as he took in my hard nipples and my pierced left nipple, but when I dropped my panties to the floor and exposed my shaved pussy to him, I think I saw his eyes widen slightly. As turned on and wet as I was, I knew I had to look pretty ripe to him.
“Nice,” he said, simply, before his eyes turned to look at the tattoo underneath my right breast. “What’s that say?”
I had a small string of Chinese characters under my breast, and when he asked, I smirked. “’If you can read this, then you speak Chinese’.”
Brian barked another gruff laugh at that. “Not bad! That’s actually kinda funny. You are something else!”
“You don’t know the half of it…” I said, peering back at the TV where Gwen was now giving Brian a sloppy blowjob and gagging up a storm. “Like, you see that there? I can give a way better blowjob than that dumb cunt cheer slut.”
“Yeah?” he asked, impressed.
“Oh, fuck yeah,” I said, running my hands up my body and squeezing my tits. “You want me to prove it?”
“Oh, I want you to prove it,” Brian replied, smiling devilishly. “But first, I want you to turn around… I need a better look at your ass now that I got you bare…”
I rolled my eyes at him, but turned around so he could get a good look at my ass.
“Closer,” Brian demanded.
Sighing, I took a step backwards.
“Closer than that,” he said, his voice harsher and more direct.
I shivered at his tone, then took another step back. When it came to sex, I was used to being mostly dominant… but there were times when being submissive could turn me on like nothing else ever could. Hearing his commanding, dark voice, overpowered something deep inside of me and had me dripping with anticipation.
“There we go…” Brian grunted approvingly.
He reached up and without gentleness or any hesitation, grabbed my ass in his big, strong hands. His skin was rough and callused, and the way he squeezed my ass felt less about trying to arouse me and more about wanting to just grope the fuck out of my ass, but goddamn if I wasn’t crazy turned on by this treatment.
Brian King had a read on me, and he knew how to press my fucking buttons.
I’d have to be careful.
“That’s a pretty great fucking ass you got, Josie, perfect for squeezing…” he said, before spanking me once with a harsh SMACK! “…spanking, hell, maybe even more.”
A soft moan escaped my lips when his hand slapped against my ass, and I looked over my shoulder at him, taunting. “No maybe to it… you’re looking at the anal queen of Regan Hills High.”
There might have been a few other contenders for the title, but I didn’t have to tell him that.
“That a fact?” he asked, continuing to grope my ass.
“You calling me a liar?” I replied.
“Nope,” he said simply, before licking one of his middle fingers. “Just means I get to enjoy this more.”
Before I could say anything, Brian slid that thick, strong finger between my ass cheeks, pressed it against my asshole, and forced it inside of me. The pressure was intense, and I grimaced… in pleasure, in pain… yeah, definitely both of those… fuck, my girlfriend’s dad was fingerfucking my ass, and it felt soooo fucking good. His fingers were thick and skilled, twisting and turning and stretching my tight ass as he explored around within me, enjoying this moment of intense depravity.
“Fuck…” I grunted.
“You’re a tight little slut, I’ll grant ya that,” he said.
“Tightest you’ll ever find,” I moaned softly, squeezing my tits as he continued to violate my ass with his fingers.
“We’ll see how you stack up to Brittany, that woman’s tight… but you ain’t bad, though,” he said, thrusting his finger in and out of my ass a few times, roughly and briefly fucking my tight little ass a little harder before pulling out. “Could definitely have some fun with that ass later.”
He took my hips in his strong hands, grabbed me and spun me around so I was facing him. I looked down at him with that smug, satisfied look on his face and those leering eyes, and part of me wanted to teach this asshole a lesson that would have him kissing my feet and begging for forgiveness of this kind of treatment.
The other part of me wanted him to use me until I was a cummed out mess. It goes without saying by this point that when this happened, this part of me was way bigger than the wanting to teach him a lesson part, right?
Yeah, the promise of sex can make me a little crazy sometimes.



“So, what was that you were sayin’ about you giving a way better blowjob than that ‘dumb cunt cheer slut’ you got a hate-on for? Because, while what you’re lookin’ at here may not seem that great, she was pretty fuckin’ good at sucking cock. Don’t get me wrong, it looks like you’re pretty and got a nice pair of lips and all that, but these cheer bitches, they got experience on their knees like you wouldn’t believe, and I have a hard time imaginin’ you match up no matter how much you boast of your skills,” Brian said, chuckling in that low, dark way he had.
He meant to challenge me, to rile me up and make sure I gave him the best blowjob possible.
Mission accomplished.
Determined, I dropped to my knees in front of him. I inhaled his overpoweringly masculine scent, of sweat and precum and something unidentifiable that made me quiver as I leaned in toward his cock. Unhesitating, I grabbed it in my left hand, unable to fully wrap around it as I stroked it and spread his precum.
I leaned in, sucking one of his big balls into my mouth and licking it eagerly with my tongue, taking in his salty, manly taste briefly before letting it pop out of my mouth.
Scowling up at him harshly (while trying to hold back a grin) as I tried to take some control back, I said, “You can be a real fucking asshole, can’t you?”
“Yeah, but that won’t stop you from sucking my balls again, will it, slut?” Brian said harshly. He smiled down at me with that devilish, terribly confident smile that said he had me right where he wanted me, and that he knew I fucking loved it.
“No,” I admitted, before doing exactly as he said.
Yeah, I sucked his balls. I gave them worshipful treatment with my tongue and lips, suckling at them and treating them as if they were the sweetest and most delicious of desserts. I did all this while I jacked his cock with both hands, and the whole time I was kneeling there, naked between the legs of my girlfriend’s father, looking up at him to see if I was getting any kind of reaction out of him.
All I got was more of that smug fucking smirk. I didn’t even make him breathe any harder. I mean, okay, he was thrusting slightly against my hands, but I was giving this bastard everything I had, and here he was sitting around and smiling like I was any other slut?
Nuh uh. No fucking way. I could show him who the fucking best around here was.
I pulled away from his balls, then started kissing and licking my way up his immense shaft, sucking the side of it gently as I made my way up to the top. I dropped my hands to the base of his cock, holding it still while I stared at the intimidating head, positively dripping with precum. Fuck, it was the thickest cockhead I’d ever seen in my life. The thickest *cock* I’d ever seen in my life. My boyfriend’s dick was huge, and I had no trouble deepthroating him after some practice, but this…
I stuck out my tongue and licked around the head, savoring the mild, intoxicating flavor of his natural lube.
Then, without showing a hint of fear, I leaned back and smirked up at him. “Could any of those other sluts do this?”
With that, I leaned forward, opened wide, and managed to take most of his cock into my mouth with one single thrust. My mouth was stretched beyond what I’d thought was possible, my tongue pinned down by his incredible girth, and even my impressive gag reflex being tested by the sheer size of this monster cock. Still, I had a few inches to go, and I wasn’t going to give up yet. Focusing, I leaned in, relaxing my throat and letting his cock in, pushing those last few inches forward, trying to make it all fit…
It was then that he put his hand on the back of my head and groaned, pushing the last bit down himself until my nose was pressing against his groin.
“God, fuck…” Brian groaned. “No… none of those little sluts could do it that easy… fuck…”
He held me like this for a while, threatening to choke me, but before it could be a danger he let me go. I pulled off of his cock, choking and watching as strings of drool still connected my mouth to his cock, but still staring up at him, I smiled cockily.
“I fucking knew it,” I said, taking a breath and getting back to attacking his cock with my mouth, showing him that I could give one of the best fucking blowjobs he’d ever received.
I’d sucked a lot of cocks, and my boyfriend’s was even longer than this one, so I had a fair bit of experience when I got to sucking Brian’s epic dick. But, even with all that experience, it was still a challenge of epic proportions. It wasn’t just the size, or the roughness that would come whenever he would grab my head and forcibly fuck my mouth and throat, no, it was that I think I’d met my match in Brian King. This was a guy who had seemingly seen and done everything when it came to sex, knowing what he wanted and how he wanted it, and who might well have been bored by the same old tricks.
If I wanted to please him, I knew I’d have to give him my best, and fuck if I gave him everything I had. I worked my plump lips hard over his head, suckling and slurping and treating him like I was worshipping at the altar of some ancient sex god. My tongue teased and tasted him, running over every square inch of that glorious, huge cockhead like my life depended on it. I stared up at him, wanting to see him react more than just his initial surprise at how easily I’d inhaled his cock, and only getting that same smug, pleased face.
Now, one of the reasons I loved giving head was how it gave me a sense of control, and seeing that sense rewarded by how I could make a guy crumble at my efforts. That smug stoicism as he continued to sit there just watching me… no, that wouldn’t fucking hold.
I let his cock go, then slowly jerked it as I stared up at him.
“Come on, little girl…” he grunted.
“I’ll keep going, but I don’t want any of this stonefaced prick act you’ve got going on here,” I said, slowing my pace, keeping him on edge and making him tense. “I’m not one of those other little high school sluts who can be impressed by a big cock and a surly attitude alone… my name is Josie fucking Wong, and I’m one of the fucking hottest sluts you’ll ever find. You want me to show you everything I’ve got? You want some of that best? Then you’re gonna need to tell me how much you fucking love it.”
A shadow passed over his face, something animalistic and dark. He put one of his big hands on the back of my head, gripping what he could of my hair and pulling my head back. “You really wanna know what I fucking think about you, slut? You really think you’re ready for that?”
Wincing with pain from how roughly he grabbed my hair and smacking my lips as I looked at his cock, I murmured, “Uh huh…”
“Then suck my fucking cock, little girl, like you fucking mean it!” he practically roared, roughly pulling me back toward his cock and forcing it back between my lips.
I suckled at it eagerly, fucking him with my face while he grunted and moaned and let out a litany of fucking filth.
“Yeah, that’s it, suck my fucking cock, girl… yeah, that’s a good fucking slut…” he groaned, humping up into my face. “Not a lot of girls can choke on my dick like you can… that’s a real fucking skill, and, yeah, I fucking love it… you really are somethin’ special… I don’t know if you’re as much hot shit as you think you are, but we’ll see… but you wanna be treated like something special, like some fucking slut who can take everything I have to offer, just know what you’re opening yourself for… you really think you can take me? You really think you can take it harder than any of those other girls? ‘cause I look at ya, and you just look like some porcelain dollie who’d get broken if you looked at it the wrong way… a hot fucking slut of one, but still breakable…”
“Fuck you,” I choked, pulling off his cock. “I can take everything you got to offer and more… I don’t know about any of those bitches you’ve railed, but not only can I take some fucking pain… I’ll fucking love it… I can take shit that those girls can’t even dream of… now watch me take your fucking cum and make you beg for more.”
With that, I dove in, focusing on sucking his cockhead with a vigor that I didn’t imagine anyone else could, slurping and twirling my tongue over it, jacking his shaft with both hands and staring into his eyes as I probed the slit at the end with my tongue softly, gently…
Looking down at me, I watched as the dam broke on his face, and he tightened those big hands of his on the back of my head and grunted.
“Here it comes, little girl!” Brian announced gruffly.
With a single thrust that pushed his cock a couple more inches into my mouth, he came, almost filling my mouth with the first shot, and overflowing it on the second. I swallowed his salty seed as quickly as I could, gulping and sucking down the next couple shots, but it was just too much. I had to pull off his cock, and with my hands still jerking him, I felt the next few hot spurts splash against my face, some with enough force to bounce off my cheek and streak onto my forehead, while more soon started spraying down my neck and onto my chest.
I felt utterly filthy and completely covered, but looking up at him, breathing heavily as he surveyed the tight little slut he’d once thought he’d beaten, I felt a great sense of pride and success. I showed him my mouthful of cum, then swallowed it and showed him my now empty mouth, sticking out my tongue.
“That was… not bad,” he admitted, reaching next to the couch and tossing me a clean towel he’d probably kept for his earlier masturbation.
Brian chuckled darkly, as I used the towel to wipe myself down of his cum before answering, “That was way fucking better than *not bad*.”
Unexpectedly, he agreed with me. “You know, you’re right. Most high school sluts can’t make me cum before the bedroom… make me do all the work… so, you did good there, Josie. Maybe you are as good as you think you are.”
Now more or less clean, I tossed the balled-up towel back at him and flipped him the bird, smiling when I said, “Fuck you.”
He’d caught the towel easily, then threw it aside before grabbing me by the wrist and pulling me over to him. “Get over here, little girl.”
Brian pulled me onto his lap, sitting sideways with his still mostly hard cock beneath me. He wrapped his arms tightly around me, holding me close and looking me in the eyes with something that felt a lot like fondness.
“I’m gonna have a lot of fun with you, I think,” he said, leaning in and kissing me forcefully.
His mouth was every bit as rough and skilled as the rest of him, and while I might have been enjoying my moment of defiant strength, I had to admit, it felt really fucking good being wrapped in his big, strong arms as he kissed me deeply. I wrapped my hands around his neck and kept him close, kissing him back as I wiggled on his lap, enjoying the feel of his throbbing cock rubbing against my dripping pussy lips.
Sighing, I moaned contentedly and broke the kiss, smiling at him. Though his smile back at me looked almost the same as any of his other cocky grins, I was pretty sure I saw some of him being impressed with me.
I soon became aware that the TV was on in the background, of him fucking yet another of the girls from the cheer squad. Hearing her moaning and whining and calling him by that name that Gwen seemed to enjoy so much… it seemed every bit as absurd as it did erotic.
“Admit it, I was fucking amazing,” I said.
Brian kissed me, hard, then said, “I admit it.”
“Ha!” I exclaimed, kissing him back. “I fucking knew it… and, yeah, you’ve got an amazing cock.”
“I know,” he growled back, reaching one of his hands down to grope my ass.
The girl on TV squealed quite loudly, causing us both to laugh, slightly.
I rolled my eyes at the absurdity of it all. “Next thing you know, *I’m* gonna be calling you Daddy, aren’t I?”
He chuckled, reaching up and squeezing one of my boobs and making me moan. “That’s up to you, little girl.”
Suddenly, things didn’t seem so absurd, and as I realized how wet the kinky thought made me, I found my voice suddenly quite soft as I asked him, “Do you… want me to call you Daddy?”
Brian looked down at me, appraising, though I swore I felt his cock twitch against my cunt. “Do *you* want to call me Daddy?”
I shivered at the thought, closing my eyes and leaning against his chest before smiling. “Maybe… maybe a little, yeah.”
“Heh,” he chuckled, before grabbing me in his strong arms and lifting me from the couch. “Let’s go someplace more comfortable and find out.”
Brian stood up with me in his arms, then in one smooth move, swung me so that I was bent over his shoulder, carrying me like I was truly conquered. I admit, I squealed slightly as I found myself flung about, my face now looking down his broad back as he held onto my feet with his arm.
“Yeah? You fucking like that?” he asked, but before I could answer, he swatted me on the ass, hard.
I yelped.
Brian laughed as he carried me down the hall. “Thought you said you liked a little pain.”
“Oh, I do,” I said, dropping my voice. “Doesn’t mean I won’t curse up a storm if you keep spanking me like that.”
“Noted,” he replied, slapping my ass hard again. I yowled, then scratched at his back with my fingernails.
Brian hissed, turning the corner into a bedroom and kicking the door behind us before swinging me onto my back on a nearby, king-sized bed. In a bit of a daze, I took in the King house’s master bedroom, more spartan than the living room, but a room that looked familiar from the porno recordings he’d had on the TV.
“Oh, you’re gonna have to pay for those scratches, little girl,” he said, walking toward a digital camera on a nearby tripod and turning it on.
“I’m counting on it,” I said lustily, turning myself on my side and exposing myself to him.
Purposefully, he walked over to the bed and sat on the edge of it, grabbing me and pulling me over until I was face down, bent over his lap. With his rock-hard cock pressed against my side, and my soaked pussy dripping against his thigh, I found this a particularly fun position. I looked over at the camera, knowing what was about to come, and grinning.
SMACK!
The impact of his big hand on my ass was intense as he spanked me, stinging and making my pussy drip.
“Motherfucker!” I exclaimed, looking up at him. “That hurt!”
He grinned down at me darkly. Even with that look, I could see a sense of trust and understanding, and knew that if I were in any real trouble, he’d stop if I told him to. That was good to know, but far from necessary, now.
“Apologize for the scratches, little girl…” he threatened.
I was borderline on whether bratty or submissive was how I wanted to handle this, so I kept somewhere in between. “Hmmm, I dunno…”
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
Each spank stung more than the last, and by the time a fifth impact hit my ass, it was feeling rough. Being that I’d had a lot of guys and girls do a lot of damage to my ass in the past and it never felt close to this… even being as much of a pain slut as I was, I might have bitten off more than I could chew with Brian King.
Not enough to stop him, or prevent my pussy from dripping down his leg, but enough that I had to admit my limits.
With tears in the corners of my eyes, and an ass that must have been glowing at this point, I looked up at him and said, “Okay! Okay! I’m sorry I scratched you!”
“Yeah?” he grunted, grabbing what he could of my hair and arching my neck so I could look him in his blazing eyes.
As turned on as I had ever been, I dropped to a less defiant, more timid voice. “Yes… I’m… I’m sorry… Daddy…”
This word caused a grin that was equal parts handsome and frightening to cross his face, as he pulled me back up to sitting in his lap, holding me close and forcibly making out with me. I responded in kind to his passionate kisses, reaching down and stroking his cock as he held me close, and we grunted and moaned together.
Then, without warning, he swept me up into his arms again as if I weighed nothing, stood up, then set me down on the bed. It was a hard landing, but a comfortable mattress, and with my head on the pillow, I was feeling pretty good about this.
Brian walked around to the foot of the bed, standing over me, looming. The man looked like a monster from ancient myth come fresh from a battlefield. So muscular, so utterly enormous, his face at once so broken and so wild with lust. If I’d seen him in public, I wouldn’t have given him even a second glance, but right here, right now… holy fuck, he might have been the sexiest man on Earth. The absolute, unrelenting lust he held for me, and the way his enormous cock throbbed, I knew that I needed him more than anything else in this moment.
With those steely eyes of his, he looked between my legs. Knowing exactly what to do, I spread my legs for him, then reached between them, spreading my pussy lips with my fingers to give him the best view possible of his prize.
Upon seeing my exposed, pink cunt, all that smug motherfucker did was smirk that utterly arrogant smirk that seemed as natural to him as breathing.
Somehow, this of all things made me moan, softly.
He knelt down onto the bed and took my thighs in his big, strong hands, spreading them apart even further and allowing him easy access as he bent down. His face now between my legs, he inhaled my scent, and looked up at me, smiling.
“You smell tasty, little girl…” Brian said, chuckling softly. “My, my, my, you look good enough to eat!”
I pushed myself up onto my elbows as I looked at him. “Why don’t you find out for yourself?”
He leaned in and closed his lips over my clit.
“HOLY SHIT!” I yelled as I felt him begin to suck, dropping my head back to the pillow as my body was overcome with the utter insanity that was my girlfriend’s father eating my pussy.
Beyond that, however, he was really, *really* fucking good at it, too. I’d heard a lot about what experience could do for anyone when it came to sex, and while I doubted all guys took the lessons of age and knew how to put them to work, Brian King was clearly one of the guys who did. He knew just the right amount of pressure, just the perfect flick of his tongue to drive me absolutely wild, filling my body with a dark energy as I surrendered myself to this absolutely mad union.
I shouldn’t have been here, and I sure as fuck shouldn’t have been here doing this with him, but that somehow made it all the hotter for me. Looking down between my legs and seeing that smug fucking face looking up at me, giving me some of the greatest pleasure any man had ever given me with his tongue, it felt so fucking wrong I might have cum right there if I had any say in it.
The thing is, I didn’t have any fucking say in it. Still looking up at me with those blue eyes of his, at once cold and fiery, I could see the twisted machinations working within, and just when he saw that he had me on edge, he slowed down. He didn’t stop, no, Brian would never stop, but he kept me on edge, whiny and needy, wanting to explode on his face and curse him out and beg for more all at once, and getting none of that satisfaction I needed.
Brian slid a hand between my thighs, teasing my entrance with one of his thick, rough fingers as he continued to lightly graze my clit with my tongue.
“Oh, this is so fucking not fair…” I moaned, whiny and desperate for release. “Please, Daddy… please make me cum?”
Kissing my clit firmly, he pulled his mouth from me briefly enough to say, “All you had to do was ask nicely, little girl…”
With that, he licked at my clit more vigorously and forced his finger inside of me, curling it upward and massaging inside of me, looking to see if he could find my g-spo-
“HOLY FUCKING SHIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIT!” I cried out, nearly screaming as I violently came all over his face. I could feel my juices practically exploding from me as they splashed against his face as he pushed me through a truly devastating orgasm. This was one of those cums that shakes you to your very core, waking up every nerve you didn’t know existed and reminding it what pleasure feels like. I could feel this great wave of tightening and release in my core as my body bucked against the bed, pounding my fists against the sheets as he kept me cumming.



I kept crying out. Fuck, by this point I was screaming. My legs had pretty much lost all feeling as my body was kept in a constant state of trembling. I was useless to this world, catching my breath as I nearly lost consciousness… but I wasn’t going to do that. No, I wasn’t going to do that, not when I had this specimen of a man between my legs, doing god only knows what. I’d seen what he did to Gwen, this wasn’t going to be the last time he’d try to make me cum with his mouth, and I wanted to be awake for that.
So, I forced my eyes open, wanting to curse them for only being capable of fluttering softly as my vision slowly came back. When things became clear, I saw that Brian hadn’t moved an inch. He looked up at me, smiling smugly with a face that now glistened with my juices.
“Never told me you were a gusher, little girl,” he chided, slowly curling and uncurling his finger inside of me.
I moaned, a low, spasmodic sound as my body jolted from the aftermath of the orgasm. “You never fucking asked…”
“True,” Brian laughed, licking my clit. “Pretty fucking good at eating your cunt, aren’t I?”
“Yeah…” I admitted, still in some awe that the brute between my legs was this capable at giving that kind of pleasure. “Fuck… where’d you learn that?”
“More sex than you can possibly imagine,” he replied, arrogant and proud as ever.
“I can imagine a lot,” I said.
“I know. And it’s more than that,” he replied, licking my clit again.
“Fuck…” I groaned, reaching up and cupping my tits. “I can see why you’re so popular.”
“Oh, you ain’t seen nothin’ yet… but before that, I’m gonna make you cum a few more times, make sure you’re nice and wet before I fuck ya,” Brian said, pressing his finger into my g-spot again, making me kick my right leg unconsciously.
“Fuuuuuuuck…” I murmured. “But I’m already soooo wet, Daddy…”
The word still felt strange coming from my lips, but saying it made goosebumps break out on my skin and hardened my nipples like nothing else. Maybe there was something to it after all, at least with Brian…
“Heh” he chuckled. “You’re not bad, but I’ll make you wetter.”
Sighing, I replied, “If you say soooOOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!”
And that began Brian making good on his promise, as he resumed eating my pussy, and made me cum, a lot. The immediate aftermath of that first squirting orgasm was, and still is for that matter, hazy as hell, but I know I counted three orgasms in there before my senses fully left me, and they were every bit as strong as the first one. Stronger, probably. I remember a lot of cursing, a lot of feeling like I was floating before it felt like I’d gotten hit by the world’s hottest bolt of lightning, and a lot of looking down into his eyes, seeing his unbearably cocky confidence and finding it painfully sexy.
I remember the aftermath of one devastating orgasm, by this point I’d lost all count and was wondering just how he had this much fucking stamina. If he was trying to take me to my limit, he’d found it.
Not many people could boast that.
I put my hands on his shoulders, moaning, “God… fuck… okay, you won… that’s… god… that’s amazing… no, fuck, better than amazing… if my head weren’t all fuzzy right now, I could tell you all the words you are that are better than amazing, but, holy fuck, you got me. I don’t have words.”
I laughed at that thought. I never usually lacked words, but with him, fuck, there I was.
“Heh,” Brian chuckled.
With my eyes still closed, I felt him get up and start moving. That wasn’t enough to make me open my eyes yet, but feeling his lips on my stomach certainly did. They were firm and moist, kissing their way up my body as his rough stubble scratched me. It was a sensation between pain and tickling, enough to make me giggle and open my eyes as he worked his way up my body.
I was seized by a sudden, intense feeling of anticipation… but also dread, I think. Even as his lips closed over my nipples, first suckling and licking at my right nipple, then my left, where he playfully nibbled on the bar piercing the nipple, bringing me pleasure that made me moan lustfully, I was aware that this man was enormous. As he climbed over me, I fully began to understand that I was about to be fucked by a giant with a huge cock, one who could do pretty much whatever he wanted in this position. While a little frightening, it was also undeniably thrilling as he continued to climb over me.
I’d known for a while that this was how it was going to end… shit, maybe I knew it even before I got here. I told myself that I was going to come here to make sure I stood up for Brooke and her family, but didn’t part of me think all along that I was going to end up in this exact position, getting fucked into oblivion and looking every bit the cum-drunk whore like all the other girls who stumbled out of here?
Finally, his face was above mine, just as I felt his cock sliding between my utterly soaked inner thighs and graze against my pussy lips. It was the lightest touch, but enough to send tingles through my body and drive me wild.
Fuck, he looked good. His muscles, so defined and tense, and that face, looking so perfectly smug and cocky, almost drenched by my juices. Brian King was a conquering hero who was about to get laid yet again, and all I could do was smile up at him like a giddy schoolgirl and speak in a cutesy voice.
“You gonna fuck me now, or what, Daddy?” I asked.
Nodding slowly, he smirked. “Yeah. Yeah, I was thinkin’ about doing exactly that, little girl…”
Again that look passed between us, the one that was past blind lust, that look of trust and understanding between two people who knew how this all really worked, that fleeting glance he gave to make sure I was okay and wanted all of this before we got truly filthy. I cocked my head slightly in acknowledgment, in thanks for the closest to gentleness we would get.
That glance disappeared quickly, overtaken by that dark, delicious malevolence that he had. With little gentleness and never-ending want, he pushed forward, pressing his cockhead against my entrance forcefully.
Part of me hoped that because of how wet I was and relaxed my body felt after all of those orgasms he’d given me, that this would be easy, that he’d just pop right in, stretch me exquisitely, and that we’d both have a lot of fun. Of course, when a pussy as tight as mine and a battering ram as thick as he had hanging between his legs, easy was never going to be in the cards.
Grunting, he pressed into me, pulling back and pushing forward, thrusting at my entrance and getting very little progress. It felt great, of course, with a cockhead that thick trying to get inside, feeling my lips try to wrap around it and make this happen. Looking up at him, I stared in awe at his muscular body, and at that look of intense concentration on his face as he grunted and kept going with his short, quick thrusts that rocked my entire body.
“Fuck, little girl… you’re a tight one, ain’tcha?” he laughed, his voice distinctly annoyed.
“You’ve fucked tighter…” I grunted, trying to let him in. “You can fucking do it…”
“Tighter… some of ‘em, yeah… but you’re giving those cheer sluts a run for their fucking money…” Brian laughed, pushing forward again and making little progress.
“I’m gonna take that as a compliment,” I moaned, closing my eyes and trying to will myself to open. “Come on, you can do this… you can do this, come on, fucking do it, open up… you got this, come on, Daddy, fuck me, fuck me, do it, put it in me, fuck me with your huge, fucking cock, Daddy! FUCKING FUCK ME ALREADY!”
With an angry, challenged grunt, Brian pushed forward, and I felt a breakthrough. The insane, massive head of his cock was now buried inside of my cunt, along with what felt like an inch or two of cock with it. I looked down between us at the obscene sight, watching that cock stretch my pussy insanely. There was this moment of intense disconnect as I considered the utter insanity of it all, but as my nerves reminded me that they existed, and I was hit by the overwhelming tempest of pleasure and agony, I cried out.
“HOOOOOOOOLLLLLLLLLLYYYYY FUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!!” I screamed, dropping my head back to the bed as my eyes rolled back in my head. Lightning sizzled through my entire body as every nerve ending that could feel pleasure positively exploded, making me shake and shiver as I got used to his enormous cock buried deep in my cunt.
“Yeah? You fucking like that, slut?” he grunted, forcing me to open my eyes and look up at this giant of a man with his cock inside of me. He pushed a little more inside, making both of us hiss.
I pulled him in for a kiss, then declared, “I fucking love it…”
Wrapping my legs around his ass, I pulled him forward, making him bury more of it inside of me. “…and I want it all!”
A brief flash of surprise shot across Brian’s face, but that was soon replaced by his usual smug arrogance. Still, for getting him to crack that much, I was pretty fucking proud.
“You want it all, huh?” he grunted, pushing more of his cock into me. “You’re gonna get it, little girl…”
Brian had already pushed more than half of his cock inside of me, but at my challenge, he pushed the last few inches in with one, final thrust. My eyes flew open, and I think I screamed again and smacked him in the side, but that didn’t stop the fact that I was about as full as I had ever been. I was filled by one of the biggest cocks I had ever seen in my life, its immense girth was pushing me to some of the highest peaks of pleasure I had ever known.
My girlfriend’s dad was balls deep in my pussy. The insanity of it all hit me all at once, and as I turned my head to look over at the video camera on its tripod filming this mad act, I laughed. It was a soft sound, a crazed one, but enough that it felt like I had been set free to fully enjoy this unique act of complete and utter debauchery.
Brian didn’t care that I was laughing. He simply began thrusting in and out, slowly as he got accustomed to my girth, but in no time, he worked up to a fast pace. My pussy was deliriously overstimulated as I felt him slide in and out of me, that immense head pushing up against my g-spot with every thrust inward, and while that was its own sort of beautiful thing, it was the sight above me made me gush.
Brian King, sex god, was so completely and utterly lost. He was a grunting, rutting beast, fucking down into me without even the slightest hint of mercy. To him, I might have been nothing more than his latest conquest, the most recent slut that he had charmed his way into bed with (even if his charm was brutish in its way), but watching him work was like watching an artist crafting their greatest work. The screwed up concentration in his face, the tension of his muscles, that completely masculine smell of his sweat as he railed me mercilessly… holy fuck was it a turn-on.
But I was more than just another of his girls… no, I was someone special. I was Josie fucking Wong, and there was no way in hell I was going to let him forget me.
“That’s it, that’s it, fuck me, Daddy, fuck me harder! Give it to me, fuck me harder than you fucked any of those fucking little cheer sluts, I can fucking take it, Daddy!” I cried out, my voice alternating between sickly sweet and the low, throaty growl of that girl from The Exorcist.
He laughed, and continued fucking me hard. “Yeah? You fucking like that, little girl? You think you can fucking take it harder than all those other sluts?”
I grunted as he reached up and started roughly squeezing one of my tits. “It’s not a matter of think… I fucking know I can take it harder… better than any of them… fucking nastier than any of them… you think those cheer sluts are the pinnacle of high school cunt? My pussy will change your mind… my body will change your mind, fuck, I *am* better than all of those other bitches combined, and by the time we’re finished here, you’ll fucking know it.”
Brian looked impressed, kissing me fiercely as he continued pumping into my pussy rapidly. “We’ll see about that… but don’t think that just ‘cause you got some ink and some piercings and wear a lot of leather that you know the shit these girls can get up to… I can tell you all sorts of stories that’d shock the hell out of you… which of your classmates like to get tied up, and which ones like to watch. I can tell you who’s into step-fantasies, or bein’ on the receiving end of a golden shower, or even which of your classmates cum the hardest pretendin’ they’re being knocked the fuck up every time I screw them… I’m not telling you to be someone you’re not, because you’re one of the hottest sluts I’ve ever fucked… but if you wanna beat them on nasty, you’ve got a high bar to clear…”
That was… alright, that was a lot more intense than I had expected to hear of my classmates. Ryan and Brooke had told me a lot about what kinds of crazy sluts the girls on the cheer squad were, but I hadn’t expected anything quite as creative as what he was describing. I may have had to reevaluate my biases on those cheer sluts after all.
“Oh god… fuck… I can still beat ‘em all…” I groaned, feeling the pressure building inside of me. “But, god, don’t fucking stop… please, don’t fucking stop, Daddy… fuck me, Daddy, fuck me harder, I’m gonna cum again soon!”
“Do it… cum for me, slut… come on Daddy’s cock…” he grunted, his hips a blinding blur as he fucked down into me.
I closed my eyes tightly as the pleasure overwhelmed me, my voice an impossibly high whine as I came yet again. “FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!!!”
Brian didn’t slow down, or even show any acknowledgment of my orgasm beyond a laugh as I gushed around his cock. Fuck, I thought I was coming over here today to show him a thing or two, and here I was, a screaming, mewling little whore who called him “Daddy” getting fucked blind and loving every minute of it.
As days that ended differently than I expected them to go went, this was a pretty great one.
With Brian still fucking me like a machine and every thrust seemingly pushing me closer to the headboard, I wrapped my arms and legs around him and held on for dear life. In this position, I didn’t seem to have much choice in the matter, I was just along for the insanely pleasurable ride as he worked up a sweat fucking me. I was overcome by the sights, sounds and even his overpoweringly masculine smell, this fuck driving me to, and then past, my limits as he kept fucking away at me.
Another orgasm built deep inside of me, one that promised to be fucking apocalyptic if it was set off. I needed a little more work to get there, and maybe a few dirty words…
Grunting, Brian said, “Gonna cum, little girl…”
Those words would do.
He looked down at me with a determination that I found powerfully erotic, and I knew then and there where I wanted him to cum.
I locked my ankles behind his ass and begged, “Cum inside of me, Daddy, fuck me hard and cum inside of me, pleeeeeeeeeeeeeeease?”
“Heh,” he grunted, fucking away. “Here it comes, take it… take it, FUCKING TAKE IT!”
With a roar, Brian buried himself deep inside of me and came. The feeling of his hot cum filling me, pumping deep within me as he tried to give me every last drop, set me off with another orgasm. I came screaming, trembling and tightening my grip on him as my pussy muscles let loose, spasming and encouraging his cum nice and deep inside of me.
Finally empty, he slowed down, nearly collapsing onto me as he claimed my mouth with his again. He was a good kisser, maybe not the most skilled, but certainly enthusiastic. After a fuck like that, with how turned on I still was, I had no problem just lying there for a moment, making out with this conquering hero as I released my arms and legs from around his body.
Brian climbed off of me, rolling onto his back next to me. Panting, he said, “I don’t know about you little girl, but that was pretty fucking alright for me!”
Pretty fucking alright? Oh no. Oh, no, no, no, you don’t just have some mind-blowing, life-changing sex like that and call it pretty fucking alright. I was better than that, and even if his hand felt really good as it reached over and squeezed my tit, and I was enjoying indulging my submissive side, and… where was I? Oh, right, I was cum drunk and distractable, and I guess I still am while I write this…
Right, that’s where I was! Even if he really did things for me that I never expected to feel, I still felt motivated to show him that I was the best he’d ever have.
So, I laughed. It was a loud, clipped bark, a laugh of mocking.
“That’s really the best you got?” I asked, challenging him.
Brian raised an eyebrow at me. “I know you didn’t just tell me I could do better, little girl.”
“Oh, I know that you could do better. You were just giving me the treatment you give all those other little sluts from my school, and, yeah, it feels pretty fucking good, and I came a lot, and you came, but, come on, you barely broke a sweat. You were going easy on me because you were afraid that you might break me,” I said.
He growled. “I gave you more than that.”
“I know what you gave me, and, yeah, like I said, it was fucking great, but you can do better than fucking great. I know you can do better, you know you can do better, so why are we fucking around like this when you and I both know that this body…” I said, waving my hands down my delectable form, “…deserves more than you gave me?”
I looked down at his cock, which still looked impossibly hard, even with what we had just done. His eyes blazed with a silent, lustful fury. I smiled at him, making sure to keep my grin equal parts cute and innocent, as well as cocky. The cocky look worked so well for him, and I thought it might work in response just as well.
Brian licked his lips, then grinned back at me. “Maybe you do.”
“No maybe to it,” I said, crawling up onto my very shaky hands and knees and looking right into the camera. I flexed my ass for him, wanting to drive him on, and give him a view of my cum-drenched and beautifully defiled cunt.
“You’re gonna fuck me now, and you’re gonna fill me up with cum again and again like this sweet little slut deserves, okay, Daddy?” I challenged, looking back over my shoulder at him.
I wasn’t expecting the sight of him already kneeling behind me, but it still made me smile.
He gripped my ass with both of his hands, squeezing and flexing it a bit, before he silently lined his cock up with my pussy. Grunting, he pushed his cock into me, hard, and didn’t stop until he was buried nine inches deep in me yet again.
What proceeded from that point was some of the most savage fucking I had experienced in my entire life. Brian and me, we were two fucking machines designed for this exact purpose, going at each other in some of the roughest, nastiest sex that I could imagine. If he was an unstoppable force, I meant to be the immovable object, never giving up and never breaking down as he fucked me at this insane pace. I may have been calling him “Daddy” because it felt good and it made him fuck me harder, but I wasn’t going to break down like any of those little cheer sluts he had in those videos he showed me.
By the second time he came in my cunt, he’d pulled me up from all fours and gripped my throat in one of those big hands. Not enough to choke me, but certainly hard enough to keep my attention. No doubt with the two of us in this position, we made for one hell of a sight as we came together. I stared into the camera, making sure it got the best side of my orgasm as I screamed and gushed on his cock.
If he was hoping for a breather, I chose not to give him one, immediately pulling off of him so I could suck his cock and keep it from going down. Brian looked surprised as I kept his cock rock hard, and when I knew he was ready again, I climbed on top of his cock and gave him the ride of my life. It was a different feeling, looking down at him as he looked up at me, watching that stoic cockiness crack as he began to feel truly impressed by me.



This fuck was likely our most acrobatic yet, as even though I started out on top, I didn’t end that way. We wrestled for dominance, and though he usually ended on top, the sheer number of weird fucking positions he contorted me into more than made up for it. I knew I wasn’t as flexible as the cheer sluts, but when the two of us were fucking, I knew I was holding my own.
When he came in me a third time while pile-driving the fuck out of me, for once he was the one to collapse from exhaustion. He fell onto his back on the bed panting, and while I unfolded myself, I simply lay down next to him, riding the high from the orgasms I’d simply lost count of, and from holding my own against a sex god of this caliber.
“Turn off the camera? Don’t wanna be wasting memory on catching my breath,” he said.
“Sure,” I replied, fully expecting the swat on the ass he gave me as I got up to stop the filming. By this point, my ass was practically numb to his treatment, but I yelped anyway in pleased surprise.
Collapsing onto my stomach on the bed, I propped up my chin with my hands as I looked at him.
“You didn’t want me to stop filming because you’re gonna get mushy on me, are ya? Because I don’t think mushy’s exactly our style,” I said.
Brian laughed. “No mushy here, just wanna catch my breath. I’m no robot, you know.”
“You aren’t? Huh, I was trying to figure out how you got so damn good at this, and robot was one of my better ideas. Like, you were a Terminator, or something like one, but made for fucking instead of killing John Connor,” I explained.
He laughed and swatted me on the ass again. I giggled.
“Ah, fuck… feels good… Daddy,” I murmured, looking up at him cutely.
“You know what you’re doing, little girl… gotta say, I thought you might have been all talk, but you’re fucking good at this. Brooke’s damn lucky to have found ya,” Brian said.
I laughed. “Yeah, I think that often.”
He sighed pleasantly, putting his hands behind his head. “So, now I got a question for you.”
“Shoot,” I replied.
“You mean what you said about being able to up our sex tape game? ‘cause Brittany and me, we get a lot out of watching these, but if I can make things better, I want to,” Brian said.
Sighing, I shrugged. “I mean… yes and no… I was talking a big game earlier, most of my experience is with still photography, but I do have some experience with videography. I can offer some tips, maybe look into some equipment that might help you up your game.”
“Hey, if you can offer any advice that means I don’t gotta pay it out of the ass, I’ll take ‘em. I make good money, but in this economy, saving every penny’s a good thing. Brittany’s big on saving, and god love that woman, she’s a freak. We combine both of these… we’ll be set,” Brian said.
“I’ll be glad to help. Once we’re both dressed, anyway,” I said.
Leering at me, he replied, “That’s gonna be a while, I think.”
“I was thinking the same,” I said, sighing pleasantly.
The two of us lay here for a moment, just looking at each other, recovering, no doubt wondering where things were going next. As I looked over the bed and caught another framed photo of Brian and his wife, something came to me that I’d been meaning to bring up.
“I wanna ask you something,” I said.
“Go for it,” Brian replied, running his rough hand down my side with surprising gentleness.
I hissed, loving his touch. “You… and Brittany… how long have you two been like this?”
“Sex freaks?” he asked. “Probably as long as each of us knew what sex was.”
“I meant… well, yeah, that’s obvious, but you’re together, and you’re also so open about what you do with other people,” I said.
He nodded. “I see what you’re gettin’ at. Her and me, we met after I got discharged, and we hit it off right away. It was like lightning, ya know? We just knew who we were for each other, and we knew that our appetites were big enough we couldn’t just limit it to each other. We’ve been that way since the beginning, and it’s worked pretty well so far.”
“And you haven’t had any problems?” I asked.
“Oh, problems, sure… every marriage has problems. Anyone who says relationships should be easy, they’re just fucking wrong. Fights’ll happen. That’s life. But we’ve always gotten past them, ‘cause we love each other, and we’ve been making this work more than twenty years now,” Brian explained.
I thought about this. It brought more comfort to me than I’d expected, and I realized I was actually happy to get some good, adult advice on something I hadn’t been able to voice for a while.
He raised an eyebrow. “You askin’ for fun, or are you askin’ about you and Brooke and your guy?”
“Ryan,” I explained.
“Ah, right, Ryan… still gotta meet him, too,” Brian replied.
“And, yeah, it is,” I said, sighing. “I’m feeling something for those two I didn’t think I’d ever want to feel, and I know I don’t know what the future’s gonna hold for any of us, for now at least, I just want to try to make it work. I hope it will. I think it can. We’ve all got this open thing where we do what we want, and it feels good, but sometimes I worry that it’s too good to be true how easy some of this is for us, so, I’m just, kinda scared sometimes, too, you know?”
Brian sighed, probably not expecting to have to talk about something like this after the sex we’d just had, but ready for the challenge. “Look, you got a lot of fear no matter what you do in life. I think that’s normal. Just focus on the good stuff, and don’t let the fear stop you from taking chances and having a good time, alright?”
“I guess,” I said, knowing I had to think on this a lot more before I committed to anything. Smiling devilishly, I added, “Thanks… Daddy.”
He laughed, then swatted me on the ass again. “Anytime, little girl. Though I’m gonna be clear with you like I’d be with anyone else dating Brooke; you break her heart or hurt her in any way, I’ll kick your ass.”
“Wouldn’t want that,” I replied, knowing he was joking, but pitying the poor bastard who caught him when he wasn’t joking. “Besides, there’s a lot else my ass is waaaaaay better for.”
“That a fact?” he asked, palming my perfect ass.
“Uh huh,” I nodded. “I’ve told you before and I’ll tell you again: I’m the goddamn anal queen of Regan Hills High School. You can find out if you want, but I gotta tell you, once you’ve had a taste, you’ll never be the same again.”
Brian looked at me, then barked a laugh. “You got spirit, little girl. No one can take that away from you. But I’ve seen some arrogant little bitches in my time who thought they could take this cock up their asses, and they’ve come up short. What makes you think you won’t be one of them?”
“Get some lube on that cock and I’ll show you… *Daddy*,” I said, raising my voice into a higher, sweeter tone.
He eyed me, clearly wanting to not show me how impressed he was with me, then rolled over and reached for a drawer on the bedside table nearby. I watched him pull out a bottle of KY and lube himself up, licking my lips at the sight of his once again fully engorged cock.
“You better pick your position, but just know that if I get it in there, I’m gonna destroy your fucking ass, little girl,” he said as he continued stroking his cock.
“I’m counting on it, Daddy,” I replied, rolling onto my back, then folding my legs up. I wasn’t as flexible as a lot of girls I knew, but once he was on top, I knew that he’d be able to keep me folded in half quite well. It would be one of the tightest possible ways of entering my ass, but with everything and everyone I’d had in there, I was pretty sure I could take him.
“Good choice,” he said, looking me up and down before climbing on top of me.
Once again, I was looking up at this muscular mountain of a man above me, but this time I felt especially vulnerable. I was giving the guy my ass after all, and the way I was folded in half, he could pretty well do whatever the hell he wanted with me. Once his weight settled down… god, I’d just be his little fuck doll, wouldn’t I?
Brian reached down, grabbing his cock and sliding it over my exposed asshole. He rubbed his epic cockhead over my tightest hole, making me shiver as I felt every stroke, every slight sensation. It seemed impossible that he might be able to fit inside of me, but I’d thought similar about my pussy, and, well, the fun we’d had there was still dripping steadily from my ruined cunt.
Even if I couldn’t see what was happening in detail, I couldn’t help but look down. I watched as he continued manipulating his lube-slickened shaft, rubbing it in delicious, insistent circles over my asshole, taunting and teasing and in general just driving me wild. My breath had gotten quicker, and sharper from anticipation, and every time he pressed against me brought about a slight whimper.
Grinning malevolently, Brian stopped teasing and pushed forward. I groaned as I felt my asshole stretching to accommodate his head. He pushed forward ceaselessly, and every moment I thought he had to have popped in by now, I kept stretching. My ass was in insane torment, torn between pleasure and pain as I just kept stretching… fuck, it was like I was an anal virgin again. I didn’t miss those days, but the way he kept stretching me well past what I thought was my limit… fuck.
Finally, with a grunt, I felt his head pop in my ass entirely.
“H… h… holy fuck…” I grunted, looking down again, then back up at his smirking face. “Hoooooooly fuck that’s a huge fucking cock…”
“Too much for you, little girl?” he challenged, holding his head just inside my tight entrance.
I grunted, then grinned up at him. “Not on your fucking life, Daddy… come on, give me all that dick, I need every inch up my slutty little ass… fuck…”
“Heh,” Brian grunted, wordlessly fulfilling my wish.
Pressing me into the bed, he bore down onto me, ceaselessly pushing his huge fucking cock inside of me, stretching me in ways I didn’t know could be stretched as I felt his epic dick splitting me open.
I screamed. I squirmed. My eyes rolled back and my body shook. Fuck, it was amazing, inch after inch of such a thick cock testing me, filling me in ways I’d never been filled.
With one last grunt, one last thrust, Brian’s cock was buried deep inside of me.
“You got a… fuck… you got a tight little ass, little girl,” he said, leaning down to kiss me.
I kissed him back, moaning like a whore and needing more than this. “Please fuck me… please fuck me, Daddy… fuck my slutty little ass… make me cum… fuck this anal whore, pleeeeeeease?”
“Heh,” he laughed again, pulling almost all the way out and then slamming back home, ensuring my ass was brutally filled. “You like that, huh? That’s some serious fucking cock… gonna make you gape for me like I did with your cunt…”
“Make me gape, make me scream, make me cum, fuck me Daddy, please, fuck me hard!” I moaned, holding on for dear life as he did just that.
Brian fucked me with a savagery that I hadn’t expected from him, even after everything we’d already done. It was like my ass had started this whole dirty fuck session over from scratch, unlocking the beast inside of him as our bodies brought out each other’s peaks of sexual potential. He was an unspeaking monster, pounding into my contorted body and giving my ass the fucking of a lifetime, while all I could do was lie back and take it.
This was all so different, so intense, and while I wasn’t going to be having sex like this all the time (I liked being in charge way too much, what can I say), I knew I was going to be coming back here any chance I got. It didn’t matter who the hell Brian was already with, either I’d join in, or push her off and show those other girls who really knew how to rock his cock.
I don’t know how long we were fucking by the next time I came, the way his cock overstimulated my ass kind of made time irrelevant, but it was the most powerful one yet. I might have been struck by lightning for how hard I thrashed beneath him, but underneath his strong body, I couldn’t get away. I was his little girl, completely enslaved in the moment to his body as he used me and power-fucked my slutty ass. If he minded how hard I gushed all over him, he didn’t let me know, and kept fucking me even harder still.
It was a fuck of epic proportions, and looking up at him, I couldn’t help but surrender to my lust. His rough face, contorted with arrogant concentration as he plowed me, couldn’t have been more gorgeous in this moment. I must have looked a mess, utterly used and defiled, but I knew that even then I was hotter than hell. His smile, still cocky and full of himself, held a nice warmth to it by this point.
I’d breached his defenses. Whether he liked it or not, I had impressed him, and he would know that I was one of the fucking best he’d ever had.
That was a good point of pride.
“Fuck… I’m gonna cum… you want my cum all over you, huh?” he grunted.
“Yes, Daddy…” I purred, savoring how he slowed down, then pulled out of my well-used ass and let me unfold myself.
Jerking his cock, he came with a grunt, spraying my stomach and pussy with cum, with some of the higher pressure streaks blasting against my tits.
It was an epic fuck for the ages, one that nobody would’ve blamed either of us for giving up then and there to catch our breaths. Brian certainly looked like he’d been run through the ringer… but I wasn’t going to let him give up. I pulled him in for a deep, messy kiss, then nibbled on his ear.
Whispering, I said in my sweetest voice, “You know we’re not done yet, right, Daddy?”
Brian laughed, roughly squeezing one of my tits. “Oh, we’ve only just begun!”
***
Sometime during our marathon afternoon of fucking, I found a moment to take a break and send a text that I knew needed to be sent. It was one that kept flitting back and forth into my consciousness during various moments of this encounter, but when he stole a moment to go get another couple beers, I sent the text to Brooke that I knew I would have to send sooner or later.
JOSIE: Brooke… I came by your house to drop something off, and I don’t know what happened, but I sort of wound up having sex with your dad. I’m sorry.
Rationally, I didn’t think Brooke would be angry given her attitudes about sex, but irrationally I was torn up and kind of afraid that everything was about to fall apart.
However, by the time Brian came back into the bedroom, gloriously naked and carrying a couple bottles of beer, the hungry, animalistic part of my mind took over control from even my most basic irrational thoughts, and I went back to fucking him.
We kept this up for what felt like hours, and if I’m being honest, it felt like we could have kept it up for days.
It was while I was riding him, the two of us well past dirty talk as my tits bounced and my ass jiggled and my stretched pussy took his enormous cock, that we were finally interrupted by a hand at the bedroom door.
“Hey, honey, don’t mean to interrupt anything you’ve got going on,” a familiar-looking woman said, stepping into the room. “I just got in from work, and was wondering how hungry you are, and if you knew when Brooke was getting back, because I want to know if I can sneak in a shower before dinner. Oh! Are you Josie?”
I had to double-check this new woman wasn’t Brooke at first, because at a glance, and by her voice, they could have been sisters. But yes, even though this woman was blonde, just a shade over five feet tall and had a small bust, she was distinct from my girlfriend. Her face was distinctly older, rounder, but still beautiful, her blonde hair was up in a bun instead of Brooke’s trademark pigtails, and her hips were wider with a no doubt fuller ass. Dressed in a business suit, she was a rather beautiful MILF, and easily identifiable.
“That’s… oh god… me… and you’re Brooke’s mom?” I said, holding out a shaky hand as I continued riding her husband.
Letting her bun down in a cascade of honey blonde hair, the woman laughed delightedly. “Brittany! It’s Brittany; you’re dating our daughter, you’re practically family, you can call me Brittany.”
“Okay, Brittany…” I groaned, leaning back and continuing this hard fuck.
“Seems our daughter’s dating a wild one, isn’t she?” Brittany giggled.
“You don’t know the half of it, hon’, this one, she’s something special,” Brian grunted, smacking my ass with a loud crack. “We’ll have to watch the video later, I know it’s gonna be awesome.”
“I’m sure it will be,” Brittany replied, looking down at me and smirking, amused. You wouldn’t know to look at her that she just walked in on her daughter’s girlfriend fucking her husband, but I could certainly deal with this kind of casualness.
“And, yeah, shower, whatever, I’m in no rush, and Brooke’s still not back yet. Unless you wanna join in,” Brian grunted, looking up at me with his cocky grin.
Brittany looked at me, clearly tempted, but ultimately sighed and said, “I’d love to jump in and show Josie a thing or two, but I really need to wash the day off of me soon. It was lovely meeting you, though, Josie!”
“You… toooooo!” I said, my voice getting high with another orgasm as Brian came deep inside of me again, both of us laughing slightly as Brittany disappeared into the bathroom.
When I finally came down from my orgasm, I dropped onto his chest and laughed, “Your wife’s hot.”
“Tell me about it… you know how to fuck, but her… god, once you get her started, she don’t stop,” Brian said.
I laughed again. “I believe you.”
“So, you staying for dinner? I think Brooke’s practice’ll end sometime soon, if she don’t run off to get laid of course, and Britt’s one hell of a cook. It’d be good to have dinner, the four of us, I think,” Brian offered.
I thought about this, then looked at a notification popping up on my phone, currently set on the bedside table.
“Maybe,” I said, trying to hold back a stab of dread as I reached for my phone (without letting his cock fall out of me), and checked to see Brooke’s reply.
BROOKE: OMG, I’m so sorry! I should’ve warned you, he’s done, like, most of my friends, and they all say he’s very persuasive. Totally fine, love you much, tell me you’re staying for dinner? I’ll be home soon!!!
Setting my phone down and smiling at my beautifully insane life, I looked down at the giant whose cock I still sat impaled upon and said, “Yeah, I guess I’ll be staying for dinner after all, Daddy…”
Grinning up at me, Brian King smiled and smacked my ass once more.
I could really get used to this.
***
(Author’s Note 2: Writing these stories is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you’re enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going. Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying my works. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I’ve one last thing to say. It’s been a rough few years, and in times like this, it becomes very easy to give in to anger and let that rule your life. I ask that, instead of letting anger run your life, take a breath, ask yourself if anger is really best in this moment, and if it isn’t, try to consider putting some kindness out into the world instead. It’s a rough world out there these days, and while that doesn’t look like it will change anytime soon, it doesn’t take much to make it just a little bit better. Please be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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SATURDAY MORNING
***
When it came to Saturday mornings, as a general rule, I liked to sleep in and never set an alarm. If Dad ever tried to wake me up for some great weekend adventure, I'd go along with it because I loved the guy, but I'd be a little surly about it at the same time. Who wants an alarm on the weekend, right?
However, with how wild my senior year had been, I'd come to learn there were exceptions to everything, and that some things made very welcome wakeup calls.
Take, for instance, a pair of insistent hands, soft but strong, gently taking hold of your leg and shaking it slightly.
"Come on, sleepyhead! Time to wake up and greet the day!"
Her voice was high and playful, but with a little bit of the edge I'd come to enjoy this past year.
Slowly, I opened my eyes and rolled over onto my back in bed. Though I could rationally know where I was, it still took a moment to get my bearings and make sure that yesterday hadn't all been some wild and wonderful dream. The sun was coming in at a different angle through the window, the bed felt different, I was naked...
Okay, the naked part wasn't all that different from the norm these days, but the other two were enough to remind me that I wasn't home.
That, and the fact that my hot history teacher, Mrs. Brenda Lynn, was standing beside my bed wearing nothing more than a tight, midriff-bearing t-shirt and a blue thong. A 5'3" blonde in her late 30s, she had a killer body, with DD-cup tits that strained her top, and a full, round ass that I'd gotten intimately familiar with in the last few months. Her pretty face looked down at me with dazzling blue eyes and a big, beaming smile. Those eyes danced down toward my cock, still hidden under the blanket, briefly, causing her to shift nervously on her feet as she pushed a few locks of her bobbed, blonde hair behind her ear.
This image was enough to confirm for me that yes, it wasn't all some dream. I really had joined Viola Kent's "book club" on their weekend retreat, and spent most of yesterday afternoon fucking like crazy. I'd even shared a bed with Brenda and Mrs. Lauren McNeil, my best friend's mother, last night. Had we gotten up to anything crazy? I couldn't remember. I didn't think so, it felt like I passed out pretty quickly after what I'd gotten up to with Valerie, though who knew...
Groaning as I stretched the night out of me, I said, "Sleepyhead?"
"Yeah, that's what you are," she said, sighing. "You slept like a rock all night; it's like Val fucked all the life out of you."
"She got close," I admitted. "And I wasn't saying I didn't do a lot of sleeping; I was just wondering who actually uses the word 'sleepyhead'."
Brenda rolled her eyes. "Hey, just because the kids are home this weekend and I am thoroughly on vacation, doesn't mean you can beat all the mom out of me."
"I guess not," I said, eyeing her up and down appreciatively. "Though you're definitely dressed more for vacation than family time, I'd say."
"That's what I was going for!" she said, giggling and twirling around, giving me a much better view of her perfect, round ass, covered only by the thinnest fabric.
Yeah, my cock was definitely reaching full strength under the covers by this point.
"What time is it?" I asked.
"A little after nine," Brenda answered, dropping down on the bed next to me. She crawled up next to me, fully lying facedown on the bed, propped up only by her elbows and giving me an amazing view down her cleavage.
The way she was grinning, I knew this to be completely intentional.
"It's still early... I could be sleeping," I murmured, with only a little actual complaint in my meaning.
"You'd rather be sleeping, when you're surrounded by MILFs who'd like to fuck you silly. Ryan, Ryan, Ryan, and to think I've been telling everyone you're one of my best and brightest students..." Brenda chided, smiling mischievously.
"I *am* one of your best students," I stated, about as cocky as I'd ever get about anything. "But you make a good point. I'm up."
"Good!" she exclaimed, crawling up next to me so she could quickly kiss me. "Because we've got a few more ladies arriving in the next hour or so, a bit of a breakfast buffet set up, and I'd like to steal some time with you before anyone realizes I'm here for more than just a wakeup call."
I raised an eyebrow. "How much more?"
Brenda cocked her head at an angle I was familiar with, one that said I was being a damnfool for the sake of being a damnfool because I asked her to spell out the obvious. Rather than have her joke about me being one of her better students again, I thought it best to jump in.
"Ah. *That* much more," I said.
"Yes, *that* much more," she replied, pulling down the blanket to reveal my thick, ten-inch-long erection.
"Ah, fuck..." Brenda moaned, biting her lip as she reached out and took hold of my cock.
I hissed as she slowly began to jack me, running her thumb over the head eagerly.
She sighed. "I've been wanting to get you to myself like this since the moment you got here. I should've tried harder, but I think I was having too much fun with the others. Lauren told me what she did with you on the ride over, how she enjoyed having you as a captive audience... I should've thought to drive you in."
"Well, I think we can make up for some of that time now..." I groaned softly, reaching around to squeeze her ass as I kissed her again. This kiss was longer, deeper and more passionate than our last one, one that we drew out as we sought out closeness with each other.
I may have had sex with Brenda many times over the course of my senior year already, but even now, the heat that formed between us was incomparable.
Parting our kiss, I smiled at her. "Your lips taste like pussy."
Brenda grinned at me conspiratorially. "I had a *very* well-rounded breakfast."
"Uh huh. Viola?" I guessed.
"And Lauren. And Valerie," she replied, amused and utterly shameless.
"Mmm," I groaned, thrusting gently against her hand. "You were a proper slut this morning, weren't you?"
"Nothing proper about it... I'm away from home, away from school, and I feel like I've got these few days to be who I've always wanted to be for once... I want to be a cum-drenched whore, I'm gonna *be* a cum-drenched whore, and if I want to be filled with some thick, eighteen-year-old cock..." Brenda trailed off.
She didn't need to finish that sentence, and wouldn't really have had the opportunity to once I slid one of my hands beneath the front of her thong and began to finger her slit. Brenda groaned at the contact, rocking her hips against my hand as she fucked against me, sharing hot, quick kisses as the two of us pleasured each other and made out. I thought back to before this school year, before I'd ever had any sex, back when I could only dream about what it might be like to be in bed with Brenda Lynn.
Actually getting to live out that fantasy... yeah, that was pretty fucking amazing.
Brenda let go of my cock. "I think... I'm overdressed."
She slipped out of bed and stood up, first dropping her thong to the floor (and revealing her pussy, with its well-groomed pubic hair and moist, swollen lips), then pulling her shirt over her head, letting her bare tits free. Smiling and giggling, she practically jumped onto the bed, climbing on top of me in a 69 position and inhaling my cock with her talented mouth. I moaned, loudly, as she sucked down every last inch before bobbing rapidly, utterly worshiping every inch of my cock with her lips and tongue, before turning my attention to her dripping cunt. Only inches above my mouth, smelling utterly intoxicating, and utterly dripping (she had been a busy girl this morning), I couldn't resist. I pulled her down, wrapped my lips around hers, and went to town on her pussy.
If there were better ways to greet the morning than this, I couldn't immediately think of any.
I couldn't say how long we were like this, but intertwined with Brenda, pleasuring her with my mouth as she energetically sucked my cock, feeling that intense pressure of her tits pressed against me... yeah, time didn't really matter. All that mattered was making her feel good, sucking up her tangy, savory pussy juices and driving her to the brink of pleasure. Thankfully, by this point, I was well accustomed to Brenda's pussy, knowing just how she liked me to suck her clit, and a few other simple tricks...
Looking up in the valley of her ass cheeks, I caught sight of her tight, winking asshole. I knew how much she enjoyed having her ass worshiped, and how little of that she got at home with her husband. Well, if this was meant to be a weekend where she got to do what she normally wouldn't in the year...
Collecting her juices on two of my fingers, I then lined them up with her asshole and slipped them inside, thrusting them in and out and twisting them in time with my oral efforts.
Loudly, she cried out around my cock, her body seizing up and shuddering uncontrollably. Her legs might have closed around my head, but I still kept up my efforts, lapping up her juices as they gushed onto my face.
Fuck, I always loved this part.
Calming slightly, Brenda pulled her mouth from my cock and panted. "Fuck... holy fuck... I... fuck..."
I considered keeping her here like this, making her cum again, seeing if she wanted to suck my cum down again, but after yesterday's blowjob, I wanted something else from her. I took advantage of her recovering state, rolling her onto her back on the bed, then twisting myself around and climbing on top of her. Brenda squealed and giggled as I manipulated her into place, dragging my cock up her inner thigh.
"This what you had in mind... Mrs. Lynn?" I said, smirking as I called her what I would in the classroom.
"Yes..." she murmured, biting her lip and reaching for my cock. She lined the head up against her pussy lips, then looked at me with those beautiful blue eyes.
"Please, fuck me, Ryan... I need your big cock so bad," Brenda said, leaning up to kiss me.
I've said it before and I'll say it again: being needed can be pretty fucking awesome.
I pressed my slick cock against her soaked pussy, soon burying every inch in her tight, hot embrace.
Brenda moaned, her eyes rolling back into her head briefly as I began to thrust in and out of her.
"God this is good, so fucking good... fuck me, Ryan, fuck me harder..." she groaned.
"You're so fucking hot, Mrs. Lynn..." I grunted, thrusting into her harder at her insistence. "Fuck, this is so much better in a bed."
Brenda laughed. Considering the vast majority of our sexual encounters had been in her classroom on a number of hard desks, I think she was enjoying the comfort of this bed as well.
"Uh huh..." she agreed, her tits bouncing lusciously with my every thrust. "We should have done this ages ago, this is much better for my back..."
"Yeah... your place or mine, next time?" I laughed, pounding into her.
"A teacher showing up at her student's house... that's a scandal in the making... you showing up at my house, risking kids or my husband showing up... probably not a great idea... they've all got their own thrills, don't get me wrong, but enough headaches that I don't wanna deal with, fuck, fuck, keep going, like that, fuck..." Brenda moaned.
"There's always Viola's place..." I suggested.
"That's... oh god... that's not a terrible idea, actually..." she groaned. "Though Viola would want to play too..."
"I can survive that if you can," I grunted, kind of loving the image that danced before my eyes of getting double-teamed by Brenda and Viola.
"I can survive that too... but later... right now I need you... please, Ryan, fuck me... I've needed that thick cock for so long, and it feels so fucking good, please, fuck my slutty cunt, fuck your teacher's slutty MILF cunt... feels so fucking good..." she moaned. "Harder... fuck me harder... call me a slut... call me your little whore... give it to me harder... fucking GIVE IT TO ME, RYAN!"
Brenda had always been a wild one, but getting a chance to see her like this, in bed, unrestrained by the outside world, it was pretty fucking amazing.
"You *are* my fucking slut," I grunted, fucking her and squeezing her tits, kissing her passionately as I pounded into her. "One of the best... the hottest... not a lot of sluts can handle getting fucked like this, but you can, you always can... god, I wanted to fuck you for so long before I actually did, and now I get to whenever you want... I fucking love it."
"Yeah, you love fucking your hot, married teacher?" she moaned, wrapping her legs around my ass as she guided this fuck to its crescendo.
"All the time..." I groaned. "I can't fucking get enough of you..."
Brenda laughed. "Too bad I have to share you this weekend, when I'd much rather tie you down and use you all for myself... but then I'd be denying myself my other friends... and I'd be denying them you... it could be fun, but... oh god... so fucking good, please, keep going, keep fucking me, you're gonna make me cum again, you're gonna make me fucking cum again and I'll be such a mess, please, keep fucking me, harder, Ryan, fuck me harder!"
"Me too," I grunted, kissing her again. "I'm gonna cum too... god you're so hot... where... where do you want it?"
"Cum inside me, cum in me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, FUCKING HELL, I'M CUMMING!" Brenda roared, locking her legs behind me as another orgasm ripped through her body.
Her pussy squeezed my cock, hard, and with her strong legs locked behind my back, I had no choice but to bury myself nice and deep and unleash every drop of cum inside of her. My thrusts slowed, but her pussy kept milking me, drawing out every last drop as we both let pleasure overpower us.
I stopped, then held onto her as I caught my breath, kissing Brenda deeply and squeezing one of her tits as we came down.
"That was... that was a pretty fucking amazing way of waking up," I laughed, kissing her.
"I thought you'd enjoy it. I knew *I* would," she laughed, kissing me back, then unlocking her legs from behind me.
I pulled out, then collapsed on the bed next to her as we still caught our breaths. Brenda looked down between her legs, then laughed as she fingered up some of the river of cum that was now pouring out of her.
"I always forget how much you cum," she mused, licking her fingers and moaning softly. "You keep cumming that much, you're gonna get someone knocked up this weekend. Maybe more than one of us."
I chuckled. "I'm sure."
Brenda poked me in the side. "Hey, don't laugh too hard! I know some of these ladies are hungry as hell, and wouldn't mind getting knocked up by a hot young stud with a cock like yours."
"And you're telling me to be careful?" I asked.
Now it was her turn to laugh. "Hardly. Those bitches wanna get knocked up, let 'em; some of them would look fucking hot that way, and god knows it would make them even hornier sluts, if that were possible. For that matter, I would probably look fucking hot too..."
I saw her run her hands over her tits and stomach, and for a moment had a flash of a primal fear. That fear was easily knocked aside when I saw her joking smirk, and now it was my turn to poke her in the side as I started tickling her. Her laughs were high and giddy as I poked and prodded her, then kissed her hard on the lips.
When I stopped tickling her, I said, "You're bad."
"The best kind of bad," she acknowledged.
Hooking two of my fingers into her cunt, I continued, "I really should knock you up for joking like that."
Brenda moaned, smiling luxuriantly. "Mmm, maybe you should... I wouldn't mind... but I promised the others I wouldn't hold you hostage... you really should go grab some breakfast, build up that strength before the other ladies get here."
I sighed pleasantly, knowing that she was right. There were only five members of the book club here yesterday, and I was nearly exhausted in an afternoon. With more of them coming today, I was going to have my work cut out for me, and I really would need my strength.
But with my fingers still buried in Brenda's cunt, I figured that massaging her g-spot for a little while until she was a cummed out mess wouldn't set me back too much time.
***
Brenda wasn't kidding when she'd said they had a breakfast buffet set up in the kitchen; it honestly seemed like they had a little of everything you could want in the morning that didn't require cooking. I found myself pretty famished once I got a look at it, and after toasting a bagel, smearing a little peanut butter on those halves, some coffee and an apple, I felt a little more human.
What had me confused was wondering where everyone was, as the house seemed to be pretty empty. Looking out back, I saw Dr. Valerie Chan, my gorgeous science teacher who I'd spent a good chunk of last night fucking, lying out by the pool in a dark green bikini alongside Brenda as they took in some morning sun, but everyone else seemed unaccounted for. There was music coming from somewhere on the second floor, and I sought to investigate it... but first, I had to get cleaned up from breakfast.
I knew there was a bathroom down one of the halls here that wasn't attached to a bedroom and made a beeline toward it.
The door was closed, the light clearly on. I reached up to knock on it, to check and see if it was occupied or if someone just left the light on so the fan would stay on, and it was as I was about to knock that it swung open, and a tiny woman screamed in surprise.
I screamed as well in my own surprise, followed quickly by, "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, Sra. Lopez! I swear, I didn't know you were in there!"
The smaller woman I recognized as my Spanish teacher, Sra. Ana Lopez, put a hand to her chest, catching her breath and smiling. "It's alright, Ryan, you simply caught me by... surprise..."
Her soulful brown eyes looked me up and down, and while I wore nothing more than my glasses and a comfortable pair of swim trunks, she apparently liked getting to see the results of how much I'd been working out this year.
Admittedly, getting a chance to look at my hot, Latina Spanish teacher outside of the classroom... yeah, I might have been staring a little too.
In her early 40s and at a toned 4'9", Ana Lopez was not a woman who could easily command a classroom. While dedicated to teaching, she tended to be quiet and easily run down by a loud, uncontrollable classroom. Although at school you could tell she was quite pretty, with her hair up in a tight bun and a perpetually tired look on her face, she rarely stood out quite as much as some of my other teachers.



This changed the moment I saw her stepping out of the bathroom. She looked well-rested, with fresh makeup and her shimmering, straight black hair allowed to cascade down to her mid-back. She wore a simple yet tight black bikini that hugged her impressive curves well, emphasizing her D-cup tits and full, round ass. With toned arms and legs and tight abs, her body was truly impressive, while her soft brown skin begged to be stroked. Looking up to her face, with her delicate features, full lips curved into a broad, toothy smile, and soulful, big brown eyes... yeah, I had to kick myself for never realizing how stunning she actually was.
Motioning toward the bathroom, I said, "Can I sneak on by? Wash my hands, Sra. Lopez?"
Still standing in my path, she grinned. "Call me Ana, and you've got a deal."
"May I slide on by and wash my hands, Ana?" I asked, giving extra emphasis to her name.
Ana nodded, then turned slightly, letting me pass but making sure I passed by quite closely. I washed my hands in the sink, checking her out in the mirror and smiling.
"I didn't hear you come in," I said.
"I'm sure that was because you and Brenda were... busy," Ana explained, smirking playfully.
"Probably. You know how she can get," I said.
"I do. She's, well, she's pretty impressive," Ana said. "You're not so bad yourself, actually; I never would've thought in class that you look, well... like this."
"Back at ya," I replied, turning the sink off and drying my hands. "I guess we all look more like how we want to look when we're stepping away from the world."
"I guess. You've been having a good time here?" she asked, her voice sounding a bit timid and searching for something to say as she looked me up and down.
"I've been having fun. I'm sure you will, too, Ana... you're pretty damn hot, and I know the others here... well, they'll probably eat you alive," I said.
I didn't know Ana very well compared to my other teachers, but I'd always liked her, and I hoped to see her out of that timid shell she kept at school that it looked like she wanted to shed herself of. The way she smiled at my last comment, I think I cracked some of that shell.
"They've eaten me alive before. I don't mind being eaten alive when it comes to these ladies... though I'm sure you'd do a really fine job of it, too," she replied, her eyes darting to my mouth quickly before she blushed.
By this time, I had gained a reputation for my cunnilingus skills, and no doubt that got her attention. Well, it had her attention for a moment, before her eyes darted down to the partial erection I had in my shorts.
"Do you know where the others are?" I asked, snapping her out of whatever daze she might have been in.
"Oh... they're upstairs; the home gym up there has a stripper pole, and Viola's showing off, and I believe she'll force the rest of us onto the pole at some point as well, if just to show us how much better she is... ah, it's always such a competition when we all get together, but I love it," Ana explained, her tone playful.
The image of these ladies all taking to the stripper pole did sound exciting. I said, "Well, this I have to see."
"Me too," Ana replied, before blushing again. "But if it's not too crazy, if it's alright with you, anyway, there's something else I'd like to get a quick peek of? If it's not okay, I completely understand, but I hear a lot of stories, and I want to believe they're true, but at the same time it can be hard to believe sometimes, and..."
Making her meaning clear, she looked down to my cock, then up to my eyes again. "Can I see it?"
"Sure," I replied, lowering the front of my shorts slowly. I made a show of it, showing her a little bit at a time, before I'd lowered it enough to scoop out my cock and balls to show her.
Ana looked at my mostly hard cock appreciatively, quickly reaching out with one of her dainty hands to grab the shaft, before pulling back.
"Sorry... couldn't resist," she said, nodding and adding, "Thanks."
I put my cock away and replied, "No problem. You'll probably be seeing a lot more of it before this weekend's done."
"I'd like to do a lot more than *seeing*," Ana replied, her tone mischievous. "But, that's for later... I told the others that I'd be up there with them soon, but... is there anything you'd like to see before I go up?"
I bit my lip in concentration, finding it harder than I would've expected deciding what I wanted to see. Getting a look at my normally prim-and-proper-looking Spanish teacher looking anything but, I was spoiled for options. Even so...
"Show me your ass," I said.
"Really?" she asked, turning around. "Most boys in class try to sneak a peek at my tits... but you want to see some of that big Latina booty, don't you?"
Ana's tone had taken on some distinct amusement, and as she bent over and leaned against the sink, jutting her impressive ass out toward me, I had to admit, "I mean... yeah. I want to see it all, but I've taken a glance or two at your ass before, and getting to see it like this is a big improvement over how it is at school."
Looking over her shoulder, Ana smirked at me. "Well, we can do better than this view, can't we?"
With that, she reached behind herself and pulled her bikini bottom down, exposing her bare ass to me. Her skin still looked so soft, those curves so very yummy... yeah, she wasn't the only one who couldn't help herself. I reached out with both hands, squeezing her ass cheeks, massaging them lightly and making her moan, before my better senses took over and I pulled back.
"Sorry," I said.
"Don't be," Ana said, smiling at me softly and pulling up her bottoms. "I liked it."
This was a moment that could have gotten a lot more heated very quickly, if it weren't for the sound of the ringing doorbell interrupting us.
"Maybe I should get that," I said.
"Do that," Ana said, looking up at me hopefully. "I should go upstairs and see the show, but maybe we can exchange some more touches later?"
"At least," I replied.
She shivered, then smiled. "Good."
I slid past her out of the bathroom again, but made sure to pass by nice and close, enough that both of us could feel that heat that was definitely passing between us. As I exited the room and headed for the front door, I took one last look at Ana as she headed upstairs looking pleasantly hot under the collar.
I was looking forward to spending some more time with her one on one, but admittedly, the same could be said of most of the women here.
The doorbell rang again, and I ran for it. "I'm coming, I'm coming... hold your horses."
Unlocking the door, I swung it open and quickly apologized, "Sorry for the wait, almost everyone's upstairs and I was, uh..."
My words failed me as I took in the black Amazonian goddess before me, towering over me with the help of her heels. Tilting her wire-rimmed glasses down her nose ever so slightly, she looked me up and down.
"What's that you were doing? Cat got your tongue?" she asked, her voice silky and smooth and powerfully confident.
I could have come up with a lot of answers that would have either been witty, or, you know, answers, but instead I simply stood there staring at her and taking this new arrival in.
At a glance, I guessed that she'd be about 5'11" without heels, her body lean and toned without being too muscular. Her skin was dark, and showed in abundance in the pale pink button-up short-sleeved shirt and stylish jeans she wore. This look showed plenty of midriff and her arms, and cleavage... fuck, cleavage for miles. Her clothes were tight enough to look painted on, showing off her statuesque, long legs, perfectly full ass, and utterly massive tits. They had to be F-cups, at least, and with the amount of cleavage showing from this shirt that strained to hold them in, fuck, I was hypnotized.
Managing to tear my eyes away from her chest, I finally looked her in her dark, intelligent eyes. Her face was equal parts delicate and intimidating, playful and stern, utterly gorgeous and... well, there's no *and* to it, she was simply gorgeous. With her long, dark curls tied back and falling to her mid-back, she looked simply stunning, the utter definition of an Amazon.
And I had no idea who the fuck she was.
"I'm, uh, sorry, that doesn't usually happen to me anymore. The staring, I mean; I've got way more self-control than that usually, and it takes a lot to... not that I'm saying you're a lot, because you're, I mean, you're the kind of wow that I think you have to know and, uh, yeah, sorry, I'm babbling," I said nervously, pushing my glasses up my nose.
"That's alright, I'm used to that kind of response from boys when they get a good look at me, especially sweet little white boys like you who don't get to stare at this kind of beauty every minute of every day..." the woman said, grinning. "But enough about me. You must be Ryan Collins. My friends have told me a lot about you... my daughter, considerably less, but she has mentioned you from time to time in a flattering light."
She held out her hand in greeting, and I shook it, admittedly a little nervous and shaky myself.
"You, uh, have me at a distinct disadvantage," I said.
"I guess I do, don't I?" she said, amused. "My friends call me Erika, my employees call me Mrs. Barclay, and while I think it would be a lot of fun to hear you call me the latter, I believe I want to be friends with you. *Very* good friends, I think. So, call me Erika for now."
Though I was still held captive by her beauty, the pieces to her identity came together quickly. "Erika Barclay? You're Nadia's mom?"
Erika put her hands on her hips, her tone now quite stern. "I've a lot of other accomplishments in life other than my daughter..."
I'd just about thought that I'd really fucked up, when that sternness was replaced by a beaming smile. "...but, yes, she is one of my proudest!"
She had everything to be proud of. In her capacity as editor, Nadia interviewed me back when I first tried out for our school's newspaper, the Puma Press, and she turned out to be one of the smartest and most dedicated people I'd ever met (and one hell of an amazing fuck). I had a lot of respect for Nadia, and even looking at her briefly, I got the impression that a lot of that strength might have come from her mother.
"She's awesome," I said. "I mean, she's more than that, she's-"
"It's fine, Ryan, you didn't offend; like I said, what little she's said about you is quite flattering. She thinks you've got some good writing chops, and she highly values your intelligence and way of solving unconventional problems with unconventional solutions. It's not the same sort of flattering talk that I hear from my friends, but something tells me you and my daughter know each other in a similar capacity?" Erika said, taking on that amused, stern tone again as she asked me without asking whether or not I've been fucking her daughter.
Considering how piercing her eyes were, I thought the truth might be best. Evenly, without pride or embarrassment, I said, "Guilty as charged."
"Interesting..." she said, stroking her chin with one finger. "I'm sure that there are a lot of issues and potential problems that we could unpack here given your history with my daughter and my history with the book club, which I'll stop pretending is anything but a dressed-up sex club at this point, and your involvement with both of these. Realistically speaking, it would be best if we kept our distance... but since Regan Hills isn't exactly a town bound by the laws of realism, and all my friends tell me you're fucking yummy, I don't think any distance is going to be necessary this weekend, do you?"
There was a plain bluntness to her tone, one that lacked any trace of meanness or threat that I had to admit was refreshing. I didn't know Erika Barclay a matter of moments ago, but I was looking forward to the opportunity to get to know her better.
Erika looked me up and down once again, wetting her lips briefly with her tongue before smiling and saying, "Well, I could carry all of my bags to my room by myself, but when I've got a strong young man like yourself on hand..."
Well, who was I to not assist such a beautiful woman in need? "You need some help?"
Erika grinned. "That would be great."
I might have asked her how many bags she had when making this offer, and when she stepped aside, it was an impressive pile. Nonetheless, between the two of us, we made a good effort of it.
"Hope your drive wasn't too bad?" I asked as we carried her bags upstairs.
Erika said, "Ugh, my drive was supposed to be yesterday, but there was an issue down at the studio-"
"Studio?" I interrupted.
"I own a recording studio in LA, not too big, not too small; mostly voiceover stuff, but a handful of good-sized music acts have been known to come through," she said. "That's what made yesterday impossible. This diva of a man who thinks he's a rapper (he wasn't), just couldn't resolve anything without the owner present, so here I am, having to act as hostage negotiator and... yes, I'm glad I was able to get out of town first thing this morning."
"Well, that's good," I replied. "Everything's resolved?"
"Almost. And hopefully it won't get any worse, but you never know," Erika said, sighing. "But enough of all that, I didn't come here this weekend to talk about work... I just want to be happy, have fun, and be with my friends in varying stages of undress."
"Okay, okay, fun..." I said, looking down the second-floor hallway for the bedroom that had her name taped to a notecard on it, as all the other rooms had been labeled. We found the room easily enough, and opening the door, we began to set them down at the foot of her king-sized bed.
I couldn't exactly think of fun, but thought of a nice, neutral subject that might provide some necessary exposition and potential for interesting anecdotes. "So, what brought you to the book club?"
Erika stretched out the long drive from her beautiful body and kicked off her shoes, making her even with my height. "You've probably heard a story like mine a million times by now from everyone else who's already here; I wouldn't want to bore you."
"Doesn't mean I like to hear it any less," I replied. "We're gonna be spending a long weekend together, I'd love to hear your story."
Erika considered me for a moment, then began to unbutton her shirt. "I was a party girl in my younger days, and when I say I'd party, I mean I would *party*, a complete and total slut and absolutely, positively proud of it. But, there came a time when that life got tiresome and my parents were getting on me to use my brain and degrees become more 'uptight' and 'respectable', so I tried uptight respectability. I used my MBA and tried a few ventures, and after some failures and successes now I own a reasonably prominent recording studio in LA. I met a man, fell in love, started a family, got some beautiful and wickedly smart children out of it. Given time, things have gone stale, we're coasting at home and seem to be going our separate ways more often than not these days. He's a decent man, but hardly the most exciting one, one my parents would approve of, and he doesn't satisfy me the way I know I need. Slowly, I've realized that I have that itch to party, even be a slut again... I've been friends with Lauren for some time, I explained these issues to her in the hopes that she might have been able to offer some insight, and rather than insight, she introduced me to the book club. The rest you can fill in, I'm sure."
She finished unbuttoning her shirt and tossed it aside, revealing her insanely large tits to me, barely held back by a lacy black bra, as well as the impressive tattoo work on her upper right bicep. It was difficult restraining a dramatic reaction on my part at this sight, and it looked like she was enjoying making me squirm.
"You and Lauren go back?" I asked, curious and trying not to react too strongly to what was happening in front of me.
"Not as far as some, but we are old friends," Erika explained. "Though, truth be told, I think she invited me to the book club because she'd wanted to have sex with me for a while and thought it'd be a good excuse to finally get in my pants."
I laughed. "It sounds like the sort of thing she'd do."
Turning away from me, Erika began to unzip her jeans. "She always has had her clever side."
I didn't know what Erika was doing, or what she wanted from me, but I was content to stand here watching as she bent over slightly, jutting her ass out towards me as she dropped her jeans to the floor. I can't say I expected her to have this elaborate a lower back tattoo, or for her to be wearing a skimpy black thong, but the way her epic ass looked... yeah, okay, that I could have expected.
It didn't make me any less hard to look at her, however.
Erika stood back up straightening herself out as if she weren't just standing in front of a nearly naked teenager wearing little other than a skimpy bra and panties.
"So... did it work?" I asked, smiling darkly.
"Hmmm?" Erika asked, feigning innocence.
If she wanted me to spell it out for her, I would. "Did Lauren get in your pants? Did the two of you...?"
"Oh, yes," she replied in that smooth, confident voice purring softly to herself. "Many, many times... god that woman's mouth is magical... and then she introduced me to her friends, and, well, you know how things went from there."
Erika backed herself toward the bed, then fell backward, landing heavily on the bed.
"Ah, this is so fucking comfy!" she declared, rolling around on the blankets luxuriantly. "Please, Ryan, you have to join me; confirm for me how absolutely amazing this bed is!"
I'd already been in a couple of these beds, and knew perfectly well how comfortable they were. Given the look in her eyes, I was pretty sure that she might want more out of me in her bed than just confirmation of how comfortable it was, and while it was tempting eyeing a goddess like her in this exact position, tits jutting in the air while she smiled broadly, I also hardly knew her.
It was, admittedly, a unique situation to be in.
"I should probably go look for the others," I said, noncommittal. "Some of them will kill me, you know, if I don't check in with them? I slept kinda late today..."
Erika rolled onto her side, looking at me with one of the most potent "bitch, please" glares that I had ever seen, looking positively intimidating.
Yeah, she'd caught me making an excuse.
"I'm gonna put this another way," she clarified. "Get your ass over here, lie down on this very comfortable bed with me and chat for a little while, because I'd like to get to know the man who's screwing my friends and daughter."
Okay, when she put it like that (and glared at me that harshly), I understood where she was coming from. I ambled over toward the bed and lay down on it next to her, keeping some respectful distance between us. Erika soon slid over toward me, making sure there was less than a foot between us.
"There, was that so hard?" she asked.
"Uh..." I said, my eyes darting down to my groin, before I looked back at her. "Keep saying things like that, and I'll say you've stepped out onto thin ice."
"Keep not answering my questions, and I'll say we've got a different problem going on here..." Erika said, once again playful yet firm.
"It wasn't so difficult, no," I answered.
"Good," she said, rolling back onto her back and stretching out. "Because this weekend isn't supposed to be about difficulty. It's just unplugging, relaxing, and having a whole lot of fun away from the world out there."
"Oh, believe me... I'm here for that too," I answered, smiling.
"Yes, I'm sure that's all you're here for," Erika replied, looking down at my obvious erection. "Surrounded by a bunch of naked to half-naked MILFs pleasuring each other and looking forward to some massive, eighteen-year-old cock... yes, I'm sure you're here only to get away from it all..."



I sighed, taking my time and looking for the best angle to approach from, because I knew I couldn't half-ass an answer with this woman. "I mean... yeah, that is a big part of it. How could it not be? Everyone here's so fucking hot, and I've had a lot of good times with a lot of you... but that's not all. It couldn't be. I know I don't know everyone in the club, but those of you I do know, I really like and respect. I've known Lauren and Cassandra forever, I mean, they were practically my moms for different parts of my life... Brenda's helped me through a lot of rough times at school, and what's not to love about Viola? And Janelle, and Valerie and Wanda, all of them are amazing teachers... yeah, even if I weren't having sex with a lot of you, I think I'd like hanging around you, and since that's not really possible in the 'real world', I'm going to enjoy it while I have it."
Erika was quiet for a moment, then turned her head to look at me. "Interesting."
Her tone was even, her lips curled in a partial smile.
"Interesting? I pour my heart out, and all I get is 'interesting'?" I laughed.
"I didn't mean to offend; I just found that answer interesting," she answered. "A boy like you, I would have expected to mostly be here to get laid. I would understand that, and I would respect that, even; you're only eighteen once, and you should enjoy it while you have it before you get the kind of responsibilities of age that make adventures and excitement rarer and rarer. But your answer, and how utterly sincere you seem to be with it... I find it interesting. And charming as hell. A boy like you can make old ladies like us feel wanted, and at our age... yeah, that's pretty fucking nice."
Erika toyed with the clasp on the front of her impossibly strong bra. I couldn't help but expect it to explode outward at any given moment, no longer capable of handling the epic task of holding her huge rack in place.
"You're not *that* old," I answered, looking back up to her eyes.
"I know," she replied, undoing the clasps of her bra. "If I were that old, I wouldn't have tits this amazing."
Her bra didn't explode, but it did spill its contents quickly once she had undone the clasps. My jaw dropped at the sight of her mountainous, F-cup tits, so round, so full, so soft-looking, her dark nipples hard and pointed up. I had seen a lot of big tits in my time, but I would be doing a disservice if I didn't note how absolutely amazing hers were.
"A lot of people have asked me if these are real or not... when I tell them they're what good genetics (and a few pregnancies) have given me, most still don't believe me, but you know what? Fuck 'em, I've got some nice boobs, and I'm gonna enjoy 'em," Erika laughed, arching her back so she could get out of her bra and toss it aside.
"They are, uh, definitely nice," I said. "Very, very, very, very nice."
She looked down at my bulge again, then smiled. "I'm sure they are, though I was hoping for a little more dramatic a reaction than that. Not that you're not huge or anything, since from all I can see here is a suitably epic cock... I was simply expecting another inch or two when I busted these babies out."
"Oh, that..." I said, looking down at my straining swim trunks, before my eyes went back up to her insane tits. "Sorry to disappoint, but, yeah, that's not a comment on you or anything; I think you just had me at maximum hardness ever since I laid eyes on you because you're kind of insanely hot, so, you know, what you see is what you get. And I guess these trunks aren't exactly flattering, either, they're kind of baggy, and the inner lining can get a little rough when I'm not in the water..."
Erika bit her lip thoughtfully, then took a breath and said, "Then take them off."
By her tone, it wasn't exactly an order, but it also wasn't exactly a friendly suggestion, either. She still had that authoritative tone to her, but there was also something unexpected.
Nervousness.
I had to approach this carefully.
"This'd be the first eighteen-year-old cock you've seen in a long time, wouldn't it?" I asked.
With less nervousness, Erika answered, "The first cock that wasn't my husband's I'd have seen in the better part of a couple decades. Lauren, the others, they all told me about you, and this seemingly magical cock, and I thought I'd only ever get to be jealous of them over it. But, now that I have you here... yes, I need to see it."
That made sense, but didn't change the fact that I now held some of the power in this dynamic. "That's fair... so, I'll show you mine if you show me yours."
Erika laughed, grabbing and squeezing her tits. "What, these aren't enough?"
"Oh, they're unbelievably impressive," I said, looking at the tiny strip of fabric that made up the front of her thong. "But if I'm gonna be naked, you're gonna be naked, too."
Erika nodded, then arched her back to pull off her panties. "With negotiating skills like that, you've got a future in business, Ryan."
"I don't know about that..." I said, looking down to her shaved pussy with its dark, swollen lips. "But I like where this future is leading."
Stretching out, Erika struck a pose. "Everything you were hoping for?"
"Oh, far more impressive than that..." I answered, wiping my lips with the back of my hand to prevent drooling.
"Good, now it's your turn, and I *don't* want to have to ask again," she said, sternly.
Fair enough.
I pulled down my shorts and tossed them aside, leaving me naked on the bed, and very, visibly hard. Erika's eyes widened at the sight of me, and I could swear I saw her chest rising and falling with greater rapidity, but it looked like she was trying to play this cool.
"Also impressive," she noted, sitting up to better look at me. I turned on my side to face her, my cock coming dangerously close to bumping into her thigh. I was close... very close, almost close enough to feel her body heat, a situation that I was pleased to find myself in.
"Why are you smiling so smugly?" Erika asked, not even hiding her own grin.
"I'm in bed with a naked goddess who's fucking hotter than hell... I think I got all the reason in the world to smile smugly," I said.
"Well... you have a point, there," she admitted. "Sit up."
"Why?" I asked, amused. "Lie down, sit up... next you'll want me to lie down again."
Erika rolled her eyes. "Are you always this much of a pain in the ass?"
"Actually most of your friends like what I can do with their asses, even if it's a bit of a pain, too," I said, not wanting to note that I knew well that Erika's daughter, Nadia, also loved it in her ass.
Erika shivered slightly at my words. "Come on, sit up. You'll like it."
"Well, if I'll like it," I joked, sitting up next to her.
The two of us eyed each other for a moment, taking in our naked bodies and looking each other up and down. For a woman wearing wire-rimmed glasses, Erika looked positively fierce, starving for attention and like she might tear me apart if I gave her half a chance. She parted her lips, wetting them gently with her tongue.
There were only a few inches between us. This tension had to break somehow, it was all a matter of who would break it.
I was about to lean toward her when Erika broke the stalemate, quickly leaning down and inhaling most of my cock in one go.
"Holy... holy shit!" I groaned, feeling her full lips gliding easily along my cockhead, easily taking about seven inches of my dick before she pulled back, swirling her tongue around the head.
Kissing the head, she turned her head, tossing her hair aside so she could look at me. "I'm pretty fucking great, aren't I?"
She jacked my cock with her free hand, making it difficult for me to answer her. "Y...y...y...yeah..."
I dropped my head backward as this dark-skinned goddess looked up at me, smiling proudly before she began to suckle at my cock again. She did this while making eye contact with me, suckling at the head and giving me some hard, fast pleasure that had me shaking. With her lips still affixed to my cock, Erika ran her hands along the side of my shaft, gently licking at my balls as she reached the bottom, before working her way back up and inhaling almost my entire cock again.
She shifted her position so that she was on her elbows and knees beside me, her heavy tits pressing against my legs while her epic ass was pointed in the air. She used this leverage to really open up her throat, inhaling my cock to the root as she continued giving me an amazing blowjob, one that was at once sensual and energetically charged.
It took everything I could to stay sitting up through this perfect blowjob, but needing something else to focus on, I looked over at her ass. Erika was a fit woman, but that ass was nice and pleasantly thick, her cheeks parting and closing as she writhed on the bed. I reached over and grabbed one of her cheeks, squeezing and massaging it, loving the way it made her moan around my cock as she continued perfectly deep-throating me.
There was something she said, though, some beautiful familiarity to this image... and as my hand moved between her cheeks, I knew what to do.
Shifting my fingers, I gently began rubbing my middle finger against her asshole. This seemed to drive Erika even wilder, as she bounced her mouth up and down on my cock at an even greater pace.
Seeing how this was going, and not to be outdone, with a little force, I pressed my finger against her asshole harder, until it pushed inside of her.
Erika cried out around my cock, pushing her ass against my finger as if trying to fuck against me, while she only continued to give me an even harder blowjob.
"You're so fucking hot... and your mouth is so fucking good... but if you keep going like that, you're gonna make me cum down that throat..." I warned.
Panting and coughing, Erika pulled her mouth from my cock, looking up at me with a kind of lustful awe.
"Well, I don't want that... not yet," she groaned, rolling onto her back and pulling me on top of her.
Erika locked her strong arms around me and pulled me in for a deep embrace, pressing our bodies together and forcing her mouth onto mine. I didn't know what to be more overwhelmed by, her eager lips and tongue that had just been pleasuring my cock, the feel of those epic tits pressed against my chest, or the fact that my oversensitive cock was only a matter of inches away from her hot pussy.
Ultimately, I decided not to care, and just made out with one of the hottest women I had ever met.
"How'd you know... yes, squeeze my tits... how'd you know to play with my ass?" she asked through deep, wet kisses.
I grinned, kissing her back fiercely as we ground against each other. "A wise person once told me that all uptight girls love it up their asses."
I dropped down slightly, wanting to suck on her tits, taking that opportunity to worship them with my hands and mouth. I licked and sucked on her hard nipples, nibbling slightly and making her moan loudly in pleasure. She held my head to her chest, making sure that I got a good mouthful as she moaned and writhed against me.
"Sounds like they were a fucking genius... who was it?" Erika asked.
I looked her in the eyes with a mouthful of nipple, before deciding that I could have some fun with honesty.
Grinning, I let her nipple pop from my mouth and said, "Nadia."
Erika looked at me surprised for a moment, then laughed. "Why am I not surprised that you could turn my daughter into a grade-A slut?"
"Actually," I corrected. "She was already there when I met her. She knows what she wants, and she goes for it... shit, she's taught me a lot."
Erika smiled, pleasantly. "Glad that girl's getting to have some fun this year... I was really starting to worry about her."
I kissed my way back up Erika's chest, then looked down at her eye to eye. "You've got nothing to worry about... she's fucking amazing... fuck, you're fucking amazing."
"You say fuck a lot," Erika replied.
"Possibly because I *actually* fuck a lot," I said, kissing her passionately before she could laugh.
"I'm sure you do," she said, looking down toward my cock. "A dick like that, you oughta be fucking all the time... damn you got a huge fucking cock for a white boy."
"I've been told this a few times," I said, rubbing my cock over her pussy lips and shivering. She felt hot, and quite wet.
"So have I, but it's easy to doubt... I've always been a 'seeing is believing' kind of person," Erika replied, rocking her hips against me. Her wet pussy lips glided over my cock, making me groan. "I've seen it... I've tasted it..."
She reached down between her legs and grabbed hold of my cock, lining it up with her entrance. "...and now I want to fuck it."
Wordlessly, I smiled, then leaned in for another kiss. This kiss still held all the heat and promise of our previous kisses, but now it sent my heart racing. Gently, I began to push my cock against her pussy, pressing it against her welcoming folds.
"Oh god..." Erika moaned, closing her eyes tightly, then opening them to stare straight into my soul. "...you can do better than that, Ryan... I don't fucking need that weak shit like some of my other friends, I can take what you got to give..."
"Alright," I grunted, lining it up. "I'll remember you said that."
With her encouragement, I thrust forward. My cockhead and a few inches of shaft sunk inside of her, making her eyes fly open, and making me groan.
She may have had a lot of experience taking dick, but she'd never had what I had to offer.
"Holy fuck..." Erika groaned, her tight pussy closing around my cock. "Okay, okay, okay, maybe I underestimated that... fuck..."
"It catches a lot by surprise," I acknowledged, slowly pushing another inch into her. "But they've all gotten used to it eventually."
Though still trying to catch her breath, Erika smirked. "You're really trying to goad me into taking all that cock deep inside my perfect cunt, aren't you?"
"Is it working?" I asked.
She reached behind me, grabbing my ass in her hands and pulling me forward, burying another couple inches inside of her. Erika had become a moaning, trembling slut impaled on my cock like this, with a look of supreme satisfaction on her face that I couldn't help but feel driven by.
I took her meaning well, pushing the last of my cock inside of her pussy. She may not have had the tightest pussy I'd ever fucked, but fuck if she wasn't still damn tight, and the way her pussy muscles massaged my cock... yeah, it was impressive that I hadn't cum yet.
Looking down at Erika, I watched as her face rolled through many different emotions. Lust, pleasure, disbelief, hunger...
I twitched my cock inside of her, jolting both of our bodies as I rested inside of her.
"Oh, that was fucking mean..." Erika chuckled, disbelievingly looking down to where our sexes converged.
"Yeah, but it's what you wanted, wasn't it?" I asked, feeling a little cocky in this position. "Admit it, this is the best fucking cock you've ever had."
I twitched my cock again, making Erika groan. "Some of... some of... the best cock... oh god... but really high up there..."
"Uh huh," I replied, pulling my cock almost all the way out, before slamming it back home.
Erika groaned again, but looking up at me, I saw a grin of utter superiority. I thought I might have had the upper hand here, and in my cockiness, I might have even lost track of where I was and who I as with, but as she looked up at me with those ravishing eyes and those full lips kept curled in that confident smile, I knew that, even if I was on top, she was still the one in charge here.
"That's really all you got? A big cock and a firm thrust? Because, yeah, those are nice, but I'm gonna need more than that if you want me to think that's the best fucking dick I've ever seen, Ryan. It might have been a while since I've been with a guy even close to you, but I never lost my touch. You really wanna impress me, you're gonna have to do better than that... you're gonna really have to fuck me," she continued, her voice smooth and confident, slipping only when she needed to take a breath.
I don't know if I'd ever found a woman quite so imposing in this position as I did with Erika Barclay, and if I were the same guy I was when this year had started, maybe I would have wilted under the pressure.
I wasn't, though, and buried deep inside this insanely hot woman, I meant to make her understand who I was, what I was about, and that I was one of the best damn fucks she was ever going to get in this life.
So I pulled out, and I rammed home again, and I began to give her the fucking of a lifetime. I fucked Erika with a ferocity that I usually saved for deeper into a much longer, wilder fuck session than this, but if she needed proof of my bona fides, she was going to get it. Pleasure swam through my body as I did everything in my power to drive her mad with lust, and looking down at her bouncing, jiggling, luscious body, at her beautiful face that was so held by its superiority yet cracking with genuine overwhelming lust, I knew that I was holding up my end of the bargain.
"Admit it," I grunted, keeping this intense fuck hard. "You fucking love this..."
"It's goooooooooooood..." she murmured, eyes rolling back as she reached up and pinched her nipples. "But I'm not sure it's 'love it' good yet..."
I looked down at her superior smirk and kissed her deeply, the passion of the moment overtaking us as I continued fucking down into her. It was a hard kiss to break, but when the idea hit me, I couldn't not follow it.
Pulling my lips from hers, I then placed them next to her ear and whispered as I continued to fuck her, "Admit it... this takes you back to your party days... your *slut* days... and you fucking love it... you love having me on top of you, giving you all of this cock like you couldn't get at home, giving it to you exactly how your little slutty cunt needs..."
I raised myself just enough to look into her eyes, seeing that overpowering lust having taken all of that bravado and false confidence from her face as it was clear she was reaching new heights of pleasure.
Now looking her straight in the eye, I continued to speak while I fucked her. "...it's been too long since you've had a man fuck you like this, and now that you've got it, you're gonna lose it any... fucking... second..."
I could have timed that a little better, because it still took some more thrusting to get her there, but soon Erika was cumming on my cock. She was loud, and very vocal, grabbing onto me as she cursed and thrashed and as I kept fucking her into oblivion. She wanted to challenge me, maybe she didn't even believe I was all I was cracked up to be, and I wanted to prove her wrong.
The way she came, I think I managed to get my point across.
"Oh god, oh god... fuckfuckfuck..." Erika murmured, coming down from such a hard cum. "Alright, alright, I can admit a lot of that... I can admit all of that... you're right, they're right, everybody's right, you're fucking amazing, alright? But... there's one thing... you didn't take into account..."
"Yeah?" I asked, slowing my thrusts, but still fucking into her. "What's that?"
Erika wrapped her surprisingly powerful arms around me and held on tight, rolling until she was now on top of me. Hardly looking the worse for wear from the strength of her orgasm, she sat up on my cock, once again ruled by her supreme confidence as she looked like a queen on her throne. A woman this gorgeous, with tits that massive, I couldn't help but feel intimidated by her on an instinctive level.
She ran her hands up her body seductively, tracing her fingers lightly over her tits.
"I've heard everything about you from my friends... but you haven't heard a damn thing about me, have you?" Erika asked, smirking.



"No,' I admitted, my voice soft for how cocky my words were a moment ago. Now I was simply stuck, quietly in awe of the goddess above me and wondering just how the hell I'd gotten here.
She bent over, pressing those massive tits against my chest and whispering in my ear with that smooth, sexy voice that only managed to make me harder inside of her.
"Then you've got no idea what the fuck I'm capable of, baby... and if you thought you fucked me hard, wait'll you see what I'm gonna do to you..." Erika moaned, nibbling on my ear.
She pushed off of my chest, sitting back up on my cock again, before grabbing my wrists and planting my hands firmly on her tits. Erika squeezed my fingers for me, making sure I was well and truly acquainted with her tits, moaning softly as I began to squeeze them just as she wanted, before looking down at me with an arrogance I knew I could never match.
And with that, she began to ride me, doing everything possible to prove that she could fuck me harder than I could ever dream about fucking her.
Erika's hips were a blur as she bounced up and down on me, her pussy squeezing and massaging my cock with every bounce. Her ass jiggled beautifully with every time she slammed back down on my lap, and those tits, holy crap did it take everything I had to try to hold onto them as she rode me.
"Holy fuck!" I exclaimed, blinded by pleasure as she rode me without abandon.
"Yeah, this is how I *fuck*!" she squealed, looking down at me proudly as she only rode me harder. "Haven't fucked a man like this in years, my husband, he can't take it... god love him, he tries, but you can take it!"
"And give it!" I grunted back, squeezing her bouncing tits.
"Yeah, you can give it, but this is how I give it... feels fucking good, doesn't it? Having a hot-bodied, stacked black woman on top of you, taking that thick cock and showing you what you really fucking need... how's that? How do you like that? How do you *fucking* like that?" Erika grunted, riding me without abandon.
"I love it, I love it!" I exclaimed, squeezing her nipples and closing my eyes tightly. It felt like every nerve in my body had been routed through my cock and set for feeling pleasure alone, and I didn't know how much more of this I could take.
"Nuh uh, no way, you're not getting out that easy," Erika said, dropping her hands to the bed on either side of my head, forcing her tits into my face while she still wildly rocked her hips on my cock. "You're gonna have your eyes open, and you're gonna watch every fucking second of it... I don't work this hard to keep in shape to have you close your fucking eyes while I fucking destroy your cock!"
I opened my eyes, and though I couldn't see much more than heaving, epic tits, I didn't see this as a bad thing. One of her firm nipples scrubbed over my lips, and on instinct, I sucked it into my mouth, suckling and flicking it with my tongue while she rode me. With my hands now free, she grabbed them and put them on her ass, making me squeeze her while she continued to utterly annihilate my cock.
"Now I know I've gone at you pretty hard..." she groaned, slowing her ride, using her talented pussy to massage my cock and coax the pleasure out. "...but you've really done a good job keeping up with me... you can cum if you want to... I want you to cum... I'm close to another myself, you'd probably set me off... you firing off all that thick cum inside of me, yeah, that'd do it... I've always been a whore for cum, you pump it in me and I'll fucking lose my shit... come on, you can do it, you can fucking cum for me, right?"
She kept this new, slow, deliberate pace going, angling herself to get the best pleasure while she milked my cock expertly with her muscles. I was lost by this point, a moaning, whining little beast, sucking at her tit and needing release.
Erika changed her angle, pulling her tit from my mouth as we were now face to face. She eyed me with that smug superiority that she had well earned by this point, her pussy bringing indescribable pleasure to my cock. My balls were swelling, so full and needing to burst.
I warned her, "I'm c-"
Before I could finish, she forced her mouth over mine, kissing me deeply through my moans as I came deep within her. This triggered Erika's own orgasm, her hot body writhing against mine as she kept fucking me, coaxing every last drop deep inside of her. I was lost in this moment, fucking up into her on instinct as I squeezed her ass, wanting to give her everything I could as we made out through two devastating orgasms.
We held close to each other, trembling as the pleasure centers of our brains were thoroughly overwhelmed. Our kisses became quicker, and softer, soft laughter mixing in with our moans as we slowed, and then finished.
"Okay... okay, I think... I think that well... I think we're pretty evenly matched..." I joked, kissing her softly on the lips again.
Erika laughed, sitting up on my cock to better show me her sweat-covered body and heaving, massive tits. "Even? Hardly."
"Okay, okay, maybe not even," I admitted. "But we're pretty fucking good together, you can't deny that."
Moaning softly, she ran her fingers down my body and answered, "I'd never even think about denying tha-"
"You fucking slut!" a voice called from the doorway.
It was a high, familiar voice, that nonetheless stabbed me with a quick sting of dread as I craned my neck to see who it was. Erika casually turned her head toward the doorway, then smiled.
"Oh, hey, Lauren, how's it going?" Erika asked.
Mrs. Lauren McNeil strolled into the room, proving herself to be almost as imposing as Erika as she strolled over toward us. A 5'11" redhead, with long silky hair and pale, flawless skin, her DDD tits and ample ass may not have matched Erika's, but that didn't make her any less impressive. She walked toward us in a bright green bikini, an unreadable look of annoyance on her face.
"How's it going?" Lauren scoffed, walking up to Erika and putting her hands on her hips expectantly. "I'm waiting for you to show up so I can say hello after however long it's been since we last got to hang out, and you just, what, grab Ryan the first chance you get and get fucked into oblivion before I can even get a hug?"
Lauren looked at me, her annoyance faltering as she nodded slightly, almost in silent acknowledgment of how hard it would be to resist Erika.
She continued, "You could've at least looked for me and told me you were going to fuck the shit out of him, we could've had some fun with that."
Smirking, Erika replied, "I'm... sorry?"
Lauren now stood right next to Erika, then smiled broadly, leaned in and kissed her. It was quick and passionate, but from my position, with Erika still sitting impaled on my now softening cock, it was pretty fucking amazing to watch as these two women mashed lips, teasing each other with their tongues as that unique fire they possessed passed between them.
Breaking the kiss, Lauren replied, "You know I could never really be mad at you, right? And I really can't blame you for jumping Ryan, can I?"
"It's pretty hard, yeah, I'll grant you that," Erika laughed, kissing Lauren again.
Lauren turned her attention to me. "Didn't mean to give you a scare there, Ryan."
"I wasn't scared," I said, before admitting. "Not for long. Like, a couple seconds, maybe."
"Well, even so, I'm sorry," Lauren said, looking down at me mischievously. "If you need me to beg forgiveness..."
Rolling her eyes, Erika climbed off of me and laid down on the bed beside me, letting my cock pop free while a river of cum poured from her cunt. "Yes, yes, Lauren, please, jump in uninvited. No, I'm certainly not missing having his cock in me because you feel obliged to apologize for a cheap joke or anything like that..."
Lauren sat down at the edge of the bed, looking at both of us hungrily, before saying, "I was hoping you'd invite me... I mean, with all of our long, intimate history going back so far, I'd think you would *want* to invite me... but if you say it's okay to jump in without an invite, well, then don't mind if I do!"
Holding my eye contact, Lauren bent down and took my cock into her mouth, sucking my cum and Erika's juices from it as she moaned. Those blue-green eyes of hers stared into my soul, while her mouth cleaned my softening cock nicely, bringing back some life in twitches. She kept at this for a good while, sucking and bobbing and looking up at me with those eyes I could never refuse that practically begged me back to hardness... yeah, it didn't take long at all to get back to strength.
Letting my cock pop out of her mouth, Lauren said, "Please tell me you've had a chance to taste him..."
"I sucked him for a while, very nice, by the way," Erika replied, fingering some cum out of her pussy. "But didn't get a taste of cum from the source; I was hoping to get some of that later. For now, though, secondhand's pretty nice too, and I got enough to share..."
Erika sucked her fingers clean, groaning as she tasted my cum, while Lauren greedily leaned over me to lick and suck my cum from Erika's cunt. Erika moaned deeply as Lauren ate her pussy out, occasionally giggling and pinching her nipples as she looked down at the stacked redhead ravenously licking her.
Smiling up at her with what looked like a mouthful of cum, Lauren playfully climbed over Erika and let the cum drip from her mouth into Erika's, before the two women began to make out. It almost seemed like they were fighting for more of my cum, as if it were the most delicious nectar in the world... but before a winner could be decided, Lauren broke this kiss and crawled back down between Erika's legs.
As fucked out as I was, this was a surreal and awesome moment, one I hoped wouldn't turn out to be some pleasurable yet cruel dream that I had yet to wake up from. When I kept not waking up and just lived the moment, I smiled at both of them.
Turning to Erika, I asked, "Is Lauren as good at eating pussy as she is at sucking cock? Because she's an amazing cocksucker."
Erika groaned, dropping her head back. "You know I couldn't possibly compare those two skills, right? ...but she *is* pretty fucking amazing."
Lauren kissed Erika on the clit, then looked at both of us with a smug grin. "Hey, if you've been a part of the book club as long as I have, you're gonna get some experience eating a woman out, and I've had a *lot* of experience. Way more than Erika here..."
"You're alright," Erika said, rolling her eyes and waggling her hand back and forth in a half-impressed gesture. "Ryan, do something about her before I have to?"
"Gladly," I said, crawling towards Lauren and twisting her onto her back. She landed hard, and in a flash, I was on top of her. I pulled her bikini top up over her huge tits, freeing them and briefly suckling on her thick, pink nipples.
Lauren squealed up at me, giggling. "Oh, Ryan... you're getting strong."
"Spend as much time fucking you book club ladies as I do, it pays to be in shape," I said, leaning down to kiss her deeply. Lauren's lips melted against mine, the mixed flavors of Erika's and my juices still prominent on her mouth.
"Sure does pay..." Erika added, sitting up next to us and running her hands over my muscles and squeezing appreciatively as I continued making out with Lauren. Though they weren't really that impressive, I was a lot tighter and leaner than I was when I started this year, and had improved my stamina immensely through the exercise plans my friends had put me through.
My cock was running up against Lauren's covered pussy, and I could feel her entrance, so hot and needy and ready for me. Lauren looked up at me expectantly, pulling her bikini bottom to the side in invitation, and without a word, I grabbed my cock and angled it toward her pussy, pushing it into her hot, welcoming folds. She moaned against me, shuddering as I slid inch after inch into her experienced cunt, not slowing until I bottomed out inside of her.
"So fucking good..." Lauren murmured, kissing me.
"Thanks," I replied, beginning to thrust in and out of her slowly.
Erika laughed, reaching in and untying the side of Lauren's bikini bottom to give me better access. "Really, Lauren? Really? You brought me into this club so you could fuck the shit out of me, and the moment a boy with a tight ass and a truly exceptional cock comes around, you completely ignore me?"
"It's... fuck... not exactly easy..." Lauren moaned.
"Yeah, I'm kind of irresistible," I laughed, kissing Lauren.
I normally didn't feel irresistible, but it felt fun to say it under these circumstances.
Erika sighed. "Yeah, you're right about that; if I was in your shoes, I'd be doing the same thing."
Without breaking my pace with Lauren, I looked back to Erika. "Don't worry, there's plenty of me to go around."
"There better be," she replied, pulling my head up so she could kiss me. "Because I'm not done with you yet."
"Neither am I," Lauren replied, locking her legs behind me and encouraging me to fuck her harder.
Honestly, there were worse places to be than stuck between two Amazons like Lauren and Erika, my cock buried in a redheaded queen with huge tits, while a black goddess with even bigger tits sat next to us, vying for our attention. It was not a matter of us ignoring Erika, I wagered, but it was clear that she was a woman who was used to being the center of attention, and that if she wanted it, she was going to get it.
She did this this time by lying down on her side next to us, pressing her enormous breasts against our sides, and putting her face level with ours. Wordlessly, she stole a kiss first from Lauren, then from me, making sure they were long and lusty and suitable for reminding us just whose room we were in.
Then, however, she pushed Lauren and me together, making us kiss while she watched, her hands fondling Lauren's tits and squeezing my ass as the two of us fucked.
"I love watching the two of you fuck," Erika admitted. "Fuck, you two look so damn good together... not as good as either of you would look with me, of course, but so fucking good... god, I could watch you all day! Fuck, you really take that cock up your ass, Lauren?"
"Uh... huh..." Lauren moaned, her eyes rolling back briefly as I continued to fuck her. "Every, single, last, inch of it!"
"And it all fits?" Erika asked, a little incredulous.
"With some difficulty," I grunted. "But when it comes to you MILF sluts... I've discovered that when there's a will, there's a way, and most of you manage fine..."
Erika gasped in mock offense. "What did you call us? Did you hear what he called us, Lauren?"
"Oh, fuck off," Lauren laughed. "We *are* MILF sluts, and you fucking know it."
"No, no, no, no, no, you've got it all wrong," Erika corrected, sliding up to press her tits into Lauren's and my faces. Obviously, we couldn't let those just sit there without doing anything, so the two of us began sucking on Erika's tits while I continued to fuck Lauren.
Erika continued, through soft moans and the occasional yelp as Lauren and I sucked and nibbled at her thick, dark nipples, "We are not mere MILF sluts the likes of which you'd see on any cheap pornographic site, no, we, Lauren, are the cream of the crop. We are the hottest of the hot, the kind of women that most boys and girls could never hope to touch in their entire fucking lives... oh that's good, keep sucking like that... we are the dirtiest of the dirty, the nastiest of the nasty, the kind of sluts who give in to the filth that most vanilla bitches could and would never dream of! No, we are not your average MILF sluts! We are *top* motherfucking *shelf* MILF sluts, and don't you forget about it!"
Letting her nipple pop from my mouth, I moaned, "Okay... okay, I won't forget."
"Good boy," Erika replied, spanking my ass playfully.
Moaning, Lauren's mouth soon shifted to a mischievous grin. "I don't know... I think if we were as dirty as you claim we are, I'd already be bent over and taking it up my ass, and no offense to what you're doing, Ryan, because it's absolutely heavenly, but I don't seem to be bent over and taking it up my ass. How can I know that I'm really that *top motherfucking shelf* if you don't fuck this mother in her exquisite ass?"
Erika looked impressed. "She's got a point."
Grinning, I had to acknowledge the logic. "She really does."
Lauren laughed, looking up at us as she unlocked her legs from behind my ass. "So, you gonna talk about me like I'm not here, or are you gonna fuck my ass like this top shelf MILF slut deserves? Because I gotta say, I've been here almost a day already, and my ass hasn't been fucked nearly as well as I'd like yet."
"That," I said, kissing her and pulling out quickly. "I can do. Erika... I think Viola loaded up all these rooms with lube in the bedside tables, can you find-"
"On it," Erika replied, rolling away from us.
I savored this brief moment of one-on-one contact, leaning down to kiss Lauren again. The face that looked up at me wasn't the face of a MILF seductress, but rather a woman I cared for and respected... maybe even loved a little. She smiled at me with a kind warmth that seemingly ran at complete odds to the lewd nakedness we shared, and when she kissed me again, there was a tenderness to it that made me feel, well, a little like I was melting.
"Got the lube!" Erika declared proudly. "Prepare your fucking ass, Lauren!"
Well, it was a nice moment while it lasted.
Lauren and I shared a laugh among each other before disentangling ourselves, me getting up on my knees behind Lauren as she rolled over onto her hands and knees, finally ditching the last remnants of her bikini and getting as naked as Erika and me. She was a sight of lewd perfection like this, her ass sticking out at me while her massive tits hung below her, looking over her shoulder at me with that sweet, motherly-looking face as I was about to utterly annihilate her ass.
Erika crawled back over to us, a bottle of KY in hand. "Here, you lube yourself, Ryan; I've got this bitch."
Not caring what kind of mess she made, Erika squeezed a generous amount of lube into my hand, before turning her attention to Lauren.
"You're gonna make me pay for complaining, aren't you?" Lauren said, sounding less nervous and more like she was trying to give Erika ideas.
"Uh, yeah!" Erika laughed, squeezing even more lube into her own hand before switching her attention toward Lauren.
I knelt there, lubing my cock and watching this, enjoying the sight as I watched Erika spread lube along the crack of Lauren's ass, before going toward her tight, pink little asshole with her fingers. She simply toyed with it at first, running little, light circles over Lauren's sensitive hole as she teased and probed, making Lauren moan and quiver. The busty redhead reached between her legs, fingering herself while Erika continued to lube her up.
I don't know if she expected Erika to suddenly thrust three fingers inside her, but the way she simultaneously cried out in pain while moaning in ecstasy said it was a bit of a surprise.
"Oh fuck... oh you fucking bitch," Lauren moaned, her fingers moving more rapidly over her clit. "What the fuck?"
"Come on, it's not like I haven't had most of my hand up your ass before," Erika said, amused and turning her attention to me. "I have, by the way."
I was too hypnotized by the sight of Erika roughly thrusting three fingers in and out of Lauren's ass to come up with much of a response, but I did manage, "I believe you."
"Yeah... Lauren and I have become pretty impressive ass sluts with each other," Erika admitted, continuing to fuck the moaning Lauren harder and harder with her fingers. "You don't get it at home when you need it, and you gotta find an outlet somewhere. We've got each other, the club, and all sorts of toys... but nothing beats having a real, thick, huge fucking cock buried up your ass and fucking you like some cheap slut until you're all cummed out and can't hold yourself up anymore, ain't that right, Lauren?"



"No fucking kidding..." Lauren grunted.
"Thought so," Erika said, pulling her fingers from Lauren's ass and turning her attention back to me. Lauren moaned, mewling disgruntledly as she needed her ass filled. She arched back toward us, flexing her ass almost hungrily as her newly violated hole clenched and unclenched, glistening with the KY that Erika had fingered deep inside of her.
"There, got her nice and lubed up for you," Erika continued, taking hold of my cock and stroking it proudly. "Fuck her nice and fucking hard... but don't fuck her *too* hard."
Lowering her voice, Erika knelt beside me and pressed her body against mine. The feel of her warm flesh, of the insistent press of those massive tits against my side, made me shiver. She leaned in to whisper in my ear, her voice soft and sultry as she continued to stroke my cock slowly.
"Remember... her ass is just an appetizer... mine's the main fucking course," Erika continued, kissing me proudly and swatting me on the ass before letting go of my cock. "Now go get her!"
In a daze, as much for the position I was in as I was for what Erika's words had done to me, I crawled on my knees behind Lauren. She giggled slightly as my cock bumped up against her ass cheek. I looked down at Lauren, her eyes staring into mine so hopefully, her smile so sweet for how utterly filthy this moment was. I grabbed hold of my cock and lined the head up with her glistening asshole, rubbing it up against her until she was moaning.
"You want this, Lauren?" I asked, continuing to tease her hole.
Erika plopped down on the bed next to Lauren, pressing against her friend and smiling. "Of course, she does! This is Lauren fucking McNeil you're talking to, one of the biggest anal sluts in town, are you gonna fucking deny her?"
"I can handle this, Erika..." Lauren said, shutting up her friend with a deep kiss before turning back to look at me. She looked so hopeful, so hungry and absolutely needy.
"Ryan... please fuck my ass..." she begged, biting her lip lusciously.
Not needing any more prodding, I pressed my lubed-up cock against her, then forced my way inside of her tight asshole. Lauren cried out, a sting of pleasure and pain as I burrowed my cock into her forbidden hole. Unbelievably tight, she squeezed me like a vise as I continued to push inside her, deeper and deeper, loving every moment of this hot, familiar and deliciously dirty act between us. The two of us didn't break eye contact until I was buried completely inside of her, at which point Lauren turned her attention back to Erika.
"I fucking told you," she boasted, proudly.
"You sure did," Erika said, sitting up briefly to look at Lauren's asshole stretched obscenely around my thick cock. Erika's eyes widened in some surprise, clearly impressed as she nodded softly before lying back down.
I gripped Lauren's ass for a moment, squeezing the perfect flesh and making her pale skin flush pink with contact. Playfully, I swatted her right ass cheek and made her yowl, but before she could say anything, I grabbed hold of her hips and began to fuck her.
Now, this was hardly the first time I'd ever fucked Lauren's ass, but that didn't make it any less special. Every time we'd gotten together before had felt hurried by outside pressures, but now that we had this long weekend, every time we were together just felt particularly intense. As Lauren squeezed my cock with her ass muscles, I took it as enough of a hint, and began to go to town on her. I fucked in and out of her with an intense, steady pace, our bodies colliding, and the room suddenly filled with the sounds of our colliding bodies and her bouncing tits as I steadily fucked her ass.
And then Erika decided to start commentating. "That's it, that's it, you keep fucking her ass, Ryan, keep fucking that little slut's ass like she deserves, but remember where the real fun is... you've seen my ass, you know you want it, keep going at her, but remember where the real party is... but you know I love you too, right, Lauren? I'm just having fun here... fuck, you guys make this look so fucking good... so fucking hot... okay, I'm jealous, but I'm here for you, I'm here for both of you... god, this is getting me so fucking hot, I can't wait, I need a taste... your cock... your ass... I need it..."
Erika crawled beside me and knelt, pushing against me so my cock fell out of Lauren. Before Lauren or I could object, however, Erika quickly buried three of her fingers inside of Lauren's ass, and utterly inhaled my cock. She was sucking my cock straight out of her friend's ass, something that seemed so utterly filthy it might have made me cum right then if I'd had my wits about me.
Before I could comprehend what was going on, Erika removed her fingers from Lauren's ass and slid my cock right back into her friend. Lauren and I looked at each other for a moment, completely and utterly disbelieving what had just happened, but after we both looked at Erika looking like a fucking sex goddess, I shrugged, Lauren nodded in her lusty haze, and I went back to fucking her ass like a beast.
Lauren was wailing, groaning and writhing as she fucked back against me. I could feel her fingers running rapidly over her clit as she touched herself, her ass tightening in anticipation. With this in mind, I only went at her harder, grabbing her hips tightly as I fucked her ass with everything I had. That Erika knelt behind us, offering foul words, caresses and gropes certainly didn't hurt matters either, but the increasing look of impatience in her eyes certainly added an extra heat to the occasion.
"Alright, fuck this..." Erika said, adjusting her hair and rolling onto her back. "You know I love you, Lauren, but I want his cock up my ass about five minutes ago, so I'm gonna make you cum and take that cock for myself."
"H...h... huh?" Lauren grunted, confused. "You're gonna- FUCK!"
Deftly, Erika slid herself under Lauren, pushing Lauren's hand aside as she began to savagely lick and suck at Lauren's clit. I soon felt Erika's fingers playing with my balls, gently rubbing them and squeezing softly, not enough to cause pain, but certainly enough to remind me of exactly what she wanted out of me.
I held back, happy for the proximity of my most recent orgasm and how it helped me hold off on my next.
Lauren wasn't so lucky.
"Fuckfuckfuckfuck, GODDAAAAAAMN!" she wailed, cumming messily between Erika's and my efforts. I could feel her juices splash against my balls as her ass tightened around my cock, and the telltale sound of Erika laughing as she lapped up Lauren's juices.
It was a moment of perfect, absolute filth... and it had only just begun.
While Lauren came down, Erika slid out from underneath her, smiling like the cat that ate the canary as she licked Lauren's juices from her face.
"I'll never get tired of you being such a fucking gusher," she said, smacking her lips playfully. "Damn, girl, you taste so fucking good!"
"Thanks..." Lauren panted as I slowed to a stop. "Though that was so not fair."
"Take it out on me later; lord knows I'm well overdue for some punishment," Erika said, playfully pushing me back so my cock popped out of Lauren's ass. "'til then, I need my ass filled!"
She twisted around so she was on her hands and knees next to Lauren, her ass jutting out toward me.
The two women couldn't be more different. Lauren's pale white skin next to Erika's smooth, dark skin. Lauren collapsing and panting after a solid fuck, Erika kneeling and grinning back at me and ready for more. Lauren was kind yet knew when to cut loose, while Erika had a well-earned arrogance to her that made me unbelievably hard. Lauren's ass was impressive, glistening with lube and well fucked and pink from the kind of fucking she'd received, while Erika's ass was utterly epic, round and jutting out at me, begging to be squeezed, spanked, and fucked. She'd already clearly lubed herself up, as her winking asshole glistened at me as she put it on display for me.
"Seriously, Ryan, you know you want to fuck my ass, I know you want to fuck my ass, why fight the inevitable when you can just shove that huge fucking cock inside of me and see how long it takes to make me cum?" Erika said, once again with utterly impeccable logic.
Though I didn't want to neglect Lauren, seeing Erika presented like this overwhelmed much of my better sense. I gently stroked Lauren's ass, letting her know that I'd be back, but then crawled behind Erika, squeezing her ass and running my thumbs over her tight hole.
"You talk a lot, you know that?" I taunted, rubbing my hard, lubed-up cock over her hole.
"A lot of people have accused me of similar, but few have been able to ever shut me up," Erika said, smiling proudly. "I'm willing to let you try to shut me up, if you think you got what it takes."
I took hold of my cock and pressed it against her asshole. "But I don't want you to shut up..."
I bent over her, enough that I could whisper in her ear as I pushed inside. "...I want to make you scream!"
Her ass was welcoming, but even then, I still had a big cock, and she clearly hadn't had a man like me in some time. With the help of plenty of lube, however, I stretched her tight asshole, pushing inside with grunting effort and forcing the head within her.
"FUCKING HELL!" Erika grunted, pounding the bed with her fists. "Fuck, that's a lot bigger back there!"
Lauren, now rolled over onto her back so she could watch all this, laughed. "I could've told you that if you weren't being such a cocky bitch about all this."
"You did tell me... I just chose not to believe you... SHIT!" Erika exclaimed, continuing to pound the bed with her hands as I continued to slide inch after inch into her impeccably tight ass.
The tightest entrance squeezed me so hard it blended the line between pleasure and pain, but when I caught her looking back at me, that smug look on her face replaced by desperate hunger as I continued to feed inch after inch of my monstrous dick inside of her, that was more than enough to make up for any discomfort. I was giving her what she wanted, and taking what I wanted, and I gotta say, it felt fucking great.
Soon, I was bottomed out inside of her, and I took that moment to spank each of her ass cheeks with each of my hands.
"Yeah, how's that, huh?" Erika grunted, her voice weak and shaky as she tried to take on some semblance of her playful arrogance. "You fucking love that perfect black ass, don't you?"
I laughed, spanking each cheek again. "Well, like you say... it's pretty fucking perfect. No offense to yours, Lauren..."
"Oh, none taken," Lauren laughed, rolling onto her side, then crawling toward us. "Her ass is perfect. I fucking love it. Go on, Ryan, fuck her until she cries..."
I nodded, not needing much more prodding than that. Before I could get down to business, though, I had to lean over Erika one more time, kissing her. It was an urgent, sloppy kiss we shared, one filled with desperation and dancing tongues. While I held myself up with one hand, I reached beneath her with the other, groping her tits and pinching her nipples as I prepared for what was to follow, because I knew that what would happen next would be, quite simply, epic.
As I grabbed her hips and began to fuck, I proved that theory to be quite true.
I doubted any of the epic poets from ages past would have been up for writing a poem detailing the first time I ever fucked Erika Barclay's "perfect black ass", but given how it felt as much a wild battle as anything Homer would have written about in his Greek epics, I would have at least made a good case for this fuck being worthy of song and poem.
Simply put, Erika was built for sex. Every square inch of her body was built for giving and receiving pleasure for both the mind and body, and she fucking knew how to use it to maximum effect. I may not have met her level of perfection as I fucked into her tight asshole with every bit of effort I could put behind it, but the way she moaned, muttering and groaning out some utterly foul dirty talk, the way she would occasionally steal glances back at me with eyes that were equally wild for pleasure and in need of so much more, I thought I met the challenge well.
"God, yes, fuck my ass, fuck my ass... fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck! I haven't gotten a cock up my ass in the better part of twenty years, and I was a damn fucking fool for not doing this sooner! God, I'd almost forgotten how good it felt to have a man shoving his thick fucking meat up my tight fucking ass... you're so fucking good, Ryan, god, keep going, keep fucking my ass, keep fucking me, harder, harder, I can fucking take it, fuck me, Ryan, fuck me harder, tear my ass apart, just fuck me up, do it, fucking fuck me harder you little fuck! Fuck my tight ass with your thick fucking cock you motherfucker!" Erika wailed as I pounded into her without abandon.
I was so lost in what we were doing, that I hadn't noticed Lauren was keeping busy herself. In fact, I had almost forgotten about her entirely, until I felt her pressing her body against my back. Her tits ballooned against me, her arms wrapped around my chest as she groped my muscles, and her breath suddenly became hot against my neck before she nibbled playfully on my ear.
"Fuck her, Ryan... fuck her ass so hard the slut'll never forget," Lauren purred, reaching down between my legs as she caressed my bouncing balls. "I know what you can do, but she doesn't, not yet... show her, show her what you can do and make her regret ever being a bitch to any of us..."
Erika moaned. "It's just... for me... having fun... not a real... bitch..."
Lauren craned her neck around me, laughing. "Oh, I know! We're just all playing our parts today, and you wanna play yours as an arrogant cunt until you get your ass stuffed by a huge teen cock, right? Well, here you are, and look at you breaking down and living your sweet, fucking life!"
"Fuck," Erika groaned, laughing throatily as I felt her body tense up. "You know me so well."
"I do," Lauren said, before going back to whispering in my ear. "Make her cum... make the little bitch scream... hold off long enough, though... because I want some of that cum too... you fucking make her scream, and we'll make you cum so fucking hard... paint us, Ryan... you know we'll both look so fucking good covered in your hot fucking cum, right?"
God, I knew they would, they really would... fuck... I couldn't keep going like this, could I? I'd already been going well past the point most guys would have completely lost it... fuck, I should've been done after Lauren, and now that I was fucking Erika's ass, I really should have been done, and yet here I was, fucking her without mercy, balls deep in what had to be one of the greatest asses on Earth, and somehow, I was doing great. Better than great, really, it was like I'd hit an athletic high. Nothing could stop me, nothing would stop me while I kept fucking thins immaculately tight, top-shelf MILF ass.
Erika turned to look at me, and time seemed to slow. She smiled this utterly sweet and contented smile, no longer needing to prove herself to me or Lauren, showing me now who she was inside, and how happy and free she was in this moment. Ecstasy rolled over her and rippled into me, and as she reached between her legs to finger herself, I could feel this moment reaching perfection.
I just didn't know what perfection was, yet.
"I know you think you're the best, Erika," Lauren teased, running her hands up and down my body as I kept fucking her friend. "And in a lot of ways you are... but I'll tell you one thing you don't have..."
"Ohmygodohmygodohmygod...!" Erika wailed, dropping her head, then looking back at Lauren. "What... what is it?"
Lauren smiled proudly, then pulled me into a hot kiss before adding, "History. Ryan and I, we've had a few encounters over these last few months, and I've learned a few things about him. Things that get him going, things that set him off..."
One of her hands went down to squeeze my pumping ass. I could feel one of her fingers, cool and wet with someone's sex juices, and I had only the faintest flash at what was to come.
"...and things that will send him into overdrive," Lauren purred proudly, before pressing that lubed up finger right up my ass.
Lauren was right. She really did know what would push me into overdrive. It was as if every nerve and every muscle had been given a singular purpose, and it was to push me into fulfilling this fuck's natural and utterly messy conclusion.
"FUCK!" I roared, before summoning energy I didn't know I had and utterly annihilating Erika's ass.
"What the-" Erika yelped, before dropping her head and being overtaken by a deep, guttural groan, "Oh lord, oh holy fucking shit, holy fucking shit, he's gonna make me, gonna make me, MOTHERFUCKER, YOU'RE MAKING ME CUM YOU FUCK, HOLY FUCKING SHIT!!!!!"
By the way she bucked and wailed with orgasm, you might have thought she'd just been kicked by God himself. She screamed out in utter ecstatic bliss as her body shook and shuddered, her ass clamping down hard on my cock as I continued to rail her and Lauren continued thrusting her finger into my ass. I held on with strength that felt miraculous, but I couldn't wait for her orgasm to subside.
Once it did, though, I couldn't have felt more fortunate for Lauren's presence.
Knowing exactly what she wanted, she let me go, pulling her finger from my ass before crawling toward Erika. She pulled her friend off my cock, then twisted her onto her back before lying next to Erika. With two naked, stacked women in front of me, their tits and faces looking oh so ready for some proper defilement, I felt like the luckiest man on Earth.
Lauren opened her mouth, smiling playfully, while Erika still looked like she was catching her breath. Nonetheless, an accomplished slut like her could not be slowed, and she too soon opened her mouth.
I grabbed hold of my cock, stroking it toward that last moment, before I utterly erupted all over them. An absolute flood of cum burst forth from my cock, overpowering my body as absolute pleasure was released within me, and what felt like the biggest cum of my life released all over them. Shots splashed across their tits, their necks and their faces, splashing into open mouths and landing in their hair. It was as if my cock had briefly become an inconsistent firehose, blasting them in streaks of seed as they moaned and lapped it up.
By the time I was finished, both of them seemed almost completely coated, and I was about ready to collapse. Sensing this, the two women parted just enough for me to fall down face first between them, laughing and groaning.
A long moment of the three of us catching our breaths passed before Erika spoke. "So... I'm sorry if I ever doubted either of you. This was... this was wow."
"I told you," Lauren replied, running her fingers over the cum on her tits. "But, seriously, it was really 'wow' this time. I'm a fucking mess."
"You're a mess? Look at me!" Erika laughed, proudly showing off my white cum against her dark skin.
"I'd apologize," I panted, "But I don't really want to."
Erika laughed again. "You better not apologize, Ryan. You got a fucking gift there, and you should fucking do what you can with it! That? That right there? That was fucking amazing. You're fucking amazing... god, it's gonna make this weekend so much fun having a cock around when we need one."
"Seriously," Lauren replied, running her fingers through my hair. "Though I think we should catch up with the others soon."
"I think a shower's gotta come first," Erika replied. "Like, a real shower, not one of those ones where we all just get wet and fucky again. We're a fucking mess, and much as I'd love to show it off to all the others, I don't wanna be dripping everywhere."



"Yeah, same," Lauren replied.
Taking gentle hold of my head, Erika turned me to face her. Aside from this cum-drenched goddess, I saw a smile on her that was utterly sweet and satisfied, with no hint of attitude or arrogance, letting me finally see the woman Lauren called one of her best friends. She stroked my face gently in thanks, nodding silently. I nodded in return, smiling back at her in my own thanks for such amazing sex.
"So... room for one more in that shower?" I asked, hopeful.
***
There was room for the three of us in Erika's shower, barely, but if getting a chance to rub up against the two of them for a little while longer was the cost of a shower around here, I was fine with it.
I got out of the shower earlier than Lauren and Erika, partly because they said they needed more time to do each other's hair, and partly because I figured they needed more time to get "caught up" that didn't involve fighting over my cock.
Toweled off and dressed back in my swim trunks, I walked down the hallway from Erika's bedroom toward the sound of music I had heard earlier this morning. I knew there was a stripper pole in one of the rooms of this house, and I knew that Viola was almost certainly taking the opportunity to show off.
As I edged down the hall toward the open doorway the music poured from, I found that I was all too right on this assessment.
What looked like a large home gym had been converted, at least for the weekend, into what looked like an improvised strip club. Most of the heavier workout equipment had been pushed to the side, while a handful of couches and comfortable chairs had been brought to the forefront, surrounding the room's stripper pole with space to spare.
Currently on the pole was my science teacher, and the woman who'd ensured I had a good night's sleep, Dr. Valerie Chan. Wearing nothing more than a pair of dark panties, she spun around the pole without the greatest of expertise, but looked like she was having fun, and looked amazing doing it. Standing next to her was a woman who even the mere glimpse of always got my heart pounding, Ms. Viola Kent. A lithe and slender dancer with a gorgeous face, her dark hair was up in a messy yet practical bun, and her black bikini covered her assets well. Viola gave Valerie tips, and not just as an excuse to occasionally grope her (though there was definitely some groping going on) as Valerie smiled and nodded attentively.
Ana sat in a chair nearby, watching the show half-heartedly. This was understandable, considering the fact that a very naked Brenda knelt between her legs, her face buried between Ana's thighs as she did everything possible to keep the Latina MILF well distracted.
There should have been one more woman here, but I couldn't find her...
"Hey, Ryan."
I gulped, then turned to see the woman standing behind me.
Mrs. Cassandra Pruitt was only 5'4", and shouldn't have been that intimidating, but by her youthful beauty alone, I felt small next to her. With pale skin and shoulder-length, silky black hair that framed her gorgeous face, she was a sight to behold. Her full pouty lips remained painted a bold, blood red, and her big brown eyes peeked out from over a comfortable pair of sunglasses. Those lips curved into a smile at the sight of me.
I wish I could have smiled here, but I was distracted as I looked down, taking in Cassandra's body that threatened to burst from her black, silk robe. The robe went barely to her mid-thighs, showing off plenty of her toned legs, while the fabric itself struggled to contain her wide hips and DD-cup tits, showing off plenty of cleavage. Even having seen her naked the day before, this glimpse at her was at once tantalizing and hypnotic, holding my attention with an impressive power.
Even with what I'd been through, I couldn't help but lose my cool around the gorgeous mother of one of my oldest friends (who also happened to be the girl who took my virginity) just a little.
"Oh, hi, Cassandra!" I said, stumbling over my words slightly as my eyes went back up to hers.
Her smile broadened slightly at my ogling, but she said nothing to this effect. Nor did she mention anything about what happened yesterday, when both of us received orgasms from someone else while the two of us held hands. It was a singularly unique experience, and one that held some unspoken heat between us.
Cassandra said, "Want to join me on one of the couches?"
"Gladly!" I said, a little too enthusiastic.
She grinned, confidently, and took my hand in hers. There was another spark there, another reminder of what had happened as she led me toward one of the couches facing the stripper pole. Cassandra sat me down first, and before I knew what was happening, she sat on my lap sideways, one of her arms around my neck.
"Oh, so this is how we're doing it?" I asked, laughing slightly.
"Yes, this is exactly how we're doing it," Cassandra said, looking from me to the others. "They're all nice and distracted, so I'm grabbing hold of you while I can. Is that a problem?"
"Not at all," I replied, grinning. "I was hoping we'd get some time together today."
Smiling a little sheepishly, she replied. "I was too, actually. I would've found you this morning after Brenda got you, but it seems like Erika and Lauren claimed you while I was distracted by this lot here."
"You heard that?" I said, not embarrassed in the slightest.
"I think everyone in the house heard that," Cassandra laughed. "Erika Barclay is many things, but subtle isn't one of them. It's one of her greatest charms, really... all of us think we know how to cut loose, but that woman, she could teach lessons on letting your hair down."
"I dunno," I said, resting one of my hands on her thigh. "I think you're doing a pretty good job right now."
"Yeah?" she asked, wiggling in her seat slightly, stirring my cock to life.
"Yeah," I replied, looking up at her.
We'd shared something odd the day before, and given the history between us, I'd be hard-pressed denying there were some feelings in play that made this particularly exciting. A little nerve-wracking, as well, but certainly exciting. Exciting enough to distract me from anything else happening in this room, to a point where someone could have dropped a bomb and I wouldn't have noticed.
I licked my lips, trying for something to say that didn't involve asking her if she was still naked under her robe.
"So, uh... have you had your turn on the pole yet?" I asked.
"Which pole?" Cassandra asked, laughing slightly as she wiggled on my erection again.
"I think I walked into that one, didn't I?" I asked, laughing back.
"Completely," she returned, kissing me on the cheek. "Don't worry about it, though, I'm all kinds of giddy fun this weekend. Silly's feeling nice, honestly."
"Clearly," I replied.
"But to answer your question, yes, I've had my turn up on the pole. I think I might be one of Viola's better students, actually," Cassandra said, proudly. "Not like I'm the best dancer in the world or anything, but I try to pay attention sometimes rather than just jumping right into sex."
"I'm sure that would help," I replied, looking down at her cleavage briefly, before smirking back up at her.
"You wanna see my moves?" she asked.
I nodded. "If it wouldn't be too much trouble... I think it'd be pretty hot to watch."
Silently, she grinned and hopped out of my lap, standing over me before slowly backing toward the pole.
"I'll show you what I've got, but when I'm finished here, you and me are gonna have some private time," she continued, smiling dangerously. "And I better not see you letting one of these other sluts take you away, 'cause if you do, I might have to be cross with you."
"Wouldn't dream of it," I said, watching her as she strolled away towards the pole, dropping her robe to the floor to reveal a skimpy light blue bra and panties set. It hugged her body well, making her tits look amazing, and sitting here watching her, I doubted much of anything could have torn me away from watching her.
It was then that a pair of soft, firm hands squeezed my shoulders before running down my chest, and a familiar, sultry voice that made my cock twitch and my skin break out in goosebumps spoke in my ear. "Well, hello, Ryan...'
Uh oh.
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. It's been a rough few years, and in times like this, it becomes very easy to give in to anger and let that rule your life. I ask that, instead of letting anger run your life, take a breath, ask yourself if anger is really best in this moment, and if it isn't, try to consider putting some kindness out into the world instead. It's a rough world out there these days, and while that doesn't look like it will change anytime soon, it doesn't take much to make it just a little bit better. Please be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)



        Diary of a Goth Princess Ch. 03

        Josie, Sarah & Tori visit the sex shop glory holes.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/diary-of-a-goth-princess-ch-03

Title: Diary of a Goth Princess Ch. 03

Author: aimingtomisbehave33

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Josie, Sarah & Tori visit the sex shop glory holes.

Tags: glory hole, asian, slut, lesbian, group sex, anal, fff, goth, 18-year-old, oral

Series: Diary of a Goth Princess


(Usual Disclaimer Time: All the characters in this story are 18 years old or older, and since we're living in the wide wonderful world of porno-land here, where clichés roam free and things might get a little unrealistic from time to time, please remember it's all in good fun.)
(Author's Note: This series is a spin-off story from my main series, Senior Year Memories, starring the goth stunner, Josie Wong, girlfriend of that series' lead, Ryan Collins. While it takes place in the same universe and will often reference characters or concepts from it, being a Senior Year Memories expert is NOT required to enjoy this story; I'm trying to make it its own fun thing and aim to provide all appropriate context. So, while it will be familiar to longtime readers, it is meant to be accessible to newcomers as well. I don't have a set long plan for this one, aside from it being a chance to explore some darker corners of the story's universe and post periodic new installments, so let's just see where the fun takes us.
I will acknowledge that this one leans on canon knowledge a little more than others, so, apologies in advance if anything's confusing.
Further, I want to thank my reader Faqt3 for suggesting the original basis of this story idea, as well as all of those who voted for Tori to join in on this scene. As always, I want to give special thanks to fellow Literotica author Lil_kitty for her excellent work as my editor and acting as a second set of eyes on this chapter, and for letting me know what did and didn't work; if you get a chance, please check out her work and drop some stars if you enjoyed, she writes some very hot and fun stories.)
***
As far back as I can remember, there were always five of us: Hope, Mia, Fatima, Sarah, and me. I couldn't tell you how far back we went, because I couldn't say exactly when it was that we became friends. It was one of those things that happened gradually at first, and then all at once. One day we were just a bunch of random strangers forced together in the same classroom, then some of us started talking, then all of us started talking, and then, given enough time, the five of us were tight as can be.
We didn't have a lot in common when this friendship started, and by the time we'd all hit 18, aside from our friendship, we had even less in common aside from the fact that we were the best of friends. This wasn't a problem for me because, hey, people can like what they like and do what they want, but when we did lunch together at school, we certainly made a strange mix to look at.
As any of us could have predicted, Hope Harris became a skinny, bespectacled band geek. Less predictable was her budding amateur dominatrix side, and the unique relationship she'd formed with our school's color guard captain, Daphne O'Connell, but hey, they're happy, and being on the receiving end of Hope's dominant side is crazy fun sometimes.
Mia Roth was a good Jewish girl who still went to temple with her family every weekend, but rather than letting the shadow of her popular twin sister, Brianna, get to her, Mia instead became an emo rocker extraordinaire, with bright pink hair and more tattoos than I'd ever been able to count. She could be a real cunt sometimes with the attitude she had, but she was a friend you wanted on your side.
Fatima Hassan was easily the prettiest of us all, and found her way into overachieving whatever she put her mind to. Her preppy fashion was on point, she was a star athlete at multiple sports, and was an overachiever of the highest order. If any one of us was going to change the world one day, I'd put my money on Fatima, and if she ever did, I'd always get a good laugh at the memories of how good it felt to have her face between my legs.
By this point, you already know me, Josie Wong, world's hottest goth slut (I know, aren't I modest?) and all that, so I'll skip that introduction, because I'd rather talk right now about the girl who was most likely my best friend in that group.
I want to tell you about Sarah Kent.
Of the five of us, Sarah was always the quietest. One of the smartest, handily, and maybe the prettiest after Fatima, even though she never really seemed to believe it when we'd tell her this. She'd joined Hope in our school's band, not so much because she loved it, but because it was just something she was good at. Seeing her hide underneath her hoodie, only occasionally peeking out from behind her horn-rimmed glasses with those beautiful green eyes of hers, it got to be a little hard at times involving her as we all found our own interests and identities.
While a lot of friends drift apart when shit like this happens, though, the rest of us circled the fucking wagons around her to make sure she was protected, and to help her find herself. We would party together, try to bring her out of that shell when it was just the five of us, encourage her to find what she really wanted... fuck, I even talked her into getting a tattoo, but even that only did so much for her with the group.
Despite her shyness, when it was just Sarah and me, she'd open up and prove that she was full of sunshine and dreams, but lacked the confidence to actually go out into the world and seize what she wanted. She was raised by her mother to be an amazing dancer, and more than anything else it seemed like Sarah had a dream of being one of the school's cheer sluts. I couldn't encourage this dream for most people because most of our school's cheer sluts sucked, but if it would have made Sarah happy, I would've done whatever it took to get her to follow her dream.
And what did it take for her to actually get her spot on the cheer squad?
Cock. It took cock.
Ryan's cock, more precisely.
It was early October when I first hooked up with the hung (and sweet, and kind, and... well, you can read his story if you wanna get to know him better) nerd, Ryan Collins, and as soon as I got a taste, I knew Sarah would love it too. For all her shyness, the girl was an unbelievable slut for pussy and dick, and I knew Ryan would be up her alley. Sarah was nervous, but I pushed her, and I pushed her, and maybe I got through to her, because on Halloween, she chased Ryan down in her creepy ragdoll costume and seduced him.
She must've made one hell of an impression, too, since Ryan spent the better part of the next month tracking down his Halloween mystery girl, and come Christmas, used some of his connections he'd made boning the cheer squad to get her a tryout. Come the new year, Sarah was the newest member of the squad, which I guess has made me attend some school sporting events to cheer her on (a miracle, since this was something I'd promised never to do).
I'd never seen Sarah happier, and I couldn't have been happier for her... even if it meant I didn't get to see her as much. She had new friends, and was more popular than ever now, and spending most of my free time with Ryan and Brooke like I was, I wasn't a lot of help either.
Still, even if it felt like we were drifting apart with time, we were still friends. Best friends. Fuck, I loved this girl, I'd do anything for her, and I knew the feeling was mutual. We may not have gotten together or hooked up as often as we used to, but we always knew we were there for each other. What time we spent together was more precious because of its scarcity.
And on those occasions where we decided to get freaky? Oh, did we get *freaky*. That girl was an unstoppable force of slutty nature when she got her blood pumping...
Even I couldn't have expected how our friendship would change after a weekend trip to the local sex shop, however.
***
The Smut Factory was a sex shop on the other side of town in Regan Hills, right next to the community college, and as purveyors of the finest pornography and sex toys went, they were pretty fucking great, actually. Having absorbed a couple of storefronts worth of space, they had a lot of room to go around, and a vast supply of whatever you could be looking for. Porn, lingerie and toys stretched as far as the eye could see, all of them ranging from the mundane to the fetish. I didn't often have the money to splurge on myself, but when Sarah told me she was free for the day and would love a girl's night out shopping to take full advantage of the three-day weekend we had away from school, I figured it was time to get some of that babysitting money together so the two of us could have a night on the town.
And so, the two of us ended up standing, staring up at what seemed to us to be the biggest fucking wall of dildos and vibrators in the world. Odds were it probably just looked that way because I was 5'4" and she was 5'2" and it was easy to dwarf us, but it was still fun to look at the filth unfolding before us.
"'Who Needs a Man When You Can Have a Dildo?'" Sarah recited, reading the sign above the display with a cheeky grin on her face.
"I mean..." I said, playfully flicking the tip of a toy that looked about the size of my forearm. "...it's not all wrong. These know more about pleasing a woman than a lot of guys I've been with."
"But not Ryan," Sarah said, shivering pleasantly.
"Oh, *so* not Ryan," I said, stifling a giggle with her. "But it doesn't hurt to have backups for when he's not around and you get horny."
"Amen," Sarah said, rolling her eyes. "This guy I was with recently, Alex-"
"The soccer team guy?" I said, vaguely remembering her telling me about him. "Was his tongue as good as they said?"
"Eh," Sarah said, waggling her hand back and forth. "He was alright. If he talked less about crypto, maybe his tongue wouldn't have tired so quickly."
I laughed. "Ouch."
"I stand by it," Sarah said. "But like I was saying, Alex... he saw that I had a dildo in my room and got weirdly defensive and started talking about how I shouldn't have one of those because they 'devalue guys'. Like, if there are other options out there that also get the job done, it makes someone like him less special, and that makes them feel bad, and if there's anything that makes them feel bad, they get all sulky."
"Asshole," I said.
"Tell me about it," Sarah replied. "He was lucky he had that tongue."
I rolled my eyes. "Sorry. You really need to get a guy like Ryan. He has no problem with Brooke and me going out and fucking other guys and girls who blow our fucking minds as well as, or differently from, him. I know what makes me happy, she knows what makes her happy, he knows what makes him happy... and we all know that no matter how much we fuck around elsewhere, what's most special is what we got between us."
"No devaluing?" Sarah replied, joking.
"No devaluing," I confirmed.
"Lucky bitch," she laughed, pushing a lock of shoulder-length blonde hair behind her ear.
"Tell me you didn't fuck the guy at least," I said.
Sarah blushed, embarrassed. "He had a really nice cock! Above average length, decent girth... and it was Valentine's, and I was horny, and you guys had Ryan... but if it makes you feel any better, I didn't give him my A-game."
I laughed. "Fair compromise."
Sarah looked up and down the wall of dildos again before saying, "I don't need anything here. Do you?"
"Nah, I'm good," I said, looking down at my basket and happy with the smattering of toys we'd already picked up. Some new cuffs, a couple extra butt plugs...
"Can we head down the accessories aisle? There's something I've been looking for, and don't wanna order it where my parents might pick it up," I explained.
"Sure!" Sarah said, twirling playfully and walking down the aisle in front of me.
She was looking really good today, wearing a flowy, pink dress (a lot like something Brooke would wear, honestly) with a skirt that stopped just above the knee. It was the polar opposite of the drab, neutral colors she would normally wear, and it looked damn good on her in a girly kind of way. Almost as good as happiness looked on her. It hugged her tight little body, showing off those dancer's legs she enjoyed wrapping around your neck...
I quivered. I'd thought that this shopping trip might end with me fucking Sarah Kent, but now that I saw her like this, I was *definitely* going to fuck her. I may have felt underdressed next to her in my tight band-t-shirt, thick, studded, leather belt and distressed black jeans, but I'd see her underdressed before the night was over.
As we walked down the accessories aisle, Sarah asked, "So, what've you got in mind?"
"I'm looking... ah, here we go," I said, proudly checking out the neck accessories and finding a pink leather collar covered in hearts.
"That's... not exactly your color," Sarah commented, her tone balancing between sarcastic and wanting to be supportive of me. "But, you know, if you wanna try something new..."
I laughed. "It's for Brooke."
"Ah," Sarah replied, as if that explained everything. With both of them on the cheer squad, Sarah and Brooke had become fairly quick friends.
I continued, "She's been talking about getting a collar for a while since she thinks they look cute, and, hey, to each their own... and this does appear to be on sale... I'm also in the market for something a little more my style, too. I'm thinking more chokers for me"
"Well, you've got options to spare, here," Sarah said, looking at the available options. "So, Brooke's got a kink for being owned? I'm not judging or anything, it's just kind of... unexpected. Doesn't sound like her, or Ryan, really, either."
It was moments like this that I really loved Sarah. Even if she was getting over the difficulty of raising her voice, she was always looking out for her friends.
"Hardly," I explained. "There ain't a man alive who could own Brooke King... that girl's a fucking force of nature. You try to stop her or hold her back, she'll show you how much muscle a tiny little cheer slut can have."
"A lot," Sarah replied, holding her arm out and flexing her bicep.
"Exactly," I replied. "No... I think what it comes down to is I've started rubbing off on Brooke. She's still pink and peppy and colorful and cheery... it's just that she's gained an appreciation for leather and the like since we started dating, and there's no way I'm not encouraging that."
"I could see some goth styles working for Brooke," she said, nodding thoughtfully. "You're a good bad influence, you know."
"Duh," I said, poking Sarah in the side. "I'm the *best* bad influence."
"Oh, I dunno about that..." Sarah said, amused. "You couldn't have corrupted me that well. I mean, I was your friend forever, and it wasn't until Ryan came around that I..."
She looked off to the side a little dreamily, clearly thinking about him and how much easier that was than finishing her sentence. I mean, I couldn't blame her, I loved the guy because there was a lot to love... but Sarah's look had a little more to it than mere friendship and a love for his cock, a little more that she was holding back.
I'd suspected for some time now that she might have been catching feelings for Ryan, and this might have confirmed it. It was... well, an interesting possibility, I thought. Ryan, Brooke and me, we were still kinda new to the whole poly thing and were trying to make the three of us into a working relationship, but I'd be lying if we hadn't also talked about expanding the group time. You know, more love, more sex to go around... and Sarah had a lot of both of those to spare. I knew I loved her; I had a sneaking suspicion Ryan did, too, and Brooke absolutely adored her.
This... this was something that we'd have to explore soon, I thought.
I looked at the shelf full of chokers and found a black lace one that looked nice.
"What do you think about this one?" I asked, holding the choker up to my neck for review.
Snapped out of her thoughts, Sarah looked at it briefly, then nodded. "It's definitely you... but I think we can do better?"
"Oh?" I asked. Though it would have been hard to tell based on her seemingly endless wardrobe of hoodies, Sarah had always had a better eye for fashion than me, making her a valuable ally when we went out shopping.
"Yeah..." she murmured, biting her lip in concentration before grabbing a nice, leather choker from one of the racks. It was ornate and elaborately designed, with a particular flourish over the throat. "A little pricier, but it definitely fits you."
I looked at the choker and grinned. It was definitely my style, and no doubt more expensive... but fuck it, we were out shopping, and I was going to treat myself. Combine this with the pink collar for Brooke...
"Thanks," I said, dropping the items I'd settled on in the basket. "But we gotta stop shopping, or I'm gonna buy this entire place."
"Tell me about it," Sarah replied, turning toward the register. "I mean, I don't want to get a job right away, but if it means I can shop more..."
"Seriously," I said, stopping before we could get moving. "And Sarah?"
"Yeah?" she said, facing me.
I reached out for her, grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her in close, planting a warm, deep kiss on her lips. We melted into each other for a long, hot moment, kissing and gently moaning, pressing our bodies against each other as we enjoyed this familiar embrace. Kissing Sarah Kent came as naturally to me as breathing did, but every time we did it felt as special as any kiss we'd shared before, reinforcing our unique bond and the love we shared.
I broke the kiss and let her stand back, looking at me a bit dreamily. A little wobbly, she asked, "Not that I'm complaining, but what... what was that for?"
"What, can't a girl kiss her best friend for being an amazing shopping partner?" I proposed.
"They, uh..." Sarah chuckled. "Don't usually kiss like that."
"I do," I replied, reaching down and squeezing her ass before I marched off toward the register. "Now, come on; let's check out before we buy this place out. Brooke gave me her frequent customer loyalty card, so we should get a pretty sweet discount."
Sarah took a moment to let my words sink in before catching up. "Brooke has a frequent customer loyalty card? I didn't know sex shops gave those out."
"I didn't either, but I guess Brooke shops enough to need one," I joke. "If they punch three more holes in it, she'll get a sex swing!"
Sarah rolled her eyes. "Oh, ha, ha, you're fucking with me."
I reached into my purse and pulled out the card.
Sarah goggled. "You're not fucking with me."
"I'm not fucking with you," I confirmed, stepping up to the front counter and setting it down in front of a very familiar face.
"I'd ask if you two found everything you were looking for alright, but with the self-satisfied looks you got, I'm gonna take that for a yes," Tori McNeil said, sarcastic.
Ah, Tori... my relationship with her wasn't as complicated as the one between her and Ryan, but it had its ups and downs. Tori and I became friends working on our school paper, the Puma Press; she was a writer, I was a photographer, and since we were both hot little sluts who were very, very bi, we'd fuck around with each other sometimes. She was good, really good, and while we were never too close as friends, I liked her well enough.
Trouble was, she was best friends with Ryan right about until the time she got a girlfriend (long story), and after she caught Ryan fucking her older sister (also a long story) and found out that Ryan had also fucked her mother (an even longer story), the two of them had a falling out, which I guess also meant the two of us sort of had a falling out, too. I wasn't going to hold what had happened against either of them, but with Ryan and me suddenly becoming a thing around this period... yeah, I might have been more of a dick to Tori than I should have been.
Thank fucking god Tori and Ryan got their shit together and reconciled, because I liked being friends with her, and it made things around the Puma Press offices a lot more low key.



And it also made it feel way less awkward to ogle Tori, which worked for me because she was looking fucking luscious tonight.
A 5'5" redhead with pale skin and long, curly hair, I was used to Tori being dressed as a tomboy around school. Lots of overalls and tie-dye, you know how it goes. Here, though, she wore a tight, dark t-shirt, cut low enough to show off a lot of cleavage from Tori's D-cups, and a whole lot of her abs to a point where if she moved too much, Tori was bound to show off some underboob and more. Combined with her dark, plaid and very short skirt that showed off plenty of creamy leg (and Tori's round ass), and the dark eye makeup and lipstick she wore, Tori was looking like a goth naughty schoolgirl slut tonight, and I was fucking down for it.
"Yeah, we did," I replied, looking her up and down as obviously as I could. "You're looking fucking hot tonight, Tori."
"Thanks," Tori said, eyeing Sarah and me with the same leering eye that most guys would. "You two are looking pretty fucking good yourselves."
Sarah giggled. "Thanks."
"No problem," Tori answered, ringing up our purchases. "So, where's Ryan... and Brooke?"
I laughed. "Ryan got invited to some retreat for the weekend by a bunch of MILFs, and I think Brooke's actually buckling down on homework? But she'll find someone to do when she's done with it, I'm sure, so, you know, she won't be bored. And how's your little lady?"
Tori did a good job of rolling her eyes as I teased her over her steady girlfriend without losing focus of ringing up our purchases. "April's fine, thank you. Also doing homework, but... things are going well with us. We're still figuring out boundaries, stretching some definitions so we can still be who we need to be."
"And how's that working out?" I asked.
"It's... a work in progress," Tori admitted, smiling sheepishly. "Figuring out who else it is and isn't okay to screw around with."
I nodded, sympathetic. Ryan and Brooke and I were all cool with each other fucking around, but it wasn't so simple for everyone. Tori and April had been kind of an exclusive item since Halloween, and were just starting to figure out how things would work, since Tori was very bi and liked to fuck around a lot, and April only liked girls and seemingly wanted to keep things exclusive. Last I'd heard from Ryan, they were working on opening up the exclusivity concept, but as far as I knew, nothing was set in stone.
"I hope that works out for you," Sarah said, smiling sweetly.
"Thanks. Me too. We've made a lot of progress, and I think we've gotten to a point where she's cool with me playing around occasionally, so long as I tell her and don't catch feelings. And, you know, determining what does and doesn't mean 'catching feelings', since there will always be some kind of feelings involved, but... yeah. We're evolving. I think we're ready for something new," Tori said, smiling proudly.
"Good luck. I hope you can make it work, because if it does... well, she sounds like a keeper," I answered, smiling.
"You and me both," Tori said, tapping the top of your register. "Alright, there's your total and... and I see you've got a loyalty card."
"Brooke's loyalty card, but, still, wanna help her punch her way to a sex swing," I answered as Tori indeed punched another hole in it.
"You're a wonderful girlfriend," Tori said, her tone sarcastic, but with a warmth to it that I knew she meant.
Sarah and I pulled out enough cash to cover both of our purchases and dropped the change in the tip jar.
"Thanks," Tori said as she finished bagging our stuff up.
Her eyes darted from Sarah to me, a little mischievous perhaps, before darting off toward the hallway leading to the Smut Factory's back rooms. Grinning a little, she leaned toward us with a good show of cleavage and whispered.
"So, you ladies got any plans tonight?" Tori asked.
"Probably go home and play with some of our new purchases, cum until we pass out," I explained.
"Oh, that does sound good," Sarah said, groaning softly.
"Right?" I replied, turning back to Tori. "Why?"
Tori nodded. "Well, you could do that... but management just had the glory hole rooms refurbished to be wicked clean and comfortable, so, if you want to have some fun while Ryan's out of town, I could set something up for you two. And, you know, increase foot traffic in the store for a little while which would make me look fucking great to the bosses, so, winning all around, right?"
I licked my lips, thoughtful, looking to Sarah curiously. She didn't seem disinterested, but I was a little more cautious. Brooke, our mutual friend Alice, and I had had some fun in the Smut Factory's cramped glory hole rooms once, and doing it again *might* be fun, especially if they'd made any improvements to the otherwise shabby rooms we'd partied in before.
"You can guarantee action?" I asked. "Last time I was here, it was kind of hit or miss."
Tori nodded. "I can text a group chat that links up to a lot of the guys from school and at the community college... quality guys, nice dicks, clean, all that good stuff... and since it's a weekend, I think I can get a pretty good crowd here in, like, twenty minutes?"
I nibbled on my lip, thoughtful as I turned my attention to Sarah. "What do you think?"
I half-expected Sarah to be as timid as ever, so it was a surprise when I saw that big smile break out on her face and her eyes lighting up behind her glasses. "I think it sounds like fun! That is, I mean, I think it sounds like fun if you think it sounds like fun."
"Oh, it definitely sounds fun to me..." I said, huffing thoughtfully as I turned back to Tori. "Okay, we're down. Light the fires and get 'em over here."
"Done deal," Tori said, going for her phone.
Sarah eyed Tori, a little interested, a little curious. As far as I knew, Sarah and Tori had never done anything together, but Sarah wasn't blind. She could see that Tori was fucking hot, and I knew she'd have no problem getting a good look at her, or more, under the circumstances.
"You are gonna join us too, aren't you?" Sarah asked, hopeful. "If you can get a crowd like you say, won't we need all the help we can get?"
Sarah elbowed me in the side for support. I jumped in, "Yeah, I mean... there's four holes in those rooms, right? Two of us can't cover everything."
Tori stopped tapping away on her phone for a moment, looking at it in deep consideration. Her pale skin, flesh that I knew blushed easily, was flooded pink with excitement, but she was trying to play it cool.
Tori said, "I'll get back to you... I need to text April, see if that's something she's cool with... because I honestly want to do it, but..."
"Gotta be careful. I know," I replied, walking with Sarah toward the back of the store. "Because you two are a cute couple, and I don't want you to do anything you think'll fuck that up... but if you get the go-ahead, you know where we'll be!"
I stole one last glance back at Tori, seeing her uncertainty as she continued texting.
"You think she'll join us?" Sarah asked.
"I dunno. You know April from band, right? You think she'd be a problem?" I asked.
"April? Nah, she's a sweetheart. Some anxiety issues, but a lot of that just came from being in the closet, now that she's out... I think she's in a better place. I think she won't have a problem with Tori joining us. In fact..." Sarah said, grabbing her own phone to shoot a quick text.
"Putting in a good word with April?" I asked.
"Obviously," Sarah replied, looking down at her phone. "I know a thing or two about being an anxiety-riddled band geek, and April's a friend. I'm happy to put her mind at ease, especially if it means getting a chance at Tori in a room full of glory holes."
I laughed. "You little slut!"
Sarah shrugged. "Yeah, I know, being a cheerleader's changed me, deal with it."
I was happy to deal with it, because I was happy to see this side of Sarah. Seeing her so genuinely sunny melted even my darkest of goth hearts. I mean, it wasn't gonna make me wear fucking pink or anything like that anytime soon, but, I was always happy to see my friends happy.
After walking through the packed aisles of the Smut Factory toward the back of the store, we entered a stretch of dressing rooms. Now, strictly speaking, most of these were actual dressing rooms for people to try on various bits of lingerie and fetishwear to their heart's content, but if you went down the hall just a little bit further, through the beaded curtain, you'd get to a more private set of "dressing rooms". From the outside, they didn't look that different, even if the placing was a bit odd. There were five doors in total, though the one in the center was strangely spaced far away from the doors on either side of it.
This was by design, apparently. The two doors on either side of the center one led to small alcoves that could comfortably fit one person, while the door in the center led to a considerably spacier chamber. All five of them had a sign hanging at around eye level, each of which was currently flipped to the green "EMPTY" side.
Since we would be the night's headlining act, we made our way toward the center door, Sarah stepping inside first, while I followed behind her, waiting just long enough to flip the green "EMPTY" sign over toward its red "OCCUPIED" side before stepping inside.
"Huh," I said as I flipped the light switch on. "Tori was right; they really did fix this place up nice."
The overhead lights weren't very bright, but were clear enough to show this new room as clean, while adding ambiance. The walls themselves were painted a soft shade of purple, similar to the tiling that had replaced the old, and frankly frightening, carpeting that was here the last time I'd been inside this room. On the far wall was a comfortable-looking bench, with compartments beneath that were no doubt meant for keeping our personal items clean, and clothes hooks above them for similar purposes. Each wall on either side of us had two holes on either side, each of them set around groin height and lined with simple padding, as well as padding on the floor for when we might decide to kneel. In addition, there were a handful of chairs and stools no doubt meant to help us get some extra height should we want to place something other than our lips near the holes, which was certainly considerate.
Not nearly as considerate, however, as the-
"Paper towels!" I exclaimed, almost as giddy as Brooke as I saw the paper towel rolls mounted at eye height on each of the walls. "Oh, fuck yes, I won't have to go home completely sticky with cum!"
"Nice," Sarah said, putting her purse and purchases in the compartment beneath the bench. "Grab your stuff?"
"Thanks," I replied, handing Sarah my purse and purchases.
"No problem," she replied, pulling a hair tie from her bag and using it to put together a quick ponytail. "Is there anything special I should know about this, like, are there any rituals I'm supposed to follow? Or are we just waiting on cocks and doing our thing?"
"Pretty much that," I said. "Be nice, and if a cock's nasty, you know, you don't have to do anything."
"Cool," Sarah said. She looked absolutely gleeful, and hotter than hell. If you didn't know her as well as I did, you'd think she was a paragon of absolute chaste innocence... but I knew her much, *much* better than that.
I continued, "And, you know how cum gets everywhere, so I'd recommend stripping down."
To emphasize my point, I pulled off my shirt and tossed it into the container, before bending down to undo my boots. True, I wanted to get out of them before things got messy, but bent over at an angle to make sure Sarah got a good look at my cleavage. I looked up and saw her staring at my D-cups, currently held back behind a black bra, and grinned at her attention.
No matter how many times she stared at me, she always knew how to make a girl feel special
"Are you gonna stand there staring at me, or are you gonna get naked?" I asked.
"I was thinking I'd stand here staring at you for a while longer," Sarah answered, easily stepping out of her slip-on shoes. "But if you're gonna be bitchy about it..."
I stood up and approached her. "I think you know I'm gonna be a bitch about it."
Playfully, she crossed her arms under her breasts and answered, "Then I really don't see why I need to take my clothes off."
I could've gone into great detail about the joys of cleaning cum out of fabric, especially for something as cute as the flowy pink dress she currently wore, but Sarah was a slut among the best of them. Cum wasn't a foreign concept to her. No, she was being a playful little bitch because she wanted to be a playful little bitch, and I knew exactly how to deal with playful little bitches.
Roughly, I grabbed Sarah by the shoulders and pushed her back to the wall between a couple of the glory hole spots. She gasped, at first, but then moaned softly as she understood what I was doing.
"You wanna play like a little bitch, just remember, I'm a bigger, badder bitch," I said, pressing in close to her, before whispering in her ear. "And I know ways to make you fucking pay..."
Smiling, Sarah licked her lips. "I'd like to see you fucking try."
"Alright," I said, kissing her forcefully. "You asked for it, slut..."
Finding the fabric around the top of her dress stretchy enough, I pulled it down roughly, first around her shoulders, then harder down over her chest until it pooled around her feet. Her B-cup tits stood out, firm and bare on her pale, lean body, with thick pink nipples that were already rock hard. I'd thought she might've been going braless, but it was always nice to confirm a suspicion. A lacy, pale pink pair of panties covered her pussy nicely, confirming to her flesh well and giving me a luscious outline of her sex.
I ran my fingers over the indentation of her folds, lightly, making her shiver.
"Nice slutty underwear... no bra... you were looking for action tonight..." I said, kissing her again.
"Uh huh..." Sarah moaned, kissing me back. "I mean, I was going out with you, there was a pretty good chance that I'd get some action, you gotta admit."
"I deny nothing," I said, grabbing her by the hips roughly and spinning her around so her face was to the wall.
My eyes first fell, understandably I think, to her ass and legs, toned and tight from her years of dance, and her recent experiences on our school's cheer squad. Looking up, however, over her immaculately toned frame, running my fingers up her sensitive sides, I was stopped by the body art on her back.
Now, when I took shy, sensitive Sarah to the tattoo parlor on her eighteenth birthday, I thought she'd have gone for something modest and light, something that might have helped take her out of her comfort zone a little and bring her some joy over the control and autonomy she held over her body. Maybe a nice anklet, or something on her wrist...
There was no way in hell I would've thought she'd get a tattoo of a pair of wings that would take up much of her upper back, let alone a pair that consisted of an angel wing on the left, and a dark, demonic wing on the right. I knew that she was battling a lot of conflicting voices inside herself, and expressing it like this was, well, dramatic. I remembered well holding her hand as she got the tattoo done, and that in spite of some wincing, she didn't let out a single sound of discomfort throughout the entire procedure.
I'd always known Sarah had a fighter deep down inside of her, but seeing her express it so dramatically... that made me proud as fuck.
As was often the case when we were alone and getting it on, I lightly traced my fingers over her wings, before reaching around her and cupping her tits, squeezing them gently.
"Mmm, god, I fucking love when you do that to me, Josie..." Sarah groaned.
"Well, I fucking love doing it to you," I said, running my fingertips lightly down her sides before hooking them into her underwear.
I stretched the elastic of the waistband just so, before pulling it over her tight ass and dropping her panties around her ankles.
Now, except for her glasses, I had Sarah Kent completely and utterly naked in front of me.
"Fuck, you're hot..." I murmured, appreciating the beauty of the girl before me. I continued running my fingers over her lightly, partly in awe, and partly because I loved making her squirm.
"You really think so?" Sarah asked, turning her head to look over her shoulder at me.
Leaning in to kiss her, pressing my body against hers as I pinned her to the wall, I answered, "I know so."
Her body heat radiated into me, and I swear I could feel her heart pounding. Sarah looked at me with such hopeful, intense eyes, biting her lip and looking about as nervous as I'd ever seen her as she leaned in to kiss me again.
"I love you, Josie," she said, quickly, before looking down and away from me.
I almost returned her words as quickly, and playfully, before I realized just what she meant. I gulped, thinking about what I wanted to say next, no, what I *had* to say next. There was only one real, obvious answer, wasn't there? Only one way this could go when I felt the pounding in my own heart and the slight shake of my hands as I continued to caress her.
"I love you too, Sarah," I answered.
Sarah beamed, nervous. "Yeah?"
Slowly, I nodded. "Yeah. Yeah, I do."
If possible, her smile broadened even more impressively as she pushed me away from her, spinning around to face me as she practically attacked me.
"Thank you, thank you, thank you!" she exclaimed, punctuating each exclamation with a kiss, wrapping her arms around me and trying to pin me to the nearest wall. "I didn't know what you'd think, and I didn't want to mess anything up, but I love you so much... it was so confusing at first, I thought it was like, loving you as a friend, but then when I saw you and Ryan and Brooke become a thing, the feelings felt strange in me... because I think I love all of you too, and..."
This was a longer conversation for another time, and rather than go into insane detail, I kissed her again, wrapping my arms around to hold her in close as she did the same for me. Her quick hands easily found and undid my bra, dropping it and freeing my boobs.
If we were systematically stripping down before use of some glory holes, we were doing a shitty job of it, but for two girls who just admitted they were in love with each other, mixed up in all the politics that would come with managing poly relationships and high school, I think we were doing great. We grappled with each other, groping and kissing, my hands squeezing her ass as she leaned down to suckle at my tits (with her tongue paying particular attention to the bar piercing my left nipple, which she was always great at), murmuring between kisses how much we loved each other... fuck, it was nice.
It was so nice, that we barely even heard the door open, and our third partner enter.
"What's this I hear about love?" Tori said, sarcastic as she locked the door behind her. "This shit ain't getting girly in here, is it?"
Sarah and I disengaged from each other, allowing me to turn toward Tori and retort, "You're dating a super-femme lesbian, and you got a problem with things getting too girly in here?"
As usual, Sarah was much more diplomatic. "April said it'd be okay?"
"Oh, yeah, definitely," Tori responded, laughing as she ogled a very naked Sarah. "So long as I basically use the cocks as toys, and promise not to fall in love with you two, I'm golden to do anything I want in here. Now, remember, I promise not to fall in love with you, and you better promise you won't fall in love with me, alright?"
"That won't be a problem," Sarah laughed, clearly having fun with the way Tori's eyes fell on Sarah's shaved pussy.



"Yeah, we got that covered," I replied, eyeing Tori hungrily. It'd been a really long time since the two of us fooled around, but she was fucking good, and I was looking forward to being naked with her again...
"Then we're set here," Tori replied, grinning. "Just had to make sure I could get someone to cover me at the front desk, and put the word out... we should be getting a bunch of guys here pretty soon."
"Awesome," Sarah replied with a smile.
I had to look to Sarah to make sure that she was okay, because, well, feelings were occurring between the two of us and I didn't want to fuck with that, but the way she eye-fucked Tori every bit as much as Tori eye-fucked her told me that there was nothing to worry about. This love we had just voiced was worth exploring, but could go on hold for a bit while we got utterly fucked and had a girl's night out.
"So, we're doing this?" I asked Sarah.
"Oh, we're *so* doing this," Sarah replied, bending over to collect our scattered shoes and clothing items. She bent over at the waist to do this, giving both Tori and me a good look at her pussy and ass. For me, I knew it was because she liked me looking at her, but for Tori... well, it was likely that Sarah was enjoying showing off the goods.
I didn't think they had been together before, and knew that this would likely be fun for both of them.
Tori put her foot up on one of the stools, untying her shoe. "Got any extra hair ties, Sarah?"
Having just put most of our clothes in the storage compartment, Sarah rooted around in her purse. "Sure... got one in here somewhere."
Tori was going to need it with bountiful, curly red hair like hers. Sarah did find one, though, and tossed it to Tori, who promptly tied her hair back while she shot glances at Sarah and me. Having only been with one person the past few months, I could see her feasting on us with her eyes like a kid in a candy store, and knowing that this was likely going to be a special occasion for her, I decided to give her something to feast on.
I turned around and bent over slightly, thrusting out my exquisite, round ass at Tori. I love my ass, and even with tits like mine, it's probably my favorite part of my body. Guys love it, girls love it, and I love driving them wild with it. Why stop here?
With my ass thrust out at Tori, slightly, I undid my belt and began lowering my jeans and panties, dropping them to the floor and leaving myself completely naked in front of her.
"Fuck, that ass..." I heard her whispering under her breath.
"Yeah," I said, looking over my shoulder at her cockily. "Pretty fucking great, right?"
For emphasis, I reached back and slapped my ass, hard. The crack echoed throughout the room, and I swear I saw Tori shiver. Still bending, I reached back and squeezed my ass with both hands, parting the cheeks and giving her an excellent view of my sweet, tight, asshole.
"Seriously," Tori replied, walking up behind me and squeezing my ass.
I leaned back and kissed her, finding her soft, full lips familiar and so very sweet to the touch. In the times that Tori and I had fooled around, I knew that she knew how to show a girl a good time, and kissing her again, feeling her tongue darting against mine... yeah, none of that had changed, really.
Sarah cleared her throat. "You know, this'd be a whole lot better if you were naked too, Tori."
"God, so fucking impatient," Tori muttered, breaking the kiss.
"Hey, we're naked, you should get naked too," I said, turning around to face her and enjoying the view down her intense cleavage.
"Yeah. And I haven't seen you naked yet, and would really, really like to..." Sarah continued, smiling mischievously as she stepped toward Tori and me.
"I'll get naked in my own time," Tori said, playfully digging in her heels.
Sarah and I exchanged a glance. I think we both had the same idea.
"You could do that," I said, stepping a little closer to her. "Or we could do it for you!"
With that, I pounced, grabbing Tori's arms and pinning them above her head, while Sarah dropped to her knees in front of Tori. Tori yowled and fought, but not so much that she was actively, actually trying to stop us. Aside from a few choice curses, she didn't have much to say as I pulled her top up over her bare tits, exposing her full, round D-cups and rock-hard nipples.
"Ooh, nice!" Sarah squealed from down below, before pulling Tori's skirt and panties down roughly. "Also nice!"
Sarah knelt there, looking in awe at Tori's fiery red, trimmed bush, and prominent pink pussy lips.
"If either of you guys tore any of my clothes, I'm gonna fucking kick your asses," Tori laughed, wriggling out of my grip before taking off her top and tossing it onto the bench.
"Please, we know what we're doing," I said.
"Yeah, like, half the girls on the cheer squad own slutty schoolgirl skirts like this, I know how to take one off roughly *and* respectfully, thankyouverymotherfucking much," Sarah replied, leaning in and getting a nice, long whiff of Tori's scent.
"You like that?" Tori asked.
"Uh huh," Sarah nodded, leaning in and gently licking Tori's pussy.
Tori shivered, leaning into me as Sarah began to more eagerly lick at her cunt.
"Oh... fuck... you're not... not bad," Tori said.
"Thanks! I've had a lot of experience, before, and after I joined the squad," Sarah giggled, kissing Tori's clit. "Way more experience after, but that's for pretty obvious reasons."
"I bet... I've fucked around with Kaitlyn and Brooke... you cheer bitches are legit pussy eaters," Tori admitted, begrudgingly.
I understood where she was coming from. If you'd asked me before this year what I thought of the cheer squad, I'd have told you that they were the biggest, most stuck-up bitches in town. Getting to know a few of them this year (and having my best friend seem to transform into one overnight), I'd gained a bit more of a nuanced look at them, and wouldn't write them all off, anyway.
Still, Tori was right. The ones I'd met really fucking knew how to eat cunt.
"That's not all I know how to eat," Sarah said, grabbing Tori by the hips and spinning her around.
I was looking Tori in the eye for just a second before Sarah leaned in and pushed her face between Tori's full, round ass cheeks. Tori's eyes went wide as Sarah began to eat her ass, moaning loudly and almost stumbling forward.
I caught Tori, our tits pressed against one another. I laughed at her position, glad to see Tori looking so hot and so confused when she normally went out of her way to look neither of these things.
"This wasn't how you were expecting your night to go, was it?" I asked.
I wrapped my arms around Tori, trying to hold her up, while she did much the same to me as Sarah eagerly ate her ass.
"Not how I was expecting my night to go, no," Tori answered, laughing. "Thought I'd sell some merch, shrug off a bunch of assholes hitting on me, maybe spend most of my time texting with April... this was unexpected... good fucking unexpected... been a while since I've been in a sandwich like this, not that I'm complaining..."
"Yeah?" I asked.
I reached between her legs and ran two fingers over her hot, wet folds, gently teasing them inside of her. Not to be outdone, Tori returned the favor, looking me in the eyes as she slipped her fingers inside of me and made me moan.
"Yeah," Tori replied, kissing me deeply as she curled her fingers inside me. "April hadn't had a lot of experience before me, but I taught her some things, and we figured some things out together... and let's just say that she's become really fucking good with her mouth, and her fingers, and toys... and, god, you wouldn't believe how hard she'll fuck me with a strap-on."
Sarah pulled her face out of Tori's ass. "She fucks *you*? I really would've taken you for the top."
"Yeah, yeah," Tori said, reaching behind her and shoving Sarah's face back into her ass. "I would've thought the same; she may look all girly, but in the bedroom... fuck, she's fucking addicted to fucking me with a strap-on."
"Huh," Sarah said, her words muffled by Tori's ass. "Known April for years... man, you think you know someone."
I'd have had a few choice comments to add to this, some jokes, some snide, sarcastic commentary that would've made Tori and Sarah laugh, but what Tori was doing with my pussy felt so good. I was so fucking wet, my body hot and tense as we fingered each other. It started with me holding her up, but now we were holding each other up, kissing and groping, fingering and rubbing our tits against each other as Sarah ate Tori's ass and ran her hands over each of us.
If we were left to our own devices, I could have guaranteed a couple of messy orgasms very, very soon, until I heard Sarah smack her lips and exclaim with glee, "Cock! We've got a cock!"
Tori and I separated with some belligerence, having gotten each other so close to cumming and not pushing past that point... but if we wanted to fuck around, we could have done that anywhere.
We came here for the glory holes, and we had our first catch of the evening.
A cock, white and hard and maybe a good six inches long, stuck through one of the holes on the wall opposite us. If it weren't for its twitching, you might think we had a dildo suctioned to the wall, but it was definitely a cock. Just sitting there as it was, I couldn't tell you if the guy on the other side was young or old, good looking or ugly, excited or timid... but honestly, that was kind of the thrill of it, some good old exciting anonymity.
"So... who gets the first taste?" Sarah asked.
I thought about this, then turned to Tori. "You've gone a long time without, right?"
"Yeah," Tori said, looking down at it, her mouth watering slightly. "Yeah, it's been some months."
I looked to Sarah, and she nodded. I said, "Alright, then, it's all yours! Get that dick!"
Tori rolled her eyes at me, but knelt down on the pads by the hole. "Well, it doesn't look bad... or smell bad..."
She leaned down to lick the head of the cock quickly, drawing a twitch from the cock and a soft moan from beyond the wall. "Doesn't taste bad either... yeah, this could definitely be fun."
Without a lot of lead-up, Tori opened her mouth and sucked the cock down, not stopping until her lips nearly touched the wall. It was impressive to watch, and kind of hot given how fucking horny I was. Sarah stood by, enraptured, almost in awe of what she was seeing.
"Right, you've never done this before, have you?" I asked.
Sarah shook her head. "It's... it's kinda cool."
I squeezed her ass, playful. "Just wait until it's you on your knees. Or, if we get any really decent cocks, maybe we'll see how good our balance is if we try to fuck 'em."
Sarah wouldn't take her eyes off of Tori, but she laughed. "I'll have to see how that goes..."
Sarah stepped forward, toward Tori, running her fingers lightly through Tori's hair while the busty redhead knelt and eagerly sucked cock. It had been a long time since Tori had done anything like this, and she suckled at it like a starving man who'd just been given his first meal in a while. Sarah couldn't help but touch Tori, stroking her neck and shoulders, before kneeling down next to Tori so she could squeeze the redhead's big tits.
I couldn't blame her for going straight for Tori's tits, but I was a little more ambitious. After all, I had to pay Tori back for how quickly she started fingering me without finishing the job...
So, I knelt behind Tori, watching as she still kept fucking this rando's cock with her face, and I began squeezing and massaging her ass. I knew that Tori was an anal whore up there with Sarah and me, and by the sounds of her moans while I kept massaging her butt, that this hadn't changed. With much of Sarah's saliva still in Tori's ass crack, I even had a little natural lube at the ready as I pushed a finger right inside Tori's asshole.
"She's real tight, isn't she?" Sarah said playfully, squeezing Tori's nipples harder as the redhead continued to suck cock.
"Oh, super tight," I said.
"I mean, I know I'm super tight, and that you're super tight, Josie... but we regularly get ass-fucked, I'm not sure we've got anything on Tori, here," Sarah teased.
"Seriously," I chuckled. "You gotta let that girlfriend of yours fuck your ass more... I'm sure she wants to..."
Tori pulled her mouth off of the cock sticking through the wall, gasping and replacing her mouth with her hands, and said, "Oh, fuck you..."
I should've seen what she was doing before it happened, but I wasn't quick enough. She jacked the cock quicker than she could've sucked it, and soon I heard that telltale grunt on the other side of the wall that told me I really should've ducked.
Tori leaned her head to the side, ensuring that the first blast of cum from the cock hit me square in the face, splattering on my cheek and in my open, surprised mouth. Another splashed on my neck and cheek, while Tori soon held firm and angled the cock so the next couple shots hit Sarah.
Thankfully, this guy didn't come nearly as much as Ryan would, or the three of us would have been fucking coated at this point. Tori continued jerking him, but the flow of cum fell off to a dribble that went down her wrist, and soon he pulled back through the hole.
I was still a little dumbstruck when Tori turned to look at me, smirking. "April fucks my ass quite satisfactorily, thank you very *fucking* much."
Then she leaned in, and quickly licked some of the cum off of my cheek, smiling sweetly.
I finally swallowed the cum in my mouth (not bad, actually), and replied, "Alright, I had that coming."
"Yeah, you did, but you're hot, so I forgive you," Tori teased, turning around to face the two of us.
Sarah fingered the cum on her chest and giggled. "You really play hardball, Tori."
"You have no idea," Tori replied, stretching out an ache. "But I like how it shakes out."
Without the slightest hesitation, Tori reached out and pulled Sarah in close, kissing her deeply.
No, I wasn't gonna be left out of this one. I pulled myself closer to them, wrapping my arms around Tori and Sarah and leaning in to kiss them, running my hands over their bodies as we pressed closer to each other, rubbing up against one another and just spreading the heat (and cum) around.
Before we could get too far, though, I saw out of the corner of my eye two more cocks appearing in the holes on the wall opposite us. One of them was another good six-incher, while the other was a thick, eight-inch-long black cock that looked absolutely yummy.
"We've got more," I said, breaking the kiss and pointing.
"Cool," Sarah said. "We've got these ones, Tori."
"Obviously," Tori replied, "But I'm here for the assist, or, you know, to distract you, whatever suits until another one comes along."
"Yeah, right," I said, knowing she'd do far more distracting than assisting if she had her choice in the matter. "So, Sarah, rock-paper-scissors for the BBC?"
"Totally," Sarah giggled, sounding enough like Brooke that it took a lot of willpower not to knock her down and fuck the living daylights out of her.
Still, the guys were waiting, and certain rituals needed to be observed. Sarah and I did a quick rock-paper-scissors, and though I was confident that my scissors would win, Sarah's rock said otherwise.
I don't think I pouted too much as I crawled over to the smaller of the two cocks sticking through the glory holes, but Sarah had a distinctly smug look to her as she approached the huge BBC.
Ah, who was I kidding, I couldn't be mad at Sarah. And besides, if I couldn't suck it myself, I knew watching her suck it would be hot as fuck anyway.
And so, while I started to suck the cock I'd "won", my eyes were on Sarah as she took in the huge, black cock. It wasn't as long as Ryan's, but looked like it might have been thicker. Sarah looked at me, grinning widely, and licked her lips as she approached it. Rather than get to sucking right away, Sarah kissed and licked at the cock, running her tongue up and down the shaft worshipfully before pressing her lips against the head.
Sarah's eyes met mine, and seeing them sparkle like this, so full of life, so utterly satisfied as she winked at me... fuck, was that hot as hell. This room was utterly charged, but I knew then that my nipples were extra hard and my pussy gushed just a little more for seeing this girl I loved so completely and utterly happy with herself.
Okay, it also might have gushed a little extra when I saw Sarah deepthroat the huge cock in one go, but, I'm only human, cut me some slack, okay?
Watching Sarah suck cock was like watching an artist at work, and while I had no intentions of competing with her, I wasn't going to let her distract me from my playtime either. After all, this cock wasn't going to suck itself, and I meant to give this guy one hell of blowjob.
And so, I sucked, and I licked, and I fucked that cock with my mouth, occasionally stealing a look at Sarah as she did the same with the BBC she'd wrangled. Tori sat on the bench watching us, fingering herself and waiting for another cock to appear through one of the other holes. She looked like she was having a good time watching us, but I was sure I could give her an even better show.
I let the cock out of my mouth, watching it twitch in annoyance as I could've sworn I heard the guy grunting, annoyed. He wasn't going to be annoyed soon, though, not when I was done with him.
"Tori, get the bottle of lube from my bag, yeah? I need some on my tits..." I requested.
Tori knew exactly where I was going with this. "On it!"
She rooted through my purse quickly, coming up with a bottle of KY that she then squeezed onto my tits. I rubbed it in for a good coat, before squeezing my tits around the cock, tittyfucking the guy and feeling his enthusiasm return. He thrust against my lubed-up tits eagerly, and while I had to hold them together, I didn't have to move much. This guy knew what he wanted, and if this satisfied him...
"Fuck, that's so goddamn hot..." Tori said.
"Thanks... while I normally like to be filled, when you got tits like we do, you gotta take advantage sometimes, right?" I said, laughing as the guy continued to fuck my tits.
"Completely," Tori answered, looking over at Sarah, who eyed us both with a vaguely disgruntled look. "Sorry."
Sarah pulled her mouth off of the cock and began jacking it with both hands as she caught her breath. "Fine, you guys wanna dump all over my tits being smaller, you do that... but you won't be doing *this*!"
Sarah leapt back to her feet and turned around, grabbing a nearby chair for balance as she bent over. She backed toward the wall, bending over tantalizingly as she approached that cock, a hand between her legs to grab it and line it up with her pussy.
"I'd say I'm sorry," I said, "but I really want to see this."
"Fuck, me too..." Tori said, walking over to Sarah to help balance her. "Come on, take it, take his cock..."
"Oh, I'm gonna take it..." Sarah said, pushing backward slightly. "I'm gonna take it, I'm gonna take it, I'm gonna... WOW!"
It may not have been the most dignified sound, but it was definitely the sound of my best friend taking a huge black dick in her tight, sweet little cunt. Once the head had penetrated her, she pushed back more eagerly, taking more and more of the cock inside of her until her ass was against the wall.
"Goddamn... fuck, that's a thick cock... god, so fucking good," Sarah moaned, attempting to brace herself against the chair, and finding herself shaky.
Tori more than made up for any of Sarah's weakness, holding her up and encouraging her, pressing her against the wall as she stroked and gently groped the petite blonde.
"Is he fucking you?" Tori groaned, kissing Sarah.
"Uh huh..." Sarah moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head. "He's fucking me, so goddamn good, so thick and deep... I think he loves that he's in my pussy... yeah, they love your mouth, but you get it in your pussy, that does it for 'em... god..."



I wanted to say something, maybe a joke, maybe something supportive, I don't know, but at this moment the guy who was fucking my tits came. Slippery ropes of cum exploded all over my tits, not as voluminous as some guys I might know, but enough to give me a decent paint job.
I let my tits go from his cock and gave it a quick kiss before he retracted through the wall.
"You look so fucking hot now..." Sarah moaned.
"Not as hot as you, love, believe me..." I chuckled, getting up and walking over to Sarah.
I looked at the wall opposite us, then said, "Hey, Tori, a little help?"
Tori looked over, eying the pair of cocks that stuck through the glory holes on that wall. "I'm on it... keep your girlfriend here standing?"
Girlfriend? That... that wasn't exactly something I'd been thinking of calling her yet, but if Ryan and Brooke were cool with it, I could definitely see adding her as another girlfriend in our mix. Things would get crowded in bed, to be sure, but... yeah, I fucking loved her. I could see her being another girlfriend, easily.
I walked over toward Sarah, grabbing her and taking her from Tori's care, holding her up and pressing her body to mine.
"How you holding up there?" I asked her, cradling her sweetly and kissing her before she buried her face in my cum and lube-covered tits.
Sarah looked up at me with a mad desperation, a lust that I couldn't say if it was for me or for him or for all of us in this strange, messed up situation, but, fuck was it overpoweringly hot.
"I'm close... god, I'm close, if he keeps going like that, if... just hold me, keep holding me, I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum, he's gonna make me cum, you're gonna... oh god, FUCK, FUCK, I'M CUMMING, I'M CUMMING!!!" Sarah squealed, holding onto me tight as I braced against her, an overpowering orgasm slamming through her body.
I didn't want this to hurt her, or the guy beyond the wall, so I held onto her tightly, squeezing her and keeping her standing through a devastating orgasm.
Finally, her breathing slowed, and she dropped away from the wall. Wobbly, Sarah fell to her knees, and I could see a positive river of cum pouring down her legs.
"He came in you..." I said, amused.
"Yeah... fuck... so fucking good..." Sarah giggled.
I turned my attention to Tori, watching as she ably sucked one cock, while reaching over with one hand to stroke the adjacent cock.
"We should help her out..." I suggested.
"No..." Sarah growled, hungrily pulling me down to sitting on the chair she'd tried to balance on. "Not yet."
I didn't know where this was coming from, but since she was still cum-drunk, I wasn't going to stop her. Especially looking as hot as she was, crawling like she was, then eagerly burying her face between my thighs.
"Oh, FUCK!" I exclaimed, crying out as Sarah expertly ate my over-sensitive pussy.
I'd been so worked up, touching myself and being touched by the others so much, that I knew I couldn't last long, but as I looked down at Sarah's face, her tongue eagerly dancing over my clit as she ran her hands over my body, I knew this one would be quick. Sarah knew my body almost better than I did, she knew my buttons, what made me tick, and she was pressing every one of them now... fuck... the way she looked up at me as she licked me, teasing every one of my nerve endings and driving me wild... I couldn't be blamed for not holding on, right? I couldn't be blamed for letting go, feeling the pleasure course through my body as an orgasm built inside of me, stronger and harder than I had guessed.
I was pretty fucking undignified as I screamed and thrashed and squirted all over Sarah's face, letting the pleasure take me as we all absorbed this sublimely twisted scenario we'd fallen into, but she didn't complain for a second. She continued licking and sucking at my cunt, swallowing as much of my juice as she could while continuing to pleasure me.
Eventually, she had me a twitching mess, nearly drained as she kissed my inner thighs and looked up for approval. As I regained strength, I looked down at her, fluttering my eyes and wanting to do terrible things to her. I wanted to say "fuck it" to this glory hole room, carry her home and fuck her until we both passed out... or, hell, I didn't even have to take her home, I could do that here. I could fuck her until we were both utterly useless right here on the floor. Tori could have her fun, and the guys could jizz on us if they wanted, but I could have Sarah, and we could have our sweaty, nasty fun...
This was my fantasy, anyway.
My reality was far simpler and more urgent when Tori pulled her mouth from the cock she was sucking to say, "A little help, guys?"
"Oh, right, yeah, we should probably get on that, shouldn't we?" I asked, still floating a little.
"We've got this," Sarah said, smiling confidently and taking me by the hand.
Sarah and I decided to double-team the cock that Tori had been stroking, sucking and licking at it while Tori continued to deepthroat hers, and by the time Tori swallowed her guy's load, Sarah and I had our faces well and thoroughly covered by our guy's impressive cumload.
This would have been a good time for a breather, but soon there were three more cocks at the holes and, well, there's little rest for the wicked, isn't there? Soon all three of us were on our knees, each of us eagerly sucking and stroking another cock, trying to coax out another load of cum as we kept pleasuring guy after guy. Tori had been right about these guys, they were some quality cocks, clean and decently sized and quite tasty. I didn't have any trouble swallowing this next load, while Tori soon titty-fucked her next guy to coat her tits, and Sarah gave herself another facial.
We had a bit of a moment to recover here, catching our breaths and laughing at our cum-coated states, but when another big fucking cock stuck through a nearby glory hole, I knew this would be time for another fight where the quickest would be the victor.
In this case, Tori was the quickest.
"This one's mine!" she declared, standing up and walking over to the cock, stroking it lightly as she took in its thick seven inches.
"Oh yeah, this one I'm gonna fuck... either of you wanna get it nice and wet first?" Tori asked, raising an eyebrow she might not have noticed had a good dollop of cum on it.
Sarah and I didn't need to think a lot before answering the question, with both of us sucking and licking the shaft just enough to get it wet before Tori approached. With the two of us on our knees, I won't deny that we took our liberties with Tori as well, sandwiching her between us as Sarah licked at her pussy and I licked at her ass, wanting to get her appropriately excited, but once she was, Tori bent over, using us for support as she slid the cock into her tight pussy.
"God... I'd almost forgotten what a real one felt like... holy fuck..." Tori moaned, gripping Sarah and me tightly. We stood with her, holding her up, helping her buck against the cock as she fucked back against it. The three of us were a mess by this point, dripping with cum and lube and pussy juices, and even so we couldn't help but press against one another, rubbing our collected mess all over each other as we made out and groped.
I reached between Tori's legs to find out that Sarah was already fingering her, but with the two of us working on her clit, it wasn't long before Tori came, hard. For a girl who was so good at remaining cocky and a smartass at school, watching her completely lose herself to such a hard orgasm was decidedly fun, even if we needed to help her off the cock and collapse not long after.
Breathing hard, Tori fell to her hands and knees, and maybe Sarah and I took advantage of this opportunity, both of us stroking the cock until we could hear the guy grunt, and a large load of cum shot out all over Tori's back.
"Oh, yeah, like you couldn't have chugged that down on your own, real fucking mature guys..." she grunted, before laughing. "Holy fuck, that's a lot of cum."
"Thought you'd like to join us in being a fucking mess," I replied, reaching down and helping Tori to her feet, watching as the lake of cum that had formed on her lower back dripped to the floor.
"You know I'm gonna have to be the one to clean this place up after all this, right?" Tori protested without really protesting.
Sarah pulled her in for a fierce kiss, reaching up to squeeze Tori's tits. "And you'll clean it gladly, right?"
Tori groaned, looking like she was going to put up a fight before she admitted, "Obviously."
Seeing this side of Sarah... fuck. I grabbed her, tearing her away from Tori and pinning her to the wall. I was still getting used to seeing her embracing her take-charge side, and when she did it brought a heat out inside of me.
So, I pinned her to that wall, and I kissed her, and I buried three fingers deep in her cunt as I fucked her. I may have taken the take-charge out of her, but as we made out and I roughly fucked her, none of that mattered. I fucking loved this girl, and though we may have been sweaty, cum-covered messes waiting to suck a whole lot more cock at these glory holes, nothing could stop me from fucking her here and now.
Okay, this would be a good time to clarify that *almost* nothing could have stopped us now.
"Holy shit..." Tori said, her voice full of surprise and hushed awe.
Sarah and I looked at Tori, her eyes wide as she stared at the wall next to us, her mouth dropped open in pleasant shock.
I could've taken this moment to keep fucking Sarah, and Sarah could've taken this moment to keep getting fucked, but at a moment when you see someone staring with slack-jawed awe, it's usually in your best interest to look.
Sarah and I looked, and our eyes joined hers in their suddenly cartoonish, wide state.
"Holy shit," Sarah and I agreed.
Another cock had appeared through the glory hole near Sarah's left hip, but to call it a mere cock would be doing it a disservice. This was a behemoth, a leviathan, one of the single biggest dicks that I had ever seen in person and imagined I might ever see. At a good ten inches long, at least, maybe bigger than that, almost certainly bigger than Ryan even (boy would he have fun hearing me describe this later), this epic black cock seemed impossibly thick, with an enormous head that was already oozing precum in anticipation. It looked like it would split open and utterly destroy anyone who'd try to do anything with it, but at the same time... goddamn.
The three of us in here were three of the biggest sluts I knew, and I was pretty damn sure that it would take all of us to adequately care for this monster.
"Does, ummm... anyone have any ideas?" Tori chuckled, her tone uncharacteristically timid as she continued to stare in awe at the beast before us.
"Wow," Sarah murmured, pushing her glasses up her nose.
With the two of them standing dumbstruck, and this twitching, dripping cock simply waiting for us, I knew I had to be the one to break this stalemate.
"I got an idea: let's not keep the man waiting," I said, pulling my fingers from Sarah's cunt and kneeling in front of the cock.
Up close, it was even more intimidating than before, and as I got close enough to take a sniff, it twitched, the head bopping me on the cheek and spreading thick precum on my face. I laughed at the contact, then planted a firm kiss on the tip. Fuck, he even tasted amazing.
"I got a better idea," Sarah said as she knelt down on my right. "How about we all tackle this one?"
"That's pretty fucking sensible," Tori agreed, kneeling on my left. "It is a huge fucking cock after all, and how can any one of us expect to tackle it alone?"
"I was willing to try," I said, kissing the head again and swirling my tongue around it. The cock twitched against my lips, and again I was hit by how fucking impossible this seemed.
I'd dealt with things that felt impossible before. I could do this.
"Together makes sense, though," I murmured.
I kissed the head again, lingering on it, trying to spread my lips around it and finding this difficult. Fuck, it was going to be a challenge, even with all his precum and how excited I was, I couldn't get all of this down, that was just a fact, plain and simple. It wasn't a matter of skill, but anatomy, and I was pretty certain that even my talented, slutty throat couldn't take all this.
But, that's what having friends is all about. Tori and Sarah leaned in from their sides, licking and kissing the shaft as I stretched my nice, full lips around the head. My mouth was stretched to the max, and I'd feel this in my jaw tomorrow, but this was fucking awesome. I barely got my mouth around this head, and began suckling and bobbing my head, getting a few inches in while Sarah and Tori continued to pamper the lucky as fuck guy on the other side of the wall. Sarah was lavishing the shaft with her tongue and lips, while Tori leaned down to worshipfully tease the underside of his cock with her tongue.
I could get half down, and that was it, but half seemed good enough right now. I bobbed and sucked on this monster of a cock, really wishing I could see the guy so I could know how much he was enjoying this, but contenting myself with the fact that he better be content if he was getting his cock sucked by three of the best fucking 18-year-old sluts in town.
Coughing, I let his cock fall from my mouth as I needed to breathe. Sarah and Tori fought to take it in next, with Tori winning, sucking down maybe a little more than I could, but not by much, bobbing her head quickly before even she had to give up. Sarah then took her turn sucking and fucking him with her mouth, and while it was a lot of fun watching her try, I'd seen her suck enough cocks to know that she wasn't going to be able to last very long either.
That was okay, though. We were having a great time here, driven by lust and our playful competition with each other, knowing that there would be no winner but still trying to win because those were the kinds of girls that we were. We took turns sucking this mammoth cock, none of us able to get all that far, driven by desire...
I was fucking horny by this point, and I was also the only one here who'd only had a cock in her mouth. Something needed to be done about this.
Coughing as I let his cock drop from my lips again, I said, "Alright, enough of this... I have to have this cock..."
I stood up on shaky legs, running my fingers lightly over the cock.
"You're... you're gonna try to fuck that?" Tori asked, sounding intimidated.
"Not try. I'm *gonna* fuck it..." I said, sounding far more confident than I felt.
"It's... I won't say it's impossible, but you really think you can get that into your pussy?" Tori asked, dubious.
I actually did, but it was probably the doubt in her voice that made me say, "Oh, I'm not gonna try to fit it in my pussy..."
Tori's eyes went wide. "You're not-"
As always, Sarah had my back. "I'll get the lube!"
This time, she had my back a little more literally than usual, as she retrieved the bottle of lube I'd used to previously tittyfuck one of the glory hole guys.
Tori looked on, skeptical. "I'm not saying it's impossible for you to fit all that up your ass-"
Stroking the cock to keep the guy interested, I interrupted her, "I've fucked some thicker plugs up my ass before, I think. It won't be easy, but it won't be impossible, either."
I eyed the massive cock in my hand, shivering as I thought of what it might feel like. "And... yeah, this is gonna feel pretty fucking great."
Tori licked her lips, then dove in to kiss me, quickly. "I wasn't saying it's impossible, I was just, you know, saying that I look forward to watching you try."
"Me too," I muttered under my breath, hoping I really was as good as I said.
Sarah brought over the lube and uncapped it, squeezing some into my hand before I stroked it onto the cock. I made sure it was nice and covered, and while I'm sure the guy on the other side of all this was probably confused as hell, I knew he was going to enjoy what came next.
I was enjoying what was happening now, honestly, as Sarah had squeezed some lube onto her fingers and had begun to work it into my ass. Though she first spread the lube around my cheeks, she soon began fingering my asshole in a way that made me shiver and moan. There were few people on this planet who knew how to touch me quite like Sarah did, and if she weren't behind me while doing this, I probably would have tackled her and fucked the shit out of her.
Too soon for my liking, she pulled her fingers out of my ass, then smiled at me. "Come on, you can do this."
"I fucking know I can do this," I snapped back, then smiled. "But thank you."
Sarah rolled her eyes at me, a look I knew I'd be seeing a lot of soon as I turned around and backed toward the cock. While Sarah held onto me as I bent over, Tori guided the huge fucking cock between my ass cheeks. As it rubbed between them, I could feel the enthusiasm of this anonymous cock donor behind the wall as he thrust in and out against my ass for a few pumps before calming down.
Even he knew this had to take care and precision, something that Tori couldn't have cared less about. Giggling softly, she teased the huge fucking cockhead over my tight, cute, sweet little asshole, playing with me bitchily in that uniquely taunting, yet still ultimately trustworthy, way that she had. Tori had some trickster in her, this was something I'd become pretty fucking certain of, but at the end of the day, if you needed her, all you had to do was ask nicely.
"Seriously, Tori... stop fucking playing around and shove that fucking monster in my fucking ass already, alright? Fuck!" I demanded.
Or you could ask like that. That way worked with Tori too.
"Alright, alright, keep your panties on..." Tori said, squeezing my ass and lining the cock up with my hole. "Or, I guess in this case, keep them off... yeah, that works way better for this."
I griped, "Tori-"
Before I could finish that gripe, however, Tori pulled me backward forcefully, and I was taken by the sudden, searing sensation of my ass being stretched open violently, and suddenly. My eyes must have grown as big as saucers as my asshole stretched (with, thank fucking god, the help of a lot of lube) to accommodate this big fucking dick, but with my experience and, again, all that lube, I willed my ass to accept the head. It still stretched me to my limit, close to pushing me past, but even as it hurt it felt amazing, my body dancing with electricity, sensations made even sharper by the fact that I was looking into Sarah's loving eyes throughout this.
The head popped into me, and I let out a loud, animalistic sound, somewhere between a roar and the greatest sound of pleasure imaginable. I heard a thumping from the wall behind me, no doubt the guy I was fucking hitting something in pleasure, his cock then twitching inside of me. I smiled at the knowledge of the power I had over this man in this situation and pushed backwards onto him, letting my ass take inch after inch of his cock. It was slow going, and I had to rely a lot on Tori's guidance and Sarah's balance to make sure I made it all the way back, but as my ass was deliciously stretched and I looked deeply into Sarah's eyes as the ecstasy overtook me, I was in heaven.
Now, I've only had a few sexual experiences in life where I could say I had a moment that was close to "seeing God". The first came when I figured out what an orgasm was for the first time (fucking amazing), most of my others came with the help of Ryan or Brooke, and I'd be lying if I said I also didn't have one with Brian King either. Now, I wouldn't quite say that I was having another moment like that with this insane cock sticking through the glory hole, but it was getting pretty fucking close.



I didn't savor the moment of having this huge a dick up my ass, even if I really should have. The guy was clearly impatient, already beginning to thrust in and out of me, and while I'd have given this an eye roll and a snide comment any other time, I was so blinded by pleasure that all I could do was fuck back against him once my senses came to me. Every thrust was like a lightning blast through my legs and cunt, and I was no doubt fucking gushing by this point.
I'd have been completely useless by now if I didn't have these two sluts with me. Sarah held me up, speaking sweet nothings into my ear as I wailed like a banshee, kissing me and squeezing my tits and encouraging me when it felt like nothing else could keep me going.
Tori's contributions to this fuck weren't nearly as constructive as Sarah's, but they felt fucking great. At first she just squeezed and massaged my jiggling ass, occasionally spanking me as encouragement, but it wasn't long before I felt her kneeling down beneath me... and her talented tongue on my clit.
I was a spoiled little slut, overstimulated and thoroughly well-used. Her magic tongue on my clit while Sarah kissed me and played with my tits was more than I could handle.
With an abrupt, loud scream, I came explosively, my juices thoroughly spraying on Tori's face as I squirted all over her. My ass clamping down on the cock behind me must have been enough for this guy, as the brutal fuck ended abruptly as I felt him spasm and fire off what felt like a gallon of hot cum up my ass. This only made me cry out and shudder even more, and I know I would've fallen if I didn't have Sarah with me. Everything felt numbed by pleasure, and soon I was a giggling, laughing mess.
The guy pulled his cock back through the wall, and I fell forward, a river of cum dripping out.
Sarah and I collapsed on the floor gingerly, laughing and groping and grinding against one another while we made out.
"Yes, why don't you two enjoy yourselves, I'm absolutely fine right here..." Tori said, amused.
Sarah and I looked over to her to see that it looked like the majority of the cum that had poured out of my ass had poured all over Tori's chest and face, utterly coating her.
I laughed at her predicament. "You know, there's still some cum up my ass if you haven't gotten your fill."
Tori shook her head, laughing wryly. "Bitch."
But that didn't stop her from crawling behind me and eating my ass for a good moment longer, sucking more cum from me and continuing to make me feel utterly spoiled as I made out with Sarah. Of course, once she did have her fill, Tori crawled next to us and joined in, all three of us cum-covered sluts making out with each other, catching our breaths, and having a pretty fucking great time of things, honestly.
It was during a moment when Tori and I were kissing, however, that Sarah turned her attention away from us and cleared her throat. "Uh, guys?"
Tori and I kissed a little longer, then looked up to see that all four of the glory holes now had cocks sticking through them.
Gulping, Tori grinned. "Looks like we've got one hell of a night, ladies."
"Looks like," I agreed, licking my lips. "Let's go to work!"
***
It was at least an hour before the cocks stopped appearing, and by this point, Sarah, Tori and I, we were done.
Finished.
*Beyond* finished.
I'd stopped counting how many there were after the first dozen, but there were dozens more past that, and Sarah, Tori and me, we satisfied them all. Some were great, some were small, some had stamina and some did not, but we came out on top and conquered them all, and now we were fucking beat.
The three of us lay down on the tile floor, panting and well-coated from top to bottom in cum. All of our pussies and asses were gaping and dripping with semen, and I was pretty sure we'd have the smell of it on our breaths for a while after this, but for how many orgasms the three of us had had through this marathon experience, none of us cared.
Yeah, we were hot fucking messes, but damn it if we weren't *satisfied* messes. Amid our ragged breathing, we were still able to chuckle and laugh, maybe even playfully tweak one another as we caught our breaths. This had been... well, this had been completely insane. I couldn't believe how much fun this had been, and my only regret was that I hadn't taken any pictures.
Ryan and Brooke would've loved to see what we'd been up to.
"Well, this was fun," Tori said, sitting up, then forcing herself onto wobbly feet. "But I still have to do at least some of my shift... and a lot of that's gonna be cleaning this place up... thanks a lot."
"You're welcome," Sarah laughed, reaching up to high-five me.
I returned it, because I'm not a monster.
Tori pulled off a number of paper towels and began to clean herself off.
"Those'll help... but you're gonna need a little more than that if you wanna get clean..." I laughed.
"No shit," Tori replied, sighing.
Cautiously, she cracked the door open and looked both ways, finding the coast clear. "Alright, I'm gonna run to the bathroom to try and make some progress on this; you two watch my stuff and promise not to steal anything, yeah?"
I flashed Tori a weak thumb's up. "You got it..."
"Yeah," Sarah chuckled. "We got you... not gonna steal your stuff or anything, no ma'am..."
Tori smirked and rolled her eyes, then quickly darted down the hall, still naked and dripping cum.
"Ah, she can be a real bitch sometimes, but fuck, she's hot," I said, turning to look at Sarah.
"You can say that again. Both parts of it, actually," Sarah said, trying and failing to rub cum from her glasses with her bare fingers. "Fuck, I'm all messy."
"That makes two of us," I said as I reached over to stroke her hair. "But, hey, there's only a few people I'd want to be this messy with."
"Thanks," Sarah replied, her smile sweet even if the rest of her looked filthy.
We lay there for a while, looking at each other and breathing, needing to talk but not knowing where to start. A lot had been said before we started sucking and fucking every cock that came to us, and I didn't want to forget any of it.
"So, now that we've got all that out of our systems..." I finally said. "...you still love me?"
Sarah, smiled a little awkwardly, looking away. "Of course. You still love me?"
Messily, I rolled over on top of Sarah and kissed her, smiling down at my cum-covered slut. "Of course, I love you."
"Cool," Sarah replied, wrapping her arms around me and kissing me back. "So... how do we handle Ryan and Brooke?"
"We tell Brooke soon," I said, kissing some cum off the side of Sarah's neck. "And Ryan when he's had some time to recover from his MILF weekend. If all goes well, and I think it will... I guess we'll invite you into the... quadple? That doesn't sound right, but neither does throuple, and Brooke swears by that, so-"
Sarah cut me off with another kiss. "Whatever the word is, I want it."
"Cool. Cool..." I said, kissing her once more.
What the future held for us, I couldn't say for sure. It could all work out perfectly, or maybe it would all go completely nuts and we'd have to sort out some shattered feelings. However it was gonna go, I was optimistic, and looking forward to finding out where our lives were headed.
Even more than that, though, I was looking forward to a shower.
We both really needed one of those.
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing these stories is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going. Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying my works. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. It's been a rough few years, and in times like this, it becomes very easy to give in to anger and let that rule your life. I ask that, instead of letting anger run your life, take a breath, ask yourself if anger is really best in this moment, and if it isn't, try to consider putting some kindness out into the world instead. It's a rough world out there these days, and while that doesn't look like it will change anytime soon, it doesn't take much to make it just a little bit better. Please be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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In an unexceptional-looking house on a quiet suburban street in a slice of small-town paradise named Regan Hills, California, a single light from a flickering candle barely showed through the front window. As a matter of fact, this candle was perched in a single, store-bought, chocolate cupcake, making a small yet technically effective birthday cake for the home's sole current occupant, a stocky, copper-haired boy dressed in a t-shirt and sweatpants.
"Happy birthday to me, happy birthday to me, happy birthday dear..." Adam Bateson badly intoned, trying to hide the bitterness from his voice as he looked down at the candle shaped like an 18 that he'd shoved into the cupcake he'd bought for himself.
"Why are you doing this to yourself?" he murmured angrily, blowing the candle out. "This is fucking pitiful. You're eighteen now... you're not supposed to be fucking pitiful."
No matter how many times he tried to say it, though, he didn't feel any less pitiful. And why shouldn't he feel this way? He was an 18-year-old, ever-dateless band geek, whose own family couldn't even afford him the time to celebrate this monumental birthday because his little sister made state finals in some stupid gymnastics competition. They'd rather go halfway across the state to cheer her on than celebrate him on his special day and...
"Fuck," he murmured, shaking his head bitterly. "Fuck, fuck, fucking hell, shit, fuck..."
This was not a very happy birthday for Adam Bateson.
It wasn't that he had expected it to be full of balloons and strippers (though both of those would have been nice), and it wasn't like he had a ton of friends in the first place, but it would have been nice if anyone could have made the time for him and thrown a little bit of a party. He wouldn't have asked for much, just a little celebration, some laughs and a present or two, it didn't matter what, just something to unwrap on a day when you're supposed to unwrap something...
No, he did have something to unwrap. Hope Harris, one of his fellow band geeks and one of the sweetest, nicest people at Regan Hills High, she'd remembered his birthday. The willowy, mousy girl with the goofy grin and dirty blonde hair was perhaps the closest thing he had at school to a best friend, and she'd more than held up her end of the bargain today, presenting him with a cardboard tube containing a vintage 'This is Spin̈al Tap' poster.
As one of the school marching band's drummers (and a huge fan of the movie), this made him laugh, as it was a thoughtful gift, and quite possibly the only gift that he might actually receive on his otherwise forgotten eighteenth birthday.
While he should've given this poster all due attention and thanked Hope profusely for it then and there, he had been completely distracted away from the gift by one big thing.
Well, two big things, if we're being precise: the massive tits of Hope's girlfriend, Daphne O'Connell, who stood next to Hope as she passed him the gift.
Staring at Daphne, captain of the school's color guard and unbelievable hottie, was nothing new to Adam, as he had thought her fucking hot about as long as he'd been able to notice girls. A 5'10" redhead, with long, flaming red locks, a tight and flexible dancer's body complete with a round ass and D-cup tits, and some of the palest, softest-looking skin he'd ever seen, she had long been a fantasy of Adam's, and no doubt a lot of other boys at Regan Hills High School. The fact that she was a complete and utter bitch to anyone who wasn't popular was easy to ignore when you were staring at her, though it was nice to see that she'd mellowed a little since she'd gotten together with Hope back in December.
Adam shook his head miserably, wishing he'd paid more attention to Hope giving him such a thoughtful birthday present than he had to Daphne O'Connell's tits. He knew Hope wouldn't blame him, as she had teased him over time for his crush on Hope (as he'd teased her about much the same, until she'd actually managed to get together with Daphne anyway), but still, with her being the only one to acknowledge his birthday, it was feeling like this would be something he should remember more than an excellent glance at some cleavage.
Without warning, his thoughts returned to the doom and gloom of his current predicament.
"Fuck this... fuck all of this..." he said, blowing out the candle.
Briefly, Adam grabbed the cupcake and almost threw it across the room... but what would that have accomplished? Ruining a perfectly delicious cupcake, and creating a mess that he'd have to clean up?
No, he wouldn't do that. He wouldn't do anything that'd make him feel more miserable, and he sure as hell wasn't going to waste the closest thing he'd get to a birthday cake. No, he set the cupcake back down on the counter, and thought about how good it'd feel to angrily beat on his drums for a while before returning and eating that very same cupcake. He'd be a little less angry, it'd taste a little better, and he might actually be in the mood to enjoy what little was left of this miserable day.
He'd barely taken two steps away from the kitchen island when he heard the knocking on the front door. It was a heavy knock, almost like someone throwing their whole weight into the door, but it was a knock all the same. No doubt it was something his parents had ordered, probably a reward for his little sister whether or not she actually won her gymnastics competition, and he'd be expected to bring it in and take care of it and display it and take the blame for whatever damage occurred to it in shipping and...
And he'd just wait. He wouldn't let this get to him, not when he had a few good drum solos in mind that he wanted to bang out, he'd just wait the knocking out, work up a sweat, and bring whatever they'd ordered in later.
There was a brief silence, and then a louder, heavier, more insistent knocking. Impatient, angry even. This made him feel less inclined to actually go out and do anything about the knocking, but, in case it was something that he might get in trouble over, Adam, annoyed, trundled over to the front door.
As he swung the door open, he asked, "Can I help-"
Of all the people he might have expected at his front door, Daphne O'Connell was likely at the bottom of the list, let alone *how* he found her.
Admittedly, there were times that he wondered what she would look like wearing only the shortest of cutoff jeans and a tight, white shirt that was cut both low and high enough to show off her tight stomach and expansive cleavage and wearing eye makeup and red lipstick that made her look like a whore, but seeing her actually like that on his front porch was certainly... interesting.
That she was gagged and bound with hands behind her back, seemingly tied up with thick, ostentatious ribbon, the kind that you'd use for wrapping gifts, was certainly a surprise.
As was the birthday card shoved into her cleavage.
Confused, and maybe a little nervous that somebody might see this, Adam pulled the card from between Daphne's large tits and opened it up, reading the inscription inside.
"I know this has been a pretty shitty birthday, so I thought I'd get you something fun to play with. She's yours for the night, do whatever you want... because this tight slut can take it. I think you'll have fun ;) -- Hope
P.S. Her safe word is 'giraffe'. Don't ask me why."
A great number of Adam's fantasies had begun more or less like this, but with Daphne bound and gagged on his doorstep, looking more bored and vaguely amused than in any discomfort in this position, only one word came to Adam's lips.
"Fuck."
***
With her feet bound together, it took some doing to get Daphne in a position where she could comfortably (if awkwardly) stumble indoors, but now that he had her in the living room and without worrying over what was going to happen if a neighbor caught sight of what Hope had done, he quickly and apologetically set about attempting to untie her.
Since it seemed that Hope had paid attention to her knot-tying lessons in her time in the Scouts back in the day, this was easier said than done.
"I'm really, really sorry about all this," Adam said, kneeling behind Daphne as he tried to undo her wrists. He knew things would have gone a lot easier if he began to untie her starting with the big bow Hope had tied across her chest, but, well, he wasn't ready to work up there without any permission.
"Hope is... well, you know how Hope is," Adam chuckled nervously. "Once she gets an idea into her mind, there's not a lot you can do to stop her from executing it, and... sometimes she gets really interesting ideas into her head. I'm sure you know more about those than I do, with what you two... do... I should stop talking. This is stupid, I'm sorry, I must sound like such an asshole... I don't think I'm an asshole, I try not to be an asshole, but if I sound like an asshole, I'm sorry... fuck, where did she get this ribbon from, army surplus? This isn't coming apart like I'd hoped, I'm sorry..."
Adam found himself looking into Daphne's eyes. Rather than amused, she now looked annoyed with him, finding a way to make him feel small even if she was the one in the tied-up position. This was nothing new for Daphne, as her 5'10" height always had her looking down on 5'8" Adam. With an appearance he'd always thought to be on the more average side of average, and a stocky build that was better for carrying heavy drum sets than it was for impressing the ladies, it was easy for someone like Daphne to make someone like him feel utterly insignificant. While it might have annoyed him, and even angered him, at the best of times, trying to undo Hope's well-meaning gift (or particularly strange prank), had him almost frantic.
"Please, whatever you do, don't hold this against Hope," Adam continued, finally making some progress at one of the ribbons around Daphne's wrists. "She meant well, I think. I mean, I don't think it was a prank, that's not exactly her style, though maybe you talked her into a prank but... no, that'd be too mean. I should really be talking to her, shouldn't I? Yeah, that would make the most sense to figure out how this happened, what's happening and all that... but, no, first thing's first, I just don't want you to be mean to her or anything because of what she's done. She's trying to be a good friend to me, I think, and I'm sorry for whatever part I had in this and... eureka!"
Adam exclaimed as he successfully undid the knot around Daphne's wrists.
Looking as relieved as she was annoyed, Daphne stretched her arms out and pushed Adam away, before reaching up and undoing her gag.
"I know you're trying to be nice, but for the love of god, will you just SHUT! THE! FUCK! UP!" Daphne intoned, her voice sharp and biting as she continued to free herself from the knots. "When I agreed to this whole birthday fuckslut idea, I didn't think I'd have to deal with so much bitching and whining and all this apologizing, virgin bullshit! God, it's getting on my fucking nerves, will you just shut up!"
"I'm sorry," Adam said meekly, looking away from Daphne as she continued to untie herself. "And, ummm... birthday, what, idea?"
Daphne sighed in annoyance. "Yeah, thank my brilliant fucking girlfriend for this one... Hope saw how sad and whiny you were over how your family left you all high and dry on your birthday, and she got it in her head to go above and beyond doing something fucking nice for you. Since she knew you were a virgin, this was her brilliant idea of getting you laid... I'm sure she'd be here herself if she didn't notice how much time you spent staring at my rack, but, you do like my tits, so now we're here. She thought if she sent me here and had me tell you that you could do whatever the fuck you wanted to me that it'd fix your messed up birthday, but given all the bitching and moaning and apologizing, I'm gonna say she probably got the wrong fucking idea about you... fucking finally!"
Daphne stood up, having now completely untied herself. "If you're gonna be a whiny little bitch about all this and not do anything to me, can you at least tell me where I can get a glass of water?"
Adam's blood boiled with every bitchy insult she threw his way, and calling him out as sad and whiny on a day that had already been miserable made him feel like shit. If he were a worse kind of guy... well, he didn't know what he'd be doing to Daphne now, but it likely wouldn't be very pleasant.
Meekly, he replied, "The kitchen's over there."
"Good," Daphne said arrogantly, turning on her heels and padding barefoot down the hall toward the kitchen.
"I mean, a 'thanks' would've been nice," Adam murmured to himself. "But I guess that's too much to expect... what does Hope even see in you?"
Alright, watching her ass sway in those painted-on cutoffs, Adam understood exactly what Hope could see in her... and the way her breasts looked in that top. He couldn't be sure, but he almost swore he could see the outlines of her nipples underneath the nearly nonexistent fabric of her top... was she not wearing a bra?
He shook his head, confusion and anger and lust battling it out with his need to be a good host and sort out just what the fuck he was supposed to do next.
Daphne had found her way to the kitchen alright, and was pouring herself a glass of water from the Brita pitcher in the fridge.
"You know this wasn't how this was supposed to fucking go, right?" Daphne laughed, leaning against the kitchen island as she took a long sip of water. "Hope dropped me off here to be your fucking sex slave, knowing that you'd get off on it and how much I fucking love being used like a dirty little whore, and you... untie me? Let me do whatever the hell I want? Gotta say, you're doing a pretty piss-poor job of using me... I know some nerds who'd have done way more with me by now instead of whatever pity-party you're throwing yourself."
Her words stung and kept that anger boiling beneath the surface, but Adam held it back. "It's not a pity party. I'm just... I like being alone, alright?"
"You tell yourself whatever you want," Daphne said, arching her back against the counter and twisting her ass toward Adam ever so slightly. "You're alone, you're being whiny and apologetic, and you got the world's shittiest cake. This is a pity party."
"Stop it," he said, trying to keep his voice even. "I'm having a bad enough day as it is, and I don't need you making it worse."
"You haven't kicked me out yet, so I'm thinking you're liking me making shit worse," Daphne said, smirking with dark humor.
"I'm thinking about it," Adam replied.
"Kicking me out? Like you could do that?" Daphne laughed, "Please. You'd have to drag me out, and you look fucking terrified."
"You don't scare me," he said, his voice low and even.
"No, but touching me does," she replied, her voice still dripping with arrogance.
"It's not... it's not polite," Adam replied.
"Even if I told you you could do absolutely anything you wanted to me right now and I wouldn't object? That I'm all sorts of flexible and I'm a naughty little painslut? You wouldn't want to touch me even then?" Daphne taunted.
Adam could feel himself getting hard, and tried not to let his cock show through his sweats. "It's... Hope's my friend."
"And she gave me to you for the night; she's never done that before, so your friendship must really mean something to her. The question is, when are you going to stop being a little bitch and do something about it?" she teased, wiggling her ass at him slightly.
He could feel his will breaking, and his arguments against this falling away a layer at a time. Even more than that... Daphne was really starting to piss him off. Even if he'd never done it with a girl before, he could see just jumping her here and now and taking her roughly just to teach her a lesson for being such a cunt to him when he was already feeling low. Yeah, he knew she'd like that... but maybe that'd make him feel better, too.
No... no, he couldn't do that. He wasn't that kind of guy, he wasn't mean, he wasn't rough... sure, he could get angry every so often, but everyone could, right? And he wasn't going to be one of these entitled "nice guys" who used that title for being a secret shithead, no, he was just going to try to be a genuinely nice person and hoped that would get him where he wanted to go in life. Being an asshole to Daphne here, no matter how much of a bitch she was being... that wasn't nice. That wasn't good. He couldn't do that, no matter how much she tried to goad him, no matter-
"Hey, that's mine!" Adam exclaimed when he saw Daphne reaching for his cupcake.
"I figured," she said, picking it up and pulling the candles out, dropping them messily on the counter. "Looks tasty."
"Don't," he said, his voice shaky with anger.
"Stop me," Daphne challenged, lifting the cupcake to her full, soft lips.
Her mouth was still curled in a cocky sneer as she opened those lips and prepared to bite into his cupcake.
That was right about when Adam could feel, and even hear, something snap inside of him. Angrily, he quickly closed the distance between the two of them, grabbing Daphne by the wrist and stopping her from taking the bite.
Briefly, her eyes went wide at his sudden forcefulness. Then, closing her mouth, she smiled even more broadly, opening her fingers and dropping the cupcake. It fell, first to the counter, then rolling on its side before falling to the floor with a chocolate-y "SPLAT!"
"Oops," Daphne replied in a girlish voice, fluttering her eyelashes at him as she giggled. "My bad."
She said this with no guilt, and even a little bit of pride.
That was the last straw.
A fire burned through Adam's body, threatening to explode outward in a horrible rage he had never properly let out in his life. He saw Daphne here, taunting him, throwing herself at him, being a complete and utter bitch as she tried to piss him off and push him over the edge so he'd unleash the beast upon her. He'd been taught not to do that, to be a good little suburban boy and push all that rage deep down where all inconvenient emotions were pushed until it was forgotten... but no more. No, if she wanted him to unleash the worst side of himself, fine, she'd see just how bad he could be...
He squeezed her wrist, making Daphne wince briefly, then smile.
"Oh, come on, it was just a cupcake!" she taunted, chuckling in that high, girly voice again.



"That wasn't just a fucking cupcake, and you know it..." he growled, pushing her up against the counter.
"So? What're you gonna do about it, huh?" Daphne teased, her tone playful and challenging. "You gonna hurt me? You gonna punish me? You gonna treat me like a bad little girl because I fucked up your birthday even more than it was already fucked-"
SMACK!
Without knowing what he was doing, Adam had brought his free hand down on Daphne's ass, hard, spanking her with a simple, hard slap that had her cry out in surprise and pain. Instantly, a great wave of remorse flooded his body as the impact of what he had done struck him.
"I'm sorry..." Adam explained, loosening his grip on her wrist. "That just happened... I'm so sorry-"
Daphne laughed in his face. "Really? You call that a spanking? That the best you can do? No wonder you're alone..."
Whatever sudden remorse he'd had was quickly replaced by more of that anger, and as he once again tightened his grip on her wrist, he reared his free hand back again and spanked her some more.
SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
Each slap was harder and louder than the last, as were Daphne's reactions. The busty redhead yelped through each of them, but the way she looked at Adam, there was something else in her eyes... it was something that he had never seen in person before, but had seen plenty around school and in porn clips he'd watched on his computer.
Lust.
Daphne was definitely enjoying herself as he spanked her. This only made him realize how much he was enjoying it, as he no longer denied the massive erection this was giving him.
SMACK! SMACK!
"Fuck!" she exclaimed, panting as she leaned forward against the island. Adam watched as her large tits pressed up against the hard surface, ballooning out underneath her, and suddenly wondered what they would feel like... fuck, if she meant what she'd said earlier, he could find out, couldn't he?
SMACK!
"So fucking good!" Daphne whined. "I mean... it hurts so fucking much... if you wanted to make it hurt more, though, you could always pull my shorts off... I think they're protecting my sweet, pretty, sexy and utterly immaculate ass from what you can really give me, and I'm sure you'll enjoy how it feels better more skin to skin..."
"You're right," Adam growled, letting her wrist go. "Take off your fucking shorts!"
The suddenness and darkness in his voice seemed to do something for Daphne, as her smile faltered and her eyes widened.
"If you say so... but are you sure this is the place you really want to punish me? I mean, after all, wouldn't you like to be somewhere more comfortable than the kitchen?" she asked, her voice suddenly softer. She still had that girly, slightly teasing tone to her voice, but sounded slightly more submissive.
For a girl looking for punishment, Daphne was making a lot of sense.
Roughly grabbing her by the wrist again, he dragged her toward his bedroom. If she cared about this rough treatment in one way or another, Daphne didn't let it on, but she giggled and groaned once or twice, both of which made Adam a strange combination of angry and horny.
As seemed to befit his life, his room was small and had very few frills. Fitting a twin bed in the center of the room, a small desk, a book shelf and a dresser, it had little in the way of decorations aside from a couple posters, and a few framed family photos that his parents had insisted on to liven the room up some. He kept it clean, which he actually felt glad about in the moment, as he didn't want to embarrass himself in front of Daphne, not when he felt... well, so in charge for once.
Adam sat down on his bed, his heart beating rapidly from a wild nervousness mixed with anger.
Suddenly, the words didn't sound so forceful in his head now that what was happening began to feel real. Nevertheless, there was that part of him that still flowed with a fire he hadn't known he could summon today (and the erection still guiding much of the way), and the luscious redhead standing in front of him, at once a total cunt and a willing sex kitten...
"I told you to take off your fucking shorts," he said, his voice dark and threatening.
Daphne's lips flickered in a smirk. "Well, if you're gonna be like that about it..."
With that, she reached down and made a show out of teasing her fingers along the waistline of the shorts, toying with the button briefly before unsnapping it, then slowly unzipping it. Adam's eyes went wide as he looked down, seeing more of Daphne's pale skin... and not a trace of panties in sight.
Daphne saw his eyes widen and grinned, then dropped her shorts to the floor.
Adam took a sharp inhalation of breath as he saw his first ever pussy in person. Completely shaved and with pink, engorged lips that glistened with the moisture of her arousal, Adam couldn't imagine a more perfect pussy existing. Fuck, he was seeing it here and he still couldn't believe it himself. The air was suddenly thick, as he could smell a sweet, musky aroma that had to be her. It was utterly intoxicating, enough to make his head swim and his better judgment fly right out the window.
This was happening. This was really happening.
"What's that gawkin' about? You act like you've never seen a pussy before... oh right, you haven't, have you, 'cause you're a virgin," Daphne taunted, expertly pulling him out of his head.
Anger flared in him again as he simultaneously slid back on his bed slightly, then leaned forward to grab Daphne by the wrist again. "Come here... fucking bitch... gonna take your fucking punishment..."
"Oh no, whatever will I do?" Daphne taunted, her voice equally playful and sarcastic, both of which made Adam angrier.
He pulled her over his lap, as she landed roughly face-down on the mattress to his left, while her now bare ass stuck up towards him on his right. The feminine scent of whatever soap or shampoo it was she used, combined with the smell of her pussy, drove him wild with a fiery lust he had never tapped into before. It was exhilarating, bringing him to life in a way he never knew possible and thoroughly liked.
"Are you gonna apologize for what you did?" he grunted, raising his hand behind her ass. He looked down at the pale perfection of her round, firm, twin ass cheeks, then over toward her gorgeous face as she looked up at him. Daphne's bitchy glare did little to hide the glee she had at being handled like this, and while it still stirred his anger, it also filled Adam with some pride.
"Hmmm, let me think..." Daphne said, blinking her blue eyes at him, before sneering and bitchily quipping, "Nah, you're not getting an apology."
SMACK!
Daphne was right. Her cry of pain *was* sharper and more distinct with bare skin, and it felt a lot better on his end, too. After his hand impacted her ass, he took a moment to grope her, squeezing and massaging her perfect ass slightly. It didn't escape Adam's notice that she wriggled around in his lap slightly at this, but made no moves to escape.
SMACK! SMACK!
Two more cracks had her both moaning and whining from pain, and grinding more firmly against his thigh.
"You ready to apologize yet?" Adam demanded, his voice dark and furious.
"N...n...n...no..." Daphne whimpered, a little weaker, a little more conflicted.
Adam was pretty well enjoying himself as he rained more spanks down upon Daphne's ass, watching her perfect cheeks turning pink as she squealed and moaned, grinding more firmly against his thigh.
"Alright... fuck... I'm sorry..." she whined, looking up at him with teary eyes. "I'm sorry I fucked up your stupid cupcake!"
SMACK!
"And?" he asked, raising his hand again.
"I'm sorry I called it stupid!" Daphne continued.
SMACK!
"I'm sorry I've always been such a fucking cunt to you..."
SMACK!
"I'm sorry for always teasing you and enjoying it..." she groaned, grinding against him more firmly.
SMACK!
"Ah, fuck, it hurts!" Daphne whined.
SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
"I'm sorry, I'm, I'm..."
SMACK! SMACK!
Rather than finish apologizing, a sudden jolt shook through her body as she moaned... no, this was a greater, deeper sound than a moan, the sound of a powerful release that she had no control over at this point. Those beautiful blue eyes of hers rolled back as her mouth lolled open, that great moaning wail of hers continuing on as she continued on her own bucking against Adam's thigh. Through his sweats, he felt a sudden and very prominent wet spot as Daphne O'Connell gushed on him.
Adam was so taken aback by this that he barely moved as Daphne continued to moan and writhe in his lap, only regaining his senses once she collapsed, breathing heavily into his mattress and laughing.
"Did you... did you just fucking cum on my leg...?" he asked, incredulous.
"Uh huh," Daphne replied, matter-of-factly, before reaching back and squeezing his cock through his sweats. "Kinda impressed that you didn't pop off there either... would've expected a virgin like you to have lost it the moment I got all grinding up on you."
The anger abated, momentarily anyway, as Adam tried to regain his bearings in a room that suddenly smelled very much like what a primal part of his mind understood as sex.
"I, uh... I was a little lost in the moment..." he replied, groaning softly at her touch, thrusting against her hand as she continued to stroke him through his pants.
Daphne looked up at him, and her smile flickered away as she squeezed his cock a little more firmly. "Don't fucking find yourself... if that's you lost, I want you to stay lost..."
That anger flared within Adam again, and he grabbed a handful of her hair, pulling hard and arching her neck backward.
"Don't fucking squeeze me like that again," he threatened, looking down at her distress, and her very visible cleavage. Her nipples looked rock hard and prominent through the thin fabric of her top, and he felt his cock getting harder just imagining what he could do to her.
"Sorry," Daphne whimpered, her mouth opening and closing in anticipation as she continued to grope his cock more gently. "What'll you do now... tear off my clothes and have your way with me? Is that what a sick and lonely little prick... okay, maybe not that little... like you wants to do with a poor, defenseless ginger slut like me?"
The way she looked up at him, so helplessly and with the greatest hope, Adam couldn't help but feel completely lost to Daphne... but that wasn't what this was supposed to be, was it? No, she'd come here to be his willing slave...
Adam had had a lot of fantasies about Daphne O'Connell, and now that the opportunity to indulge in them was presented to him, he was finally, if a little nervously, ready to take advantage of the chance.
That wasn't to say that Daphne didn't have some good ideas, though.
Tightening his grip on her hair, he guided her off his lap. "Get on your fucking knees... bitch..."
"Alright," she replied, meekly dropping to the floor between his legs.
Daphne looked up at him with those big blue eyes, her pale skin flush with the pink of lust and a recently powerful cum. She still breathed heavily, her chest heaving underneath that impossibly thin-looking white top. Her eyes were still watery from the spanking, smearing her eye makeup. That bright red lipstick, however, on her full lips...
Yeah, she was giving him ideas.
Quickly, Adam reached down for the wide-open neck of her shirt and grabbed the collar in both hands, pulling it apart and easily ripping the top down the middle. Daphne's amazing D-cups spilled out, firm and full and high, with her nipples... fuck, they practically hypnotized Adam. Bright pink and rock hard, sticking out like bullets and surrounded by large, flat areolas, they looked like perfection to Adam. He couldn't tell whether he wanted to pinch them or squeeze them or suck on them first, but that was for later, yes, that was definitely for later.
He had designs for those lips first.
Pulling off the tatters of Daphne's shirt, he tossed them aside, taking in the first ever naked woman he'd ever seen in person with some awe.
"You've got a lot to say with those lips..." he grunted, arching his back so he could pull his sweats and briefs down. "Why don't we give that bitchy fucking mouth something else to do? Something constructive?"
Though his heart beat a mile a minute at doing something he'd never done before, Adam soon had his pants and underwear around his ankles, exposing his cock to Daphne for the first time. Porn had shown him that his wasn't the most obscenely large cock in the world, but with a solid and quite thick eight inches, Adam always hoped that he had something to be proud of. With a full, round head that positively dripped with precum right now, and two large balls just full of cum, it was a sight that seemed to excite Daphne as she licked her slutty lips in anticipation.
Daphne goggled at his cock, smiling with anticipation. "That's a nice dick... fuck, are all you nerds like this?"
"What?" Adam asked.
"Sorry, that's from another story," Daphne said, shaking her head as she reached out to touch him tentatively. "Can I... can I touch it? Please?"
She took on the sweetest, girliest tone possible, one that made him quiver and his cock twitch excitedly.
Grabbing her red curls tightly, he pulled her face toward his cock. "You're gonna do more than touch it..."
Adam dragged her face toward his cock until her mouth was only an inch or two away from the head, making her part those bold red lips of hers in an arrogant smile.
She started, "Perfe-"
Before she could finish, Adam forced his cock into her mouth.
Staying angry with her was difficult when she began eagerly sucking on his cock, swirling her tongue around the head like a well-practiced whore and giving him pleasure he didn't know was possible. Watching this in porn was one thing, but actually having his cock sucked... fuck, it was a thousand times better... a million... a billion... Daphne sucked him with an energetic expertise, looking up at him with those beautiful blue eyes as she bobbed up and down on the first few inches of his cock, before bobbing down and deepthroating every last inch of his thick erection.
"Holy shit..." he groaned, loosening his grip on her hair as she brought him to heights of pleasure that made his toes curl and his head drop back.
Tauntingly, Daphne pulled back and let his cock go. "You know, you're not making me apologize very hard... I'm yours to use, so why aren't you *fucking* using me? You scared?"
Rage flashed before his eyes as he regained his senses, grabbing her by the hair again and forcing her mouth back onto his cock. "I didn't say you could talk... or stop... now keep sucking me, or this is going to get really bad..."
The voice coming from deep within his chest was unrecognizable to Adam, but it was one that seemed to get Daphne positively excited. It was a side of Adam that even he hadn't recognized, but found that it was something that might suit him well.
Grabbing Daphne's hair roughly, he pulled her mouth back onto his cock, and proceeded to fuck her face with a ruthlessness that neither seemed to expect. Daphne was no longer just his willing slave, but a living sex toy, ready and happy to be used as the big-dicked band geek continued to fuck her face. She gagged and choked, making loud gurgling sounds as he continued to mercilessly use her. Long strands of drool and precum dripped down with every stroke, soaking her lower face and dripping down onto his balls and bed. What had once just been some dark fun was becoming properly brutal, and most importantly of all, perhaps, both of them seemed to absolutely love it.
Adam was only worried that he might be enjoying it too much. It happened all at once after a couple minutes of this rough treatment, he felt his cock swelling and his balls getting ready to burst all at once. Before he could warn her, or even knew what was happening, he felt it.
"Oh god, oh FUCK!" he cried out, cumming deep down Daphne's throat.
If she was surprised, she didn't let on, continuing to massage his cock with her lips, mouth, tongue and throat as she guzzled down his cum.
It felt like the biggest load that Adam had ever fired, and a pleasure so explosive he nearly passed out. His entire body shuddered with electricity as the busty redhead between his legs suckled out every last drop, swallowing it dutifully and going back for more. He collapsed on the bed as she continued sucking, lightning bolts of pleasure lighting up his body and making him twitch, and laugh, and forget what had brought him here. He wasn't just an angry boy lamenting the loss of his 18th birthday and taking it out on this bitchy slut, no... he was in that unique heaven one finds themselves in when they've gotten their first blowjob.
He could have passed out here, the pleasure was so great... but Daphne wasn't having that. Through fluttery eyes, Adam felt himself being rotated by Daphne's strong hands so that he was fully lying down on the bed, then watched as she climbed up on the bed next to him. It was a tight fit to keep the both of them on, but she managed it well, tugging at his shirt and tossing it aside until he was every bit as naked as she was, before pressing her body next to his. Opening his eyes, he saw her tits right in front of his face, and on instinct he opened his mouth and began to suck at her nipples, alternating from one to the other as he took in this new kind of pleasure.
Daphne's hand found Adam's softening cock, and for a moment, he was satisfied.
Daphne's sigh, on the other hand, was anything but. "Really? All it takes is one measly, if absolutely amazing and perfect in every way, blowjob and some titty-sucking and you're all done for the day? God, I thought nerds like you had more fucking energy than this... you get limp so quick, no wonder you're alone."
There it was, that familiar mad spark.
He sucked on her nipple harder, nibbling down on it with his teeth. Daphne hissed, then moaned, then let out a pained sound.
"Fuck!" she exclaimed, pushing him back.
Briefly, Adam wondered if he had gone too far, but there was a hint of a smile at the corners of her lips that seemed quite pleased with herself, and she seemed far from using her safe word.
Alright, if that was how it was going to be...
Suddenly charged with energy, Adam grabbed Daphne by the shoulders and rolled so that he was on top of her, pinning her down. Daphne was first taken by surprise by the suddenness of this shift, but she was soon smiling up at him smugly.
"You're such a fucking bitch, you know that?" he said, pressing his body into hers, freeing one hand so he could roughly squeeze her perfect, soft tits.
"Oh, yeah, definitely," Daphne laughed, arrogant. "Hope keeps saying that I should get a tramp stamp saying 'Ginger Bitch'; I'm not one for tattoos, but if I ever were to get one, well, that would be pretty fucking apt, wouldn't it?"
The way she took such pride in being awful to him, act or no, brought out the fire in Adam. "Just shut up... just fucking shut up."
And that was how he found himself leaning in, forcing his mouth onto hers in his first kiss. If he minded the taste of his own cum still faintly on her lips, he didn't let on, eagerly attempting to claim her mouth, and her body, as his own. Though she might have made some token effort at objection or struggle, Daphne couldn't hide the eagerness she'd come in here with, molding her lips to his as she kissed him back, silently teaching him what to do and what not to do when making out with a hottie like her. She helped guide his roughness into something resembling pleasure, slowing his tongue with hers and teaching him how to use her lips properly. Writhing against him, Daphne responded well to his rough, groping hands, guiding them toward her tits and ass as they made out



Adam was in heaven, and thoroughly ready to do whatever it took to pay Hope back for the single greatest birthday present he had ever received, but every time he threatened to soften and be nice, Daphne had a way of putting him back on track.
Her hand found his cock, gently rubbing its once again hardness. "Well, looks like I was wrong; you can get hard again after all... whether or not you know what you wanna do with it, I guess that's another question, isn't it?"
Looking down at her darkly, Adam grabbed a handful of Daphne's hair and pulled her head to the side. "You don't think I know what to do with this?"
"Well, virgin, so... no..." Daphne laughed, mockingly. "I mean, yeah, you've got porn and sex diagrams, but you're so focused on your band shit that I doubt you've got the instincts to take me to the fucking limit like you've always fucking dreamed of doing..."
There was a certain comfort to the anger that Daphne could inspire, Adam had to admit that much. It was easier to delve into his darker impulses and truly let loose when she was inspiring him to be a worse, if more exciting in certain ways, version of himself.
Though he had been awkwardly straddling Daphne before this, now he forced himself between her legs, spreading them wide with his own thighs as he reached down and grabbed a hold of his cock.
"You think I've been dreaming about this, huh?" Adam said, pushing her shoulder down with his free hand as he teased his thick cockhead against her pussy lips. "You think I've been dreaming all this time of pinning you down, fucking naked, owning you and making you my bitchy fuckslut?"
"Uh huh..." Daphne taunted, breathing more heavily, her skin flush. She looked up at him with a frightened, excited sense of expectation, licking her lips and looking at him smugly, challenging him, daring him to go through with this.
The weight of the moment was not lost on Adam, and briefly, he found himself wavering. Was this really how he wanted to lose his virginity, not to some girl he'd formed a profound bond with through love and respect, but with this bitchy, redheaded slut who'd tormented him for years with how fucking hot she was and how he'd never have a chance with her?
Maybe not... but that didn't mean he was going to give up on such a great opportunity when it presented itself.
"Fuck it... you're right," he said, pushing his hips forward and pressing his cockhead against her pussy lips.
Daphne groaned at the impact, opening her legs invitingly as she welcomed his cock in. Unbelievably tight from all of her experience with dance and the color guard, her pussy did not immediately welcome the invasion of such a thick cock... but this wasn't the first big nerd cock she had ever taken, and likely wouldn't be the last either. Daphne bit her lip, opening herself up a little more and rocking her hips, using their mutual moistures to allow for the best possible angle of penetration and-
"FUCK!" Adam exclaimed, groaning loudly as the head and first couple inches of his cock disappeared into her submissive cunt.
"Goddamn... fucking hell!" Daphne grunted, looking down as he stayed right there, a few inches of his cock buried inside of her.
"W...w...wow..." he murmured. "Fuck, I'm inside of you. So tight... so good..."
Unable to stop himself, Adam kissed Daphne and smiled down at her, looking a little goofy and grateful. Even Daphne's oft-cold and bitchy heart couldn't help but enjoy his enthusiasm and feel a little awesome for being able to be here for such a big moment for this decent enough guy... but that wouldn't stop her from returning things to the tone she'd agreed to.
Groaning softly, she replied, "Yeah, you are... I guess I don't get to make fun of you for being a virgin anymore... question now is, what the fuck are you gonna do now? You gonna stay like this right on the doorstep, or are you going to make this fuckslut yours? You always thought I was a whore, I bet, are you gonna use me like one or what, huh?"
Adam grunted, pulling back and pushing a few inches more into her... then the last couple, bottoming out inside of her with his balls resting against her ass.
Groaning impressively, he replied, "Does that... oh god... does that answer your question?"
"Ha," Daphne replied, groaning softly. "A little..."
"I'll show you *little*," Adam grunted, pulling back and thrusting back into her.
It took a little while for Adam to figure out just what he was doing, how to get the right angle, how to control his breathing... pretty much all of the little things that nobody ever told you about the first time you had sex and you had to discover along the way. He expected that at any point, Daphne would lose patience with him and storm away, ending this, but she was surprisingly helpful, if in her arrogant and bitchy way. She guided him, responding with moans when he was doing something right and snide advice when he wasn't, making sure that what he was doing would be something they'd both enjoy.
Soon, he was able to work up a good rhythm, fucking down into her with quick, rough thrusts as she moaned and writhed beneath him.
"Ooh, that's it... fuck my cunt, fuck this ginger bitch's cunt... fuck, never thought you'd have this in you, never thought you could do this... could be so good... god, I thought you were just another worthless band geek, but you've got potential... you've got some serious potential, I think... I didn't think... fuck, I didn't think you'd know how to do it this well... fuck..." Daphne groaned, locking her legs behind his ass.
Fucking her harder, Adam grabbed her by the throat, neither gently nor too roughly, and pinned her to the bed. "Potential? *Potential*? You do this to me, give me this life-changing sex, and all you've got to say is that I've got 'potential'? Nuh uh, no fucking way, bitch... I might be new to this, but I'm gonna make you remember everything..."
"I'd like to see you try," she moaned challengingly, her eyes rolling back as she whispered, "I really think I would..."
"You're gonna..." he grunted, pumping into her harder. "You're gonna take everything I've got to give... you're gonna take it all, slut... you're gonna take it all..."
"Prove it," Daphne challenged, looking up at him and grinning.
Overwhelmed by pleasure, Adam dove down and continued roughly kissing Daphne, releasing her throat so he could grope her tits with one hand while he used his other for balance while fucking her harder. Daphne responded in kind, moaning and kissing him back enthusiastically, massaging his cock with her pussy as she urged him to fuck her harder with her legs. Even with as good a poker face as she liked to think she had, it was difficult for her to hide just how much she was enjoying this. For as pushy a bitch as she knew she could be, when it came to the bedroom, she liked her guys and girls dominant and rough, and Adam was more than living up to that. She truly hadn't thought he had it in him, but as she looked up at his concentration, she couldn't hold back her genuine smile, or her honest glee at how good a fuck he'd turned out to be.
"So good... so fucking big... you're gonna tear me apart... god, keep going, please... I'm sorry I was ever a cunt to you, I'll do whatever you want if we can keep doing this, just keep going... it feels so good..." Daphne moaned, reaching down with one hand to finger her clit while he continued to rail her.
"Yeah?" Adam moaned. He could feel another orgasm building as this momentous first fuck was building to a head, and was hoping he'd be able to hold off a little longer.
"You fucking like that?" he continued. "Tell me... tell me how much you fucking like it... tell me how much you love my fucking cock... tell me how much you fucking love me using you like a little whore..."
"Gooooooooddddddd..." she groaned, eyes rolling back again. "I love it... I fucking love it! Cock's so thick in my tight little pussy, hitting me just right... fuck, you're gonna make me cum again, keep fucking me like that, gonna make me cum, please make me cum, please... I'm sorry I was ever such a bitch to you, I promise I'll be good from now on, pleeeeeeeeeeease just keep fucking me like that... make me cum, make your little ginger bitch cum, I want it, I want it... fuck, I love it..."
Adam loved hearing her moan like that, and even more that he had the power to make that possible. He knew in his rational mind that this could all have been an act, but with that certain spark they exchanged whenever they looked into each other's eyes, he could feel something real... something strong between them in this raw passion. It was overpowering, blending with his lustful rage to make him feel almost like a god. He had energy and stamina he never knew he possessed as he kept fucking roughly down into Daphne, filling her tight, clutching cunt with his thick cock over and over as they brought each other to even greater heights of pleasure.
The only problem that he could see was the inevitable ending that he could feel building within him.
"God... you're gonna make me cum... how's a bitch like you so good at making me cum...?" he groaned.
"Because I'm the best and hottest there is?" Daphne giggled, blinking up at him cutely. Knowing she had him on the ropes, and that she herself was so fucking close, she massaged him with her pussy muscles even harder, milking his cock, wanting to push him over the edge and drive him even wilder.
"You could be right... fuck, I'm gonna cum, you're gonna... I need to pull out, I need to pull out!" Adam said, his voice carrying a greater and greater urgency as he realized he was fucking her bare.
"No, you don't..." Daphne groaned, locking her legs behind him. "You're right where you need to be... I want you to cum inside of me... and I know deep down in the sickest corners of your mind, you want to cum inside of me too, so why don't you just do it? Cum inside of your redheaded slut... do it, cum inside of me, cum deep, I want it, you want it... fucking do it... don't wimp out on me and FUCKING DO IT!"
The demand from Daphne came even higher and louder as another orgasm tore through her body, her back arching uncontrollably toward him, needing to be closer, needing him deeper as pleasure overtook her.
Her last demands, how unbelievably hot she had him, those legs of hers... fuck, there wasn't any other way this could have gone. Adam was lost, unable to turn back as he succumbed to his primal instincts and let loose. He thrust a few more conclusive times, seeking that correct angle to get what he wanted, and then he unleashed inside of her. An orgasm that felt paradoxically bigger than the last one shot out of him violently, flooding deep inside the furthest recesses of Daphne's pussy. Her clutching cunt spasmodically milked every drop from him, pulling all that he had to give her deeper and deeper.
The pleasure of this insane fuck nearly had Adam blacking out, as what once exhilarated him now left his body, taking seemingly everything he had to give with it. As his vigor left him, he felt like he might collapse and pass out on top of this beautiful, redheaded slut.
Thankfully, Daphne was quite accomplished when it came to such matters, and took advantage while he was in such a vulnerable state.
"Now, I know that you're feeling like you're floating on a cloud right now..." she said, unlocking her legs from behind him. "And that you could fall asleep, and just give up right here and now... but I also know that you're still probably pissed at me from all that teasing, and that you've still got a lot to give... so I think I'm gonna help you recover, get your head back on straight so you can get back to using me like you've wanted, yeah? That's what a good little birthday present like me should be doing, after all..."
Gently, yet with the impressive muscles she'd put together from her dance and color guard experience, Daphne pulled off of Adam's cock and extricated herself from under him. She crawled off the bed, briefly, and rolled him over onto his back.
His eyes regaining some clarity as he fought to catch his breath, Adam looked up at the goddess standing above him. Before today, he may have lusted after Daphne, sure, but he also kind of hated her as well. She was a nightmare of a person to deal with, and someone he never once would have wanted to be around for any appreciable amount of time.
Now... fuck, looking at her, he couldn't help but think she was a goddess. She stood over him, completely naked, her body glistening with a sheen of sweat and pinkened by exertion. Her hair was a tousled mess, her makeup smeared, and her thighs coated with her juices and a thin river of his cum leaking down. She looked like she had just been through hell, but with that playful little smile on her face, it seemed like she was only getting warmed up.
Looking up at her in awe, Adam doubted that Venus herself could have been any more gorgeous a sight.
"And what's a good little birthday present gonna do to help me get my head back on straight?" he asked, reaching out to press his fingers into her thoroughly fucked pussy.
Daphne groaned, then pulled his fingers from her cunt and put them to her lips, suckling them without breaking eye contact. At the sight, and the very insistent suckling of Daphne's mouth, he could feel some life returning to his cock, but only a little.
Daphne looked down, eyeing the slightest twitch from his mostly deflated cock, and seemed to see some potential. "I can think of a few things that might please... if you'd like."
"I would," he growled, feeling that fire returning.
"Good," she replied, climbing on top of Adam and straddling one of his legs.
Reaching down for his cock, she began to stroke him gently one-handed, toying with the head with her thumb, before leaning down over him. Daphne pressed her large tits against his face, and Adam was all too eager to reach up, squeezing and groping them as his mouth claimed one of her nipples once more. He went back and forth, alternating between her tits, suckling fiercely and nibbling occasionally, loving how it made Daphne moan and groan and grind against his thigh.
She did this eagerly, grinding quickly, knowing exactly what angle she liked and the pressure to place on his thigh while he continued mauling her tits and loving the gentle handjob Daphne gave him. It was clear to him that Daphne knew exactly what she was doing, and he loved being in her gentle, yet firm hands.
"Yeah, that's it, keep sucking my tits, like that... fuck, it feels so good, so good... just a little more, like that, like that... god, feels so fucking good..." Daphne moaned, grinding harder against his thigh. "Fuck, my nipples are so sensitive... that's a tip, something good to remember... fuck... some girls have really sensitive tits, some can cum almost just from stimulating them... I'm one of them, just like that, keep going at my tits, like that, not too hard, but harder than that, I can take some pain... I can be your painslut... just keep going, please, suck like that, harder, harder..."
Daphne ground against his leg harder and faster, stroking Adam's once-again hard cock like her life depended on it. Now thoroughly along for the ride, he continued sucking and groping her tits, wanting to see how explosively this would end.
"Harder, harder, harder, harde-OOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHH FUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!" she screamed, cumming hard against his leg, her juices gushing all over him as she shook and shuddered.
Adam was in awe of just how much Daphne could squirt, but as she collapsed onto him, laughing and giggling and pressing her insanely hot body against his, he couldn't hold onto that awe for long. Not when he was so hard, and certainly not when there were a lot more things he would have liked to do to Daphne...
Growling, he let the fire guide him again. He grabbed Daphne and twisted so that he was on top of her again, though rather than settle in here, he got up on his knees. With flexibility like hers, it was easy enough to manipulate Daphne's legs and twist her around so she was face down on the bed, then getting her so her lower body was propped up by her knees.
Face down, ass up, was a position that suited Daphne well, Adam thought. Her ass was quite magnificent after all, and this showed it well... and the way she looked face-down on the bed, her tits pillowing out beneath her... fuck, she looked hot.
Wordlessly, he grabbed his cock and lined it up with her pussy again, pushing inside of her easily in a motion that simply felt right. Grabbing hold of her hips, he started thrusting in and out of her rapidly, enjoying the rhythmic slapping sounds of their bodies mixing with Daphne's moans, and the way her pussy expertly massaged his cock. If this was what sex was supposed to be like... fuck, he could definitely get a taste for it.
Reaching down, Adam grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled. "What... you were so talkative before, and nothing now?"
"It's called enjoying being fucked... it feels fucking good, I might not be at my bitchy prime, alright?" Daphne moaned, rocking her hips back against him in time with his thrusts. "Don't be such an asshole about it..."
Growling, and embracing a flash of rage, Adam let go of her hair and leaned back, finding a fantastic new use for his now-free hand.
SMACK!
The sound of his hand spanking her ass echoed through the room as he fucked her, making her only moan harder and her pussy squeeze him more tightly.
"Yes!" Daphne moaned. "More, more! Give it to me, please, I've been a bad little slut and need more spanks!"
"I thought so..." Adam grunted, rearing his hand back again.
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
Her ass had once again taken on a bright pink hue, and Daphne's screams of pleasure and exquisite agony only managed to make him harder. Grabbing her hips with both hands again, he pounded into her harder for a moment, before going back to spanking Daphne again.
"FUCK!" she squealed. "So... fucking... good..."
"You got an ass that's made for spanking..." Adam grunted. "I'll grant you that."
Daphne tossed her hair over her shoulder, rotating just enough so she could look back at Adam as he railed her. "That's not all my ass is made for..."
Adam slowed, his eyes widening with recognition. "...really?"
"Uh huh..." Daphne said, nodding.
Adam stopped fucking her and looked down at the redhead's amazing ass, staring down the valley between her cheeks and at her winking asshole. He might have dreamed of having the opportunity to fuck Daphne's ass, but he didn't think girls really did that outside of porn. Knowing that was a possibility...
Achingly, he pulled his cock out of her pussy, and with a shaky hand brought it up against her asshole.
"You're... you're sure about this?" he asked, still hopeful yet disbelieving.
Sighing, Daphne rolled her eyes at him. "Yeah, I wouldn't have said it if I wasn't fucking sure... but if you don't think you have what it takes to use my slutty fucking ass, that's your problem. A lot of other guys didn't have the balls to do that, and if you're like the rest of them..."
Alright, fuck teasing, if this was how she wanted it, Adam was going to give it to her. Lining up his juice-coated cock with her tight, forbidden entrance, he rubbed it over her hole. Daphne shivered, pressing back against him temptingly, which only made Adam want to press into her more. Grunting, he forced his cock against her impossibly tight entrance. It was nothing like fucking her pussy, which welcomed him in; even with Daphne's encouragement, her ass felt like an impossible hill to climb, but one that he couldn't deny himself. Not when he, and she, seemed to want it so badly.
"Come on... come on..." he muttered to himself, pulling back, then pushing forward.
"Yeah, I didn't think you could do it... only a few can, it's a perfect ass," Daphne grunted, pushing back against him. "Most guys wouldn't know what to do with an ass this perfect, and you really are most gu- FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!"



If you couldn't guess by now, that was her response to Adam finally forcing the head of his cock inside of her.
"HOLY FUCK!" Adam exclaimed, blinded by the pleasure of being inside Daphne's amazingly tight ass.
It may not have been as dramatic a response as Daphne's, but cut the guy some slack, it was his first time fucking a girl in the ass.
"Jesus... it's so good... so fucking good..." he groaned, pushing more of his cock into her, making sure she could take every last inch of his huge cock up her ass.
"You're telling me," Daphne moaned, wiggling her ass against him. "More, more..."
Floating in pleasure, Adam replied, "Oh, you're gonna get more... take it... take my fucking cock..."
It took some work, but soon he had every inch of his cock up Daphne's ass.
"Goddamn, you're so fucking tight..." he grunted, running his shaking hands over her ass so he could commemorate this insane moment.
"Ha," Daphne laughed, squeezing him with her tight hole. "You think that's something... watch this..."
With a practiced ease, she shifted her position beneath him without once pulling his cock out of her ass, twisting her legs to the sides so that she was in a perfect center split. While it pulled her face down on the bed, and took him down with her, in this new position that really showed off her flexibility, her ass was seemingly ten times tighter than before. Adam whimpered from the pleasure of it all, and thought that she might have actually been right and that this was beyond him... but instead he just held there on top of her, soaking this in and hoping he'd be able to deliver.
"Being flexible has its benefits... God, my ass is so fucking full like this..." Daphne moaned luxuriantly, arching her neck so she could kiss Adam. "Please... won't you fuck me? Please fuck me, use me, I deserve this, use my slutty ass, use me as your sex toy... I'm your birthday present after all, so fucking use me... please?"
Though the awe of the situation still put him in a fragile, lost state, he couldn't forget how they had gotten here in the first place, and how hot she made him. That fire that had driven him for much of this encounter had yet to burn out, and all it would take was a little stoking to blaze again.
And so, bracing himself on his knees and elbows, he reached beneath Daphne and grabbed hold of one of her tits in each hand. He squeezed them roughly, burying his head in her hair as he roughly kissed the back of her neck.
"Take my fucking cock, bitch..." Adam grunted, smiling as he began to thrust his hips back and forth.
Daphne's ass clutched Adam's cock, milking it with every thrust as he violently pumped in and out of her. Whatever challenges and dirty talk she had left in her were lost as a series of wails and squeals, getting louder and harsher with each time he bottomed out inside of her. Adam was a sweating, grunting monster, lost to words himself except for the occasional utterances where he'd call her "bitch" or "slut" or "whore". Daphne only pushed back against him harder, making this assfuck nastier and harder with every dirty name. How she managed to stay in those splits so well was something beyond Adam's understanding or care, but Daphne took his cock like a pro. He could feel her hands reaching beneath her, playing with her clit as he roughly violated her ass, truly making her into his own personal sex slave as he violently used her ass.
It was a moment that Adam wished he could make last forever, but being so unused to fucking a girl's ass, he soon found that he had reached his limit. Without any warning, he came hard in Daphne's ass, firing a diminished, but still thick load of cum deep inside of her as he thrust his last few, conclusive thrusts inside of her.
Daphne came not long after he collapsed on top of her, her screams stifled as she buried her head in his pillow, her juices gushing out once more as she could no longer control the shaking of her legs.
It was as he caught his breath that he pulled out of her, finally allowing Daphne out of her splits. With her deft flexibility, she extricated herself from this position and turned over, sliding back underneath him as she looked Adam in the eye. Almost tenderly, she leaned up and kissed him, smiling almost sweetly.
"You're not done using your ginger whore yet... are you?" Daphne asked, adding some extra sweetness to her voice.
Any other time, Adam imagined that something as epic as this fuck would have completely destroyed him for days, weeks, even... but now, with Daphne still naked and luscious and well-fucked beneath him...
Kissing her back passionately, Adam replied, "Not on your fucking life, slut..."
***
The alarm the next morning could not have been less welcome, but being a school day, it was still thoroughly necessary. With arms that felt like they each weighed a hundred pounds, Adam reached out and turned his alarm off, and then rolled unsteadily out of his bed.
It took him a moment to understand that he was still naked, and why the room still smelled heavily of sex, and that it all wasn't some terribly elaborate (and very hot) dream. He could remember much of the previous night, of the marathon sex he'd managed with Daphne, twisting her like a pretzel into all sorts of creative positions as he fucked her in every hole, each of them cumming again and again as they kept each other going before he finally passed out...
Fuck, had that happened? Yeah, that definitely happened...
Adam laughed. "Holy fuck. Hoooooooooly fuck."
It was unbelievable, but it had happened.
Looking to his bedside table, he found his phone and meant to type off a quick thanks to Hope, since he didn't know Daphne's number. His phone was where he'd left it, as was the card that Daphne had come with. He almost ignored the card, but then saw that something new had been scrawled on the back.
'Last night was a lot of fun. We should definitely do it again sometime... text me. -- D'
Below that on the card was a simple kiss in bright red lipstick, a familiar shade that made Adam's cock twitch once more.
Shaking his head at the pleasant memories of last night, he looked at his phone and saw that he had one new text.
HOPE: I hope you enjoyed your birthday present. I know what she thinks about it, but as soon as you're awake, I have to hear your thoughts.
Adam looked at her text for a long time, trying to figure out how exactly he was going to sum up what had been one of the most consequential, insane, and amazing nights of his life. He could have written several books about everything that had transpired and still not gotten the point fully across.
Then he was struck with an understanding that sometimes being direct was best, and typed back three simple words.
ADAM: Best! Birthday! EVER!!!!!!!!
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing these stories is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going. Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying my works. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. It's been a rough few years, and in times like this, it becomes very easy to give in to anger and let that rule your life. I ask that, instead of letting anger run your life, take a breath, ask yourself if anger is really best in this moment, and if it isn't, try to consider putting some kindness out into the world instead. It's a rough world out there these days, and while that doesn't look like it will change anytime soon, it doesn't take much to make it just a little bit better. Please be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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The Blair Valley Shopping Center had been a great and beautiful mall once, the kind of place that drew holiday shoppers from far and wide with its great deals and wide variety of stores. It looked like the kind of place that once held a multiplex that proudly showed all the newest releases and a food court that smelled of fresh baked Cinnabon and grease, the kind of shopping haven where teens on their first or fiftieth dates would fill the halls with their voices and cheer.
Those days were far behind the Blair Valley Shopping Center. With most of its available shop space half full year-round, and only slightly fuller during the holiday season, it still had the look and feel of a ghost town that was just waiting for the ghosts to move in. It was now known less for the deals and more for the hornet's nest found in the claw machine and that time a couple of janitors were found stabbing each other over a bet to see who could be stabbed the most times before passing out.
Come the holiday season, it got pretty close to restoring some of its former glory. All it took was some tacky, yet traditional, decorations, and most of the imperfections of the mall's interior could be easily forgiven. The speakers, when they actually worked, played a number of different holiday classics (and, for those keeping track at home, 17 different versions of "All I Want for Christmas Is You", though none by Mariah Carey due to licensing costs), and when combined with a few of the seasonal kiosks spraying scents of pine and gingerbread, the air had a vibe that was nearly festive.
However, if you wanted to find true festivity, you had to reach the mall's central rotunda, where you would find the only somewhat ominously titled "Santa's Empire". While mostly a set of fake gingerbread houses and plastic candy canes that would tower over most children, and mounds of fake, vaguely dusty snow, the highlight was a 30-foot-tall, fake Christmas tree that actually looked pretty decent. Its lights sparkled, its ornaments were actually shiny, and so long as you didn't notice the smell of plastic, it could actually be pretty damn convincing.
It was at the base of this tree where the big man sat, on a gleaming throne of flaking faux gold and red velvet. A man in a fairly convincing Santa costume (and a real fluffy white beard, to boot) sat and held court, taking each screaming, wailing, or petrified child who had braved the line to meet him onto his knee and asking all those classic questions about how good they'd been and what they wanted and deftly evading anything related to whether or not he was the real Santa.
Through a quirk in the layout of this arena to meet jolly old Saint Nick, the line splitting parents from children ended a good distance before they actually got to Santa, forcing the adults off to a holding area where they could buy ornaments or overpriced pictures of their kids with Santa.
It was in this holding area where Richard Starling found himself on Christmas Eve, angling to save a few bucks by getting a good shot with his phone.
"Come on... come on... you can do this..." he said, stretching his arm between a pair of fake gingerbread houses and finding what looked like a good angle that he could take advantage of. As a longtime resident of Blair Valley's rival town, Regan Hills, he didn't like spending more time here than he had to, but with the only mall with a Santa that was still open in driving distance, he knew sacrifices had to be made.
That didn't mean he'd be spending more money here than he had to.
His two kids, Kim and Milo, had been on their own for the better part of ten minutes now due to the last-minute Christmas Eve rush, but would likely hit the front of the line pretty soon. At eight years old, Kim was pretty good at keeping her five-year-old brother, Milo, in line, but that wouldn't last much longer, he wagered. His ex-wife, Venna, wanted a picture of each of their kids on Santa's lap, but with the prices the mall was charging, Richard wasn't going to pay them without a fight.
The gingerbread houses had been set up to form a wall between parents and children, but he'd found a gap that was just significant enough that he could get an okay view of Santa if he really stretched his arm and maybe, just maybe if he timed things right...
"Excuse me, sir... you shouldn't do that," a polite, but stern, feminine voice said.
Richard nearly lost his balance as he stepped backward in surprise, trying to keep from falling as he twisted about on one unstable ankle, then throwing his other foot in front for stability, successfully preventing himself from toppling over and landing on the girl who'd distracted him.
This, as it turned out, was for the best. At 39 years of age, Richard was still a fit 6'1", not liable to win any athletics competitions any time soon, but muscular enough that he still managed to hold the dad bod at bay and could keep up with the younger guys when playing basketball at the gym.
The girl he'd nearly knocked over was... well, none of what he was. 5'2" and maybe one hundred pounds soaking wet, the petite blonde would have been crushed. She was a tiny little thing, maybe a college student, maybe even still in high school, with a lean, delicate frame, a cute face only slightly offset by her harsh horn-rimmed glasses (and even harsher scowl for having caught him), and long, shimmering platinum blonde hair tied back in a ponytail.
It was as he got a better look at the girl that Richard had to hold back a laugh, as he had just realized that he'd nearly crushed one of Santa's elves. The green velvet dress she wore was short-sleeved with an almost shorter skirt, showing a lot of leg that was barely covered by the thigh-high, red and white striped socks. With a pointed green hat cocked slightly to one side, and decorative fake pointed ears, she'd have looked as cute as a button if she didn't look so upset with him.
"I'm sorry, Miss... Elf?" he said, trying to hide his embarrassment. "I know this doesn't look good, and that I'm supposed to go through the official channels, but... my ex wants a picture of our kids, and I was just trying to get one and... I'm busted, aren't I?"
"You are. We do have plenty of photo packages, you know, that would more than fit the bill for exactly what you're looking for?" the elf suggested, her tone sharp yet stopping just shy of hostile.
Though she was clearly less than half his age, she had him feeling like he was back at school and had been caught by a particularly fierce librarian. Just, you know, one that was wearing an elf costume that was a few steps shy of being sold in the "naughty" aisle of a costume store.
"I did see that you had photo packages, I was aware of that, and I'm sorry I was screwing around, but... well, you saw how much those cost, right? It's the holidays, and things are kind of tight, and I thought that a nice picture of my kids with Santa might smooth things over with my ex when I drop them off with her later..." Richard rambled, stopping when he realized just how much he'd rambled in front of this complete stranger.
The elf eyed him with that plain, stern look of hers, looking him up and down, her eyes lingering down for a moment, before looking back up again.
"The picture packages are rather exploitative, aren't they?" she proposed, her voice lacking sympathy even if she did seem to agree with him.
"Thoroughly," he agreed, smiling with some hope.
"And it *is* Christmas Eve..." she continued, carefully stroking her chin.
The elf seemed to think about this for a moment, reaching up and twirling a finger through her ponytail and pulling it over her shoulder, resting it against her chest almost as if she were trying to draw his attention to it. Richard shook his head, not wanting to think like a dirty old man and read too much into the intentions of this girl who could not in any way be trying to draw his gaze to her pert chest.
She peered through another gap in the fake gingerbread houses, one that he hadn't thought to look through yet.
"Which children are yours?" the elf asked.
"The girl in the dark blue dress, long, brown hair, and the boy next to her who looks like he's about to tear someone's arms off if he doesn't get toys anytime soon," Richard explained, craning his neck to get a look through the gap he'd been trying to take a picture through.
"I see them," she continued. "And you believe that this will in some way improve your holiday? That it will fill your life with some chance at tidings of comfort and joy?"
Richard thought this girl would have one hell of a future if she ever decided to become a police interrogator. "Greatly... things have been warming between me and my ex lately... and she's holding this Christmas party later tonight, and I'm not invited, but I was hoping if I make a good effort of it, I might win her over and she'll invite me in and we might be able to start patching things up... and I know it sounds insane, but it's Christmas, right? It works in the Hallmark movies, maybe it'll work here..."
The girl smirked, craning her neck to look through the gap in the gingerbread house as more kids moved closer to Santa. "As a child of divorce, I believe your optimism to be futile... but what do I know; I'm only eighteen, and miracles can happen. And let me guess, if you don't manage to patch things up with your ex, you'll be going back to your place, pitiful and alone and crying into your egg nog?"
Anger flashed in Richard, anger that was only slightly alleviated by reminding himself that this girl was young, and that he was a cocky little bastard too when he was that age. She was cute, and likely used to getting away with whatever she wanted because of that... and, yeah, if she tried to play that card with him, he likely would have given in pretty easily too.
So, he let his anger fade before responding, "What kind of an elf are you?"
"A thoroughly fake, albeit entirely perceptive one," she answered coolly. "Am I right?"
He thought about this. "I wouldn't say pitiful-"
"But the rest is true?" the elf continued. "This is important."
Richard sighed, annoyed. "Yes, alright? It's true, you hit the nail on the fu- on the head."
She smirked again, almost amused that she'd nearly gotten him to curse at a kid's event on Christmas Eve.
"Well, we can't allow that... not to a man as hot as you," the elf replied, straightening up. "It is Christmas, after all..."
It was an odd way to put it, nearly as odd as the intense, almost manic look in her dazzling blue eyes that didn't translate to her face, but it sounded like she was almost ready to help him with his miracle.
"Yeah, it is," Richard replied.
She nodded, sharply. "Give me your phone; I'll snap some pictures; better ones than the overpriced pieces of crap we sell here."
He stared at her. "You're serious?"
"Certainly. This job is terrible and doesn't pay me enough to not want to defy their arbitrary restrictions, and it's not like I've got to keep it past tomorrow. I will help you..." she trailed off, looking for a name.
"Richard," he replied.
She grinned. "I will help you, Richard, because it is Christmas, and a guy like you deserves a Christmas wish... and because I have been dying for a way to stick it to my bosses this entire season, those uptight, lecherous prudes..."
While he doubted that her bosses would be happy with what she had to say, he wasn't going to complain. Richard handed her his phone and unlocked it, "Oh, god, thank you so much! This will... god, this will mean so much! To her, and to me... especially me, thank you so much, I... hell, I owe you, Miss Elf."
Strolling off toward Santa's area, the elf turned on her heels, walking backwards for a few steps before saying, "It's Ms. Halpern if you wish to be formal, though you can call me Marie..."
She said this with a playful grin on her face, one that looked a little more... well, adult, than one would expect for someone wearing the cheerful, cartoony costume she was wearing. Again, Richard felt a strange, questionable heat, wondering whether this was something he was reading too much into. There was a certain mischief to Marie Halpern, and she was definitely damn cute, and she *had* called him handsome... but, no, no, she couldn't have been flirting with him, could she? Maybe, or maybe that's just how she was, or maybe this was just some power thing or...
He shook his head. Whatever Marie's motivations were, she was doing him a solid that would go a really long way on Christmas Eve. Maybe it would make things better enough with Venna to get a chance to go into her Christmas party, maybe it wouldn't, but he was willing to hope.
It was Christmas, after all. It was the time for miracles.
***
For all her peculiarities, Marie had been good to her word.
When Kim and Milo came storming out six minutes after the elf had disappeared (Milo eagerly and repeatedly shouting "Toy store!" while Kim looked rather put upon), Kim handed him his phone, telling him that the "weird elf lady" had given it to her, and asking if they could go to the toy store a lot more politely than her little brother. Rarely one to deny them anything, he took them toward the toy store while reviewing the pictures on his phone.
Marie Halpern may have been a terrible mall elf, but the girl knew how to take some good pictures. She got angles of Kim and Milo on their own separate turns sitting on Santa's lap that looked damn near professional, somehow even managing to get them to not be as freaked out as they usually would be around a stranger like Santa. Richard felt a swelling of gratitude toward that strange 18-year-old, forwarding the pictures to Venna and feeling almost hopeful for how this night might go.
It had been a long time since things had been looking up, and he had a mall elf to thank for it.
Richard chuckled. If that wasn't the stuff of Christmas specials, he didn't know what was.
Kim and Milo did their level best to tear the remains of the Blair Valley Shopping Center's to shreds, and by the time they were walking toward the car (the two of them nearly passed out from all the running around), his arms were suitably straining from the bags he carried.
He unlocked the car, and while the kids took their turns fighting over which seat would be theirs in the back of the car, Richard loaded the bags of last-minute Christmas presents into the trunk.
It was in this moment that he felt his phone vibrate at the signal of a new text, his heart beating more swiftly in anticipation. This... this could be what he was hoping for. Or it could be the opposite. Either way, he'd know.
Pulling his phone from his pocket, Richard unlocked it, and looked at his phone, confused at the unfamiliar number. The spam filter didn't seem to recognize it as junk, so, on instinct, he opened the message, if just to see if it was a number he needed to block before he trashed it.
He was surprised, however, to not find a single text from a spam caller or wrong number, but a quick string of texts and attachments.
UNKNOWN: Hi, it's Marie, your friendly Christmas elf! I know this is a shock (got your number from your phone), but since it sounds like your night's about to be fucking terrible, I wanted to show you something...
Below this first message was a picture that made Richard's eyes go wide. It looked like it was a shot quickly taken below Marie's skirt, showing her creamy thighs, and the lacy red panties she wore beneath her elf outfit. This was underwear he doubted her bosses would find very appropriate, but one that stirred an uncomfortable reaction in his pants. By all rights he should have looked away, but there was something so intensely intimate, so raw and sexy about the picture, that he could not look away.
He saw the outline of another photo beneath it. Licking his lips, he nervously considered just closing the message here and now... it was Christmas, a time for family, and wanting things to be better with Venna, he couldn't stand here looking at upskirt shots sent by a mall Santa's elf... could he?
There was a distinct power to the image, though, one that helped override a lot of his better instincts. In the three years he and Venna had been divorced, he had never really had the motivation to look at any other women, except the occasional late-night porn-watching to relieve pressure, and he'd gotten used to women looking at him. He knew he was a good-looking guy, and he had turned down some good-looking ladies...
None of them had been this blatant, this forward (and maybe a little creepy), and that somehow kept him scrolling.
His jaw dropped at the next shot. It was the same angle, the same basic content as the first picture, another upskirt shot of Marie in her elf outfit, clearly in some employees only back room of the mall, but with one key difference: this time, she pulled her panties to the side, exposing her pink, glistening, and entirely shaved pussy. She had been excited when she took this, and he was getting excited looking at her... fuck, he was hard. It'd been a few days since he'd masturbated, he reasoned, of course he was hard, he was backed up, he was...
"Holy fuck..." he muttered upon seeing the next picture.
With a lewd shamelessness, the next picture involved Marie burying two fingers to the hilt in her exposed pussy.
Richard didn't know how long he'd stood there staring at the obscene sight, but it felt like a while. This elf... this, no, not an elf, this 18-year-old girl working in "Santa's Empire" had sent him pictures exposing herself, and even more lewdly, shoving a couple fingers deep inside of her. He was stunned at her brazenness, but undeniably turned on. This... didn't seem possible, and yet here he was, staring at the three pictures and making sure they were what he thought they were.
They didn't disappear, they weren't a figment of his imagination... this was really happening.
Finally finding some sense, he scrolled down a little further, finding himself strangely disappointed that there weren't any more pictures. That didn't mean that Marie hadn't been busy texting.
UNKNOWN: You like?
UNKNOWN: Of course you do, I'm fucking hot.



UNKNOWN: I'm a hot little slut, and you're a hot fucking DILF.
UNKNOWN: You shouldn't spend Christmas pining for a bitch who's not taking you back, and believe me, she won't.
UNKNOWN: You should be burying your cock deep in a tight little slut's holes instead, taking what you really want and cumming again and again and again.
UNKNOWN: And believe me... I'm as tight as it gets.
UNKNOWN: I'm off in an hour. Text me your address, and I promise we'll both have a very merry Christmas.
For final emphasis, she'd sent one more picture, this one of her smiling, cute, seemingly innocent face... but he knew that this girl was far from innocent. He didn't doubt that she was every bit as bad as she claimed to be, and he'd done everything in his life to avoid bad girls and go along the straight and narrow. It had worked for him so far, and while the opportunities to be bad had been there before, he'd liked being good. Venna was good, and when they were together, they were better than good...
But what had being good really gotten him? A boring life and an amicable, if still kind of messy, divorce? Hopes that his ex-wife might dump her most recent boyfriend and give him a chance to get back into her life? Sure, there was always a chance that this might happen, a slim chance, but a chance all the same. Things had been getting better lately... hadn't they?
He looked back at the texts, and the pictures. Texting Marie back was almost certainly a bad idea, but it was also more likely a sure thing. This little blonde, well, *slut*, if he was going to use her word, she seemed like she knew exactly what she was doing, and what she wanted, and apparently what she wanted was *him*. There would be no attachments, no commitments, no love... but there was no denying that she was a hot little number. A tiny little thing to be sure, but cute, and maybe a little crazy-looking, and...
No, he wasn't entertaining this idea, was he? It was Christmas! He should have been spending this time with family, or at least thinking about family while watching Christmas movies and specials... but why was he having such a hard time not thinking about her? Fuck, this was a problem.
He shook his head, pocketing his phone and closing the trunk once he had all the bags inside. Kim and Milo were still fighting over whatever it was they'd found to fight about this time and didn't seem to mind that he'd been taking his time looking at the phone.
Sitting down in the driver's seat and starting the ignition, he cranked up the Christmas tunes and tried to clear his mind.
This would have been a lot easier if the phone hadn't vibrated with another set of incoming texts. With shaky anticipation, he wondered if these too were from Marie, more lewdness to try and entice him out of more wholesome Christmas Eve plans...
Unlocking his phone, he was only slightly disappointed to see who the newest messages were from.
VENNA: Thank you so much for the pictures, these are great!
VENNA: So, I know it's last minute, but the kids told me you've been having a rough time lately. Do you want to swing by the party for a couple minutes tonight?
His heart swelled at the offer, but it was tempered. If she said a few minutes, she really meant a few minutes, probably just long enough to not upset her most recent boyfriend, grab some egg nog and some cookies, ooh and ah over the tree while he put the toys he'd gotten the kids under it... it might just be enough time to try to make his dreams come true, maybe find Venna beneath the mistletoe and get one of those Christmas miracles that made the music swell in those sappy old movies as they were about to end...
He could do that, or he could message the tight, blonde, 18-year-old slut who'd hit on him so graphically at the mall.
For how much of this night he'd been hoping for a chance to get to talk to Venna, even if just for a few minutes, this was suddenly becoming a battle in his mind. An opportunity to talk face to face with his ex for a few minutes on the chance that he might be able to start patching things up with her, or an offer of hot sex from a tight 18-year-old?
Richard closed his eyes for a moment, listening to the Christmas music and letting the spirit of the season into his heart.
Taking a breath, he then opened them.
***
The knocking at Richard's apartment door was insistent, and on time to the second of her message.
Nervous and shaky and questioning for the millionth time whether this was the right idea and trying to remind himself that this might be the only present he actually got this year, Richard walked to the door. He'd dressed in a decent holiday sweater and one of the nicer pairs of slacks he had, hoping that he was dressed nicely enough to make up for how modest his apartment was.
Opening the door, he grinned, still a little nervous, at the sight of Marie standing in the doorway, still dressed in her elf outfit from the mall.
"Hello... that was... fast," he said, feeling like he'd only messaged her a matter of moments ago.
Marie stepped past him into the apartment, letting him close the door behind her as she got a look around. "I'm very prompt, and even prompter when it comes to getting laid. I didn't break any traffic laws, or endanger myself or anyone else, however, if that is what your worry is."
"It wasn't... well, it is now, a little, but, come in, come in," he said, waving her more into the living room of his two-bedroom apartment.
The living room was cramped normally, and more cramped this past month for the Christmas tree that took up the real estate next to his apartment's front window. He'd taken to getting a tree for himself, even given all of the effort it took, and the lack of presents beneath it, because it always made it feel like the holidays, and because the kids loved it when he had custody. Decorated with old family ornaments and strings of lights and combined with the instrumental holiday music playing over his Bluetooth speaker, it almost made the living room feel close to homey.
"Nice place. Really like the tree," she said evenly, walking over and sitting down on his couch, kicking her feet up on the coffee table, before tossing her pointed hat and its sillier pointed ears onto the table next to them. "Sit with me. I'd like to discuss a few matters before we get down to fucking like animals."
Richard gulped at the girl's plainness on the matter, but he dutifully followed her command, sitting by her on the couch. It wasn't a sizable couch, and yet the unfamiliarity of this situation had him instinctively sitting as far away from her as he could.
With a look that might have been the closest she got to concern, Marie asked, "Are you alright?"
"Yes, I'm fine..." Richard answered, before replying, "I'm sorry, I've just never really done anything like this... and my ex invited me to the party I told you about, and I canceled on her to see you and... this is new to me."
Marie eyed him, unconcerned, but smirking. "You really canceled on her for this?"
"Uh huh..." he said, guilty, but smiling a little as he really got to look at the cute little nymph beside him.
"Good," she answered, sliding a little closer to him. "I'd say you made the right choice, but I'm biased."
Feeling some heat through her natural coldness, Richard nodded, working a step at a time toward reminding himself that this was what he wanted.
"Thanks," he replied. "I think so too."
"Good," Marie responded. "But as I said, there are some things I want to establish before we get started, okay?"
"Sure," Richard said, gulping and repeating, "Sure."
"Good," she repeated, running her hands down her skirt to straighten it, drawing attention to that firm, narrow strip of bare thigh visible between her skirt and striped socks. "Now, I understand that people get lonely this time of year. You're lonely, I'm lonely, it's just how it goes... but I'm not looking to *fix* loneliness. I just want some straightforward, hard, hot sex; I'm too happy being a huge fucking slut, and I'm not looking for any kind of long-term commitment, okay?"
He sighed, replying with a slight relief. "Neither was I."
"Good," she said again. "That's very good. It's also not saying that I won't come back if you prove fun-"
"I'm fun," Richard interrupted, challenging her.
Marie smirked, looking down at the large, and obvious, bulge in his pants. "That remains to be seen, but I appreciate your enthusiasm."
"Cool," he said, nodding and looking back down at her legs, something that seemed to please Marie to no end.
She continued, "Also, I will have to acknowledge that I've never been with, well, a man like you. I've been with boys, and girls... and Mrs. Sullivan taught me everything I know-"
"Who?" Richard asked.
"School librarian, total MILF slut, she's kind of awesome, but that's not important now..." Marie chided.
"Sorry, sorry, continue," he replied, his eyes drifting back up her body. She was so small, so petite... it looked like she would easily break if you were to touch her, but she wasn't lying about how tight her body was. This close to her, outside of the harsh lights of the mall, he could see exactly how tight this petite little blonde was, and how she was more than just the cute he'd assumed when they first met... she was fucking hot.
"What I'm saying is..." she continued, eyes drifting over him appraisingly, "...I've had dreams of fucking a DILF... a real *fucking* man... for a while now, and you'd better not disappoint me."
Richard smiled knowingly. Venna and he may have had their share of problems, especially toward the end, but he'd always held up his end of the deal when it came to sex.
"I won't," he answered.
"We'll see..." Marie replied, her tone playful, as if she really enjoyed that answer. "We'll see..."
Clearing his throat, Richard asked, "Is that all?"
"Almost," she said, her voice taking on a pleasantly dark tone. "You look like a good guy, and I'm sure you are good, in life... but I don't want good... I want you bad, and I think you've got it in you to be *very* bad... I'm a proper slut, not a paper doll. I like it rough, I like it hard... fuck, if you want to hurt me a little, you'll make me cum screaming... you look like a guy who's spent all his life trying to be decent and proper and respectful to all women, and most of the time, that's fucking awesome, but here, and now, I'm your fucking whore. I know what I want, and deep down you know what you want, and tonight nothing can stop us from taking it, understand?"
There had to be stranger Christmases out there than this, but for the life of him, Richard couldn't think of any in his experience that matched this. With this sexy, tiny blonde sitting next to him, none of that mattered, really.
"I understand," he replied, lowering his voice slightly as the weight of what was happening finally began to settle on him and fill him with a strange, warm, joy.
"Good," Marie said, sliding close to him, so close that her hip bumped against him, and her body was almost pressed against him. She looked up at him, her eyes carrying a look of a strange mix of sultry sweetness and nearly manic lust. Her lips were curled in a toothy, devilish grin as her tongue quickly snaked out, moistening her lips and making them look so very sweet.
Compared to his large, fit frame, she seemed so tiny, almost a scale model. Her lithe, petite frame made her look as delicate as a porcelain doll, and her sweet-seeming face and small, soft hands didn't do much to dissuade this image in his mind... and yet he couldn't help but feel that she was the one who was in complete and utter control, no matter how much she might have wanted him to unleash upon her.
Looking up at him with those intense, seductive eyes, she took his right hand in hers and brought it to her face, pressing his index finger against her soft lips. Smiling at him cutely, she then pursed her lips, sucking the finger into her mouth with astonishing force. With hollowed out cheeks and an eager, dancing tongue, she bobbed her mouth up and down on his finger teasingly.
Richard groaned at this attention. While sex with Venna had always been fine, she'd never really cared for blowjobs... but he didn't think that would be a problem for Marie. The more she teased his finger, the more tantalized he was. Fuck, it felt like he was harder than he'd been in as long as he could remember, and this girl had only just been toying with him.
She kept like this for a couple minutes, never once breaking eye contact as she fellated his finger, before letting it go with a pop, smiling arrogantly.
"Just to be clear, that's a preview of things to come. I'm way better with much bigger things," Marie said, looking back down at his growing bulge.
"I bet you are," Richard growled, wrapping an arm around her shoulders to pull her in close and tight.
Marie giggled with a pleasant malevolence at this move. "So, did you like the pictures I sent?"
"Uh huh," Richard agreed, very much liking the feel of her body pressed against his, even with this many layers of clothing between them.
"You liked seeing this little 18-year-old slut's cunt?" she prodded.
"Uh huh," he replied, licking his lips and smiling down at her.
Disgruntled, Marie said, "I want to hear you say it."
Clearing his throat a little nervously, Richard answered, "Yes, I liked seeing it."
"Seeing what? Be *specific*," she commanded, continuing to prod him out of his comfort zone.
Clearing his throat, he tried to answer as confidently as he could, "I liked seeing your slutty little cunt."
Marie mewled pleasantly at this slight bit of corruption she instilled in him, smiling like the cat that ate the canary. "I thought you would... tell me, it felt good blowing off your ex's stupid fucking Christmas party over a couple pictures and the promise of some sweet teen pussy, huh?"
Feeling a pleasantly dark cloud hovering over him despite the festive décor that surrounded them as he tapped into his more unpleasant thoughts at this blonde harlot's urging, Richard answered, "Yes... it felt really fucking good blowing that bitch off."
By the look on her face, Marie might well have had a little mini-orgasm at his words.
"Excellent," she said, sliding out from under his arm and getting some space between the two of them. "But pictures are so limited... I think the real thing is so much better, don't you?"
Before he could answer, she'd rotated so that she was leaning away from Richard, her back against the arm of the couch, then kicking her left leg up onto the back of the couch. With one on the back and the other lazily resting on the floor, this left her legs tantalizingly spread, her elf costume's short skirt falling to barely cover her pussy.
Richard drooled at the sight, something that brought no small amount of pleasure to Marie.
"Get down here, and unwrap your present..." she ordered, her voice every bit as stern as it was sweet.
As he leaned sideways on the couch, positioning his face between Marie's legs, Richard reflected on the simple fact that right now, he could still make it to Venna's party and still make it inside. She hadn't seemed all that perturbed when he dropped the kids off, seeming warm and nostalgic... if he backed out now, he could still make it there in time and even beg some forgiveness of her, and maybe, just maybe, he would get it in this season of giving.
Between Marie's legs, though, there was no maybe. She came here because she wanted to, and now he could take what he wanted if he just screwed up the courage.
Sliding forward with his face between her legs, he reached between her thighs and pulled her skirt up, exposing her bare, glistening pussy.
"Wow," Richard said, eyes wide with awe as he leaned in to within a few inches of her. The pictures she'd sent him didn't do any justice. Her folds were prominent and pink, engorged and glistening with juices that smelled utterly intoxicating... he'd never in his life seen a pussy this perfect, and he had no doubt that she was every bit as tight as she boasted and then some.
Marie chuckled as she felt his breath on her most exposed pussy. "Merry Christmas! Enjoy your sweets..."
He didn't have much time to linger on this situation before Marie lowered her leg from the back of the couch behind his head, pulling Richard roughly toward her pussy. Before he even knew what was happening, his mouth was mashed against her moist lips, her intoxicating scent now an overpowering taste, sweet and savory and capable of driving even the strongest of men wild with lust.
It took him a moment of shock and tentative tasting to know that her pussy tasted every bit as good as it looked, and that he wanted more. Fuck, did he want more. He stuck out his tongue, slowly exploring and tasting the 18-year-old blonde's pussy.
Marie groaned. "That's nice... but I don't want fucking nice... I'm fucking horny, eat my goddamn pussy like you mean it! I wanna cum haaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaard before I pull your cock out..."
Groaning at that promise, Richard stopped holding back, licking and suckling forcefully. He'd always prided himself in his oral skills, and Venna and his previous girlfriends had all rather enjoyed themselves. It had been a while since he'd been with someone as young as Marie, but her intense energy was refreshing, and drove him to giving her the best cunnilingus he'd given in about as long as he could remember.
He brought passion and fury, using his tongue and lips as an artist would as he licked and suckled at her sensitive folds and prominent clit, seeking to bring her to the heights of pleasure and finding even more surprisingly how much he wanted to do this. When it came to sex, Venna was always quiet; passionate, but quiet. He only knew how good a job he'd been doing when she finally came in a restrained, but unmistakable jolt.
Marie, on the other hand, was unrestrained in how vocal she was and how she loved every fucking second of how he was treating her. "Oh, god, fuck yes! Fuck yes, eat my slutty little cunt, god, yes... I've had my pussy eaten by some of the best, but never a real fucking man, god, yes, like that, hahaha, fuck, I love it, feels so fucking good! You really know what you're doing! God, your wife dumped you when you could eat a pussy like that, what a dumb fucking bitch... god, yes, keep eating, keep eating my pussy... bet you didn't think you'd be here tonight, eating the best goddamn teen pussy... but once I sent you those pictures, there was no way there was no other way this could end... fuck... when I first saw you, I thought you were so hot, I had to make you mine, and now here I am... god I love Christmas! Keep eating me, you're gonna make me cum, gonna make me cum... eat me, lick me, finger me, make me cum, make me cum fucking hard... come on, come on, keep eating me you hot fucking DILF... do it, come on, make me fucking CUUUUMMMMMMMMMMMMMM FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!!"
Richard hadn't even had a chance to begin fingering her before she came on his face. It was a sudden, spastic action, her pussy contracting as her hips jolted and body shook violently. A large flow of juice gushed from her, coating his lips and lower face in her savory sweetness, perhaps the sweetest nectar he had ever tasted and one he couldn't get enough of. He licked at her pussy and inner thighs, trying to get every last drop, until she giggled and shook and pushed him away.
"That's... that's nice... that's very nice," Marie whimpered, giggling some more as Richard sat up with his face glistening. "You look good with my cum on your face."
Though his head still spun from the insanity of it all, Richard smiled at her with a giddy, masculine pride. He'd never actually seen a girl squirt before... that Marie looked and sounded so fucking pleased with what he had done made him feel like a supremely lucky man.



"Thanks," he replied, smacking his lips and licking her juices from his face, shivering slightly as he took in her taste. "I got a question for you... when you're done coming down."
"Pull your cock out and I might have an answer for you," Marie answered, sitting up and running her hands over her body, pinching one of her tits in the rough position of one of her nipples.
Heart beating heavily at her demand, Richard unclasped his belt and opened up the front of his pants. "It's, uh, probably a silly question, but you keep saying it, and while I'm pretty sure I know the answer based on context clues and all that, I am also so far behind on slang and I don't know if it's something else and I don't want to feel stupid, but, what's a DILF?"
Marie watched attentively as he opened up the front of his pants, exposing his large bulge through his strained briefs. Her eyes widened appreciatively behind her glasses, filling Richard with a slight extra burst of pride.
She licked her lips as he grabbed his waistband, and explained, "Dad I'd Like to Fuck. That about what you expected?"
"Yeah," he replied, holding his fingers where they were and keeping it a bit of a tease for her. "That something that works for girls?"
"Oh, definitely," Marie said, her eyes impatient as she awaited the reveal of his cock. "Hunky mature man who's already shown he knows how to get it done... it appeals to lots of girls. Some girls have more Daddy issues than others that get crazy turned on by guys like you, so your mileage may vary, but, I think most of the girls in my class would drop their panties for you, easy..."
Nodding softly and feeling electric with the lust flowing through his body, Richard replied, "And what about you? What are your Daddy issues like?"
Teasing a finger through her ponytail again thoughtfully, she replied, "I'm not sure. Perhaps you can help me figure that out by not dragging this out any more and showing me your cock?"
Richard smiled at her. "Alright, alright, if that's what you really want..."
While there was still the nervousness that came with revealing his cock to the first woman in years who wasn't Venna, Richard's hands weren't that shaky as he pulled his underwear down enough to let his erection pop free.
He didn't know what exactly the girl expected to find in his pants, but the look on her face said she was pleasantly surprised. Richard knew this sight well. While he may have made his mistakes as a husband and boyfriend in the past, his cock was something few women were unsatisfied by. A hearty ten inches long and very thick, with a slightly thicker, flared head, and large balls that felt even larger for not having cum in some time, Richard had always been proud of how impressive his cock was.
Marie gasped lightly at the sight of it, clearly trying to hold back how she really felt while being unable to completely hide her feelings.
As she tried to come up with adequate words, she lost any pretense of trying to play this cool.
Her voice shaky, she murmured, "Fuck... oh, fuck, Merry Christmas, Marie..."
"I'm, uh... glad you like it," Richard said, struggling for words as she bent over to get a better look.
He shivered at the feel of her breath on his cock as her mouth was only inches away, and tensed up as she first reached out to grab it in one of her small hands. His cock twitched at the contact, something that made the slutty little 18-year-old giggle.
"Can't even get my hand all the way around it..." she groaned, reaching with her other hand. "Fuck, I can barely get both of them around together... oh, this is gonna be so much fun... god, this is a cock built for little sluts like me..."
Marie started jacking his cock expertly, spreading around what precum he had to offer and massaging her thumbs over the head. There was something almost worshipful to this that Richard found unfamiliar, and utterly hypnotic. This little slut was being driven wild by his cock alone, and how long had it been since anyone showed that kind of enthusiasm? Venna had done admirably, but the size of his cock had always intimidated her, taking blowjobs off the table and making sex itself more infrequent than he'd liked... and this little girl, fuck, she looked like she had just dug up buried treasure and was wondering what she was going to spend it on.
This kind of worshipful treatment as she jacked him made his next word come out a little strangled, "Yeah?"
"Yeah!" she exclaimed, smiling another of those manic smiles, before leaning in and sucking his cockhead into her mouth.
"Oh... oh god, oh, god, fuck!" Richard groaned as the tight little blonde showed that her mouth was every bit as capable of the worshipful treatment as her hands.
Even while getting accustomed to the size of his cock, she eagerly twirled her tongue over the head, licking up his precum and... was she really humming along with the Christmas music? Fuck, the little slut was really humming along with the Christmas music, the vibrations upping his pleasure to 11 as she continued to work him over.
A little at a time, she began to bob up and down, taking more and more of his cock into her mouth. There was no intimidation, no fear on her part, just an excited determination as she took more with every go. Her lips were soft and her tongue was eager, making each bounce drive Richard to places he didn't know were possible.
Of course, the inevitable soon happened, and before even half of his cock was in her mouth, it hit the back of her throat. Old girlfriends had often stopped there, making up for it with their hands and tongue, doing the best they could but unable to deal with his sheer size. If this was a problem for Marie as well, Richard wouldn't have cared. What she was giving him right now felt like it might have been the single greatest blowjob of his like, and if this was all he'd get-
Before he could comprehend what was going on, Marie kept going, opening up her throat and sucking down even more of his cock.
"HOLY SHIT!" he exclaimed, eyes wide as a seemingly impossible amount of his cock disappeared into her mouth. She'd already taken down three quarters when she stopped briefly, then continuing until she had every single, fucking inch buried down her throat, her nose resting pleasantly in his pubic hair.
Confused, excited, and feeling a little crazed himself by the moment, Richard ran his hand through her silky blonde hair, shaking and in awe.
"Holy fuck... god, your mouth is so fucking good... no woman's ever been able to take it all... fuck..." he groaned.
Pulling her mouth off of his cock briefly, she coughed, strings of saliva and precum connecting her mouth to his cock. Her face looked a mess, but she smiled a proud, thoroughly satisfied grin.
"But I'm not just any other woman... I'm your fucking whore..." Marie said, her voice sweet even though her smile was anything but.
The little blonde's words started to worm their way into Richard's mind, bringing out dark, exciting impulses from him that he never once would have acted upon, and now found impossible to resist. With his left hand, he grabbed her ponytail and dragged her face back toward his cock, something she eagerly took to, squealing gleefully as he forcibly took he mouth and began to roughly fuck up into. Marie moaned around his cock as she gagged on his cock, eagerly taking his entire length as her head bounced up and down in his lap, thoroughly enjoying this rough, sloppy blowjob.
Richard was lost in a heaven he didn't know existed, using Marie's face while she fucking loved every single second of this treatment. As a guy who had been raised to be respectful, this felt completely out of character to him... but damn it if it didn't feel fucking good as well to be spending Christmas Eve buried balls deep down this petite slut's throat.
Looking to the side, he saw her ass sticking in the air, only barely covered by her short skirt. The more she got into being used as his own personal sex toy, the more she rocked from side to side, and the more she rocked, the more the skirt began to fall up her body, slowly exposing her bare ass to Richard's view.
Like everything about Marie, her ass was tight, and pert, and perfectly pale. So perfect, it almost seemed to beg to be defiled, just like every other bit of this tight little slut...
Richard wasn't quite sure that this was something he could do yet, but there was something else he wanted to take for himself. With his free hand, he reached out to grab Marie's ass, squeezing and massaging it, groaning as he felt how perfectly tight it was and making her moan around his cock.
The two of them managed like this for some time, Marie letting Richard fuck her throat while he grabbed her ass, the two of them lost in the depravity of this unexpected yuletide coupling. For how long it had been since he'd been with a woman, Richard was impressed with how long he was holding out, but the way his cock was twitching and swelling, he knew it wasn't going to be long before he was going to have one hell of an intense orgasm.
Marie, seemingly, could sense this. Gently yet firmly, made him let go of her hair, and then pulled herself off of his cock. Her eyes were teary and her makeup smeared with the exertion of what she had done, but Richard doubted he'd seen a more satisfied woman in his life.
He whined at the sudden lack of Marie's mouth on his cock, something she rolled her eyes over, gently squeezing the base of his cock as if to chide him.
"Bitch all you want, but believe me, you'll like what's coming next," she said, getting up on her knees, then swinging one leg over to straddle his lap.
Richard groaned at the thought of what she meant, but that didn't come without its own splash of reality. "I should get... fuck, I don't have any condoms... do you?"
"No..." Marie replied, grinding her hot, wet pussy against the base of his cock and shutting her eyes as she groaned. "...but that won't stop us from fucking hard, is it?"
She said this like a challenge, and much as Richard would have liked to have completely lost himself in this moment, there was still that voice of sanity in the back of his mind that tried to speak up. It was one that was easily drowned out by his swollen balls and the insistent feel of her pussy against the side of his cock as she ground her hips against him, her grinds getting ever higher as she threatened to force his massive cockhead inside of her... but the voice was there all the same.
"We shouldn't... not without..." Richard replied, weakly.
Well, the voice was there, but that didn't mean it knew what to say.
Marie laughed, teasingly, looking down at him as she placed her hands on his shoulders and pushed herself up until the head was teasing her entrance.
"You and I both know that it will feel soooooo much better if we do it bare," she said, hissing as she reached between her legs and took hold of his cock.
Richard groaned as she teased the head against her lips, leaning back into the couch as she did this. "Feeling good was never in doubt, but I don't want to-"
"You don't want to, what?" Marie teased, moaning softly as she continued to rub him against her. "You don't want to slide that fat fucking monster cock up the tightest cunt you've ever felt? You don't wish to bury yourself deep inside of an unprotected 18-year-old slut you just met? Or is it that you don't want to..."
Marie's eyes sparkled behind her horn-rimmed glasses.
"Oh..." she groaned, quivering against his cockhead as she insistently ground against it, her eyes widening in excited malevolence as a sudden realization hit her. "You're afraid of getting me pregnant, aren't you?"
Richard was surprised by how much joy she seemed to take out of this. "Yeah."
Marie giggled, pressing herself up against the head, without taking him inside of her. "But doesn't that make it more exciting? Your cock deep inside of me, pounding away like you never fucked that stupid ex of yours, buried inside this slutty little Christmas elf and cumming deep inside of her even though you know there's a risk of making her pregnant? Because trust me, it turns me on soooooo much... fuck, I'm so wet just thinking about it... I want you... I want you to do it... I want you to fuck me, to make you cum inside of me... come on, Richard, you fucking know you want to..."
He closed his eyes, holding back from the pleasure her impossibly tight pussy was giving to just the tip of his cockhead. "You're bad, Marie..."
"And you fucking love it," she moaned. "Don't you dare try telling me you don't want to be bad, either..."
Richard wanted to tell her that he couldn't be that kind of bad, but the moment he tried to, he couldn't. Marie brought out a dark fire within him that no other woman had in his life... this sweet-looking, slutty little Christmas elf... she drove him wild in ways he never knew possible. There were dangers, there were risks, but goddamn what had living a life of safe predictability gotten him?
Smiling darkly, Richard put his hands on Marie's thighs. "Why do you have to be so fucking right?"
Marie moaned as he pulled her down. With full pressure of his large cockhead against her tiny entrance, it seemed for a moment that actually getting inside her would be impossible. After all, she was so tight, and he was, well, the opposite of that. It just didn't seem like he could physically fit inside of her, and no matter how experienced a slut she was, that his cock would simply destroy her cute little pussy if he even tried to get inside of her.
Whatever doubts he might have had, Marie didn't. She smiled, then bit her lip, holding onto his cock tightly as she settled her weight down onto it. Richard groaned as he felt her lips begin to open for him, slowly wrapping around his cockhead with their slick warmth... and then what had first been slow, happened all at once. Gravity took over, and the head, as well as a few inches of shaft, burrowed inside of Marie's pussy.
Richard was embraced by a tight, wet heat that nearly had him crying out in ecstasy. Marie's pussy was more perfect than he ever could have imagined, and he was only a few inches inside of her. He could have sung in this very moment for the sheer bliss she brought to him.
Marie's thoughts lacked such eloquence.
"MOTHERFUCKER!" she cried out, forcing another couple inches inside of her. "Fuck... fuck! That's good cock! More... more... this little slut needs more..."
Fine... if she wanted more, he'd give her more. With little mercy, Richard pulled her down onto his cock, forcing it into her as she slid down onto his lap. She moaned, she squealed, she shuddered as he buried himself inside of her, her tight pussy clenching his thick cock with impossible strength as she settled onto his lap, having taken every inch of him in a matter of seconds. Marie looked down at him like a conqueror, and Richard could only smile up at her in some awe. No woman had ever been able to take every inch of his cock like this, and here was this little blonde slut he'd just met, taking every last inch without complaint.
He moaned, running his shaking hands up her sides, enjoying the light sensation of her green velvet elf costume.
Moaning softly, Marie giggled. "Yeah... that's what I wanted... that's some real DILF cock there, buried in my cute, sweet little cunt... and think, you could be at a boring Christmas party right now, surrounded by friends and family, and here you are instead, every inch of your monster cock deep inside a cute little whore's tight pussy, fucking her bare!"
She said this with a sharpness to her voice that almost felt like a slap to him, but when she squeezed his cock with her pussy muscles, he couldn't have cared less about the sting.
He pulled her in close, roughly kissing her for the first time, claiming her mouth with his own. This action actually seemed to surprise Marie, but she caught up to him quickly, kissing him back, snaking her tongue into his mouth as the two of them roughly made out. His hands explored her, squeezing and groping through her dress, holding her and running through her hair as they made out. They kissed with a sudden desperation, a need for each other that consumed them and transcended the dark origins of this moment and instead just found two people in a desperate need finding each other when they needed to be found.
Any profundity in this moment, however, was short-lived as the raw lust between them took over.
Growling, he grabbed her hips, helping her ride him slowly as this dark, Christmas Eve fuck began properly.
Marie moaned like a little slut, a low, long wail as she rode his thick cock, completely lost to her own pleasures when she wasn't talking.
And oh, did she love to talk.
"Yes, yes, yes, right there, fuck me with your huge fucking cock!" she yelled, riding him swiftly. "Fuck! You're fucking perfect, I love it! I didn't even have to get naked for you, I still haven't, all you saw was my pussy and you were fucking mine... I didn't know you'd be so perfect... I just thought you were hot, but I couldn't have known about this cock, and now it's mine, it's fucking mine... you could be trying to make things better between you and that bitch who threw you to the curb, but now you're filling my cunt up! You're fucking this little slut you don't even know on Christmas! I love it, I love it, I love it!"
Still fucking back up into her, Richard replied, "Oh yeah? You didn't have to see my cock to know you wanted me... you didn't know what you were getting into and you still went after me... you could be spending Christmas at home, and instead you're riding my fucking cock... you were fucking gagging for it, weren't you?"
Marie moaned, tossing her hair back. "I think you know that there was plenty of gagging going on..."
A playful bolt of anger at her cheekiness shot through Richard. Reaching behind her, he swatted Marie on the ass, hard. She yowled, then flashed him some of the sexiest eyes he'd ever seen as she rode him harder.
Huh. So she did like being hurt a little. That could be interesting soon.
He held her close, squeezing her ass and pulling her in close to make out with the tight blonde as she rode him, her hips rocking and bouncing expertly as she started taking most of his length at once with every rise and fall.
"You like that, don't you? You like fucking that slutty teen pussy?" Marie groaned, dropping a hand between her legs to finger her clit.
"I love it," he moaned.
"So much tighter than your bitch of an ex, right?" she shot back.
Without even thinking, Richard groaned loudly and replied, "God, yes! Tighter... hotter... wetter..."
"Better?" Marie challenged.
"In every way," he said, looking up at her with fire in his eyes as he grabbed her hips and used this leverage to fuck her harder.
Marie squealed, leaning in to kiss him energetically. Richard wrapped his arms around her, holding her close as she continued to fuck him hard.
Her efforts were about to pay off. The orgasm he'd been building to for a while was impossible to put off any longer.
"I'm... god... you're gonna make me cum," Richard warned.
"Good, me too, just hold on a little bit longer..." Marie challenged, kissing him again.
Still slightly uncertain, he asked, "You're sure you want it-"
"YES!" she demanded, staring him straight in the eye with frantic desperation. "CUM IN ME! FILL ME UP, I WANT TO FEEL YOUR CUM INSIDE ME, GIVE IT TO ME, CUM FOR ME, CUM FOR ME... KNOCK YOUR LITTLE SLUT UP!!!"
"OH, FUCK!" Richard cried out, completely and utterly annihilated by her last filthy demand. It might have been dangerous to a practical mind, but he was so far beyond any practicality. He was a beast driven by pure instinct, needing this fuck to reach its natural, nasty end.
And so, roaring like a beast, Richard grabbed Marie by the hips and held her down against his lap, letting his orgasm overtake him as he exploded deep inside of her. Pleasure shot through his body like a bolt of lightning as he fired shot after shot inside of Marie's tight, clutching cunt, seemingly matched only by Marie's ecstasy as she came on top of him. Her pussy rhythmically massaged his cock with its tightness, squeezing every last bit of life out of him it seemed as he kept on firing inside of her. He had been backed up for a very, very long time, and it all unleashed inside of her.



Marie cried out and squealed, rocking her hips, coaxing every drop out of him and holding it in her tight. As her orgasm subsided into a wave of bliss, she fell against him, kissing Richard deeply.
"Thank you... thank you... fuck, perfect, perfect Christmas gift..." Marie murmured, chuckling and running her hands over his sweater-covered chest.
While a bit of reality swam to the surface in the back of his cum-addled mind, not enough came in to break the moment. With this little slut still impaled on his cock and the pleasure of his orgasm starting to fade ever so slightly, the spirit of the season seemed to return a little at a time. He became aware of the music playing faintly in the background, the lights of the Christmas tree, and of course, the elf still sitting on his lap.
He reached up to her ass, squeezing her slightly and making Marie squirm as she cuddled up against his chest in a cum-drunk haze.
"So..." Richard asked, squeezing her ass more firmly. "All that 'knocking you up' talk... that was just dirty talk, right?"
Looking up at him, Marie chuckled. "Some of it, maybe, yeah..."
Licking his lips, he asked, "So you're really-"
"Unprotected? Yeah..." she replied, kissing him lightly on the lips again. "It's not like I'm barebacking guys all the time or anything... this *is* a special occasion after all."
Richard shook his head slightly, smiling wryly. "You're bad."
Marie smiled at him, so sweet and so dark all at once. "And you like it... you like all that strong, manly pride it gives you when you think about what it might be like if you did knock me up... if my tight little belly were to swell with your child... fuck, imagine what your ex would think."
He laughed. "Venna would freak."
She groaned. "Mmm, that does make it better, doesn't it? You with a newer, sexier, tighter model, walking down the street with your slutty little girlfriend on one arm, full with your child... hell, imagine seeing her lose her shit when she sees us walking down the aisle. Me looking so much hotter than her even when I'm all pregnant, and her not being able to do anything to stop us..."
Richard laughed again, louder, at the dark images that brought up. "Why don't we see about getting through Christmas first before you start planning your life as my slut?"
"Good plan," Marie groaned, finally climbing off of Richard and standing on unsteady legs. "God, you fucked me so good... I can barely walk... but you can fuck better than that, right? I think you can fuck better than that... god, you're still hard! How are you still hard! A girl could fall in love with a cock like that, holy fuck..."
Richard looked down toward his cock and found that it was still full of life, despite how much it felt like she had drained him. But she hadn't really drained him, had she? Sure, she'd drained his balls, but Richard couldn't think of the last time that he'd felt this good. It felt like he'd just hit a runner's high, and that he hadn't even begun fucking Marie...
And Marie? Fuck, did she look amazing. Even still mostly dressed, she had that pleasant look of a woman who'd just been fucked and fucked well, even if there was a shimmering stream of cum going down the side of her leg and rolling over one of her long, striped socks.
"Let's go to the bedroom," he said. It wasn't a request.
Marie's eyes sparkled at his tone. "Let's."
She started off toward the hall that led toward the bedrooms, unhurried and making sure he got a good view of the sway of her ass. Grinning like a horny college student, Richard pushed off from the couch and stood. Rather than get tangled up in his pants and underwear, he pulled them off and left them bunched on the ground, and feeling rather foolish about being naked from the waist down, he pulled off his sweater and shirt and tossed them aside.
Marie didn't see his nakedness, but he knew she had to feel him swiftly approaching behind her, and she *definitely* knew when he grabbed her by the shoulders, roughly halting her in her tracks. She took in a swift, surprised breath at this sudden stop, but one that let a pleased, nearly silent moan escape her lips.
Richard explored her with his big, strong hands, running down her sides, to her lower back, to the swell of her tight ass. He'd become quite familiar with grabbing it while she rode him, but he wanted to see it... he wanted to see everything, actually. He reached up to the base of her neck, tossing her hair over her shoulder as he found the zipper at the back of her dress. He grabbed hold, unzipping it to her waist and taking in a sweet view of her pale, naked back... of course a slut like Marie didn't wear a bra... and he smiled.
Grabbing her by the shoulders once more, he spun her around to face him and pressed her back against the hallway's wall. She impacted with a thud that had her blinking and gasping and looking up at him with all smiles, especially when he grabbed hold of the top of her elf costume and roughly began to pull it down. First her shoulders were exposed... then her tits. They were a modest B-cup, but they suited Marie well, with rock-hard, pink nipples that matched her own small stature and intensity.
Certain he knew what she'd like, Richard grabbed Marie by the throat and pressed her against the wall, squeezing her throat ever so slightly as he explored her tits with his free hand. Marie moaned at this kind of rough contact, looking down at his nakedness and licking her lips as she moaned softly.
"Look what you fucking did to me..." he said, his voice somewhere between angry and sublimely proud. "This was supposed to be a wholesome, happy night... I was going to spend time with my family... and now you got me here, like this..."
He pinched one of Marie's nipples, hard enough that she cried out in some combination of pleasure and pain as she shut her eyes tightly. "And you... you love it..."
Her eyes were glassy with lust as she said this, her body breaking out in gooseflesh and writhing against his touch. How else could he answer her?
"You're right," he said, relieving the pressure on her neck so he could use both hands to force Marie's costume into a puddle around her feet. "Of course, you're right."
Now, as she finally got a good look at his muscled body, he could see her lithe nudity in all its perfect glory. She now only wore those horn-rimmed glasses and her long, candy cane-striped socks... but to Richard's eyes, that just added to the perfect seasonal naughtiness that they were taking part in. They'd already embraced the depravity of the moment, he wouldn't ask for her to change anything now.
Seeing her like this, he pressed her against the wall, leaning down to kiss her as he claimed her body as his own. Marie, for her part, rather seemed to enjoy being trapped, wrapping her arms around him as he pressed into her, kissing her forcefully and groping her. Marie's hands dropped down and to his front, wrapping around his cock and jerking it energetically. Already his precum flowed freely, allowing her to easily lube him up once more.
Between kisses, she murmured, "I want you... I want you again... I want your cock... I want your cum... your little Christmas whore wants your cum... won't you give her what she deserves?"
Richard grinned, reaching down to grab her by the ass. "How could I ever say no to that?"
He lifted Marie up by the ass as she squealed with joy, joining her hands behind his neck and wrapping her legs around his waist for stability as he carried her to the bedroom. It was an awkward, trundling act as the two of them kissed passionately, but he knew his apartment well enough that they didn't run into too many obstacles.
Like the rest of his apartment, Richard's bedroom was a simple room with simple furniture, but the king-sized bed was comfy, and the small, plastic, LED Christmas tree that sat on top of his dresser bathed the room in the soft glow of its red and green bulbs. Not long ago, Richard would have thought this room was purely functional, with the framed pictures of his family in better times mounted on the wall a constant reminder of the good man that he strove to be.
None of that mattered really when he threw a naked Marie on the bed, hard, then climbed atop the little blonde slut. He was driven now by an intense hunger, and a feeling of power that he hadn't known in so long. This girl was making him delve into a part of himself he never knew existed, and one he was pretty sure he quite liked.
Pinning her down, Richard kissed her hungrily, before turning his lips' attention to her tits. He suckled them with gusto, hollowing out his cheeks as he pulled her hard pink nubs into his mouth, running his tongue over them in tight circles, then nibbling on them gently.
Then not so gently.
Marie squealed in pleasure and pain as he bit one of her nipples, grabbing him by the back of the head as she held him close.
"YES, YES, YEEEEEEEEEEESSSS!!!" she cried out, writhing against him. "God, yes, so fucking good! Keep doing that, keep doing that, but you better fuck me soooooooooooooooon... I'm still horny, and I need more of your cuuuuuuuuuummmmmmmmmm..."
Marie was moaning like a whore, and if that was how she wanted to be treated, Richard was more than happy to treat her that way. He took his mouth from her tits, then reached down and took hold of his cock and lined it up with her pussy.
"Yeah? You want more of this cock, huh? You want more of this cum?" he asked, face to face with his little blonde slut again.
"Uh huh..." Marie nodded, smiling arrogantly.
Richard licked his lips, surprised by how not nervous he was as he asked, "And you really want me to knock you up, don't you?"
"Uh huh..." she confirmed, lost to the dirty fantasy.
He smirked. "You really belong on the naughty list this year, don't you?"
Marie reached down, grabbing his cock and lining it up with her pussy. "You have no idea..."
"Actually..." Richard grunted, sliding his cock back into her pussy, "...I think I do..."
"YEEEEESSSSSS!!!" Marie cried out, happy to have her pussy filled to the brim with his huge cock as he started pistoning in and out of her. "It's so fucking good! It's the best Christmas gift ever!!!"
"Yeah?" he replied, fucking into her hard. "You like it that much, huh?"
"God, yes!" she moaned, wrapping her arms and legs around him and kissing him deeply. "This is the best! And it's not just because you chose me and are showing up your bitch of an ex by fucking my tight little teen cunt on Christmas Eve, though that's a part of it that I can't deny... but you're something amazing... fuck, you're exactly what I've been looking for... I can keep playing at school when I'm horny, because I can't stop there... but I can see us doing this for a long time... we could have so much fun together..."
Richard continued to grunt with animalistic exertion as he pumped his cock in and out of her, his balls tapping against her ass with every go, but he found the picture she painted intoxicating. Why spend the rest of his life waiting on a possibility that things could be the way they were when he could live for a new path, one where he got to regularly fuck the slut of his dreams (dreams he, admittedly, hadn't known he'd had until quite recently)? If she was serious... god, this really could be a new beginning, couldn't it?
It was this thought that had him pin her to the bed a little more firmly, fucking into her a little harder, making her scream and squeal as he felt truly happy for the first time in a very long time.
"We *could* have so much fun together..." Richard groaned, kissing her deeply. "I'm gonna have to get a stronger bed, aren't I?"
"Uh huh..." Marie wailed, her eyes crossing briefly and her mouth dropping open as she was overtaken by pleasure. "I would recommend that. You know how hard I like to be fucked, and if we keep that up... yes, we're probably going to be wearing out your IKEA bed here fairly quickly... fuck, there's so much fun we can have, so many things we can try, so many things I can show you..."
"I bet there's a few things I can show you too," he interjected. "I may be old, and out of practice, but I could hold my own once..."
Marie had to let go of Richard with her arms, she was being fucked so hard. She braced her hands against the headboard, which was now rattling against the wall at an impressive clip, and smiling up at him proudly.
"I bet you could... but you've been on your own for so long, I'm sure there's new stuff to teach this old dog, too..." Marie moaned. "So many delicious new acts... I could even introduce you to some of my friends..."
"Like your librarian friend?" Richard said, reaching to squeeze one of her tits roughly while he fucked her roughly.
She laughed. "No fucking way... Mrs. Sullivan would make you hers... no, I wouldn't do that... but I've got some friends, not many, but some, and they're all as slutty as me... you and them and me... we could all have so much fun together... so many girls here need a DILF in their lives, and there's so much you could show them... doesn't that sound so much more exciting a life than begging forgiveness off that bitch you used to be married to?"
Unhesitatingly, he replied, "God, yes!!!"
"Good, good, then keep fucking me, keep fucking me... I love it so much, I love your cock!!! More, more, give me more!!!" Marie wailed.
Briefly, Richard found himself thinking about what his neighbors must be thinking right now with how much noise they were making, but realized very quickly that he didn't care one bit. Yeah, they might complain about how the noise he and Marie were making was interfering with their holidays, but at this point, it would have taken an atomic bomb going off outside to get him to stop. He was having the kind of sex he hadn't had since he was in college, feeling every bit as young as he went to town on Marie.
In fact...
Grinning at the possibility of doing something he hadn't done in ages, Richard pulled out of Marie and climbed off of her.
Shocked, she asked, "What-"
Before she could finish, he got up on his knees and rolled her onto her stomach, then manipulated her onto her hands and knees in front of him. Marie looked over her shoulder at him, pleased with this new position as he rammed his cock back home inside of her.
"OOOOOOH, FUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!" Marie moaned as he began to pound her. "That's it, that's it, fuck me like that, fuck my slutty cunt nice and hard..."
Grabbing a handful of her ponytail and wrapping it around his hand, Richard grunted. "I'm gonna... I'm gonna... I'm gonna keep fucking you, keep filling you with cum, make sure you're my knocked up little slut before Christmas is over..."
The dirty talk drove Marie wild, making her drive back against him and shriek, "YEEEEEEEEESSSS!!!"
The dirty, seemingly taboo nature of their coupling was something that had initially frightened Richard, but now it gave him life. What he had thought he had known about himself, what he wanted, and life in general, was going out the window with every thrust into this tight, blonde slut, and he couldn't have been happier for the change. When he had looked toward the future before, he'd only ever seen a hopeful uncertainty that things might one day return to the way they once had been. Now... fuck, it really didn't seem like the future was all that important. All that mattered was fucking Marie every bit as good as the tight little minx fucked him.
The first time she came on her hands and knees, she gushed all over him, screaming and cursing and shaking from unrestrained pleasure, and while her pussy contracted tightly enough to nearly set him off, it wasn't enough. Richard had found a good pace by this point, and while he slowed briefly to let her come down, soon he was fucking into her again with a savagery that he hadn't known he was capable of. Were he to see himself in a mirror, he would not have recognized the man he had become, but he would have found a profound happiness and joy in his change in fortune.
When he came in her a second time, it felt every bit as powerful as the first one, especially when matched by yet another of Marie's messy, screaming orgasms.
After a fuck so hard, Richard pulled out of Marie, collapsing on his back onto the bed. His head now propped up on a pillow, he pulled Marie to him, letting her rest with one of her legs draped over his, her breasts pressed against his side as she looked up at him dreamily. Sure, the cocky little blonde slut was still there, but there was something in her eyes that said she'd gotten exactly what she was looking for for Christmas.
Sighing contentedly, she ran her fingers lightly over his muscled chest, exploring.
Feeling his cum leaking from her well-used cunt onto his leg, Richard found some distinct amusement in the situation.
"Can I ask you something?" he said.
"You can ask," Marie replied, clearly not promising an answer.
Richard sighed. "I was just wondering... is this really the best place you could be spending Christmas Eve? I love the company, don't get me wrong... seriously, you're fucking amazing... but are you sure you don't have any family you'd rather be with?"
Marie's façade cracked slightly, but not enough to completely remove the smile from her face. "I can either watch my mother be miserable, or spend time with my father and his new family who'd rather he didn't have an old family. All of the people I'd consider friends have families they're spending time with... so, yes, I truly don't have any place I could be. I wasn't looking for a better place to spend Christmas initially, but when I saw you and the opportunity came along... well, fortune favors the bold, doesn't it?"
Kissing her, he smiled and replied, "It sure as hell does."
"I'll acknowledge that this... well, the degree of our compatibility, was unexpected... but pleasantly surprising all the same," she continued, running her fingers down to lightly graze his cock. "I... well, I've liked it here this evening, and I'm not ready for it to be over. I still have a lot in me."
Richard shivered at the contact, feeling his cock twitch back to life and bringing some of Marie's cocky grin back.
"I'll agree to all of that," Richard replied. "This was definitely a much better Christmas present than I was expecting to get this year."
"Good..." Marie purred, withdrawing her hand from his cock. "I want to try something... do you have any lube? I know a lot of single guys have lube to up their masturbation game, and I'm assuming you're not that dissimilar?"
"I'd take offense at that if it weren't so true," he said, cocking his head toward Marie's side of the bed. "Bedside table, second drawer."
"Fantastic," she said, rolling to the side and finding the bottle.
Marie sat up on the bed, squeezing lube into her hand and using it to help bring Richard's erection back to life. Her talented hands felt amazing, both of them jacking him in unison as she looked him in the eye and grinned.
"Don't misread my intentions; I'm not looking for anything past tonight either (unless you really have knocked me up, of course, but we'll see what happens when we get there), but I'm not saying it is impossible either. Let's just... have a merry Christmas together?" Marie suggested.
"Sounds fine to me," Richard replied, groaning as she continued to coat his cock.
Seemingly satisfied that she had him lubed enough, Marie capped the bottle, tossed it aside, and said, "So, have you ever fucked a girl up the ass before?"
His eyes went wide. "What?"
"My question was clear," she responded, going back to stroking his cock. "Have you ever fucked a girl in the ass?"
"I, uh... no, never..." Richard replied, stumbling over his words for the first time in a while tonight.
"Ooh, then I get to be your first..." Marie said, smiling playfully as she got up on her knees and straddled his legs.



The petite, naked goddess above him was a perfect image of lustful depravity, her hair and makeup a mess, her pale skin flush across her lithe, naked body, copious amounts of both of their juices pouring free from her well-used cunt. Richard had never seen a sexier sight in his life as Marie shifted her feet beneath her, then squatted above his cock.
"I shouldn't have been surprised your wife didn't do this... dumb bitches like that, they never want anyone screwing around with their asses..." Marie continued, reaching beneath to stroke Richard's cock. "All of us tight sluts, though, we know what to do with our asses... *especially* when we get our hands on a cock like yours..."
Feeling her settle down, his cockhead settling between her ass cheeks, Richard gasped. "You're serious."
"Deadly serious..." Marie said, settling her weight down and gritting her teeth as she felt great resistance against the invading cock. "I'm your fucking Christmas whore... and this little whore wants *all* of her holes filled... if you're up to the fucking task..."
She was challenging him again, bringing out that lustful fire that had powered the raw fury of their last fuck.
His smile took on a particularly dark tone as he took her hips in his strong hands and pulled her down onto him, firmly yet patiently. "I think... you know... I AM!"
With this roared exclamation, his cockhead broke through into her impossibly tight asshole, sending Marie's eyes flying wide open.
"OH GOD, HOLY FUCKING MOTHERFUCKER!!!" she cried out, pushing several more inches of his cock inside of her. "IT'S SO FUCKING BIG, IT'S TEARING ME APART, IT HURTS AND IT FEELS SO FUCKING GOOD, I FUCKING LOVE IT!"
She wasn't the only one loving this. Richard was beyond words as her tightest hole eagerly accepted his cock, easily sliding to fill her petite ass an inch at a time until she sat fully in his lap. If she had looked properly lewd before, now she looked like an absolute madwoman, eyes rolling back and mouth lolling open, her tongue sticking out as her body shook and shuddered and she ran her hands over her body. It looked like she had completely lost control of her body, and with his cock buried deep in the tightest, hottest hole he had ever felt, Richard was almost there himself.
Almost...
If there was one thing his years had given him, it was patience, and the accompanying willpower to actually make that patience work for him. This allowed him to hold some of his sanity while Marie twitched and groaned, temporarily lost to her pleasure. In this state, she was one of the most singularly erotic sights he'd seen in his life, and it would have been easy to simply lie here eyeing her with awe.
Richard didn't want easy. He wanted her as hard as she wanted him, and he was going to make this every bit as memorable for her as she did for him.
And so, he reached between her legs, toward her throbbing, glistening and utterly sloppy pussy, and began to finger her. Marie squealed, her eyes rolling back into place as she stared down at him, looking positively delighted and breathless. She was showing him what she was capable of, and he was going to show her what his years of experience gave him...
"Oh, fuck... you know how to finger little sluts, don't you? Yes, you do, feels so fucking good, so goddamn fucking good, keep going, like that, play with my cute little clit, the best little clit you're gonna find, I love it, I love it, I love it, keep going, keep playing with my slutty little clit while you're buried all the way in my ass..." Marie moaned, wiggling her butt for emphasis. "...keep going, I love it, I want more, you keep going like that you're gonna make this slutty little whore cum, please make me cum, please, I've been so naughty this year and deserve a naughty girl's present, give it to me, give it to me, make me cum, make this little slut CUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMMMM!!!"
Marie cried out, her juices gushing onto Richard's stomach as he made her cum yet again. Her asshole tightened around his cock so much he could have sworn that she'd make him cum then and there... but he was stronger than that. Barely stronger than that, but stronger all the same, enough to see her through the most intense orgasm he'd seen her have that night, one that actually did have the neighbors pounding on the wall to make them quiet down.
Richard didn't care about them, no, he only cared about the blonde slut in his lap, the one who had made his Christmas better than he had any reason to expect it to be.
While it looked like Marie was going to be useless for a while after such a hard cum, Richard took charge, wrapping his arms around her and rolling over until he was on top of her, his cock still buried in her ass. It was a slightly more awkward position, but grabbing her legs (which now felt as loose as rubber) and folding her in half certainly made this much easier.
For the first time in what felt like a very long time, Richard was completely in control, looking down at this petite, blonde teenager who'd pushed him to his limits and unleashed a greater part of him than he knew existed. Looking down at her with this newly bestial control seemed to bring out a great joy in Marie as she leaned up to kiss him.
"Fuck me..." she whispered. "Fucking ruin me..."
That might have been a lofty goal, but it was something that Richard was more than happy to attempt. Pulling his cock most of the way out of her ass, he slammed it back home inside of Marie, making her cry out in ecstasy. These long, forceful thrusts threatened to make him cum sooner than he'd like, but the way she responded, he couldn't have stopped himself. Richard was soon pounding her ass like a machine. A grunting, sweating, cursing machine to be sure, one that seemed completely counter to the faint Christmas music and cheerful Christmas lights that lit the room, but one that couldn't have made the two people held in this illicit fuck.
This could have gone on for a matter of minutes or a matter of hours, Richard drilling Marie's ass. He was lost to time, this universe, lost to everything but the pleasure this little blonde slut brought out of him. He was calling upon stamina and capabilities that he would have thought physically impossible before, but now seemed only natural as he fucked Marie's ass. This girl, this 18-year-old fucking girl, had inspired more out of him sexually than his entire marriage ever had, and at this point, there would be no going back. Marie's Christmas present to him had been unleashing the genie from the bottle, one that would never be able to go back in again.
Feeling his third orgasm of the night rising, Richard thought about something else his ex would never let him do, but enough years of sneaking internet porn had made him want to try.
Waiting for Marie to cum once more, Richard pulled his cock from her ass and knelt over her, jacking it until he came, hard. He shot cum onto her stomach, splashing against her tits, shots even making it up to her neck. She squealed and moaned, begging for more as he painted her, before the pressure trailed off and the last couple shots splashed against her pussy.
Marie was a mess. Richard was exhausted. This didn't stop him from collapsing onto her, kissing her passionately as they rolled around in a mess of their own juices.
"You've got more in you, don't you?" he panted, smiling down at her enthusiastically.
Marie cooed. "You bet your cute ass I do..."
***
As Richard woke the next morning, he felt in a daze. It was a cool, if not necessarily cold morning (winter in Southern California did have its charms), and while well-rested, he felt like he had run a marathon the day before. He hadn't, of course... but had all of that been real? Had that really happened? Had he really picked up one of Santa's elves from the mall the night before, and had they really spent Christmas Eve fucking each other into oblivion? Yes... everything he felt, his own nakedness and the way the room smelled, definitely backed that up... but where was Marie?
Lying on his back beneath his pleasantly thick comforter, he looked to his side, and found the bed next to him empty.
He sighed.
No, he couldn't have expected her to stay... what they had had was quick, and hot, but for all the talk, it was just a one night stand. That made sense. They were both lonely, they both found each other, and she was only 18, he was 39, he couldn't have expected her to stick around. What they'd had was fun, and if she wanted to get in touch with him again, she knew how, though he doubted he'd ever hear from her again.
At least it was Christmas, and that was enough to bring a smile to his face, and-
There was a shuffling beneath the comforter, a moving shape he hadn't noticed in his early morning bleariness and soon he felt a pair of familiar, small-yet-insistent, hands wrap around his cock, followed by those hot lips and eager tongue. The shape shifted under the comforter as she sucked his morning wood for a few moments, making Richard moan as he reached beneath the blanket and grabbed a handful of her hair. He fucked her mouth like this for a few moments, slowly and pleasantly, before pulling the blanket back.
"Merry Christmas!" Marie chimed, smacking her lips as she kissed his cockhead.
"Merry Christmas," he replied, pleased. "You're still here."
She looked at him with... was that fondness? Maybe it was fondness, or at least as close as Marie got to fondness.
"It seems I am. You thought I'd run?" she asked.
"The thought had crossed my mind," he replied.
"Mine too," Marie admitted.
"But you stayed," Richard continued.
"I stayed," she repeated, climbing up on him and lining his cock up with her pussy. "I don't know what this is... you and me... but I think I like it. And I want to see what happens if we keep doing this."
Thinking about the wonderful uncertainty she brought out in him, Richard grinned. "Me too."
"Good... because I think I know what you can get me for Christmas..." Marie continued, teasing his cockhead at the entrance to her pussy.
"Yeah? What's that?" he asked.
Eyes sparkling, Marie replied simply, "Make me your little pregnant whore..."
Richard laughed, then pulled her down until his cock was once again buried deep in her cunt. "I'll see what I can do."
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing these stories is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going. Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying my works. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. It's been a rough few years, and in times like this, it becomes very easy to give in to anger and let that rule your life. I ask that, instead of letting anger run your life, take a breath, ask yourself if anger is really best in this moment, and if it isn't, try to consider putting some kindness out into the world instead. It's a rough world out there these days, and while that doesn't look like it will change anytime soon, it doesn't take much to make it just a little bit better. Please be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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***
SATURDAY AFTERNOON
***
In this long and winding saga of my senior year, focused on the memories I've made and tried to hold onto lest they be lost to time, I've met a lot of women. You probably know that by now if you've made it this far through the main story and this temporary side jaunt, but, it bears repeating. I've met, and been with, a lot of women, and found each and every one of them unforgettable in one way or another.
One thing I will not say out loud, however, is that some of them have been a little more unforgettable than others. Maybe this was because of some connection that we'd formed, or because of a particularly memorable sexual encounter, or because they were unusually beautiful.
As I sat on the couch at the retreat of Regan Hills' book club's improvised stripping room, watching as Cassandra Pruitt took to the stripper pole to show off her moves with the encouragement of Viola Kent, I was reminded by the soft hands that suddenly squeezed my shoulders, and the low, sultry voice that accompanied these hands, that there is another variable that can make an encounter with a woman more unforgettable than others:
The biggest tits I had ever seen in my fucking life.
"Well, hello, Ryan..."
My skin broke out in gooseflesh at her voice and touch, my cock twitching as my mouth suddenly watered. I turned back to look behind me at the utterly imposing woman behind me.
"Hello, Mrs. Harker..." I said, my voice shaky in its approximation of confidence. "Or is it Wanda, this weekend?"
Wanda Harker looked down at me, smiling a ruby red smile on her full, pouty lips. Fuck, I knew I should have been paying attention to Cassandra and that I'd promised her I'd watch her dance, but Wanda was kind of hypnotic... I couldn't look away from her.
That she was a pin-up drawing brought to life certainly was a big part of this. Our school's 28-year-old drama teacher may have only been 5'5", but she had curves enough to make her truly intimidating, with a full, round ass, and absolutely massive J-cup tits. Like so many in school, I'd dreamed of seeing them (and doing a lot more to them) one day, but unlike most, I'd had the actual chance to do quite a bit with her rack back in January. I'd squeezed those tits, sucked them, fucked them... fuck, I still shivered with thoughts of everything that had happened in our last encounter...
Fuck, she looked amazing today, too... her pale skin was well shown off in the impossibly tight black t-shirt (with enough midriff to barely cover her tits) and matching black thong she'd worn, while her bobbed, raven-black hair framed her gorgeous face impeccably. A pair of dark sunglasses had slid halfway down her nose, letting her playful, dark eyes wander over my body. Sitting here in only my swim trunks, with an impressive erection from everything I'd been watching... yeah, I probably made an interesting sight.
Playfully, she stroked a finger along her chin as if in thought. "Hmmm, Wanda does have a nice ring to it, for now, Ryan..."
I grinned as she walked around the side of the couch, sitting down to my right and pressing in close to me. The heat between us was obvious, but I tried my best to watch the show Cassandra was putting on. She knew how to work the pole, spinning around and looking at me with the most seductive of gazes... she looked distracted when she saw Wanda sitting next to me, then broke out in a laugh and an eyeroll as if this were an annoyance she knew she should have expected.
I shook my head slightly, wanting to give both of them attention and finding it difficult. I tried keeping my eyes on Cassandra while speaking to Wanda, but it was a challenge.
"Ryan?" I joked. "Whatever happened to 'pet'?"
When Wanda and I had first gotten together, she'd taken to calling me 'pet' as she exercised her dominance, a nickname I'd found amusing when I was horny, if a little odd in its own way once I had more sense.
She chuckled. "The others told me it was a little... well, more than a *little*, peculiar... and I'm surrendering to their far superior wisdom... I was caught up in the moment, you might say."
"And you're not caught up in the moment now?" I asked.
"Oh, Ryan, I'm always caught up in one moment or another... even when you're working off of a script, you need to stay loose and be ready for whatever comes your way. Opportunity is so often in the eye of the beholder, and I'm always ready to take on a new opportunity when it promises... excitement," she said, licking her lips and looking down at my erection as she put extra emphasis on that last word.
I made the mistake of looking at her more directly, and at those massive tits pressing insistently against the side of my arm, restrained only by the tightest of t-shirts... her nipples plainly hard even through the dark fabric... fuck, I was in danger, wasn't I? A very sweet danger, but a danger all the same, torn between all of these women who wanted to fuck me... ah, the joys of an orgy weekend.
"Well, whatever floats your boat," I said, nodding as my eyes were now firmly locked onto her tits as they threatened to tear through her t-shirt as if it were made of tissue paper. "Have you, uh, been here very long?"
"Not too long, not too short," Wanda purred, taking off her sunglasses and setting them on a nearby side table. "But long enough to hear you giving Lauren and Erika one hell of a fuck..."
I laughed. "Ah, well, yeah, that's long enough then."
"Indeed it is..." she replied, resting a hand on my thigh, rubbing and squeezing me gently. "I must say, it sounded like you were really giving it to them... I would've expected on a weekend like this that you'd have been completely drained by this point."
"You'd think that, but I've got pretty good stamina," I said, hissing slightly as her hand gently grazed my cock. "Every time I think I'm empty, I manage to find more in the tank. Or someone here manages to get me going again... you've all got a way with that, I'm sure you realize..."
Wanda smiled devilishly. "Ah, young guys... you respond so *well*... you know, you actually make me miss high school, sometimes..."
"You're not *that* old, Wanda," I said.
She raised an eyebrow at me. "Put any more emphasis on *that*, and I might actually get offended."
Her tone was playful, so I didn't worry that I'd offended her. "The point still stands... if I remember correctly, you didn't seem to lack for stamina last time we were-"
"Fucking?" Wanda suggested.
I nodded.
She grinned, blushing slightly before regaining her husky, confident tone of voice, "Can I be frank with you, Ryan?"
"Sure," I said, turning back in time to watch Cassandra seductively grinding her ass against the pole, feeling my own pole getting that much harder at the sight.
Wanda also watched this briefly as if she'd been hypnotized, before saying, "I've been under a lot of stress lately, with the new baby, my husband suddenly working long and decidedly inconvenient hours at his jobs, those bitches on the PTA threatening to nuke all of my plans for the spring musical... it's driving me positively batty, and I need to unwind..."
The way she looked at me, I could tell the kind of unwinding she was looking for.
That didn't stop me from having my own fun with the situation.
"Well... unwinding is what this weekend's about, isn't it?" I proposed.
This suitably annoyed Wanda, who playfully poked me in the side.
Then, she leaned into me, pressing her tits into me firmly, her hand now reaching beneath my waistband and gently squeezing my bare cock as she whispered into my ear. "Put plainly... I want you... I want you fucking bad... I've been thinking about your cock for a long time now, remembering everything we did, everything I wanted to do, and it always gets me so fucking wet... I need to fuck you, Ryan... I need to fuck you now..."
I gulped at this, finding it difficult to maintain my composure when she was running her thumb over my cockhead and enthusiastically spreading the precum around. She was really, really fucking good at this, making my body tingle with anticipation, and maybe a little regret.
"I'd love to..." I said, eyeing the dance floor. "But I promised Cassandra that I'd stay here, and that I wouldn't let any of you take me away while she danced. My hands are kind of tied here."
Wanda looked at me, dumbfounded, then broke out laughing. "Whoever said I had to take you away? I can do what I need with you right here..."
She made an excellent point, I think.
I licked my lips in nervous anticipation as I turned to face Wanda properly. While I felt bad about turning my attention away from Cassandra, I knew I would make it up to her later, and with Wanda sitting next to me looking so achingly hot and her hand still firmly stroking my cock... fuck, I was only human, alright?
Wanda ran a finger under my chin, her gentle touch causing me to shiver as she stared into me with her dark, piercing eyes. She pursed her lips expectantly, slowing her stroking of my cock, daring me, *challenging* me to make the next move.
I had no problem doing this, leaning in and kissing her, groaning against her lips as she moaned into mine. Wanda's enthusiasm overpowered any attempt she had at remaining absolutely superior here, as her free hand was soon on my back, holding me close as we made out. Her hand in my shorts went back to jacking me more energetically now, spreading the precum around freely as she stroked all ten inches of my thick cock.
I reached under the hem of her shirt, wanting to free her massive, mouthwatering tits. This, as it turned out, was easier said than done. The shirt was tight. *Very* tight. So tight that reaching under the edge was quite challenging, and I was only just able to slip my fingers inside. I knew that trying to pull these up and over her tits when I was this geared up would be a challenge, so I opted for a different approach.
I ripped her shirt. It started as a small tear at the bottom, but with the sheer vastness of her tits, it soon ripped upward on its own, tearing open to the neck and then separating from there. Those big, beautiful J-cups of hers, with her wide pink areolas and prominent, rock-hard nipples... fuck, these tits had haunted my dreams, and here they were again, every bit as delicious and demanding as I had remembered.
Still with a hint of playfulness, Wanda scowled, "Hey, you tore my fucking- OH, FUCK!"
That was the sound she made to me leaning in and sucking on one of her nipples, my cheeks hollowing as I sucked hard, licking and nibbling and flicking it with my tongue as I utterly worshipped her perfectly obscene breast. Then, without needing any prompting, I switched to the other tit, pleasuring her with my mouth as she moaned and cursed, writhing against me and expertly jacking my cock.
"Yes, yes, god, fucking YES, that's it, that's what I've needed, that's fucking amazing, yes, god, yes, keep going, Ryan, keep sucking my tits... fuck, you keep doing that, you're gonna make me cum, god, fuck, that's just what I've needed... I've needed this for so long, keep it up, come on, keep sucking my tits while I jack you off... god, this is everything I needed..."
I felt a light shift in the position of the couch as someone plopped down on my left, before a slightly dazed, amused voice spoke.
"What's that you needed, Wanda?" she asked.
I broke contact with Wanda's tits just long enough to turn around and confirm that the newest arrival was, indeed, my Spanish teacher, Ana Lopez. The 4'9" Latina stunner looked amazing for a woman in her early 40s, with her toned frame and pretty face surrounded now by a nearly untamed forest of long, shimmering black hair. She had a distinct "just been fucked" look to her, from the flush of her soft brown skin, the dazed look on her delicately-featured face, and the way her magnificent chest still rose and fell with deep breaths. Though I'd seen her earlier this morning in a bikini, she now wore a loose silk, black nightie that rode up her thighs, showing off her very wet, very shaved pussy to me, still glistening from her most recent playtime.
"Ryan's mouth on my tits, which you are tearing his attention away from," Wanda answered, grabbing my head and pulling it back to my chest. On instinct, I began sucking and licking again, enjoying her moans once more as she picked up the pace in stroking me again.
"Sorry about that... didn't mean to take him away from you..." Ana said, sighing contentedly. "I just needed a breather from Brenda making me cum, that woman's tongue... fuck, she's unstoppable... you can have Ryan for now, I'll just watch... actually, I think I'd like to do more than watch, maybe touch Ryan a little... I can touch you a little, right Ryan?"
With a mouthful of the most massive tits I'd ever seen, I let out a muffled, "Sure!"
"Thanks," Ana purred, running one of her hands down my back, lightly grazing her fingers down my skin in a way that made me shiver.
Of course, she didn't stop there, and soon I felt her slide in behind me, running her hands up and down my back, then wrapping around to feel my chest, before letting them travel down to squeeze my ass.
"Mmmm, you got a nice butt, Ryan," Ana chuckled, sliding her hands beneath my trunks to get a good feel.
"He's got a lot of nice parts," Wanda moaned, squeezing my cock affectionately.
"Oh, I know," Ana replied, sliding one of her hands forward and wrapping it around my cock, soon stroking it in time with Wanda. "Fuck... god, that's a nice cock."
"You have no idea," Wanda said, groaning especially loud when I nibbled on one of her nipples a little hard. "But you should try his mouth... the boy's a fucking natural."
"I want to..." Ana sighed. "I want to so bad... can I borrow your lips, Ryan? Just for a little while?"
Wanda sighed, then took my head in her hands and pulled it away from her tits. Still running on instinct, I reached out with my lips and tongue, trying to get one of her nipples back in my mouth, a sight that clearly pleased Wanda to no end as she let go of my cock and pulled her hand out of my shorts.
"That was very nice, Ryan..." Wanda said, kissing me deeply, then smiling at me. "I've got more plans for you... but first I need to get out of this mess you made of my shirt. Why don't you play with Ana while I do that?"
I licked my lips, then looked back at the hot Latina MILF sitting beside me. As if trying to entice me further, Ana let go of my cock and pulled her nightie up her thighs, exposing more of her bare pussy to me. She fingered it gently with both hands, groaning and looking me in the eye with her deep brown eyes... okay, she knew how to get my attention.
"It'll be a challenge," I joked, "but I'll try to manage without you, Wanda..."
SMACK!
Alright, I probably deserved that swat on the ass from Wanda, but sliding over to give Ana my attention had me forgetting any pain in a hurry.
I wrapped an arm around her shoulder and pulled her close to me. "Hey."
"Hi..." Ana replied, her voice pleasantly timid and satisfied as she looked up at me. It wasn't often that I dwarfed a woman I was with, but with more than a foot of difference between us, it felt pretty close. She had a number of years on me, and some insane curves... but I felt positively powerful sitting next to her.
Not knowing what else to say, I smiled at my beautiful Spanish teacher, then leaned in, kissing her softly on the lips. Ana groaned against me, cuddling in close and pressing her body against me. I reached up, grabbing and massaging her tits through her silk nightie, squeezing them and massaging them.
Giggling slightly as we broke our kiss, I said, "I've wanted to do that for a really long time."
Ana looked down, then back up at me with a sweet smile. "I can tell. You want to see... everything?"
"Uh huh..." I confirmed.
Without a word, she smiled, then disentangled herself from me. She then arched her back against the couch, grabbing the bottom of her nightie and pulling it up, then over her head, tossing it aside and leaving her lusciously nude next to me. I'd already seen her more or less this way earlier in a bikini, but the sight of her bare pussy, and those full, firm D-cups of hers with those thick, dark nipples... fuck, I could have eaten her up then and there.
She was a Latina goddess, and so fucking hot that I actually managed to forget where I was for a moment.
"Wow..." I whispered.
Bashfully, Ana smiled back at me. "Thank you..."
With that, she grabbed me, pulling me in for a long, wet, kiss. Her lips were soft and tasted faintly of pussy, and were easy to fall into hungrily. We made out with a soft, sensual passion, her hand reaching to slowly jack me off, while mine first found her tits. I'd wanted to feel these for a long time, and now that I'd gotten the chance... fuck, they were better than I could have imagined. If the rest of my Spanish class knew where I was right now, I knew that they'd be jealous as fuck.
I couldn't stop there, though, no... soon I dropped my right hand between her legs, feeling the fiery, wet heat growing there as I explored her tight folds. She moaned beautifully against my lips, kissing me harder as I continued to explore her sensitive pussy, then pushed inside of her. Her pussy was hot, and tight, and so fucking wet; it barely took any effort to slide inside of her, even with her muscles tightly gripping my fingers. Breaking our kiss, I looked into her eyes as I curled my fingers inside of her and probed for her g-spot.
When her eyes went wide and her mouth dropped open, her voice suddenly deep and lusty as she groaned something in Spanish I couldn't interpret (please don't tell her), I was pretty sure I found it.
"Alright, alright... you two did good... that's enough of that..." Wanda said, grabbing my trunks and tugging at them insistently.
I shifted my position enough to let her pull them down around my ankles, leaving me naked as she then pulled me back into a sitting position. Ana looked disgruntled as Wanda pulled my fingers from the Latina's clutching cunt, but I was so dazed and overpowered by lust that I was kind of just along for the ride at this point.



It was difficult to remain dazed, however, when I saw that Wanda was now sitting next to me completely naked, having shed the remains of her t-shirt and her thong. Her pussy lips were pink and moist and looking ready, standing out boldly against her dark patch of pubic hair. She looked at me with this terribly cocky look as if comparing herself to the other women in the room and knowing just how hot she was.
Then, to put a fine point on it, Wanda leaned down and sucked the entirety of my cock down her throat.
"JESUS!" I cried out, dropping my head back.
Wanda bobbed up and down quickly a few times, then said, "Don't you dare cum yet, Ryan... I want your cum, but not in my fucking mouth..."
"I understand..." I groaned as she sucked me back down. "I'll try..."
Ana pressed in against me, her tits against my arm and her hands running down my chest as she kissed my neck with long, wet, passionate kisses. I turned my head enough to kiss her back, making out with her as Wanda gave me an amazing blowjob.
I thought it would be difficult to be any more spoiled than I was in this moment, making out with one stacked MILF while another, even *more* stacked MILF was sucking my cock enthusiastically. If I were any other guy, I could've probably died and gone to heaven right here... but I knew that I had it in me to wait until things got dirtier... and I knew that if I was patient enough, it was only a matter of time before that would more or less happen on its own at an event like this.
I just didn't expect it to happen the way it did.
"Hey guys! You look like you're having fun! Can I join?" Dr. Valerie Chan said perkily as she strolled on over towards us.
My endlessly enthusiastic science teacher looked down at us with a broad smile, looking like she'd spent the better part of the last day getting laid for how mussed up her hair and wide that grin was... which, well, she had. She'd kept me going for the better portion of the previous night, and it looked like she hadn't slowed down since. The 5'2", 32-year-old Chinese-American hottie had her tight body and pleasantly-tanned skin on display, wearing only a black pair of panties that did little to cover her bubble butt. Her D-cup tits were on full display in their perfectly round firmness, nipples hard... fuck, if I hadn't been hard from what was already happening to me, I'd have been rock solid getting this glance at her.
Taking her mouth off of my cock, Wanda said a quick, "By all means..." before going back to inhaling what I had again.
Dropping her head back in a groan when I bent down to take one of her nipples in my mouth, Ana added, "Yeeeeeeeeeeeeessssssss... the more the merrier..."
"Yay!" Valerie squealed with joy. "See, this is why I love you guys, you know how to share."
She looked at us curiously, then laughed. "Though I'm definitely overdressed for this kind of an affair, aren't I? Yeah, I'm definitely overdressed. Didn't need to make that a question... I should get undressed, shouldn't I? Yeah, I'm getting undressed."
"Whatever you do, make it quick," Wanda said, coming up for air in a wet gasp. "I'm gonna be riding this cock very soon."
"Ooh, yeah, I wanna get my taste in before that! And after that... but definitely want some of that cock before it becomes inaccessible. Thanks for the head's up!" Valerie giggled, dropping her panties to the floor and proudly showing off her shaved pussy.
"Mmm, that's much better," she said, fingering it lightly before dropping down to her knees between my legs. "Hey, Ryan!"
I stopped sucking on Ana's tits, then sat up to look down at her, looking up at me so cheerfully, while Wanda continued throating my cock. Ana leaned in next to me again, kissing my neck, before dropping her head down to lick and suck on one of my nipples.
"Hey, Valerie... fuck..." I groaned.
"Looks like you're kinda overstimulated... well, I'm sorry to say, I'm not really gonna help with that," Valerie replied, leaning down to lick my balls a little, before saying, "Not that you've got a ton to complain about, right?"
I looked at the three women as they all worshipped me with their mouths. I whimpered, "N...n...n...no..."
"You better not have had anything to complain about," Ana chuckled, climbing up to kiss me.
Wanda came up for a breath. "Not when we're all giving him our best- HEY!"
Valerie had quickly leaned in and sucked my cock into her mouth, taking most of my length and bobbing up and down a few times before she answered Wanda. "What? You let him go, I took my chance... them's the rules..."
"What rules, who set the rules? This is anything goes, bitch!" Wanda growled, disgruntled, reaching down to pinch one of Valerie's nipples and only making the Asian MILF squeal around my cock.
"I think you answered your own question there, Wanda," Ana said, pulling her in for a kiss over me. "You fight over him like the rest of us... but you did call dibs to fuck him next, we won't get in the way of that."
"Not at all," Valerie said, coming up for air.
Ana took this opportunity to bend down herself, the next to take my cock into her mouth while the other two looked on, annoyed. They weren't annoyed for long, though, finding other ways to use and please me. Soon, Valerie was once again sucking on my balls, while Wanda forced her tits against my face and my hand between her legs, ensuring that her pussy was nice and wet.
The three of them took turns like this, alternating on my cock and whatever they could get their mouths on, or whatever they could get my mouth on, playing around, sometimes kissing each other, sometimes the three of them managing to all get their mouths on my cock at once. It was an intensely hot, erotic moment... and yet I couldn't keep my eyes from drifting.
Looking at me from across the room, no longer focused on the stripper pole, was Cassandra Pruitt. The gorgeous mother of Kaitlyn, the girl who'd taken my virginity and started me on this whole crazy year I'd been having, I'd known Cassandra for much of my life. She might have been one of my first crushes, and looking at her now... fuck, I could understand why. Even at 37, she looked like she could have been Kaitlyn's older sister, with a pretty, youthful face, and a toned 5'4" frame that held a nice ass and a nicer set of DD's, all contained with a matching and barely-there light blue bra and panties set.
With long, dark hair framing her face, Cassandra looked at me with some amusement... and not as much disappointment as I'd feared. No doubt she'd wanted my attention to herself when she'd offered to show off her moves on the pole, but it seemed watching the four of us by the couch was a nice consolation prize.
Cassandra and I had been dancing around the heat between us since I arrived at the party, and as our eyes locked, I felt it still.
The way she looked at me now, biting her lip in one of the greatest "come fuck me" gazes I had ever seen, I knew that she wasn't done with me yet, that even as I had three separate women blowing me at once, she knew she could command my attention. She reached down between her legs, sliding her fingers under her panties and touched herself, all without breaking eye contact. Her lips opened in a soft O, groaning as she played with herself for my benefit.
The two of us could have stayed like this, lost in our own little corner of the orgy, had Wanda not chosen that moment to take her lips off the side of my shaft and say, "Fuck this... I need this cock... back off, ladies, this one's mine..."
She said this with a playful smile, but her intent was clear. Much as they might have wanted a taste of my cock, Ana and Valerie both moved aside as Wanda threw one of her legs over mine, then shifted her weight so that she straddled my lap.
Looking into my eyes, Wanda leaned into me, kissing me with a fiery intensity as if staking her claim, before reaching between her legs to grab my cock. She got up on her knees briefly, long enough to place my cockhead at her hot pussy lips, but not drawing out the tease. As soon as she had the right angle, she settled down on me, burying my cock in her tight cunt until she sat in my lap with all ten inches deep inside of her.
"Motherfucker..." she groaned.
Laughing, quite possibly because it was the only thing keeping me from cumming, I replied, "That's... what I am..."
Valerie laughed, climbing up onto the couch to take Wanda's former spot on my right.
Ana simply looked down at where our genitals converged, staring in some awe at how my cock stretched Wanda's pussy to the max.
Wanda didn't laugh, choosing instead to squeeze my cock with her pussy muscles.
"That's... fuck, how's that possible?" Ana asked. "How can that much cock fit?"
Groaning, Wanda shut her eyes tightly and began to slowly ride me. "Please, we're all moms here, you know it's fucking possible..."
Beaming, Valerie joked, "Keep fucking him like that, and you're liable to become a mom again pretty soon..."
"I can think of worse fates..." Wanda moaned, opening her eyes and grabbing hold of my shoulders.
Valerie rocked her head from side to side in consideration, then chirped, "Me too, now that I think of it!"
Admittedly, this was one of the more surreal moments I could recall when acting as something of a sex toy for the MILFs of the book club, them talking and joking about me like I was some breeding bull (not that this didn't fulfill some deeply primal pride within me), but I'd long ago learned to just roll with moments like these, and enjoy the ride.
"I know how *that* works," Ana replied, unconsciously dropping a hand between her legs as she watched Wanda slowly fuck me. "It was just rhetorical, because it's so much cock... and I fucking know how tight your pussy is, Wanda, and it doesn't look like it should take that and... and... wow... you two are fucking hot..."
"I know," Wanda replied, smiling arrogantly and squeezing my cock with her pussy again. Pleasure overtaking me, I groaned, running my hands down her sides until I'd taken hold of her ass, and squeezed. This made her moan louder, picking up her pace as she began to bounce up and down on my lap.
She stared into me, slowly increasing her pace as she rode me. There was something different to us this time compared to the first time we'd had sex... something I liked. That first time, Wanda dominated me, plain and simple, and it was fucking fun... but now as she rode me, the two of us flanked by her equally naked and horny friends, it felt like the dynamic had changed. It felt like we were nearly equals rather than me being her willing and enthusiastic slave like last time, and it was this change in the power balance that got me exceptionally hot.
I began to fuck back into her, squeezing her ass... and then spanked her. It was a quick, simple swat, but one that flashed surprise across her face. There was an undeniable trace of anger there to be sure, but it was brief, one that soon melded into lust after I gave her ass another firm SMACK!
Any hostility melted from her face then as her mouth dropped open in an 'O', and she set about truly fucking me.
"Yeah... you fucking like that, don't you... you like being the dominant bitch, but you also like it when I get rough, don't you?" I grunted, fucking up into her and smacking her ass again.
"I think he's got you figured out, Wanda," Valerie laughed, getting up on her knees and thrusting her tits into my face. I kissed them, then her as she shifted her position, as we both shared a laugh.
"So what if he does... feels so fucking good..." Wanda groaned, leaning in and pressing her tits against my face. At the rate she was bouncing, it was hard to take one of her nipples into my mouth, but I did my best at licking and sucking them until Ana took me by the chin and pulled my attention towards her.
"It looks so fucking good... fuck... do you have any idea how hard it is not to throw Wanda off right now, climb on and take you myself?" Ana asked, writhing and fingering herself.
I kissed her. Then Wanda. Then Valerie. Valerie and Ana pressed in close to us, adding their sweating bodies to this insane fuck as we all alternated kissing each other. Bouncing, writhing tits were everywhere, skin rubbing against skin. Spanks went around, Wanda and Valerie and Ana's asses all making sharp reports as they were slapped, sending moans and groans through this intense act of sexual debauchery.
Though most of my focus was on holding out to fuck Wanda, I didn't want to ignore the other two women who'd decided to join in, either. I slid my hands between Ana and Valerie's legs, fingering their clits while each of them ground against Wanda and me, wanting to bring them to heights of pleasure that would more or less get all of us off at the same time.
And still, with my cock impaling her pussy, it was Wanda who captivated my attention. She was riding my cock like a wild woman at this point, taking much of my length as she slammed her ass down on my lap before bouncing up to rapidly repeat the process.
"That's it, Ryan, keep fucking me, keep fucking me... keep fucking this slutty, huge-titted teacher... fuck, I know you thought about me before we fucked, but I know you've thought about me more since... yeah, when you're not with those little sluts around school, you're thinking about my huge fucking tits, aren't you? Whenever you're alone, you think about jacking it to my tits, don't you..." she groaned, fucking me with wild abandon, her jaw steeled with effort as she fucked me passionately.
"Yeah, and what of it?" I grunted, fucking back into her with the same savagery she used while fucking down onto me. "Don't tell me you're getting cock like this at home? Nuh uh, no... fuck... no fucking way; I've got the best cock you've ever fucked, and you can't stop thinking about taking it in every hole like the epic slut you are... on all those nights your husband's working those long, inconvenient hours, you're thinking about this cock, aren't you?" I grunted, kissing her passionately.
"Fuck... that's kinda hot..." Valerie groaned, grinding her incredibly wet pussy against my hand.
"Yeah... fuckfuckfuck, keep going, keep going..." Ana moaned, writhing against me more insistently.
Wanda broke the kiss, looking at me, impressed and trying to regain some of that superior attitude she loved to show when she was horny. "You really think you're hot shit, don't you, Ry-"
"He knows he's hot shit," Cassandra interrupted, walking up behind Wanda with an amused grin on her face. "And you know you're hot shit... and if you had your way, you'd keep Ryan all weekend, but that's not how this works... he promised me tonight, and since I want tonight to be sooner rather than later, I guess I'm gonna have to fucking finish that..."
Wanda laughed through her bounces. "And how do you plan to do that?"
"My fingers," Cassandra said, pressing in close behind Wanda, before interjecting. "Your ass."
Wanda's eyes went wide as Cassandra shoved several fingers up her ass, making her groan, loudly. I felt the pressure changed inside of her as she took in this surprise double-penetration, her body tensing in time with mine. A certain, hungry desperation took over Wanda's face in that moment, a change in her pace as she rocked her hips against mine not just out of lust, but out of a raw, animalistic need.
It was at that moment that a chain reaction of orgasms set off, one after the other. Wanda came first, screaming and cursing and crying out as she pressed against me, her pussy massaging my cock so hard that I couldn't help but erupt inside of her. I came like a geyser, filling her with reserves of cum I didn't know I had after the morning I'd had. I was so blinded by pleasure by this point as it felt like everything about my very being had suddenly been committed to this twisted act of raw, sweaty lust, but not so blind as to miss the orgasm as Ana came on my fingers. As she shook and jerked against me, she muttered something foul in Spanish, before kissing first me, then Wanda deeply.
The only one to be left out of this seemed to be Valerie, who hadn't thought enough to play with herself as much as Ana had.
Luckily for her, Cassandra was every bit as observant as she was hot, and while the three of us who'd cum were coming down, Cassandra pulled her fingers out of Wanda's ass and attended to Valerie. Those fingers that had been in Wanda's tightest hole soon found themselves thrust into Valerie's mouth (something my science teacher took to lustily as she sucked on Cassandra's fingers like her life depended on it), while Cassandra fingered her pussy with her free hand.
It wasn't long before Cassandra's talented fingers soon had Valerie gushing all over her hand, bringing this unconventional but singularly erotic encounter to an end.
Wanda pulled me close, crushing her tits against me as she kissed me again and again, still shaking and shuddering as my cock softened inside of her.
"Thank you... thank you... oh god, fucking thank you... that was so good..." Wanda murmured, kissing me intently, utterly lost to her pleasure.
"Any time," I said, wrapping my arms around her and kissing her back. "At least, any time any of these ladies don't have me in a compromising position."
"Which won't be very often this weekend..." Valerie interjected, giggling.
"I can make time," I said, reaching forward to playfully squeeze Wanda's tits.
"I look forward to it," Wanda said, sighing pleasantly.
A pair of hands turned my head to the left, and Ana, looking at me dreamily, kissed me with those soft Latina lips of hers again. "As do I... I can think of a lot of naughty things I'd like to do with you... but it looks like a promise you made has come due."
Turning my attention to Cassandra standing over them, I knew the truth of Ana's words all too well. The look in Cassandra's eyes told me something that I knew the two of us were all too aware of.
We'd put this off long enough.
***
As I found out that Cassandra's room was on the other side of the house, and a floor down, I suddenly realized just how damn physically exhausted I was by the day's events. I'd had the kind of sex that most men dream of their entire lives with four separate women today (six if you counted Ana and Valerie), and as I walked naked, or, more appropriately, *attempted* to walk naked, it all began to catch up to me. I'd done the whole orgy thing before around New Year's, and those cheerleaders were intense... but it seemed like the ladies of the Book Club were giving them a run for their money when it came to pushing me to my limits.
Thank God for Cassandra Pruitt is all I have to say. This amazing woman who used to babysit me eons ago was now holding me up, helping me avoid stumbling as she brought me to her room. She was still dressed in her light blue bra and panties that hugged her curves achingly well, and there was so much I wanted to do with her, but that felt like an unfortunate challenge right now.
"Don't feel bad about being tired," she said, squeezing me with the arm she had wrapped around my side for balance. "I've got what I like to think of as an above average healthy sexual appetite, and these ladies can wear me out in no time flat, too... they're fucking hot, and they're good, like, really, *really* fucking good at sex."
"I'm that good too," I said, chuckling weakly.
"Oh, I'm sure you are, Ryan," Cassandra mused, her gaze settling on my softened cock. "But even the best need rest."
"That rhymes," I chuckled again.
"I'm aware... man, they really did a number on you, didn't they?" she asked.
"I think they did a lot of numbers on me, but, yeah, the general point remains," I said.
"Well, I'm looking forward to trying some of those numbers out for myself as well, but I think we should get you a breather first... maybe clean you up a little, get some water in you, get you away from the orgy for a little while, does that sound good?" Cassandra asked in a caring, motherly tone.



"But I like orgies..." I pouted.
"So do I, so do I, but you can't be fucking all the time. You need to recharge too if you're going to stay good for the rest of the orgy," she explained, squeezing me with the arm she had wrapped around me playfully.
I sighed, still pouting a little. "I know..."
Cassandra smiled. "Come on, things are going to look a lot better once I get you to my room, trust me."
"Okay..." I said, happy to have her steadying my balance, and even more for the closeness. I'd had a lot of love for Cassandra Pruitt over the years, standing in for my own mom after she passed away far too soon... and a lot of the familiar feelings surged through me here as we walked, her taking care of me as she always had. Admittedly, some things had also changed, like the fact that I was going to spend some of the rest of the day having sex with her, but all in all, there was a familiar, nice warmth between us that I needed right now.
There was little of that warmth, however, in the laughs I heard up ahead. Not evil, to be sure, but definitely the telltale sounds of a couple of MILFs a few glasses of wine in and having a good time cutting loose.
The first MILF I saw rounding the corner in front of us was one I was intimately familiar with. Lauren McNeil may have dressed back in her bright green bikini, but that didn't stop the 5'11", utterly stacked redhead from looking equal parts intimidating and gorgeous. The top was stretched to the max around her DDD-cup tits, and her long legs looked a little wobbly (though whether that was from a morning of sex with me, or the wine glass in her hand, I couldn't say), but she was a sight to behold, an Amazonian goddess that I had had the pleasure of taking to bed on multiple occasions.
However, the newest arrival who walked in behind her could have put Lauren's "Amazonian goddess" title to the test.
This woman was 6'0" of toned muscle, not too bulky but definitely noticeable, especially given how she was only wearing a tight white tank top (cut to show plenty of midriff) and cut-off jeans. Her soft, brown skin and dark, curly black hair that she'd tied back in a thick ponytail reflected her Latina heritage well, complimenting her utterly epic ass and thoroughly enormous EE-cup tits. While her face had a certain harshness to it most of the time, now her full lips were curved into a broad, toothy smile as she joked with Lauren, and her cold brown eyes sparkled with warmth and good cheer.
The new arrival was stunning by any objective standard, and yet I couldn't help but feel an instinctive fear upon seeing her in my current, vulnerable state.
After all, most every student at Regan Hills High School knew to fear school security officer Brandy Rivera. While I hadn't gotten on her bad side yet, I'd had a few close calls over the year, and I wasn't looking forward to any this weekend.
"Officer Brandy..." I gulped as Cassandra guided me toward Lauren and Brandy.
"She's harmless here," Cassandra said, before amusement took her voice. "Well, as harmless as you want her to be, anyway..."
Even in my tired state, my cock twitched a bit at that thought, but before I could let it become anything concrete, Lauren and Brandy noticed us.
"Ryan!" Lauren exclaimed, looking me up and down. "You look exhausted! Did I really take that much out of you?"
"Partly, though Wanda had a hand in that as well..." I muttered, smiling.
"She'll do that. Oh, you poor dear," she replied, hugging me close and kissing me sweetly.
"I'm taking him to get cleaned up and grab a nap, don't you worry, I'll have him back and in working order... eventually," Cassandra said, keeping her tone mischievous.
"Greedy whore," Lauren chuckled, letting me go and giving a quick kiss to Cassandra.
Cassandra shrugged. "If the shoe fits... fuck, you're looking really hot right now, Lauren..."
And with that, Cassandra kissed Lauren in a decidedly less quick fashion, the two of them soon passionately locking lips and pressing into each other while I still stood, now having to lean against the wall for balance.
As they made out, I became thoroughly aware that I was still naked, and that Brandy was looking at me while Cassandra and Lauren made out. Her eyes were thoroughly appreciative as she looked me over, especially as her eyes landed on my cock.
"Hey," I said, stepping away from Cassandra on my own slightly unsteady legs as she and Lauren took the moment to make out.
"Hey," Brandy said, her eyes still on my cock. "So, you're the infamous Ryan Collins."
"I'm not *that* famous, Officer Brandy," I joked.
She rolled her eyes. "That's not-"
"I know what infamous means, and that it's different from *in*-famous and... okay, I'm tired and getting stuck on old movie references... yeah, I'm Ryan Collins, that's me..." I murmured.
Brandy smirked. "I've never seen you in trouble, though the way I hear you sling that dick around school, that's kind of impressive."
"Thanks?" I said. "You almost caught me once, in the back of a van... but that's not important now."
"No, it really isn't. This is my fucking vacation, and I'm just here to hang out with friends, not worry about the husband and kids back home, and get *fucking* laid," Brandy replied.
The way she looked right now, I doubted getting laid would be a problem for her.
"I'd say you came to the right place," I said, smiling weakly.
"I'd say so..." she said, finally looking back up to my face. "Though if you want some of this, I'm gonna need you to rest the fuck up first, you know that, right?"
"Well, I owe Cassandra some private time..." I said, watching as Cassandra and Lauren continued to make out (and looked about three steps away from fucking in the hallway), "...but let's see where I am tomorrow."
"I'll fucking hold you to that; when they told me there'd be some huge fucking cock here, I got so damn excited 'cause I ain't had that in so fucking long, so you better be able to deliver, or I might have to punish the fuck out of you," Brandy said, smirking again.
Something told me she might enjoy punishing me no matter what, and looking at her, I doubted that I'd mind whatever kind of punishment she'd have to offer.
"I'll have to be good, then," I said.
"Not too good..." Brandy said, reaching out and running a finger along the underside of my now very hard cock. "So, if Cassandra's not gonna drag you off this second, can I suck your cock until she gets her shit sorted out? I haven't sucked a cock that fucking huge in, like, forever, and I need that down my throat so fucking bad. You can cum if you want, or not if you're saving it for her, which is also cool. You can see my tits too if you want."
Well, she was rather to the point, wasn't she? And she was looking so good, her tits nearly bursting out of her top, those wide hips and nice, thick, Latina ass just perfect for what I could unleash... I wasn't at my best right now, and couldn't do a whole lot, but seeing her moisten those full lips with her tongue, I had to say that she made a good case for her proposal.
Seeing as how Lauren and Cassandra looked like they'd be a moment, and since I was starting to feel a little stronger, I said, "Yeah, for a little while? And definitely more tomorrow?"
Smiling, Brandy dropped to her knees in front of me. "Awww, now that's the kind of fucking date I haven't gotten in, like, forever... thanks, Ryan, I'm lookin' forward to it already and I still got this python in front of me! Man, this weekend's off to a good start..."
I didn't want to boast about how great a weekend I'd already been having, so instead I just looked down at her, watching with some anticipation as she moistened her lips again, parting them slightly as she leaned forward to suck my cock.
This no doubt would have felt great, but it was something I would have to discover later (and, spoiler alert, I definitely did), as Cassandra's hand on my shoulder pulled me back a couple steps before Brandy could take me in her mouth.
"Oh, come on, Cassandra! That's fucked up!" Brandy protested. "I was just gonna suck his cock! And look at him! That cock needs suckin'!"
"Sorry, Brandy, you know I love ya, but Ryan here's exhausted and needs his rest, and I've been wanting him to myself since yesterday!" Cassandra said, lacing my fingers in hers as she started leading me back down the hallway.
Still kneeling on the floor, Brandy looked at us agog, then back to Lauren. "You believe this shit?"
Lauren laughed. "Of course, I do. You'll get your chance... how 'bout I vibe you 'til you forget all about it?"
"I ain't forgetting that anytime soon," Brandy said.
"What if I use a *really* strong vibe?" Lauren proposed.
I didn't get to hear what Brandy thought of this, but I did see her eyes staring holes in Cassandra and me as we walked away.
"Officer Brandy looks pretty pissed," I said.
"She runs kinda hot, but she's harmless," Cassandra admitted, going back to wrapping my arm over her shoulders to better support me. "If anyone's gonna be on the receiving end of that anger tomorrow, it's gonna be me, and I can take it."
She sighed, pleasantly. "Oh, can I take it..."
I thought about probing her more on her history with my school's security officer, but by this point, I had to admit that Cassandra was right. I was pretty well exhausted, and my mind was starting to wander. As hot as it was seeing Brandy drop to the floor so eagerly, I was finding myself welcoming a moment to cool off and recharge.
Cassandra clearly sensed this. "Let's get you to my room... get you that nice hot shower, and then a nap before we have any fun... how's that sound, Ryan?"
Teasingly, I rolled my eyes and said, "Okay, *Mom*."
A strange look crossed Cassandra's face, but rather than linger on it, she shook her head and laughed.
***
Alright, so I gave her a hard time over what she thought was right for me, but at the end of the day, she *was* right. A hot shower cleaned me of a day's worth of sweat and exertion, and by the time I'd buried myself in her bed, I was pretty fast asleep. It was one of those naps where the moment my head hit the pillow and I closed my eyes, I suddenly was opening them up again, only it was much, much later.
Groggily, as I woke up, I reached for my glasses on the bedside table, putting them on and checking the clock... fuck, had I really been out for four hours? I needed that, I guess, but, wow, I was really out, wasn't I?
"Ah, welcome back to the land of the living!"
I turned my head to the other side of the bed and saw a Cassandra Pruitt I was much more accustomed to seeing. Gone were her stylish sunglasses, replaced with her customary everyday glasses that wouldn't win style points anytime soon (but always made her look cute as hell). Her long, silky black hair was up in a casual bun, and rather than sexy lingerie, she wore a pair of pale pink pajama pants and a baggy, Cal State Los Angeles hoodie.
Overall, she looked more her casual, "cool mom" self I'd always known her as, rather than the seductress she'd seemed this weekend.
She'd clearly been watching something on her laptop when I woke up, and pulled out her earbuds, setting it aside.
"Whatcha watching?" I asked, probably sounding a lot groggier than I meant to.
"There's Something About Mary," she said, sounding only slightly embarrassed. "It dates me as a child of the 90s, but what can I say? It's still one of the better rom coms out there."
Racking my brain for the reference, I asked, "Isn't that the one about stalking?"
"Yeah. Rom coms have a really low bar to clear to be decent," Cassandra said, shrugging. "At least porn tends to have a certain kind of honesty to it."
"Sometimes," I agreed, yawning and stretching, sitting up in bed next to her. "I was never really one to watch it for the plot."
She rolled her eyes at me. "Why doesn't this surprise me? Teenaged boys..."
I don't know why this moment, of all moments, made me aware that I was still naked, and almost want to cover myself up as if she hadn't seen me naked a bunch this weekend, but there you have it. I was happy for the blanket still covering my lap as I got my bearings, though it did little to hide my obvious erection.
Cassandra was nice enough not to make mention of my discomfort.
"I'd have thought that you'd be out with the others... the party already dying down?" I asked.
"Hardly," she answered. "You missed a pretty round of screaming earlier... Valerie, probably. She was talking about how she could take pretty much anything up her ass, so Lauren challenged her with one of Viola's bigger strap-ons and... well, you get the idea."
"Screaming," I said, nodding.
"Screaming," Cassandra replied. "And while I like a lot of screaming and constant pleasure, sometimes you just want to be normal and relax for a few minutes too, get some private time, watch a rom com while one of your daughter's best friends sleeps naked next to you? Alright, that last part probably isn't all that normal."
"Probably more normal than you'd think in Regan Hills," I laughed.
She joined me, chuckling softly. "Yeah, the way things go around there... wouldn't surprise me for a second."
The way she laughed, it was familiar to me, and not just because I'd known her most of my life... no, the way she laughed was almost identical to the way Kaitlyn laughed. Maybe lacking the edge of Kaitlyn's laugh, but still, it was nearly perfect and a little unsettling, honestly. There was so much about these two women that was alike, with nearly identical bodies (though Cassandra had wider hips), and their faces were different from each other, even though they were both beautiful. I'd had sex with friends' moms before, but the tension between us, and everything that had already happened this weekend, made this a particularly charged moment.
"So..." Cassandra said.
"So..." I replied, a little nervous.
She shook a thought away, her smile nearly as nervous as I felt. "So, this is still weird, right?"
"A little, yeah," I admitted.
"Still good weird?" Cassandra asked.
Looking at her as she pulled her knees to her chest, still smiling at me hopefully, I answered, "Yeah. Still a good kind of weird."
"Oh, cool... that's awesome," she said, breathing a sigh of relief. "Because I know how horny comes and goes, and that the other ladies have been doing their best to drain you today, and when guys are drained, reality seems to hit them a lot harder... I was figuring that you might have been less interested in... this. Us."
I slid a little closer to her under the covers. "I don't think there's a way any guy could be less interested in you..."
Cassandra rolled her eyes. "Tell that to the guy on Kaitlyn's birth certificate. Gets me pregnant at eighteen and runs like hell, leaves everything to me... and my husband is a good man, and an amazing stepfather to Kaitlyn, but he's always been more focused on work than play, if you get my drift."
I quickly looked to apologize. "I'm sor-"
"Don't be sorry," she interjected. "You only meant to compliment, and you paid it as such. It's just that, well, we don't have the best luck in our family when it comes to men. Mom got pregnant with me when she was eighteen too (lucky she's not here, that woman's a cougar and she'd be all over you) and Dad ran off not long after, you already know my sad story, and Kaitlyn... well, the way she's going, she's probably going to keep the family tradition alive. At least I know that you won't run out on her when you get her pregnant."
"If," I corrected, without mentioning that Kaitlyn and I hardly practiced what you'd call safe sex.
"Sure," Cassandra said, smirking. "I've heard how you two go at it, so let's just say I know what the odds are... but that's not what matters now. What matters is... I know that this isn't exactly normal, what's going on between us, but I like it. You've always been good, to Kaitlyn, to me, and after how you've treated all of my friends, and knowing what you're packing... I want you, Ryan. And you still want me?"
"Is that really a question?" I asked without hesitation.
"After your little 'mom' joke earlier, I thought it might be," she said, still confident, if more than a little curious.
Ah, right, I had said that, hadn't I?
I tried my best to do damage control. "Can I blame it on being tired? Because I was really tired there... I'm not anymore, but... okay, being tired's not going to be sufficient, is it? Because I really, really do want to do all sorts of things with you, and-"
Cassandra laughed, lightly. "It's fine, Ryan."
"You sure?" I asked.
"Very sure," she said, putting a hand on my thigh and squeezing. "I know that there's some maternal feelings between you and Brenda and Lauren too, and lord knows that hasn't stopped you from fucking either of them... and Lauren's daughters for that matter, it's just as far as I know, you haven't really called either of them 'mom' before, even joking. I just wanted to make sure that everything was still cool between us."
This was getting a whole lot more Freudian than I was expecting (not that I was going to complain), and I was hoping to switch that around in a much more constructive manner.
"Everything is cool..." I said, confidently as I pulled the blanket down to expose my erection to her. "...everything is very, *very* cool."
Her eyes widened enthusiastically at the sight. Cassandra licked her lips.
"Well... it's good that we're on the same page about that, then..." she replied, smiling at me, then biting her lip.
I'd seen some "come fuck me" looks in the past that utterly destroyed me, but this was easily one of the best that I could remember. I kept expecting her to make a move, like so many of the other ladies of the book club, I expected her to be the aggressor... but she wasn't. Cassandra simply sat there, looking casually luscious, eying me and breathing heavily, her lips parted tantalizingly as her full bust rose and fell behind her sweatshirt.
Fuck, she was hot... and if she wasn't going to make the first move, well...
Alright, it might have been the last two days of being teased by Cassandra's body, so I might have kind of tackled her, throwing her onto her back on the bed while I climbed on top of her. She let out a sound of soft surprise, but then smiled up at me broadly as she looked at me on top of her, naked.
"I know that this is a little weird, but after this year, I've come to really enjoy weird... and what was it that you asked me yesterday?" I said, rubbing my cock against her clothed body as I smiled down at her. "You want things to get any weirder?"
Unhesitatingly, Cassandra replied, "God, yes."
"Good," I replied, leaning down to kiss her passionately.
Her lips felt good... god did they feel good. I shouldn't have been comparing her to Kaitlyn right now, but there was something familiar to this kiss... but something even naughtier, more exciting. I had seen so much from Cassandra these last couple days, and with her as one of my longest-standing crushes, everything felt like the culmination of one of my greatest fantasies. Pressing my body to hers, finally feeling those luscious curves against mine, her lips eagerly exploring her mouth, her tongue tentatively brushing against mine before getting much, much bolder... god, did it all feel right.
"Mmm, god yes..." Cassandra moaned as we made out, wrapping her arms around me and running them down my back. "God, this is so overdue... fuck, we should've done this ages ago..."
"We should've..." I agreed, kissing her.
"Yeah... if I'd known what you were packing, I'd have called you over for tutoring myself..." she giggled. "We could've been doing this all year."
"Well, we've got plenty of time to make up for," I said.
I leaned up just enough to reach down and grab the hem of her sweatshirt, and forcefully pulled it up over her breasts. Seeing her DD's exposed and bare, her nipples firm and begging to be sucked... well, I did what any sane person would do.



I leaned down, and I began to feast on her tits.
"Oh, god, YES!" Cassandra cried out, writhing beneath me as I began to suckle and tease her erect nipples with my tongue. "God, yes, keep sucking my boobs... keep going, I love getting them sucked, squeezed, fucked... god, keep going, please..."
Her moans took on a high whining quality while I feasted on one with my mouth while squeezing the other with my hand, and she responded by pushing her body against mine.
"It was... when you made the mom joke earlier... I didn't know how to take it, because it first felt like you were calling me old... but I knew it was affection... and if I'm being honest, it got me a little excited..." Cassandra moaned, running her fingers through my hair. "It was kind of fun thinking how I could be your wicked stepmother..."
I'd be lying if I said this didn't make me suck a little harder just then.
Cassandra clearly felt that. "Yeah? Sounds like you like the idea of me being wicked..."
I nibbled on one of her nipples, making her yelp playfully. "You'd be very bad... very, *very* bad."
She pulled my face down to her tits, forcing me to keep sucking. "And you wouldn't want it any other way... because if I were good, I wouldn't get wet just looking about you, or thinking about what it would feel like to be nice and filled by that cock, or what you taste like... god, fuck, keep going..."
I had no problem continuing, and with how I was feeling, I could have kept it up like this for a while. So I stayed where I was, suckling on Cassandra's tits, pleasing her, teasing her as I alternated from breast to breast. Her moans got higher and lustier, her body writhing more in time with my efforts, wanting more, *needing* more.
I slid my hand beneath the waistband of her pajama pants and panties, reaching down and quickly finding her very wet, very hot cunt. Cassandra groaned as my fingers explored her sensitive folds, especially as I slid two gently inside of her.
"Fuck... you're so wet..." I murmured, before going back to sucking on her nipple.
She groaned. "Yes... well, when I'm being spoiled like this... godthatfeelssogood... it's easy to get very, very wet..."
"Wet as all these other women can get you?" I teased.
Cassandra blushed, then looked away from me. "You're good... maybe not *that* good... but you're- OH!"
I knew that I didn't have quite the same understanding of a woman's body as most of the women here, but the question was a good enough fakeout for me to ably find her g-spot, and begin massaging it. I thrust my fingers in and out of her gently, massaging this deep, sensitive spot as I curled my fingers inside of her. If her moans were lusty before, they were positively pornographic now. She writhed against me eagerly, wanting more of me, needing everything I could give her. Her skin was flush and prickled with gooseflesh as she shuddered softly and kept pressing into me, trying to give me the best angle to pleasure her.
"God, yes, right there, right fucking there! Keep sucking, keep fingering me, yes, yes, yes, so good, so fucking good... god, it's been forever since I've been with a man who knew how I needed to be treated... but you go right in and... fuck! Give me another finger!" she squealed.
I thrust a third finger deep inside of her, fucking it in and out of her cunt as I continued to massage her g-spot.
"Yeah?" I taunted, loving the kind of power I held here, her pleasure quite literally in my hand. "And how do you need to be treated?"
Cassandra moaned, loudly, pulling my head back to her tits. "Like a fucking slut, alright? GOD! FUCK! SO GOOD! God... alright, fine... I used to be a party girl... I'd party hard, I'd fuck hard, hard and rough and nasty, so many guys and girls... I'd do everything, the dirtier, the better, but I haven't been able to do that, not when I had to be mom of the year, not when I had to work hard... the girls here are great, but sometimes you need real hard cock, and my husband just can't do that for me... but you can, can't you? You're specially made for sluts like us, aren't you? God, oh, god, keep going, keep going, you're gonna make me, make me, make mEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!!!!!!!!!"
What I was going to make her, she wasn't quite capable of verbalizing through her orgasm. Her thighs clamped tightly around my hand as her pussy gushed against me, her deep muscles squeezing my fingers tightly as I continued to please her pussy. Her body shook and jerked against me, and while I tried to steady her with my free arm, I never once stopped pleasing her. Making her cum like this turned me on like nothing else, and the way she looked down at me during those brief moments she could open her eyes... fuck, there was nothing quite so hot.
Soon, her orgasm waned, and she collapsed on the bed.
I knew what to do next, pulling my fingers from her cunt. Cassandra whined oh so slightly at the sudden emptiness of her pussy, but we both knew that wouldn't last long. I then twisted around in bed, first sitting up, then getting up on my knees, better allowing me to do pretty much whatever I wanted with her.
Not that she'd complain, of course, as I pulled off first her sweatshirt, and then her pajama pants and panties, leaving her completely naked to my eyes. I now got a good look at her pussy, her lips glistening and prominent, a thin landing strip above pointing down at her delicious entrance.
Regaining her bearings, Cassandra sat up shakily and undid her bun, letting her long, dark and oh so silky hair cascade down her back. She laughed. "Still like everything you see?"
"Uh huh..." I said, grinning from ear to ear.
"Good!" she exclaimed, pushing me onto my back on the bed.
Her sudden aggression surprised me, but was definitely something that worked for me.
Cassandra pushed my legs apart and crawled between them, getting a nice, long look at my cock. Seeing her kneeling there, her massive tits hanging down beneath her while her hair fell down to brush against my groin... fuck, was it an erotic sight. Her breathing was still heavy, her eyes glassy with lust as she let her mouth hang open slightly, her tongue sliding over her full lips to moisten them.
"You really want to suck my cock, don't you?" I asked.
She reached out, taking hold of my cock in one of her dainty hands, slowly spreading precum around the head with her thumb. "I want to do a lot of things with this cock, but, yeah, it's not gonna be very long before this is buried down my throat... but, you see, there's one other problem I have..."
"Oh?" I said. "And what would that be?"
Cassandra hastened her thumb's movements over my cockhead. "Well, the thing is, I really want to suck your cock, but I also reeeeeeeeeallllly want to feel your mouth on my pussy, because all my friends talk about your pussy-eating skills like they're fucking magic. And, I mean, I'm sure you're good and all that, but they have some really talented mouths, and I don't think you could compete... but I'm up for a comparison. And, you know, to possibly be proven wrong."
I laughed. "You know, if you wanted a sixty-nine, all you had to do was ask, right? I fucking love sixty-nines."
She smiled, running her fingers lightly down the entire length of my cock, spreading the precum easily. I shivered at this gesture.
"My, my, my... you are perfect, aren't you?" Cassandra giggled.
I laughed as she turned around so she could climb on top of me in a 69. "I know a bunch of girls who'd call me anything but perfect... but I do my best."
"I'll take that," she said, swinging her leg over my head.
I looked up at her soaked pussy with anticipation, taking in her intoxicating aroma and finding my mouth watering. This pussy, splayed out so perfectly for me, so hot I could feel it here and nearly dripping on my face... holy fuck, was it perfection. She hovered above me so perfectly like this that she nearly didn't touch me, forcing me into a position of terrible anticipation as I waited for her to make the next move.
Cassandra started to jack my cock again, and while I couldn't easily see what she was doing, I could feel her warm breath on my cock. It made me shiver... fuck, it set my body on fire. I needed her... fuck, I needed *all* of her. For all the sex I'd had the last two days, I should have been utterly wasted by this point, and here I was, as turned-on as I had ever been and in desperate need of sex.
"You know, when I was your age, and when I was with a guy for the first time, I used to like to tease things out. I thought it made me more special, more *memorable* to them, playing this out for so long and making them want me more than they ever wanted any other slut at school... and back when I had the patience to play those kinds of games, I gotta admit... it did make me a popular little slut," she said, pressing downward slightly, grazing her tits against my legs.
"I'd hope so," I groaned, hungry and needy.
"But, I've gotten older..." Cassandra continued, leaning down to breathe against my cock, avoiding too much contact and driving me wild as she continued to jack me. "...by this point, you'd think I should be *more* patient... but I've watched enough of life pass me by, been polite and good enough as I had to to be a 'responsible adult', that I've learned a simple lesson."
She stopped stroking me.
"Oh?" I whimpered.
Playfully, Cassandra kissed my cockhead. "That if I want something bad enough, if it gets me hot enough... I better fucking take it before someone else does."
And with that, she leaned down and fucking inhaled my cock to the root, while simultaneously sitting on my face.
I was, admittedly, lost in the immediacy of this duet of pleasures, acting only on instinct as I wrapped my arms around her, squeezed her ass, and went to town on her pussy. Soon enough, my senses came back to me, and I was in a position of savoring this much more as I explored her pussy with my tongue and lips, while trying my best to hold onto sanity when she eagerly blew me.
Her technique was superb, with just the right amount of pressure and suction as she bobbed her head on my cock, gagging and slurping and utterly worshipping my throbbing erection. Beyond that, however, there was an eagerness to her that bordered on a sexual desperation, as if she had to hurry before anything happened to me. I tried my best to match her intensity, and I like to think I matched her the way she moaned.
Coughing, Cassandra came up for air, licking my cock hungrily. "Did you think I could deepthroat you that easily? I wasn't sure I could... it's been a long time since I've been with a man as equipped as you... back when I was less responsible, back when I used to party all the time... but I think I did a pretty good job with your cock."
While it was hard to get in a word edgewise when she was moaning and grinding against my face, I turned to the side just enough to mutter, "That's more than just 'pretty good'."
"Glad to hear it..." she said, teasing my balls with her fingers as she went back to gagging on my cock for a moment, then adding, "...you fill my mouth up just right... fuck, and you taste so good too... I know I taste good, you don't have to stop eating me to tell me, though... fuck, keep going, whatever you're doing, keep going, feels so fucking good..."
Cassandra continued licking and kissing my cock whenever she wasn't deepthroating me, jerking me with one hand while fondling my balls with the other as she continued moaning and talking dirty to me. I'd have loved to return the favor, but the way she ground against my face, I could only get out scattered words on some occasions. In those times that I'd have liked to say something, but couldn't, I just surrendered to the pleasure and suckled nice and hard on her clit, making sure that I wasn't the only one who was speechless.
"Fuck... if this is what all those other ladies... and Kaitlyn... fuck, if this is what they're all getting, I can see why they're fucking addicted to you... that mouth, those fingers, you're fucking magical, and I haven't even stuffed myself enough with that cock yet... fuck, Ryan... you feel so gooooooooood..." she moaned.
I whimpered as she went back to deepthroating my cock. "Not as good as you feel..."
"Yeah?" Cassandra asked when she took her mouth off my cock. "You like the way I suck your cock?"
"Uh huh," I replied, licking at her quivering pussy lips. I looked up past them, toward her flexing ass cheeks, and the tight, winking hole within. Cassandra claimed that she was pretty wild once, and that she liked it nasty... I found myself wondering just how nasty she enjoyed it.
"Good, because I fucking love sucking your cock," she replied, sucking on my cockhead and twirling her tongue around it. "But I *am* pretty fucking good, aren't I? Better than my friends, right? Better than my daughter?"
Now, I wasn't going to say this was a fair comparison necessarily, since every woman I'd ever been with had been wonderful and unique in her own ways, but this was an opportunity, I thought to have some fun of my own. I moved one of my hands between her ass cheek and pushed my finger inside of her tight hole, making her moan and writhe against my face harder than she'd already been grinding.
"You'd be proud of Kaitlyn... she's an amazing cocksucker, just like her mom," I said, before suckling hard on Cassandra's clit.
"Oh... oh god... good for her... FUCK! YOU'RE GONNA MAKE ME CUM! I NEED YOUR CUM FIRST, FUUUUUUUUCK!!!" Cassandra cried out, sucking my cock down to the root again.
If she had been sucking me hard before, she now sucked me like a woman possessed, milking my cock for everything it was worth as she bobbed her head up and down at a blinding speed. I was lost to this myself, licking and sucking harder and harder, feeling my own impending orgasm building alongside hers, knowing that one of us was bound to burst at any moment.
I couldn't tell you who came first, but I know that when we did, it was sudden, and mutually explosive. Cassandra cried out around my cock as her body jerked, a sudden gush of her juices coating my face as I continued to eat her out, an impressive feat I think considering how good it felt to cum deep down her throat. It may not have been the largest load of my life, but it felt impressive for the day I'd had.
Cassandra kept sucking every last drop that I had, her skilled mouth taking everything I had to give and seemingly ready for even more than that. My hips jerked reflexively as pleasure overtook my body, consciousness threatening to fade again as her magic lips seemingly tried to suck the life out of me.
The two of us lay like this for a while, our pace slowing as we sucked the last of our juices from each other, but soon she let my cock plop out of her mouth. Her breathing was ragged and tired, and she seemed to have nearly as much difficulty finding words as I did. Soon, she rolled off of me and onto her back, panting and catching her breath.
"Well... fuck..." Cassandra laughed, reaching over to gently stroke my deflating cock. "That was... that was really fucking good..."
"Back atcha..." I moaned, lifting my head just enough to look down to her in her naked perfection. Her chest rose and fell with halting breaths, the look on her face one of absolute and supreme satisfaction.
"You're... fuck... you're amazing," I continued, trying to find words that could describe my feelings right now and finding them all wholly inadequate.
"Oh, you too!" she replied, laughing. "Oh... holy fuck... I'd heard you had a magic tongue... but that's one of those things that's better to experience than it is to hear about, I think..."
"I completely agree," I said, propping myself up on my elbows so I could better see her.
Cassandra looked up at me dreamily, wrapping her hand around my mostly softened cock as she tried to stroke some life back to it. "You'll be good to go pretty soon, right?"
"Pretty soon," I admitted. "I could use a couple minutes... but if you have any ideas to speed up the process, I'd be happy to try."
Cassandra smirked, a look of sultry mischief that I'll admit made my cock twitch a little.
"Sit on the edge of the bed," she said, climbing off of the bed. What she said wasn't quite a command, but it wasn't quite a request either, and made me curious enough to obey instantly, sitting on the edge of the bed with my feet hanging to the floor.
On legs unsteady from another hard cum, she strolled over toward one of her bags at the foot of the bed and bent over to root through them. "I've always had big boobs... not the biggest boobs in town by a long shot, as you've seen... but I know they're pretty fucking big, and I like them. I have a lot of fun with them, they've always been so fucking sensitive... of course, they were a little bigger right after I had Kaitlyn, but I think these are much more manageable. Especially for my lower back. You like looking at my boobs, don't you?"
"Is that really a question?" I asked.
"Aha!" she exclaimed, pulling a small, clear bottle from her bag. "And, no, it's not really a question. Most guys like to stare at my tits, a lot of girls too, actually... and I've seen you stare before."
"And you liked it?" I said.
"Duh!" Cassandra laughed, cocking her hip to the side playfully. "Always good to know that even with Kaitlyn around to stare at that I've still got it."
She squeezed the bottle onto her tits, pouring out a glistening oil that she rubbed into her skin. Soon her DDs were gleaming in the room's low light, looking positively amazing.
I liked where this was going.
"Oh, you've definitely still got it," I said.
"Good," Cassandra replied, kneeling down between my legs. "Because if you'd said anything else, I probably wouldn't tittyfuck you right now."
"Yes, you would," I joked back.
She laughed again. "Okay, you're probably right about that..."
Cassandra leaned in, taking her tits in her hands and squeezing them, running her hands over them and pinching her nipples. I wasn't sure if she was putting on a show for me, or doing this for her own benefit, but the way she moaned deliciously as she played with her own tits, I couldn't have cared less.
When she wrapped them around my cock, I was already half hard, but feeling her squeezing those perfect orbs around me, perfectly lubed by whatever body oil she was using, I was in heaven, and getting hard very quickly.
"It's been a long time since I've been with a guy who had a dick big enough for me to really do this," Cassandra admitted, bouncing her tits up and down on my cock. "Like, college... maybe even high school. It's been forever, really."
"Well... ohfuck... you don't seem to have lost your touch," I groaned. I was watching my cockhead popping out of her cleavage rhythmically for a while, but as the pleasure began to overwhelm me, I dropped my head back, groaning.
"And I'm glad! I always used to love to tittyfuck guys, it was an exciting kind of power to play with... kind of like that little move you pulled when you fingered my asshole," she continued, looking up at me playfully when I finally took the moment to look down at her.
"That wasn't for power," I moaned. "And I think I'm fully hard now..."
"I know you are," she replied, staring up at me and smiling with a sexy confidence as she continued to bounce her tits on my cock. "I liked what you did with my ass, for what it's worth. As power moves go, it's not a bad one."
"That wasn't why I did that..." I growled, looking down at her with a growing fire in my eyes. "You called yourself a nasty slut, and I was pretty sure you'd be *that* nasty... I was right, wasn't I? Putting my finger up your ass got you all nice and hot and made you cum harder than you expected? That wasn't a power move for me... that was me reading you like a fucking book and giving you exactly what you wanted... *slut*."



I added a particular darkness to that last word, and it was enough to make her slow almost imperceptibly, and more definitely shiver.
So, she liked it when I was a little more dominant.
Interesting.
Cassandra licked her lips, moaning softly, then saying, "Well, you sure know how to talk to a lady, Ryan..."
She quivered again, looking up at me hopefully with her sultry brown eyes.
"I know," I said, grinning malevolently in a way that made her thighs part slightly. "And you should know that if I ever wanted to show you a 'power move', you'd fucking know it."
Cassandra raised an eyebrow, the corners of her mouth curling upwards hopefully. "Would I?"
I could have said something to answer her, but I thought this might be one of those times where actions spoke louder than words.
Roughly, I grabbed her by the shoulders, and pulled her back onto the bed. Cassandra squealed in surprise, but landed on her hands and knees next to me, and then collapsed face down, ass up as I pushed against her. Though the sight of her tits pillowing out beneath her was certainly exciting, that wasn't what I was interested in at this moment, no...
I crawled behind her, looking at that immaculate ass, her full cheeks spread wide as her pussy beneath glistened with her juices, practically dripping. What I had before me was a feast of pure debauchery, and one that made my mouth water. The only conundrum I had to deal with was where to start.
In one swift move, I dove in, closing my mouth over her asshole while I thrust three fingers into her dripping cunt.
"Oh! OH, HOLY FUCK!" Cassandra exclaimed, her pleasure coming from a deep, guttural place as she moaned loudly enough that I thought she might shake the windows.
She lowered her voice only slightly, pressing back against my face. "You really did read me like a book!"
"Yeah," I confirmed, before I went back to utterly worshipping her asshole. Since she had a tasty, and oh so tight asshole, this wasn't much of a challenge for me, as I found it so easy to lick and suck at it, occasionally biting one of her cheeks for good measure, before I went back to playing with her tight hole. With my fingers buried in her cunt thrusting in and out of her, she seemed positively spoiled as she moaned like a complete and total slut, pressing back against my face eagerly.
In utter ecstasy, Cassandra continued, "God, yes! It feels so good, feels so fucking good, Ryan, yes, yes, yes, keep going, keep going, like that... god, I should've known you'd be as nasty as I was... they told me, but I couldn't believe them... FUCK! I love it! I love it... but, fuck, I couldn't believe them at first! I thought you were good, I thought you were proper, I thought you were good for Kaitlyn, but you're just another slut like me, aren't you? A slut built for sluts? Oh, god, it's so fucking good, it's so fucking good, keep going, keep going- HOLY FUCK! YOUR TONGUE IS IN MY ASS!"
Yeah, my tongue was in her ass. I'd forced inside, thrusting in and out of her almost in time with my fingers. That she had a tasty ass made this all the easier, and her reactions as I twisted my tongue about and teased every bit of her delectable asshole I could reach made it all the more exciting. I was truly loving the response I was getting, making sure I was treating both of her holes in a way that would get her nice and addicted to the pleasure I could give her.
Cassandra seemed to rather enjoy that, honestly.
She whined, "Okay, okay, god, please keep going, like that, I love it, I love it... fuck, no man's ever eaten my ass so well... no one's wanted to... fuck, you could give some of my friends lessons, please, keep going like that, I'm so wet, so fucking horny, you're gonna make me cum again... god, Kaitlyn's so fucking lucky, if I'd have known about you sooner, I'd have taken you first... guess you'll have to share in this family of sluts now? Keep going, keep going, eat my slutty fucking ass, finger me, make me cum, make me cum, you're gonna make me- wait, what are you doing? Why are you stopping? Please don't stop, pleeeeeeeeeeease?"
Okay, so I'd stopped rimming her... and painful as it was to deny her a pleasure she was enjoying so much, I thought it was past the time that we took this where we both knew it had to go.
I got back up on my knees and grabbed Cassandra by the waist, twisting her around so that she landed on her back in front of me. This surprised her at first, but when I crawled between her legs, her eyes flashed with lust.
"Oh," Cassandra replied, grinning up at me excitedly.
"Oh," I replied, dropping down on top of her and kissing her, enjoying the feeling of her tits pressed against my chest. I claimed her mouth with my own like this for some time, enjoying her insistent hands as they ran down my back, the feel of her body against mine, but there was only one way this could end.
My cock rested against her thigh, tauntingly close to her welcoming pussy.
"You want this cock, don't you?" I growled, kissing the side of her neck.
"Uh huh..." Cassandra moaned. "God, I fucking *need* that cock."
I pushed back enough so she could get a good look at my cocky grin. "Then guide me in."
She squealed slightly, sounding almost like a high school girl again. Cassandra reached between us, her quick, clever hands grabbing hold of my cock and finally guiding me home. I could feel my cockhead pressing against her entrance at her insistence, and as it ran over those hot, wet lips, I was suddenly struck by a strange sense of awe in this situation.
Just over six months ago, this woman's daughter had taken my virginity and set me on a year of absolute and utter debauchery that I could never forget. Six months ago, she had only been Mrs. Pruitt to me, one of my earliest crushes who used to babysit me sometimes years back. Now, here I was, right on top of her with my cock ready in front of her pussy lips, ready to have my way with her.
While I'd been through a number of surreal moments over the past few months, this one certainly had to rank toward the top.
"How much do you want this?" I teased in my dark, growly voice. "How much do you fucking want this cock?"
Cassandra kissed me. "I want you... I want you to fuck me, and I want you to fuck me hard... fuck, I want you to fuck me harder than you've *ever* fucked my daughter..."
I grinned. "That's gonna be pretty fucking hard."
She grinned back. "This slut can take it."
"Good," I replied, pressing forward.
Just because she was hot, and she was achingly wet and oh so ready, still didn't mean it was an easy go. I didn't know what exercises these MILFs did to stay so fucking tight, but Cassandra had to be one of the best at them as I pushed my cock against her entrance. With her juices and my precum lubing the way, it should have been easy, but mostly what we got was groans as I continued applying force and seeking the best angle of entry.
Cassandra closed her eyes tight in focus, gritting her teeth as she moaned. Her voice went up higher as my cockhead slipped inside, loudly enough that it covered my own groan of pleasure. I was now inside one of the most exquisite pussies I'd ever had the joy of being inside. This was an awesome moment, one that should have crushed me under its weight and raw pleasure.
I should have stayed there savoring the moment, ensuring that it was burned into my memory as I had with many other girls.
Instead, I got greedy. I continued pushing forward, wanting more of her, wanting to claim every bit of Cassandra Pruitt as my own while I had her and to bring both of us to the heights of pleasure that we wanted. So, while she moaned and writhed beneath me, her eyes rolling back as she cried out in need and ecstasy, I continued feeding inch after inch of my cock into her achingly tight cunt until I was buried balls deep inside of her.
I groaned, then kissed her deeply. One of my hands found her tits, squeezing them and pinching her nipples, this simple act making her pussy quiver and tighten around me.
"Oh... GOD!" Cassandra squealed, showering me with wet kisses before she looked down. "Holy fuck! You're inside of me... you really got all of that inside of me... holy fuck!"
"I knew you could do it," I quipped, kissing her, then pinching one of her nipples hard.
She groaned, smacking my ass with one of her hands. "Fuck... you know what you're doing..."
"Just wait until I actually start fucking you," I said, pulling back, and thrusting in hard.
Cassandra moaned at the impact, her eyes closing tightly before they opened again. A fire burned in those eyes, boring into my soul as she demanded to be fucked.
"Harder," she said, threatening to swat my ass again. "You said you'd fuck me harder... I know you can do better than this..."
I grabbed her wrists and pinned them to the bed, eliciting a pleased sigh from her. "I'm going to do better than this... I thought I might ease you in a little before I got rough, but if you want rough, fine, I'll fucking treat you like a slut like you deserves."
Again, my dark voice seemed to do it for her, as all she could mutter was a meek yet thoroughly aroused, "Okay..."
And with that... yeah, I started to fuck her.
Really, *really* hard.
My hips were a blur as I drove into Cassandra's cunt, pumping nearly all ten inches of my cock in and out of her with a pleasurable fury. Her pussy muscles welcomed and squeezed me, demanding everything I had. Her eyes fluttered and rolled back, her mouth lolling open as she wailed with the pleasure of one being truly well-fucked, while her well-oiled tits slid against my chest with her rock hard nipples holding my attention well.
I grunted. "You like that? You fucking like that cock?"
"I love it, I love it!" Cassandra moaned. "Best I ever fucking had!"
"Yeah?" I challenged.
"By a wiiiiiiiiiiiiiiide margin... thickest... longest... fuck, you know what to do with it, too... fuck... you fuck my slutty pussy so well, I love it, I love it, I love it, fuck me, fuck me hard, please, fuck me hard! Fuck me harder than you fuck my daughter, harder than you fuck any of those other sluts here, I want it, I *need* it! Do it, fuck me, fuck me hard!" she wailed, wrapping her arms around me.
I felt her fingernails dig into my back, but I was too lost in this fuck to care. I pulled out all stops, giving it to her hard enough to shake the bed as it rhythmically thumped against the wall. If anyone was in the next room, they'd know exactly what was going on, and while I knew a whole lot of messy fun was going on this weekend, I liked to think that whoever might have heard it would suddenly become wetter, hotter, and fuck just a little harder from what they heard going on in here.
This thought got me going particularly hard, fucking Cassandra with a ferocity that I rarely tapped into. It was a point past words for me, as I became a grunting, rutting monster looking to claim her body for my own. For her part, Cassandra fucked back well, locking her legs behind my ass and helping drive me forward into her, helping pump me just that much harder as I gave her everything I had.
It was the greatest, and no doubt one of the hardest, fucks of my life... and therein lay the problem. I could keep up at this pace impressively by this point in my life, but it wasn't one that I could do forever.
Thankfully, Cassandra seemed to sense this. The moment my body threatened to slow down even for a second, she breathlessly put her hand on my chest and unlocked her legs from behind my ass. Effortlessly, she then rolled both of us over until she was on top of me. She sat up straight, looking magnificently regal and utterly filthy, a well-fucked slut breathing heavily and sheened with sweat, her still oiled breasts heaving as she caught her breath and smiled down at me. She held the look of a painting of royalty, utterly confident and thoroughly proud, knowing how powerful and glorious she was and leaving me in panting awe.
"You were everything I was promised and more... and you fucked me harder than I've been fucked by a man in a long, long, time," Cassandra purred, rocking her hips on me slightly. "Take a breather... you don't have to be the rough one anymore... well, for now... you relax, and I'll take care of you..."
Her tone was sweet and mothering, and one that made me groan deep down inside.
Sensing this might do something for her, I replied, "Whatever you say... Mrs. Pruitt..."
Again, she looked surprised, but then her smile broadened as she moaned aloud. "Fuck, Ryan... you have any idea how dangerous you are for me?"
As she said this, she began to bounce up and down on my cock. It wasn't too fast yet, but it was quick enough to send her tits bouncing in a gloriously hypnotic fashion.
"Dangerous, Mrs. Pruitt?" I asked. "Me?"
Alright, I may have put a little too much sarcasm into my tone there, but she didn't seem to mind, shivering when I called her by that name again. "*Very* dangerous. You might be the most dangerous person in this house, honestly."
Considering the utterly intoxicating sight of her bouncing in my lap, the way her tits bounced and her ass jiggled, the image of her tight pussy stretched obscenely around my cock, I had a hard time thinking that *I* was the dangerous one in this pairing.
"What makes you say that?" I grunted, pulling her down so I could suck on her tits as she bounced on me.
Cassandra groaned, shifting her angle of attack so she was now effectively twerking while impaled on my cock. I had to say, it was an effective technique, one that had my balls boiling and wanting to explode quite soon.
She pushed off of me so that she could sit regally on my cock again, more slowly riding it. "You're dangerous because you're addictive..."
"I hardly think I'm the only addictive one here," I replied, contenting myself to grab her ass while she fucked me if she wouldn't let me suck her tits. "Have you seen yourself?"
"Oh, I have..." Cassandra purred, bouncing a little more rapidly as I squeezed her ass. "And I know I'm yummy... but you're the one with that delicious cock, the one that digs in nice and deep and presses against my most sensitive spots... all of our most sensitive spots... a woman can get addicted to this feeling, you know? Completely, and *utterly* addicted... I'm gonna want you every minute of every day, filling my holes, teasing me, pleasing me..."
"Doesn't sound too bad..." I grunted, playfully swatting her ass and making her moan.
"But it could get bad... it could get sooooooooo bad..." she moaned, squeezing her tits and pinching her nipples and making it sound like things getting bad would be *very* fun. "It's bad enough that you're probably going to make me a grandmother before I hit 40... but if you and I keep fucking like this, well, won't it be awkward for Kaitlyn to have a little brother or sister around the same time she makes me a grandma?"
There was that talk again... that talk that stroked a primal part of my mind and made me all the harder as she fucked me. There was that manic gleam in her eyes, a heat that matched that own mad primal drive I could feel. It was crazy, of course, but that didn't stop the fact that it made this feel hotter, dirtier, and more deliciously fucked-up a coupling.
Cocky, I smirked. "If that's what you want this weekend, you'll have to get in line..."
Even through a moan, Cassandra managed to roll her eyes. "Oh, I know... these bitches are horny, and some of them can get real baby crazy when they're horny... but those sluts aren't in this bed right now, are they?"
"No, they aren't..." I agreed.
"And I am... and I'm the one who's got your cock impaled all the way to the fucking root deep inside my slutty little cunt..." she declared, closing her eyes and riding me harder. "I'm the one who's fucking you, who's gonna make you cum... but not before I cum... I'm gonna cum... I'm gonna cum and I'm gonna make you cum... I'm gonna make you cum deep inside of me... nice and deep and every last drop, and if you get me pregnant..."
Cassandra opened her eyes, looking down on me with one of the sultriest looks I'd ever seen. "Then I guess you'll get me pregnant... fuck, wouldn't that be a thing?"
"Oh, it'd be something," I agreed.
It was likely just being horny as fuck talking, but this kind of dirty talk got me hotter than I'd ever expected it would. Here I was, just some 18-year-old nerd who still had some months ahead of him before graduating high school, and here was this utter goddess riding my cock, practically begging me to knock her up. I knew right now that it would be a good look on her, and not just because every look would look good on her... but because it would have been something I'd have done to her... fuck, she would look hot...
My cock was nearly at the point of bursting, my body already tingling with explosive pleasure just barely being held back. Seeing this, Cassandra reached between her legs and began frantically rubbing her clit, clearly wanting to match me.
"Yeah? You'd like that? You'd like making me one of your pregnant sluts? You'd like getting your friend's mom nice and knocked the fuck up?" she groaned, riding me harder, her body tensing with her own impending orgasm.
"Yes... fuck, yes, please, anything, just keep fucking me, keep fucking me, I'm gonna cum soon, I need to cum, please, please, please keep fucking me!" I begged, thrusting with my own need and groping her ass as I tried to hold on, with limited success.
"Yes, yes, do it, do it, fucking cum for me, cum for me, cum for meeeeeeeeeeEEEEEEEEE!!!" Cassandra wailed, gripping me tightly as her pussy contracted with another orgasm. She cried out and screamed, her body shaking heavily as she jerked and milked my cock with her perfect cunt.
It didn't take a lot of effort for me to oblige her, as I grunted, my cock firing off what felt like an impressively large orgasm for the day I'd had. Shot after shot of hot cum filled her pussy deeply, while I was dropped into a haze of pleasure that threatened to completely take me away and never let me return. It was only the gorgeous woman coming down from an orgasm on top of me that kept me from completely losing it, as she soon slowed, then stopped.
Cassandra collapsed on top of me, kissing me messily, and almost as clumsily as I kissed her back, before she pulled off of my cock, rolled onto her back next to me, and lay panting.
She was silent like this for a while, before she started laughing. This wasn't your run of the mill post-sex giggles either, no, but actual unrestrained laughter, her face turning bright red with blush as she tried to cover her mouth with... was that embarrassment?
I turned onto my side to look at her, curious and amused. "I thought I did better than that."
"Oh, no, it wasn't you..." Cassandra said quickly, still covering her mouth to hide her grin and laughter. "It's all me, I promise, I'm just... god, I'm so embarrassed."
"I don't think you've got anything to be embarrassed about there... that was amazing..." I said.
"Thank you, but, I do... I think I do?" she continued, her blush seeming redder than ever. "It's been a while... I mean a *really* long while, since I've been with another man, and it might have made me a little crazy. Or a lot crazy. I don't know... I just wanted you to know that I don't usually get like that with... well, my dirty talk."
"The pregnancy talk?" I suggested, raising an eyebrow inquisitively.
Cassandra scrunched up her eyes tightly, lowering her hands from her mouth at least. "Yeah, that... it's kind of a kink I've always had, not one I really get a lot of opportunities to verbalize because it weirds the hell out of my husband... but I went a little crazy there. I mean, you got me so hot there that I couldn't help myself and... god, it feels so weird now that I look back on it, but you really just went with it, and it got me so fucking hot..."



I laughed, then reached over to comfortingly squeeze one of her tits. "It's all good, really... I've seen and done a lot of weird stuff this year... that may have been up there, but it wasn't enough to scare me off."
"Clearly," she said, opening her eyes and looking down at my half-hard cock.
"Clearly," I replied. "And it's not like you're the only one; I think Brenda's got a thing for that too, if what we were talking about earlier's any indication. She said some of the rest of the club's kind of got a thing for it too."
"Oh, yeah, definitely... I know that's one of those fantasies that drives a lot of the other girls wild, and, I mean, let's just say that in a pornier world, in a year's time you'd probably see most of us here with new bundles of joy who look an awful lot like you," Cassandra replied.
I thought I already lived in a world that was about as porny as it gets, but, hey, to each their own.
"Yeah, I imagine..." I said, trailing off as I looked up and down her well-fucked body.
She scrunched up her eyes again as if approaching something she didn't want to approach. "It wasn't too weird for you, was it? Because I was just kind of riding a vibe there, figuring you'd be as nasty as the voice in the back of my mind often is, and I just kind of rolled with it and now I'm feeling incredibly self-conscious because-"
I interrupted her with a kiss, quick and to the point. "I'm fine. Really. I kinda liked it, honestly."
"Yeah? You did, really? You're not just saying that?" Cassandra asked.
"Not just saying it, and, yeah, it got me pretty hot... I mean, it's always nice to know you drive someone that wild, isn't it?" I suggested.
She laughed, a single, quick bark, but it looked like she'd calmed down some. "Yeah... yeah, it is... I knew I could get you going pretty decently there, but when you were on top of me... holy fuck, that was hot. I don't think a guy had ever fucked me that hard before. I'm gonna be walking weird for a while after this... but fuck, is it totally worth it."
"That was pretty hard," I admitted. I let the words hang that way, seeing how she'd pick them apart.
"'Pretty' hard?" Cassandra said. "You can go harder than that?"
Yeah, she got what I wanted her to get.
I nodded, then decided to see where I could lead this. "I mean, I wasn't holding back, and it all depends on position and how excited I get... like, if I were fucking your ass, I'd probably go at it harder than I did there."
Cassandra raised an eyebrow. "You know, that was actually a pretty decent segue into trying to fuck my ass."
Without pausing, I asked, "Did it work?"
She thought about this for a couple seconds. "No..."
I shrugged, then squeezed her tit again in commiseration. "Well, can't blame me for trying..."
Cassandra reached down, gently squeezing my cock. "You didn't let me finish, Ryan... I was saying that it didn't work, because I was already down for letting you slide your cock up my tight, perfect ass the first time I saw it. I was just hoping you'd still have the energy for it, because I know we've been working you sooooooo hard today."
I was having a hard time figuring out who was leading who at this point, so I just rolled with it. "I can be ready again soon."
"I'll help!" she chimed in, before crawling on top of me again.
Rather than try to force my cock into her pussy again, Cassandra worked her way down my body, kissing and licking me. She took distinct pleasure sucking on my nipples as she got to them, even nibbling slightly in a way that made me hiss and twitch from pleasure and pain. This only spurred on the fire in her eyes as she worked her way down, kissing her way toward my cock. She licked and sucked at it a little, feeling fucking amazing while she never once broke eye contact with me, but she was hardly finished there... fuck, no, she wasn't finished.
Running her tongue down the bottom of my shaft, she soon began to suck on my balls, tickling them and teasing them with her lips and tongue while slowly stroking my cock with one hand. It was about this time when I wondered why she was only jacking me one-handed, when I felt her other hand sneak along my ass. Without breaking eye contact, or her suction on my balls, Cassandra pressed a finger between my ass cheeks and...
"Fuck..." I hissed, groaning deeply as she pushed her finger into my ass.
Cassandra let my balls go free, grinning up at me naughtily as she continued stroking and fingering me. "Lauren told me you enjoyed that."
"She's not wrong," I whimpered. The pleasure was beginning to overwhelm me, and the moment she had penetrated my ass, I was suddenly hard as iron again.
"And it did seem to have the intended effect," Cassandra mused. "So... I could do this for a while, and it looks like you could take it for a while, but I need my ass filled and I need it filled soon. You ready for that?"
I thought on this for a second before I asked, "You got more of that oil?"
Cassandra grinned. "Of course!"
Now, there are a lot of ways that she could have lubed up my cock, but I really appreciated how she chose to first apply another coat to her tits, then decided to apply it to me with another quick, vigorous tittyfuck. She seemed pretty satisfied with this as well, moaning in time with my grunts as she pleasured me... goddamn was she a sight to behold. Cassandra Pruitt had always been the "cool mom" to me, but a mom all the same, someone to look up to and respect and admire, not... well, the vixen who was tittyfucking me before I railed her ass.
And yet, here we were.
Content that she had me lubed, she then got onto her hands and knees next to me. "Well? What are you waiting for?"
This was a very good question.
I got up on my knees behind her, and took a moment to admire her full, firm, and thoroughly round ass. The cheeks were remarkable, begging to be squeezed and spanked, the valley between hiding an asshole I'd buried my tongue in not so long ago... fuck, it took a lot not to dive back in and take another taste of her delicious asshole.
I slid my lubed-up cock between her ass cheeks, spreading the oil around and teasing her hole with the head.
Cassandra tossed her hair over her shoulder, looking back at me as she leaned back against my cock. "Come on, Ryan... I haven't had a guy fuck my ass in so long, and you said you could fuck me even harder..."
She squeezed her ass cheeks around my cock, twerking lightly against it as she massaged my shaft.
Biting her lip seductively, she continued, "Come on, Ryan... fuck me... fuck my slutty ass, please?"
I grabbed hold of my cock and lined it up with her tight hole. "Anything you say... Mrs. Pruitt..."
She shivered, grinning gleefully as she reached between her legs with one hand and began fingering her clit.
I pushed forward, roughly and with very little mercy. With this much oil, and her eagerness, there wasn't as much of a fight as I was expecting. There was resistance, to be sure, a pleasurable friction that had her grunting and pressing back against me as my titanic cock pushed into her seemingly miniscule asshole, but the moment I really started to press, I felt her opening up to me.
"Goddamn... goddamn it, fuck, fuck, fuck," Cassandra grunted, pushing back against me, her voice growly and bestial as she willed herself to take my cock. "I want it... I want it, I want it, I want it... I WANT IT!!!"
With this declaration, she pressed back against me, and I thrust forward, burying my cockhead and nearly half of my cock inside of her.
"Oh... oh god, FUCK! FUCK YEAH!" she squealed, fingering herself vigorously as she pushed back against me. "Oh, fuck, I was scared there for a second, but this... this is amazing, this is... fuck!"
"Wait'll you feel the rest of it," I said proudly. I pushed forward, burying a few more inches into her tight, hot hole, and then the last couple. Cassandra groaned and squealed as I violated her forbidden hole, her breathing ragged and her words now formless grunts as she dropped her head down and I bottomed out in her.
I held here, squeezing her ass and taking in the awesome feeling of being buried deep inside of her tightest hole.
As ever, when the impossible in my life had become suddenly and tantalizingly possible, I just had to take a second to soak everything in. Not that I'd take much more than a second, however... not when she'd gotten me this horny.
Whimpering, Cassandra turned back to look at me again. "W...w...wow... okay... okay, I can see why my friends love having you up their ass... it's... it's pretty fucking great..."
Smirking, I pulled back, then thrust back inside of her. "Kaitlyn fucking loves it too."
She moaned as I thrust in and out of her again. "That... that a fact?"
"Uh huh..." I grunted, grabbing hold of her hips as I began to fuck her proper. "She fucking loves taking my cock up the ass..."
Cassandra groaned loudly, quickening her pace as she fingered herself. "I knew I raised her to have quality tastes..."
Thrusting in and out of her rapidly now, I could only agree. "That you have, Mrs. Pruitt... that you have..."
Her eyes blazing, she stared back at me. "Now shut up and use me like a cheap whore..."
I couldn't deny her that, could I?
I'd like to say that the next minutes contained more of this witty banter, but I'd be lying if I did. Once you get in an ass as exquisite as Cassandra's and you really get going, there's really no turning back. With my hands on her hips and my cock driving in and out of her ass, I was a fucking machine consumed by our mutual pleasure. Her groans and squeals kept me going, the feel of her tight asshole squeezing my cock impressively pushing me to go after her harder and harder.
When my slightly lubed hands began to slip on her hips, I had to improvise some new uses for them. Wrapping her long hair around my hand and pulling back seemed to get her going pretty well, arching her neck and back so I could get a decent look at her wildly bouncing tits from this angle. With that look of pleasure in the pain in her eyes, I couldn't help but spank her.
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
Every impact made her sharply cry out, then push back against me harder. I pumped in and out of her with a fury that could barely be controlled. Rational thought had left us both as our passions took over, our only motivation now a seeming need for release.
Cassandra broke first, her asshole tightening intensely as she came loudly and wetly. I let her hair loose, letting her collapse to the bed while I shifted my hands to try to take hold of her hips again. Not far behind her, I soon pulled out of Cassandra, rapidly jacking my cock until I came across her ass and lower back. I was impressed by how much cum I still had in the tank, but it was enough to paint her pretty decently.
Unable to hold herself up anymore, Cassandra fell onto the bed, then rolled messily onto her back. I crawled up her body, my cock still spasming slightly as light spatters of cum fell onto her left tit, before I brought my cock to her face. Unhesitatingly, she sucked the last few drops out, then seemed to fall into a pleasant daze as she closed her eyes, humming softly as she continued to suckle on my cock.
With pleasure overwhelming my body, I had to pull away on my own, collapsing next to her on the bed as we both caught our breaths and quivered.
"So..." I said.
"Yeah..." Cassandra confirmed, grinning and looking positively radiant. "...I know you've been up to a lot this year, but I just gotta say, that's the best sex I've ever had with a man, hands down... fuck, Ryan, you are fantastic..."
"I'm not the only one," I said, looking up and down her well-fucked body with awe.
"Thank you..." she purred, snuggling up next to me messily. "So, after this, wanna clean up again, grab some food, and spend the night here? I know Lauren and Brenda had you last night, and if you want to go back to them, I totally get it (because... I mean, look at them), but-"
Kissing her, I said, "I'd love to."
"Cool," Cassandra said, draping an arm across my chest and sighing pleasantly.
"Cool," I agreed.
I looked up at the ceiling thoughtfully, realizing that while my life might be crazy more often than not these days, it was pretty fucking amazing too, and that while I didn't know what the next day would hold at this book club getaway, I didn't think it would lack for any more crazy or amazing.
For now, though, it felt pretty fucking good to lay here curled up next to Cassandra.
***
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The grocery store was packed, and why wouldn't it be on New Year's Eve? It was a night for parties with friends and family, and in the aftermath of Christmas, few people had thought to adequately shop the day before. Now, however, they were forced to catch up with their poor foresight, fighting for those last few necessary supplies. While those fights weren't physical (no, those were reserved for Black Friday), arguments weren't uncommon, and the overall vibe of the store was one of stress and tension. Nobody wanted to be here, everyone wanted to get back home to celebrate the holiday. Light and joy, so common a week ago, were now about as hard to find as the store's premade charcuterie platters.
Except, that is, around Richard Starling as he wheeled his cart out of the store.
Light and joy surrounded him, I mean, not a charcuterie platter... though he was glad to have snagged one of the last ones first thing upon entering the store.
One week ago, the 39-year-old divorcee and father of two had been living in a cloud of gloom, hoping with greater futility by the moment that he might be able to connive some way into getting back into his ex-wife, Venna's, good graces, possibly by scoring an invite to her annual Christmas party, and then using his silver tongue (a silver tongue which he did not, in fact, actually have) to convince her in the spirit of the season to dump her most recent boyfriend and get back together with him.
Yeah, he knew that the odds of any of that were about as slim as slim could be, but having been raised on Christmas movies, it seemed the kind of holiday miracle that *could* still happen.
Oddly enough, the first step that could have led to that miracle actually had occurred. After he had taken the kids to visit Santa at the mall and bought them almost every toy they asked for at the toy store, Venna had had a swelling of Christmas spirit (or perhaps a glass or two of eggnog more than she should have had) and actually invited him to her Christmas party. She'd sounded genuine, almost as if she was trying to forge a connection of some sorts again. Probably not one that would ever rekindle their romance, but maybe one that was a little less antagonistic, if just for the kids.
This was what he'd been hoping for for weeks. He should have been excited to get that invitation... and yet by the time he was actually considering her offer, he found a certain excitement at turning her down because of an unexpected opportunity that he couldn't ignore.
Namely, sex.
Lots and lots and lots of hardcore, life-changing fucking he had never even known possible.
The promise had been made, and delivered, and for the first time in some years, he had had a proper and truly merry Christmas.
Head still swimming with memories of that debaucherous Christmas Eve and morning, Richard wheeled his cart over to his car parked at the far end of the store's lot and began to unload his bags. It wasn't a big day's shopping, but he wanted to get some essentials to help him get through another week or so, plus a few indulgences for the last major holiday in the holiday season.
New Year's had never been that important to him, but having some snacks, plus a bottle of champagne to ring in the new year with, celebrating his newer, more enthusiastic outlook on life... that felt right.
It was a cool and gloomy day, one that only further accentuated the stressy, hectic feeling of those he'd pushed past in the store, but as far as Richard was concerned, he was his own star in the universe, glowing bright and warm no matter what anything around him felt like. With a grin that wouldn't leave his face, he finished packing the trunk of his car with groceries, then took the cart back to the return area, a spring in his step and a cheesy pop song dancing around the back of his mind.
It was right around the moment that Richard let go of his cart that he felt his phone vibrate in his pocket, making his heart skip a beat from excitement. He pulled it out and unlocked it, checking his new texts.
There was a new string of texts from Venna, sounding apologetic and disappointed at the same time about how things had shaken out on Christmas, and wondering what he would be doing for New Year's Eve, since she was throwing a small get-together of their mutual friends. Her tone was strangely insistent, almost as if she could sense something different about the tone of his responses, no longer quite as desperate as they used to be.
Richard took some grim satisfaction in not answering her, instead going to the newer text thread that kept his phone vibrating. He had to avoid all the temptation that came with this thread, avoiding all the pictures that had been sent in earlier messages, pictures of a half-naked and occasionally entirely naked blonde 18-year-old with an impressively petite body, sweet, suckable nipples, a pussy that was as responsive as it was tight, and a tight little ass that made him shiver. Dozens of pictures like this and more had been sent to his phone over the last week, and he had spent hours upon hours looking at them, studying them, and texting back and forth with the sex-crazed nymph who had sent them his way. If it hadn't been for work commitments in the week after Christmas, he would have done one hell of a lot more, but with some time off over the next couple days, he was hopeful...
The tone of her most recent texts, on the other hand, was anything but hopeful.
MARIE: I'm horny as fuck, and my pussy isn't full of your cum
MARIE: This is a problem
With only a few words, she'd made Richard rock hard in his jeans. It had been a long time since the mere thought of a woman had done that to him, but Marie Halpern... Marie *fucking* Halpern... she'd found a way. This eighteen-year-old high school student who seemed like she might be more than a little crazy had come on to him more or less in front of his kids after he'd taken them to see Santa, while she was still dressed in her job-mandatory mall elf costume. She'd come onto him and she'd come onto him hard, and after almost a day straight of some of the most insane sex he had ever experienced, she'd wormed her way into his mind. Days later, he couldn't stop thinking about her, and the possibility of a repeat of Christmas.
That didn't mean he still wasn't a little intimidated by this kinda-crazy and very forceful 18-year-old, as his hands couldn't help but shake as he replied to her.
RICHARD: I'm sorry, I've told you how busy I've been lately.
By the time he'd started putting his fingers toward typing a response about how he'd like to make some time for her soon, she'd already replied.
MARIE: Doesn't matter. This slut is horny for your fucking cock. You'd better give it to her soon.
His cock twitched again. Looking around the lot nervously, he made his way quickly toward his car before anyone could see him standing here with what felt like the world's biggest erection. Opening the door, he sat down inside and sent a quick response.
RICHARD: I will, I promise... I'm off today, would you want to do something tonight?
MARIE: Not soon enough.
Nervously, Richard licked his lips, wondering just how the hell he was supposed to respond to that.
Before he could, however, the passenger side door of his car opened. A small, swift figure swooped in, sat down, and nearly slammed the door behind her as she settled in with a confidence that never ceased to excite him.
"Hello," Marie said, eyeing Richard with neither affection or malice, staring into him with those piercing blue eyes that had a way of making him feel so small.
This shouldn't have happened, of course; Richard was a fit and almost muscular 6'1", while Marie was a prim and petite 5'2". Everything about her looked delicate, from her soft, sweet facial features, her long, platinum blonde hair held back in a ponytail, and her lithe body. With horn-rimmed glasses that made her big blue eyes look even bigger and sweeter, he'd thought she looked like a naughty librarian when he first saw her (before knowing she actually *did* work in her school's library), and today that look was even more pronounced. The soft blue turtleneck sweater she wore hugged her body tightly, perfectly showing off her modest B-cup tits, while the black skirt she wore went just above her knees, enough to show off her striped knee-high socks.
She was the very definition of sexy-cute, yet the way those amazing lips of hers were kept in a perfectly straight line, pursed as they were, made Richard feel like gulping.
With a weak voice, he replied, "Hi."
"You've kept me waiting," she said. "Generally, I don't like to be kept waiting."
Richard took a breath. "I understand, but I've explained-"
"And you have explained well," Marie interrupted. "I understand our obligations differ, considering that our lifestyles hardly intersect, and by all rational measures, I have no way or reason to hold that against you. However, as a horny little slut, I have my moments of distinct irrationality, and these moments occur *frequently*, especially when thinking of our Christmas."
He smiled, slightly. "I've been thinking of Christmas, too. A lot, actually."
She didn't smile, though he thought he saw something twitching at the corner of her mouth. "Good."
Marie didn't say anything more than that, which had Richard grateful... though maybe with a few more questions now that he had calmed down some.
"How did you find me?" he asked. "Were you following me?"
"It's not quite following you when your previous texts indicated that you would be at the store today. All it took was a little consideration of the groceries I remember in your kitchen to know where you would most likely shop, and from there... it wasn't that much work," Marie admitted, a little bit of pride in her voice.
Richard licked his lips. "That's, uh, a little-"
Nodding sympathetically, she interrupted him. "Yes, yes, I know, on the surface, and probably a few layers after the surface, my actions this morning are *quite* full of red flags... but would it make you feel better if I told you I only went to such drastic measures simply because of the impression you left on me?"
That... actually did make Richard feel somewhat proud. "A little."
"I see," Marie replied, the look on her face suddenly thoughtful. "Would it be better than 'a little' if I sucked your cock right now?"
Blinking quickly, he almost choked on his surprise, looking in every direction to make sure he hadn't been seen or heard and knowing it was patently absurd when he was sitting in his car, their sight lines blocked by cars on either side. "Uh... really? I mean... here? Now?"
She sighed. "If you'd prefer we go somewhere else, fine, we go somewhere else... but I'm feeling apologetic, and still, as I have noted repeatedly in our text conversations, I'm horny as fuck. I want to do many things with you right now, but in the spirit of apology, yes, I do wish to suck your cock. Immediately, if possible."
Richard thought about this, still surprised at her suggestion, and perhaps a little fearful of their semi-exposed situation... but looking at her, so close to him, brought back a flood of memories. He'd felt those pursed lips of hers around his cock, and knew that they were much softer than they looked, and beyond that, so very skilled. He shivered at the memory, his eyes fluttering softly at the knowledge of the pleasure those lips could bring him.
"Fuck, you're dangerous..." he finally replied, looking both ways as he unbuckled his belt.
Marie smiled, pleased at this development as she watched him reveal his underwear-clad bulge. "My potential for danger would be plenty obvious by now, I'd think... after all, I'm still expecting you to get me pregnant. I want that thick, long, DILF-cock deep in my cute, tight little cunt, buried deep and cumming inside so you can make me a fucking mommy... and I know you fucking want that, too, and that it gets you off harder than anything that dumb bitch you used to be married to could ever do..."
Her dark, mean words made Richard's cock twitch in his underpants. "Fuck..."
Marie darted one of her small, swift hands out, catching his cock as it twitched and gently rubbing it through his underwear. "Soon. But I'm starved for cock... so whip it out so I can bury all of that down my fucking throat, okay?"
Marie had a directness to her that Richard respected more and more by the moment, and a certain skill at getting him to avoid his better instincts and just give in to whatever her whims may be. Watching her unpurse her lips, moistening them with her tongue in anticipation as her eyes settled on his cock, well... he found her argument rather difficult to ignore.
Richard pulled his underwear down, letting his thick, ten-inch-long cock pop free. Marie's eyes widened slightly, an actual ghost of a faint smile crossing her lips as she leaned in closer ever so slightly. Her small hands, quick and clever, leapt out toward it, one attempting to wrap around his large, pronounced cockhead, while the other fondled his big, swollen balls. Richard groaned at the attention, thrusting against her hands slightly as she rubbed her thumb over his cockhead, teasing out a small bead of precum.
"You're excited," Marie observed, leaning her face closer to his cock. "Did my texts do that to you?"
"*You* do that to me," Richard groaned in response. "I haven't been able to stop thinking about you since Christmas..."
"Good," she replied, with some pride. "You, as well, have left an undeniable mark on me... I was not anticipating it, but I, as well, have had a difficult time not thinking of you recently."
This filled Richard with a greater pride than he would have expected as he eyed the young blonde. It was difficult to sort out what his feelings for Marie were, since most of what they had seemed purely physical, and built off the intensity of that physicality, but there was something to that glean in her eyes that gave him a greater fondness for her than he would have thought, one that looked entirely possible to be mutual.
Marie may have been a freak in the sheets, and capable of bringing out his own freaky side, but their freakiness seemed to match well.
"I'm glad to hear it," Richard moaned. "So that would explain all the texts... and the pictures?"
"Somewhat, but those were mostly to make sure you wouldn't forget me," she replied. "I'm not finished with you yet, and while I knew your availability to have certain limitations, I couldn't have you straying back to your bitch of an ex, could I? After all, it's New Year's Eve, one of those evenings where people get sentimental with that feeling that they need to have someone to kiss at midnight... and I couldn't have you getting sentimental. Not after all you said about how she broke her heart..."
Grinning wickedly, Marie then bent down and planted a light, wet kiss on the end of his cock. "And because I still want you to get me fucking pregnant... and if you're still fawning over her in the hopes of an end of holidays reconciliation, that can't happen, can it? No... I've decided to make my mark, and I think you've decided to let me..."
With that, the little blonde nympho leaned in and inhaled his cock, sucking it down to the root in one practiced go.
Richard watched his sizable cock disappear into her obscenely stretched lips with awe, before the pleasure overtook him and he dropped his head back against the car seat.
Fuck, had he forgotten how good this felt. How amazing her lips were, how delicate yet precise the gyrations of her tongue were, and how she could apply just that perfect amount of suction as she began to bounce her head in his lap...
He'd almost forgotten a lot of things about the hot little teen blowing him... like that whole 'getting pregnant' thing she particularly seemed to get off on. At first, Richard had thought it might be a kink, and a risky one at that, but the more she talked, the more he understood that she was a girl that, once she set her mind to something, she was going to do it come hell or high water, and since she had settled on making their sex as dirty as possible, she was going to get pregnant. Did this mean she wanted a future? She'd joked about getting married to show Venna up, an idea that seemed thoroughly intoxicating in the throes of passion, but was there an actual future with her? Did he *want* an actual future with her? The two of them barely knew each other outside of sex, and while it was amazing sex, was that really something they could build something on?
Running his fingers through her hair, Richard gripped Marie's ponytail and began to use it to guide her head, using her face like she was a sex toy. Marie groaned at this particular attention, looking up at him with her big blue eyes encouragingly.
So, maybe there was a future with Marie, maybe there wasn't, but when it felt this fucking good, and she brought to life parts of him he didn't even know he had, none of that seemed to matter so much. When they were together, he was a beast, and she was his needy little slut, and everything felt fucking amazing.
He began to fuck her mouth and throat with a rapid, needy pace. The wet sounds of her choking and gagging filled the car, but Marie was such an accomplished slut that she showed nothing in the way of discomfort. If anything, she seemed to be loving this treatment, no doubt enjoyment she got out of corrupting this once strait-laced divorcee. Richard had always thought himself respectful, and that he would never, *could* never, treat a woman like this, yet Marie got off on the rough treatment, wanting to be treated like a whore, wanting to be his *slut*, and more than anything, Richard found that he got the greatest enjoyment out of this too. Marie could do for him things that neither Venna, nor any other woman in his life, could have done, unlocking a dark, hungry side of him that could only be satiated by nasty sex.
Feeling that pleasure again, he was like a man reborn, remembering his true purpose and wants. The vile texts and pictures that Marie had sent had gotten him this far, keeping him on the line without truly breaking him, but now that he was here, he was utterly lost to the depravity of their joining. If she kept sucking and fucking him like this, she could get him to do absolutely anything she wanted, and he would do it gladly.
Gagging pleasantly, Marie pulled off of his cock briefly, taking ragged breaths while she energetically jerked his cock. "You fucking like that, huh? You like it when this slut sucks your cock better than your ex ever could?"



"Fuck... you're amazing... better than she ever was... the best..." Richard moaned.
"And you spent a lot of time looking at my pictures, didn't you?" she asked.
"Uh huh..." he replied, wanting her to keep blowing him. "So slutty and hot... I couldn't take my eyes off of them..."
"You've cum a lot thinking about me, haven't you?" Marie asked. "Stroking your cock to your little eighteen-year-old whore more than you've ever touched yourself to a picture of that bitch you were married to?"
This might have been down to a simple fact that Venna had never once sent Richard nudes, but Marie wasn't wrong about any of this.
"Yes..." Richard hissed. "Please, keep going... I'm so close..."
"Good," she replied, smirking and letting him grab a tighter hold of her ponytail and pull her back down.
Marie eagerly opened her mouth for his cock, bouncing her head in time with her hands and making sure that Richard's cock was completely and utterly spoiled as he used her. It felt like she might be sucking him extra hard now, wanting to coax out a particularly large load of cum from his swollen balls.
The pleasure was overwhelming for Richard as he groaned, "I'm gonna cum soon... you're gonna make me cum!"
He let go of her ponytail, not sure of where she wanted him to cum.
In retrospect, Richard knew he shouldn't have been surprised when she grabbed hold of his hand and put it back in her hair, encouraging him to force his cock deep down her throat in that moment he couldn't hold back any longer.
Groaning loudly, Richard came deep down Marie's throat, firing off what felt like an absolute geyser of cum as she stared deep into his eyes. No doubt she would have been smiling around his cock if her lips weren't so obscenely stretched, but that smug look in her eyes was enough to drive him all the wilder. His hips bucked as he fired shot after shot deep down her throat, and as she unquestioningly gulped every last drop down.
Or, at least she *tried* to. With a load this big, she only had so much luck actually getting it all, and rather than choke, Marie soon pulled Richard's hand from her hair and took her mouth off his cock. The last few shots then hit her in the face, one glancing off of her cheek before a couple weaker ones hit her chin.
As the flow became a dribble, Marie planted her lips over his cockhead, sucking out the last of it before she sat back up. Catching his breath as he regained his bearings, Richard looked over at this girl who looked so sweet on the surface, now looking the definition of a slutty little fuckdoll. Any cuteness she might have had was now hidden behind a layer of cum on her face, and she couldn't have looked any prouder with herself.
Marie opened her mouth, showing the positive lake of cum that she had resting inside, before leaning her head back and gulping it all down. Then she gave him a cute smile, one that would have looked positively radiant on the face of a pageant girl, and on her looked sublimely filthy.
"Fuck... you're so fucking hot..." he groaned, reaching out to touch one of her breasts through her sweater.
"I know," Marie replied, smirking smugly. "But if you think this is hot, you haven't seen anything yet..."
Reaching down for the hem of her skirt, Marie pulled it up around her waist, revealing that she wasn't wearing panties. Her shaved pussy, one that Richard nearly had etched to his memory, looked particularly pink and juicy today.
Richard licked his lips.
Marie continued, "I've been so fucking wet so much of the time lately thinking about Christmas, and now that I'm here, well... you can see how excited I am... you can smell it, can't you? You're already so fucking excited, I bet you can taste me, can't you?"
Slowly, he nodded. Richard could smell her heat, the savory sweet smell of her tight teen cunt in his car... and yes, it did bring back memories of tasting her most fondly. Richard had become particularly acquainted with the feeling of almost every square inch of her body in his mouth, and the memory of her taste made him quiver.
Seeing that she had his full attention, Marie wiped some of the cum off of her chin with two of her fingers, showing him the glistening fluid and making sure he understood that this was in *her* possession now. Then, without a word, she brought those two fingers to her pussy, fingering his cum deep inside of her cunt. She moaned, a high, girlish sound that brought another shiver to Richard's body as he watched her pleasure herself with his cum.
He gulped. "So... you wanna go back to my place?"
"Uh huh... your little slut needs to be fucked and knocked up!" Marie answered, a little breathy from her fingering, especially as she brought her other hand down to play with her clit. "I'm gonna cum a couple times before we get there... and while I appreciate the audience, I'm going to ask you to restrain yourself, be a responsible adult, and keep your eyes on the fucking road. I don't want to have to spend my New Year's Eve in the emergency room..."
Though it was agony to tear his eyes away from the painfully erotic sight of Marie fingering herself in such a plainly lewd manner, Richard had to agree.
Still, that didn't stop him from maybe putting a little extra pressure on the gas pedal as he sped out of the grocery store's parking lot.
***
Marie was good to her word, fingering herself to two orgasms by the time they got back to Richard's apartment. The car itself smelled intensely of the savory, utterly feminine smell of her pussy juices that kept him intoxicated the whole ride over. From there, it took every bit of restraint he had not to just grab her and fuck her against the side of the car... but he had neighbors, and he wasn't looking to get into any trouble in the complex's parking lot.
And he had some groceries he really needed to put in the freezer.
So, he carried his groceries up to the apartment, followed behind by Marie, who looked remarkably put together and respectable for everything she had just done. Her face was clean of cum, her flush from the multiple orgasms had calmed, and she looked positively respectable, if curiously young to be accompanying Richard to his apartment. On the way to his place, they passed by a few of Richard's neighbors, all of whom took a curious look at this strange young woman. No doubt they had their questions and likely judged Richard and Marie... but he couldn't have cared less about what they thought.
Not when he knew what would happen once they were behind closed doors.
Hefting the bags upstairs, he unlocked the door and let Marie inside, stepping in after her and locking up behind.
"I'll need to put these away first," Richard said, indicating the bags in his arms.
"I understand," Marie nodded, walking down the hallway toward his bedroom. "But you better not keep me waiting..."
With her back turned to him, she pulled her tight sweater off and dropped it on the floor, revealing that she was topless underneath. Marie briefly turned her head, one of her bold blue eyes glowing radiantly behind her glasses as she eyed Richard's response to the soft, pale skin of her bare back. A toothy grin broke out on her face as she disappeared into his bedroom.
Richard gulped once, and then set what might have been a world record for putting all of his groceries away. Normally a fairly meticulous man when it came to such things, he made sure all the frozen things were in the freezer, the cold food went in the fridge, and beyond that, everything could wait in its bags on the floor until later.
Practically running to the open door of his bedroom, Richard skidded to a halt as he saw the lewd sight on his bed.
"Wow," he whispered, eyes widening.
"Wow is right," Marie responded, spreading her legs wider, her fingers spreading her bare pussy lips for him.
Wow was indeed right, as how else could he have responded to seeing Marie lying naked on his bed, her legs spread and her proud, firm, B-cup tits standing with rock hard nipples? She had undone her ponytail, splaying her long blonde hair around her, while the pale skin of her lithe body was now flushed slightly from whatever fingering she had done in preparation for him. She bent her knees, sliding a little closer to him, flexing her knee-high sock clad feet slightly as she dug into the bed.
"Do you like what you see?" she asked, slipping a finger into her pussy and moaning, softly.
"Uh huh..." Richard agreed, held in place by this naked goddess before him.
"Show me. Take off your fucking clothes," Marie replied, eyeing him hungrily.
There were dignified ways to take off your clothes at such an invitation, and there were quick ways to do it. Richard chose quick, practically tearing off his top, and his pants, kicking off his shoes and nearly ripping his socks off in an effort to hurriedly get naked. While he might have stumbled about a bit in the process, Marie didn't seem to mind for a second, enjoying his enthusiasm greatly while she took in his body. Richard was a fit man, and while hardly an athlete, he had spent a fair bit of time at the gym since his divorce, and looked good for a guy who was pushing 40. Marie drank in his body, from his strong arms, to his tight abs and his firm legs. Invariably, however, her eyes fell to the bulge in his briefs, and when he finally dropped them to the floor and got completely naked, the smile on her face was a little less restrained than usual.
Richard saw the way her eyes fell to his thick ten inches, and smiled a smile of manly pride that had been alien to him a lot these past few years. Knowing he had her attention, he dropped his hand down and began stroking himself for her, spreading the precum that had already been readily forming on the tip.
Marie, in response, began to finger herself more vigorously.
With that encouragement, the two of them stayed like this for a while, touching themselves while the other watched, the intensity only building until one of them had to break and make the next move.
"Fuck it..." Richard growled, taking his hand off his cock and practically diving onto the bed.
Marie squealed with his impact as he landed next to her, before he rolled onto his side and began to kiss her deeply. She shifted onto her side to meet him, the two of them making out and running their hands over each other's bodies. Her hands quickly found his cock, while he had one hand on her tits and the other on her tight, round ass, squeezing and groping as the two of them ground against each other. There was a distinct fire to this coupling that matched their initial encounter, but something a bit more that Richard found. While at first it had been fueled almost purely by naughtiness, there was a distinct passion to this time. The way her eyes twinkled was a little less harsh, her moans a little more needy.
It might have been something more between them than they'd started out with... and maybe that was worth exploring.
But for now, it was also fun to be making out with a tight little slut, knowing exactly where this night was going to end.
Marie pushed him onto his back, breathing heavily and grinning. "I need your mouth on my pussy."
Richard tried to think of a clever, fun, maybe even charming response, but before he could, Marie was climbing over him, swinging one leg over her head and sitting down on his face, pressing her pussy into his mouth. He rose to the challenge, licking and sucking at her tight, teen cunt, savoring her savory sweetness as he burrowed his tongue deep inside of her and suckled on her folds.
Marie, for her part, leaned backward slightly, giving him a great view of her tight, naked body as she writhed on his face. She looked down at his partially obscured face, delighting in his hungry eyes almost as much as she did in the way he expertly ate his pussy.
"Fuck... when I seduced you on Christmas, I hoped you'd be this good... but never knew you'd *actually* be this good... fuck, you really are the kind of porn-DILF all us tight little girls dream of..." she laughed and moaned, reaching up with a hand to pinch one of her nipples as she rode his face. "To think you were wasted all these years on some bitch who didn't appreciate you... you could've been fucking girls like me all that time... you could have been doing a great many things... but maybe I should be grateful you were wasted all these years..."
She let out a particularly long, glorious wail when Richard closed his lips over her clit, sucking and flicking it enthusiastically. Marie dropped her hand from her tit to his hair, stroking Richard fondly as he continued to eat her out.
She continued, "...because if you hadn't been wasted, then I never would have found you... and never would have been able to make you all *mine*..."
Richard groaned into her pussy, licking and sucking her harder, wanting desperately to make her cum, because he could think of nothing more beautiful than making this tight little blonde slut cry out in ecstasy. He wrapped his arms around her legs strongly, holding her close as he ate her out with more gusto. Their eyes locked onto one another, their bodies practically one as he pleasured her with his mouth. The look on her face was weakening, still demanding, but one that couldn't hold back explosive pleasure that much longer at this rate.
Marie began to tense up, her body shuddering slightly.
Instinctively, Richard lightly nibbled on her clit.
"MOTHERFUCK!!!" Marie roared, her legs clamping down around his head as she came hard. While the last couple orgasms she'd had in the car weren't unimpressive, this one was a mess, her juices gushing all over Richard's face as she squirted on him.
Though surprised by the volume, and the velocity, Richard kept eating her out. He'd had enough experience with cunnilingus over the years to know that every woman responded differently, and given how she was easily the most responsive woman he had ever been with, he was only further motivated to give Marie the best he had. He kept licking and sucking, lapping up all of her juices as she writhed like a dancer on his face, until her energy left her and she fell to the side on the bed next to him.
Richard propped himself up on his elbow, grinning with pride as Marie caught her breath and still shuddered, giggling and smiling like a fool in a look that was decidedly foreign on her face, but welcome in Richard's eyes. When she saw him, she restrained herself the best she could, but it was difficult to hide that giddy glee entirely from her face.
"So... I'm *yours* now?" he mused, licking her juices from his face.
"Yes..." Marie replied, before correcting herself. "Or... I shouldn't say so *entirely*, lest I be a complete and utter hypocrite myself on such things. I still have some girls, and one guy, at school that I fuck around with because I have my needs to they're just *that* good, and I have no intention of ending things in that way, and I wouldn't expect you to, either. If opportunities arise for you, I would seriously encourage you to take them... but as something I said in the heat of the moment like that, I suppose that might be a view into my inner psyche, so I guess there's part of me that's at least a little possessive of you."
Richard thought about this, then laughed. "I don't think I'd try stopping you from doing whatever you want to do."
"A wise way to look at it," she replied, finally rolling over, then crawling towards him on her hands and knees. "But should opportunities present themselves, I expect you to take them... and to tell me all about them. I have to understand the competition, after all... and I might be able to offer you some advice on how to bring more eager sluts into your life..."
Looking at this gorgeous slut on her hands and knees as she crawled by his side, Richard sighed pleasantly. "If it happens, I'll tell you, but I should note that women haven't exactly been knocking my door down these past few years."
"You just haven't been looking... now get on your knees and fuck me, and I'll be happy to explain this to you," Marie ordered.
"Alright," Richard replied, anticipatory and curious as he got up on his knees behind Marie.
The eager little slut in front of him flexed her ass for him, pushing back and rubbing her pussy against his erection. Richard reached down, grabbing hold of his shaft and teasing it against her entrance, loving the low, needy sounds she made as he rubbed the head against her sensitive folds.
It felt strange to be in this position again... something he'd dreamed about, and hoped for a repeat of for what felt like ages now. It had always felt in the past when he had something good that it was just ready to slip through his fingers and roll away, and despite all the teasing and texts and pictures, he thought Marie might well be something like that as well, and yet...
And yet, here he was, behind her, ready to push inside of her pussy once again, reclaiming something that she had so freely offered him, and feeling the kind of alive he could only have dreamed of until very recently.
Slowly, he pressed forward, burying his massive cock to the hilt in the amazingly tight pussy that had haunted his dreams this past week. He grunted and groaned at the awe of the moment as her tight cunt grasped him tightly, massaging him and seemingly pulling him forward, spurred on by Marie's soft moans as she devoured everything he had to give her. When every inch was deep inside of her, his balls resting against her clit, he hissed pleasurably, running his shaking hands over her back for a moment in awe of what he was doing.
"Wow..." Richard murmured.
"Yeah, yeah, I know, my pussy's magic..." Marie said, trying to sound harsh, but unable to hide her own lustful awe of the moment. "...fuck me, dammit... fuck me now, and fuck me hard, none of this lovey dovey shit... your little slut needs it... I need your cock, and your fucking cum..."
He slid his hands down her back, grabbing hold of her hips and started fucking her properly. There was little hesitation as he pushed past the awe and jumped into the familiarity of this naughty union, his dreams of this moment coming to life with a distinct urgency as he went to town on her, pounding away at her pussy with quick, hard thrusts of almost the entire length of his cock.
It was a hard, rough fuck, exactly what the two of them wanted.
And needed.
"Yes, yes, yes, keep going, keep doing that, keep fucking your slut!" Marie moaned, dropping her head as she flexed her hips, pushing back against his cock. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me! I want to be fucking into New Year's!"
"It's only six..." Richard grunted, looking at the bedside clock. "I'm gonna need some time to breathe... you too..."
"I was getting lost in the fucking moment, just keep giving it to me and let this whore fantasize, alright?" Marie responded, her tone every bit as harsh as it was hungry.
"Sure..." Richard replied, smacking her ass as he kept fucking her hard. "Weren't you going to explain something to me?"
She groaned like a wounded animal, pushing back against him and massaging his cock with her pussy. "Do I have to... now?"
"Yeah..." he said, smacking her ass even harder. "You got me curious, and once I'm curious, I have to know... and I'll do what I have to to find out..."
Marie tossed her hair over her shoulder, looking back at him with a positively radiant smile. "Seems I've really corrupted you... when I first saw you, you seemed so nice, and now here you are, fucking a little slut and threatening her to get what you want? Yes, yes, yes... fuck, keep fucking me like that... god, I love that I could bring out that side of you... can't wait to see what else I can do to you..."
"We'll have to keep doing this then..." he grunted. "Now, tell me what you teased..."
Richard then bent over, reaching around so he could wrap one of his hands around her throat. "...now..."



Marie gulped, then craned her neck to kiss him as he continued to thrust into her. "Alright, I'll be honest for a second that threatening me like this with choking would normally get me really fucking hot and cum all over you like a little gushing whore, so if you really want to get any information out of me in the future instead of just transforming me into some cum crazy little slut who can barely speak, you would be better served by a different approach because... fuck, you've got me so turned on right now..."
"Thanks," he replied, leaning in to kiss her.
She kissed him back passionately, then squeezed his cock nice and hard with her cunt. "But since I wanted to explain what you want explained... listen, you think you're not a catch... oh, yeah, right there, keep going like that... but you are. You had some bad experiences, and that got you down, but you're a fucking hunk. I'm sure ladies in your age group think so, and I *know* a lot of girls like me would think so. I... well, I haven't got a lot of friends... most people think I'm kind of crazy, and I understand that there's every probability that they're at least a little right... but the girls who are my friends? Yeah, they would be all over you in a heartbeat if given half a chance. My best friend... she's the only one I told about you, fuck, she's practically gagging for some of this DILF-cock..."
Even though he felt a surge of nervousness about their relationship being discussed outside of the confines of his apartment, Richard couldn't help but also feel a great swelling of excitement. Without meaning to, he began to fuck Marie a little harder, letting go of her throat and straightening out again so he could hold onto her hips for purchase. The tight little blonde squealed at this change in pace and position.
Richard grunted. "That a fact?"
Dropping her head and groaning gutturally at the newly intense pace of their fucking, Marie replied, "Uh huh..."
Her body quivered, a sensation that was thoroughly delicious to Richard's cock. "Well, you know you're gonna have to tell me more about her, right?"
Marie chuckled. "I was hoping you'd ask..."
Swiftly, she pulled off of Richard's cock and twisted around so that she lay on her back on the bed. It didn't take much more than spreading her legs to make her intentions clear, and Richard leaned down on top of her, sliding his cock back into her pussy as he began to fuck her again, her legs locked behind his ass as she encouraged him.
Kissing him with a fiery madness, Marie continued, "Her name's Candice... she's sweet, so damn cute... petite like me, but tinier, and tighter... everyone thinks she's this quiet little Japanese nerd, but the girl is a fucking freak... no offense, but I don't think I've ever had anyone eat my pussy quite like her... she says we're 'BFFs', and I guess in common parlance that would be correct... I like her, I think you'll like her, and she wants to be introduced to your DILF-cock, since she's never had any cock before."
Richard's eyes went wide, as a dark, distant primal part of his mind drove him to fuck Marie even harder. "She's a virgin?"
"Only to cock," Marie laughed. "I'll tell you some of what we've done some time, and I doubt you'd be thinking of her as a virgin... or does that excite you?"
Slowing slightly, Richard started, "I, uh..."
Her smile glimmered with dark mischief. "Oh, that does excite you, doesn't it... deflowering my sweet, innocent, petite and unbelievably tight little friend... I'll say, the thought of it does have its charms... I'll love being there watching you give her her first ever cock... I think she'll probably get addicted too..."
Leaning up, Marie whispered in his ear, "...she might even want you to get her nice and pregnant too, just like her BFF..."
Richard groaned at the thought, kissing Marie deeply. "You're so fucking bad..."
"I know," Marie purred, urging him to fuck her harder. "I'm a bad little slut, *your* bad little slut, and you fucking love it..."
She kissed him sweetly, an impressive feat given the roughness of this fuck. "You fucking love that this tight little teenager has just stormed into your fucking life and driven you completely mad with lust for her..."
She kissed him again. "You love how she's changed how you look at everything so you no longer frame it all through how you want to handle things with your cunt of an ex..."
She kissed him harder. "You love that this crazy little slut is in your world, pushing you to be bad when you've been good your whole fucking life because being bad is so much yummier..."
She kissed him deeper. "You love that more than anything else, this little slut who's upended your life wants you to cum inside of her and knock her tight, cute little cunt up with your fucking baby..."
Looking deeply into his eyes, Marie kissed Richard once again, smiling a dark, playfully twisted smile that brought gooseflesh to his skin and made him fuck her only harder.
"Come to think of it, I'm pretty sure you might actually love me..." she giggled, squeezing her legs behind his ass in an increased rhythm, making sure that Richard was fucking her hard and deep. "Ah, you love your sexy, blonde, eighteen-year-old slut who's simply better than your ex in every way, don't you?"
Looking down at the girl he was still wildly thrusting into, it was almost as if the clouds had parted and a light began to pour down from the skies with a revelation so true it was impossible to ignore. All this time he'd spent thinking about her, was it really just an infatuation because of the insane sex they had spent Christmas having, or was it something more? Could he really be developing something for this little slut who'd barreled into his life like a fucking freight train?
It was all so clear now, so fucking clear that he had to say it. "I love you."
"What?" Marie giggled. "Sorry, I couldn't hear what you said over the sounds of you plowing my slutty teen pussy."
Growling as he fucked her with a greater brutality, Richard practically roared, "I FUCKING LOVE YOU, YOU LITTLE SLUT!!!"
Marie laughed again, arching her back and leaning her head back as she cried out in ecstasy, "FUCKING YES! YOU'RE GONNA MAKE ME CUM AGAIN, GONNA MAKE ME CUM! CUM INSIDE OF ME! I FUCKING LOVE IT... KNOCK YOUR LITTLE SLUT UP!!! CUM IN MEEEEEEEEEEEE!!!"
Her wailing set Richard off, pumping his hips in a blur before he couldn't hold back anymore, burying deep inside of her and cumming.
Hard.
He grunted from a deep, primal place inside of him, feeling a great, dark pride that he was firing deep inside of this little slut's unprotected cunt... and there was still that feeling inside that was difficult to reconcile with everything else he had felt. He almost expected there to be some clarity once he'd finally cum inside of her, as was often the case after sex, and that the things they had talked about in those wild, impassioned moments before they both got off would fade away, but instead as he looked down at the girl beneath him, her eyes still fluttering behind her glasses dreamily, he only felt those feelings growing stronger.
Richard really did love Marie. It wasn't the deepest love, not yet, but there was a fire between them that was impossible to ignore. It burned deeply within him, a protective, maybe even little possessive kind of love that probably made him look just as crazy as she did... but fuck if it didn't feel fucking amazing. He hadn't felt anything resembling this in a long time, and never with such a passion.
Fuck, had this girl come in and really wrecked his life in the best way.
His cock still buried inside of her, Richard kissed Marie deeply. The tight little blonde held him close, kissing him back with a mellow passion that matched well the way they were coming down after their mutual orgasms.
She relaxed her legs from around his back, but he didn't pull out, still looking down at her with a cheeky grin.
"Are you hungry?" Richard asked, suddenly and a little giddy. "It's just that I haven't had dinner yet, and I've got a lot of snacks because I didn't know what mood I'd be in for tonight, or if I'd have company... but I was also thinking I could cook something up, maybe some pasta... do you like pasta?"
Marie smiled, kissing him almost sweetly. "Food would be wise. Best to keep up our energy, after all... and pasta is more than acceptable."
Leaning down, Richard kissed her again, before pulling out of her.
***
In those moments where Richard cooked and they had dinner, he finally got a chance to know Marie a little better, beyond just what it felt like to do every sex act they could imagine together. She kept him company while he cooked (eyeing him appreciatively, even though he'd thrown on a t-shirt and pajama pants), sitting in a chair at his kitchen table. Though he knew that she would have been completely comfortable wearing absolutely nothing, given the slight chill to the evening, she'd taken to wearing one of his oversized t-shirts. Although it looked more than long enough on her, as she sat, she made sure to hike it up high enough so that he could always see her uncovered pussy whenever he looked over at her.
It was a challenge not looking over at her, but he managed for the sake of dinner, and for a chance at actually getting to talk with her.
She may have run a little hot, and seemed naturally fairly intense, but in the midst of all of this, he caught a sense that she seemed a fairly lonely girl who was used to following unconventional paths to find the companionship that she desired. It might have led a little to the slightly crazy vibe that she gave off, but it was a kind of crazy he felt he could match well.
More than that, Marie had one hell of a drive to her, something that he envied. When he was eighteen, he didn't know what he wanted to do with his life (and truth be told, he still didn't), but this girl already had a plan for college and possible jobs that might fit her temperament, interests and skills even when accounting for the possibility of a pregnancy, as well as a fund that she had put together on her own from various afterschool jobs, given how unhelpful both of her parents were in the matter. From everything she explained, it sounded like Marie had had a less than ideal life so far, but even with everything she had been forced to deal with, she was remarkably together.
Richard almost envied her, in a way, but at the same time found himself weirdly hopeful that he could find some way of borrowing that energy to get his own life more on track.
After a decent dinner that Marie didn't seem to have any complaints about, they retired back to the living room and that couch they had first fucked on, watching New Year's Eve programming idly while they chatted and snacked and occasionally Richard would make her cum with his fingers or mouth, or Marie would blow him a little. Never enough to make him cum, but enough to get him close, like she was trying to help him build up to something big.
It was a lazy, fun evening where hours passed like moments. As midnight leading into the new year neared, he had his arm around her shoulders and she was leaning into him, and it almost felt like they had forged a kind of intimacy.
Pushing her glasses up her nose, she observed, "It appears you haven't taken down your holiday decorations yet."
Richard nodded. "Yeah... kind of an old bad habit, I guess. I used to get so excited for Christmas when it was... well, back when I was with Venna... that I never really wanted it to end, so I'd keep them up for a while longer. These last few years, I haven't been doing that, but this time it felt right to keep it up, you know? Now that I have something to celebrate?"
Marie grinned. "Like having a little slut you can do whatever you want to who really wants you to knock her the fuck up?"
She said this with such a high, sweet voice that Richard couldn't help but groan a little. "Yeah, pretty much like that."
She giggled, then climbed up so that she was sitting on his lap, wiggling her nice little ass against his erection. "I'm there too. I know I got lucky finding you, because you're the DILF of my dreams, and pretty fantastic on top of that (and not just because you really know how to make a little slut cum)... I haven't often had a lot to look forward to outside of school, but I think you might be giving me some of that."
"Yeah?" he asked.
"Uh huh," Marie replied, wiggling again, before reaching down into his pajama pants to take hold of his cock. "Mmm, I see that all my teasing has paid off. It appears I've gotten you *extra* hard..."
"You've got a way of doing that," he replied, reaching up under her shirt with both hands to cup her breasts.
Marie cried out, softly, as he pinched her nipples, grinding her ass more firmly against him.
Richard groaned. "Keep grinding on me like that, and I'm gonna fuck your ass... I know you wanna get knocked up, but I won't be able to stop myself..."
She mewled pleasantly, clearly happy to have this effect on him. "Oh, I'd never ask you not to fuck my ass again... you have no idea how much I like getting nice and filled and stretched... god, it makes me feel like such a whore, and it makes me cum so fucking hard... and your cock is so absolutely, completely and utterly *yummy* in its capacity for filling my ass... no, I wouldn't ask you not to..."
"Good," he growled, grabbing her by the ass and pushing her to her feet. "Get the fucking lube..."
Marie's eyes brightened as she bit her lip, and she turned on her feet toward the bedroom.
This, unfortunately, was interrupted by the sound of his phone vibrating loudly on the coffee table. Richard had almost forgotten it existed, yet here it was, making its presence annoyingly obvious.
"Sorry, sorry," he said, moving to silence it, before the name on the screen made him pause. "Shit."
"What is it?" Marie asked, eyebrow raised with an evil smirk on her lips. "It's her, isn't it?"
"It is..." Richard replied, still feeling the uneasy draw to answer the call. "But it doesn't matter; I'll let it go to voicemail."
Now exceedingly guilty, Marie reached out to grab his hand, practically dragging him to his feet as she led him toward the bedroom. "No... answer it... my ass can wait a little while, I've got an idea that's so *very* much more fun..."
Not knowing what exactly she had in mind, but feeling a surge of dangerous excitement, he followed her.
***
Standing in his bedroom, Richard finally answered the call. "Hey... Venna."
"Hi, Richard..." his ex-wife responded, her voice timid, almost sounding apologetic, which was new for her.
This was a tone from her that would have made him jump for joy just over a week ago, but now hardly kept his attention. Yes, now his attention was much better held by Marie standing before him, pulling off the oversized t-shirt she wore in one swift, confident move, standing naked before him yet again. She smiled up at him with the smuggest, toothiest smile he had ever seen, clearly enjoying watching his uncomfortable reactions as she did this while he was on the phone.
"This is certainly a surprise," Richard said. "Don't you have guests over?"
"Yes, I do, but they're all drunk and partying now that the kids are asleep and, well, I got to thinking about how lonely you must be in your apartment on New Year's Eve, and I thought, well, what if I rang you up and kept you company for a few minutes to ring in the new year?" Venna suggested.
"That's... thoughtful," he replied as Marie strode over to him, tugging at his shirt encouragingly. Richard helped her pull it over his head, tossing it aside. "Your boyfriend doesn't have a problem with that?"
Venna laughed, softly. "No... Jerry's out with his friends, celebrating."
She sounded a little sad by this. In spite of all the hell she had put him through, Richard still would have found it hard not to sympathize with her a little.
Would have, of course, had Marie not been kneeling in front of him, tugging his pajama pants down until she'd freed his erection again. He tried not to hiss too loudly as she took his cock in her hands again, jerking him and spreading his freely flowing precum all over his cock.
"Sounds like you really picked a winner this time," Richard said, now having to hold back a groan as Marie planted a kiss on the tip of his cockhead.
He could already hear Venna sighing on the other side of the phone, seeing her pinch the bridge of her nose as she always did whenever she was frustrated by him. "I didn't call to pick a fight tonight, Richard... I never wanted this to be a fight."
Marie took more of his cock into her mouth, licking and sucking playfully as she looked into his eyes. Half of his cock had disappeared between her lips, and it looked like she was in no hurry to take more, as she leisurely dropped her hand between her legs and began to finger herself. Even in this position that someone could interpret as submissive, the look in her eyes said that she knew she had the power, making this a painfully erotic moment for Richard, even as awkward as it was.
"I never wanted to make it a fight either, but you called me at kind of a bad time..." he said.
Marie raised a hand with one finger extended, wagging it from side to side chidingly.
"...actually, I'm sorry, it's not a bad time," Richard continued, trying to hold back a groan. "That's just a bad joke, yeah, I was kidding and... it's just... sorry, this is so unexpected, I don't really know what to say."
Without taking her mouth off of his cock, Marie nodded.
"You don't have to know what to say," Venna replied, sighing. "I know I always wanted you to say things when you had nothing to say, and that wasn't exactly your style, and I'm sorry for that, now. I think I've been missing you a little, lately... is that crazy?"
Slowly, Marie took more of him down her throat until her nose rested against his pubes. Still fingering herself with one hand, she toyed with Richard's balls with the other, making it difficult to maintain a civil conversation.
Nonetheless, Richard knew what kind of game Marie was trying for, and found that it might have excited him every bit as much as it excited her. Looking down into her eyes, he nodded, then gently started thrusting into her throat. Marie groaned around his cock slightly, then began to finger herself harder.
"What was that?" Venna asked.
"Nothing, just the TV," Richard explained, chuckling to cover his gasp as Marie began fucking his cock with her throat. "I turned the volume down, but some things still slip through."
"Couldn't you have just muted it?" Venna asked.
He rolled his eyes, annoyed, and loving how it felt to be with Marie in this position while feeling this annoyed with Venna. "I thought you wanted to make nice."
"I do, it's just..." Venna sighed. "I'm sorry. I'm trying to be better about this for Milo and Kim, because they adore you, and I know everything wasn't always so bad, and... I really do want to make peace, alright? Is peace that much of a problem?"
Richard could have had some pretty choice words on this matter right about now, but knowing how much Marie was getting off on this illicit sex act while his ex was on the phone, he didn't want to end the call this soon.
"No, peace isn't a problem at all," he said, grabbing Marie by her ponytail and pulling her mouth off of his cock.
The little blonde slut looked up at him, almost disgruntled as she opened and closed her mouth hungrily, almost as if her lips needed to be filled with cock for her very survival. When Richard cocked his head toward the bed, Marie closed her mouth and smiled broadly, nodding eagerly.
"Good, I'm really glad to hear it," Venna said, her voice pleasant. It probably wouldn't have been pleasant if she knew at that moment that Richard had moved to lay down on his bed, and had a tight-bodied eighteen-year-old climbing on top of him.



Venna continued. "I know things haven't been easy for you... they haven't been easy here, either, but I think we can make something work now, don't you? If we find peace, even *friendship* for the sake of the kids, I think that would be pretty great. It's better than being in this strange, tight spot we've been in for the past years, won't it?"
It took everything Richard had not to groan out loud as Marie settled her tight cunt onto his cock again until he was buried ten inches deep inside of her. Marie bit her lip to keep from crying out as well, though neither of them could keep from shivering. Watching this lithe teenager sitting proudly on his cock, her pussy lips stretched to the extreme around his thick pillar, fuck, there might not have been anything hotter.
With a slightly shaky voice, he replied, "Oh, I don't know, some tight spots have their charms... but I think I see your point."
Marie was impressively quiet as she began to ride his cock. While the bed may have squeaked some, it wasn't enough to disturb the phone call, but it was thoroughly enough to satisfy Richard's needs. Watching his tight-bodied lover riding his cock, her pert tits bouncing as she fingered herself and took much of his cock with every bounce, was an awesome sight that was only rivaled by how amazing his cock felt.
"So, are you up to any exciting adventures tonight?" Venna asked, trying to keep it casual while clearly fishing for anything she could use to keep the conversation going.
Not wanting this crazy ride to end, and loving the superior, even mean smile on Marie's face, Richard replied, "Oh, you know, same old, same old. So, uh... how was the Christmas party?"
This was a subject that Venna was more than happy to continue on at length, which was good for Richard, because he was happy to have the opportunity to shut up and enjoy fucking Marie. The little blonde slut rode him like a pro, amazingly quiet even though it looked like she wanted to scream out in ecstasy. It was a skill he tried his best to match her with, even though it was pretty fucking hard. He might have let out a hushed breath or the occasional soft grunt as he did what he could to hold back. Being in Marie was a heaven that he did not want to leave anytime soon, even though he knew this was likely to be impossible.
Marie had been teasing him for quite a while, after all. She was clearly looking for a big explosion, and he knew that she was going to get one out of him, one that would be deep and big enough that it would probably be a miracle if she walked away from this bed without having been knocked up. He thought he was holding out remarkably well, but even with what Marie drew out of him, he knew he couldn't last much longer.
She looked like she was having the time of her life, like this was a dream she'd had forever that was suddenly being granted, and that only God himself would be able to stop her. Nevertheless, the way she fingered herself, and the way her body was beginning to tense up, he knew that this wasn't going to be possible.
And so, as Venna prattled on about the guest list and who did and didn't show, and how great Jerry was with the kids and other such nonsense, Richard set the phone to speaker and set it down on the nearest bedstand. Now fully able to get both hands in on this, he grabbed Marie by the hips and went to town, quietly but vigorously using her as she rode him. It was only through the greatest effort that neither of them were screaming or cursing at this point, and Venna was so wrapped up in what she had to say that she didn't even get close to hearing a single thing out of them.
Richard stared into Marie's eyes, feeling more of that dark madness that she drew out of him, that connection, that *love* that he could only now just admit as this eighteen-year-old nympho rode him like her life depended on it. She looked down at him, clearly enjoying the darkness on his face, the roughness and new confidence that she had awoken inside of the older man, and what it meant for both of them.
Clapping a hand over her mouth, Marie came first, her pussy gushing messily over his cock as her muscles tightened intensely around him. Holding back his own loud groan, Richard came inside of her like a geyser, filling her deep with another load of cum as her clutching cunt tried to drain every single last drop out of him.
Venna still kept going as Richard and Marie came down, Marie collapsing on top of him, trying to hold back a laugh as the two of them made out deeply. They both knew they were playing with fire, doing this, but oh did it add some excitement to what they already had.
As sanity returned, and it sounded like Venna was about to wrap things up, Richard grinned mischievously and grabbed his phone once again.
"Sounds like a wild party," he said without terribly meaning it. "Listen, I'd love to keep chatting, but I've got a call on the other line I've really gotta take, and you should probably get back to your guests. Thanks for calling, we should do this again sometime!"
Venna sounded surprised. "Another call, but it's mid-"
He hung up on her. Marie laughed.
"That was mean," she observed, smiling, impressed. "I think I like this side of you."
"It did feel pretty damn good," Richard admitted, kissing her again. "And you really know how to keep quiet. That was impressive."
"I think we were both impressive. I mean, I fuck in a library all the time, but I don't see you having a good explanation for your silence... though I'm guessing she wasn't one much for you talking when you had sex?" Marie suggested.
"Yeah, no. Venna wasn't one much for dirty talk," Richard admitted, before looking at the clock and grinning. "Oh! Holy shit, happy new year!"
Marie looked over at the clock to see that it had just passed midnight. "Huh, so it is."
She leaned down, kissing him luxuriantly. "Happy new year. We'll be having a lot of fun together this year, I think."
"I agree," Richard replied, rolling over without pulling out of her and kissing her more firmly.
Marie giggled, sighing pleasantly. "You still love your little slut?"
"Of course," he replied, kissing her deeply. "And do you love your DILF?"
She thought about this, then chuckled. "I really should change that title since we have fucked a lot by now, and it's not just a matter of liking to fuck you... but yes, I think I actually do love you too."
Richard kissed her again, growling appreciatively. "Good. So... wanna cuddle for a while, and then keep trying for that baby?"
Laughing darkly, Marie wrapped her legs around his ass again and answered, "Oh, how I am looking forward to seeing where this year takes us..."
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing these stories is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going. Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying my works. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. It's been a rough few years, and in times like this, it becomes very easy to give in to anger and let that rule your life. I ask that, instead of letting anger run your life, take a breath, ask yourself if anger is really best in this moment, and if it isn't, try to consider putting some kindness out into the world instead. It's a rough world out there these days, and while that doesn't look like it will change anytime soon, it doesn't take much to make it just a little bit better. Please be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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***
On a cool late January night in the foyer of a nice suburban home in the town of Regan Hills, California, 18-year-old Sophie Cusack found herself worried by two things, even though tonight was a night she'd rather not worry about even a single thing.
The first involving the insistent pings of texts vibrating her phone in her purse, from a very good-looking, very kind, and at this moment, very insistent boy by the name of Von Everett who couldn't have had worse timing.
The second was getting her parents out the door in time.
Patiently, she watched as her father adjusted the suit jacket that was almost a size too small for his massive, muscular frame, while her mother readjusted her overly large earrings and did everything she could to look like a good 1950s housewife. A pair of uptight, conservative parents more used to church functions than a night on the town, they weren't terribly accustomed to leaving the house at night and managed to make an exceptionally drawn-out process of leaving.
Truthfully, Sophie would have liked it if they'd gotten on with it already, but she wasn't going to let them see any agitation in her, lest they find some reason to think she was up to something.
Mostly because, well unlike the uptight religious girl she was at the beginning of her senior year, now she actually *was* up to something that her parents would consider very naughty indeed.
Again, her phone vibrated insistently in her purse, intensely enough that Sophie worried that her parents might have heard. It was true that they liked Von (though truthfully not nearly as much as *she* liked the handsome, black young man she'd met through her church groups), but they very much liked snooping in her life, and the more questions they asked, the less likely they were to get out the door in a timely manner. She was annoyed intensely with this boy, much as she might have had a little crush on him, and silently prayed that her parents wouldn't notice a thing.
Thankfully, they were too busy to truly catch wind of much beyond their own issues.
"Now you are absolutely certain you would rather stay here tonight? You know there is plenty of room at your aunt's house with your sisters and brother, and I'm sure they'll miss you so," her father said as he gave up on the jacket and set about attempting to straighten his tie instead.
Guilt trips were nothing new to Sophie, so she easily deflected.
"I'm certain, Daddy," she said, smiling pleasantly as she toyed with the small gold cross hanging around her neck. "This project is very important and due *very* soon, and the peace and quiet afforded here compared to what that house will be like later this evening will be most helpful to its completion."
He chuckled softly, looking for a new line of attack, and when he found none that he was certain could dissuade her, took a different angle, "And I'm not going to have to worry about you inviting any *boys* over or anything like that, am I, sweetheart?"
Ever since she had stopped wearing her purity ring back in October, her father had taken to this line of "joking", though she knew it to be more a collection of lightly hidden accusations. Sophie had been able to deflect all of them so far, but it didn't stop his "jokes" or her mother's increasingly common humphing whenever Sophie did anything she might not 100% approve of. It was trying, especially when some of her younger siblings had started to get in on the joking about what she had to be up to in her free time (even if they had no idea yet what any of that might be), but Sophie knew that between her love of God and the new side of herself she had discovered these past few months, that she had strength more than anyone around her could ever truly understand.
Not that it didn't occasionally make her want to bring a boy into her life sometimes, if just to annoy them just a little...
Keeping her smile pleasant, Sophie replied, "Never, Daddy. Wouldn't think of it for a minute. And besides, you know Rose will be coming over to help with the project any moment now. Between all that work, and the girl talk, you know we'll never have enough time for boys."
The look in his eyes said he didn't abide by her particular angle of joking, but he smiled all the same. "Alright... Rose *is* a good kid, guess you won't have time to get up to any trouble."
"Nope!" Sophie replied, doing a remarkable job, in her eye anyway, of holding back a laugh about her father's assessment of Sophie's "study buddy", 18-year-old Rose Ferris.
"There are leftovers in the refrigerator should you want any for supper," her mother interjected, still looking like she had a humph ready to be thrown out somewhere, but not finding any use for it now. "But if that doesn't appeal to you or Rose, I left some money on one of the refrigerator magnets so the two of you could order something."
Despite her mother's harsh-seeming nature, she was often the more laid-back parent compared to her husband, in Sophie's eyes. While there was no way she could ever know what Sophie was actually doing in her free time, these moments where she tried to be a little more "fun" were ones that Sophie had come to cherish, especially as she had changed her own attitude toward fun in the past few months.
"Thanks, Mom!" Sophie exclaimed, bounding over and hugging her mother enthusiastically. "You're the best!"
"Hey! And what does that make me?" her father asked in a more genuine joking tone.
"Also the best! I know it doesn't seem like two people can be the best, but you two somehow find a way!" Sophie said, worrying that she was rubbing it on a little thick, but knowing that flattery almost always had a way of working with her dad.
"You got that right," he said, finally satisfied with how he looked. "You ready, honey?"
"I'm ready," Sophie's mother said, smiling a bit in a strange look of anticipation.
"Now, sweetheart, you know how these little get-togethers can go with the Kings, so I would expect that tonight will be another late night. I want you in bed by your usual bedtime, no playing just because the cat's away..." her father said, sternly.
"I promise," Sophie lied.
"Good," he said, opening the front door and stepping back in surprise at the girl already standing in the way.
"Oh, my goodness!" the new arrival said, her hand raised in a knock as first surprise, then a slight laugh, took her. "You nearly scared the daylights out of me!"
Sophie held back a grin as she took in the arrival of her "study partner", and her new best friend, Rose Ferris.
Now, in many ways, Rose was almost the polar opposite of Sophie. While they were both eighteen, Rose was 5'8" and lithe, while Sophie was 5'2" and considerably curvier. Though Rose wore a faded burgundy conservative yet casual dress and an uncharacteristically bland pair of wire-rimmed glasses over her clever green eyes, it was clear that she was uncommonly beautiful and couldn't hide it well, with her shoulder-length, wavy, platinum blonde hair (with its dyed blue streaks that nearly gave Sophie's mother a conniption the first time she met her) framing a gorgeous, friendly face accentuated by light makeup. Sophie, on the other hand, kept her long, dirty blonde hair tied back, and while she knew she was far from unattractive, she also felt positively plain next to her new friend. Even though the faded sweater and long, dark skirt she wore were no more or less conservative than Rose's attire, Sophie couldn't help but compare herself and feel like she came up lacking...
Not that any of this stopped the warmth that this arrival brought out from deep inside of her. Rose Ferris had that kind of effect on people who knew her well, after all.
"Sorry, Rose; didn't mean to give you a fright!" Sophie's father replied, stepping aside to let Rose in.
"It's alright, Mr. Cusack. And Mrs. Cusack," Rose said, looking to Sophie quickly and flashing her a brief, mischievous smile, before turning her attention back to the parents. "Fear is temporary, and I know that I am safe in this house... and have I mentioned yet that you two are looking positively *stunning* this evening?"
"Well, thank you, Rose," Sophie's mother said, doing a light twirl in her dress. "We don't find much need to dress to impress, but occasionally the indulgence isn't *too* terrible, so long as you're not prideful of it..."
"Prideful? You two? I would never imagine such a thing!" Rose turned her attention back to Sophie. "Are you ready to take a bite out of our project?"
Rose raised a large handbag that Sophie knew was full of more than schoolbooks and art supplies.
That warmth inside of Sophie grew as she could very distinctly think of several things she'd like to take a bite out of soon.
"I'm more than ready," Sophie said, doing a remarkable job of keeping the mischief from her voice.
Her father shook his head, chuckling. "You two girls put your noses to the grindstone. We'll keep you informed and try not to be too late, but I won't be able to make any promises."
"I understand! You two just promise you'll have a good time with the Kings and all your friends!" Sophie replied.
"Oh, we will..." her mother said, smiling politely, but with that strange little look she had whenever they went out to one of their 'get-togethers'.
With some urgency, Mr. and Mrs. Cusack made their exit, closing the front door behind them and leaving Sophie and Rose standing staring at one another in the foyer.
The electricity between them was palpable, but they didn't dare move just yet, not until they heard the familiar sound of the Cusacks' car pulling away. They stood staring at each other for a while, letting the seconds tick by as they listened for those noises.
Again, Sophie's phone vibrated insistently in her purse, no doubt another text from Von, seemingly deafening in this quiet room. She almost yelped in fear, instead clapping a hand over her mouth to keep her fright from spilling out.
Rose looked on coolly, smirking and putting a playful finger to her lips.
"Hey," Rose said, dropping the chipper tone that she reserved for Sophie's parents and dipping into her sultry, effortlessly cool tone that Sophie had found intoxicating the first moment they really got to talking with each other.
"Hi," Sophie said, biting her lip to prevent a smile from overtaking your face. "You look... nice."
This wasn't exactly the truth. A hipster at heart, Rose was more fond of faded sunglasses, distressed jeans and fedoras that she actually managed to make look stylish than anything that Sophie's parents would ever approve of. Nevertheless, she proved an able chameleon, looking every bit as conservative and boring as any potential friends Sophie's parents might actually approve of.
"That's a lie and you know it," Rose replied, chuckling softly. "But if acquiring some dreadfully dull dresses and a cheap chain necklace from a thrift shop means I don't scare off your parents and allow myself all the opportunities to fuck you until you can't walk straight, then I guess it's a small price to pay for our friendship, isn't it, Sophie Cusack?"
Rose had a way about her where when she said your full name, it made you more than a little weak in the knees, and it had proven more than capable of utterly annihilating any willpower that Sophie had buried deep inside.
The sound of an engine revving to life and a car pulling out of the driveway outside brought a glimmer of a smile to both girls, and once it was quite clear that they were gone, they couldn't hold back any longer.
Quickly, the two girls closed the distance between them and embraced, kissing each other deeply as they moaned softly. Their full lips exploring each other as their tongues touched tentatively in the middle, these two exceptional beauties made out with the passion of long-lost lovers as they celebrated a moment of privacy.
"I've needed this for so long," Sophie moaned into Rose's eager lips.
"The feeling's quite mutual, I assure you... I thought they'd never leave," Rose chuckled, leaning in to kiss the side of Sophie's neck.
"Me neither," Sophie groaned, her eyes darting down the hall. "Maybe we should move..."
Rose stopped her with a deep kiss. "Couldn't agree more. Your bedroom, or should I take you on the floor here? Please say the floor; I'm very, *very* horny..."
Sophie grinned, a dark and playful smile that lit up Rose's face as easily as it did hers. "No, I have an even better idea..."
***
In a way, you could blame their unlikely friendship on one very determined guy, and a particularly peculiar year in an exceptionally horny small town.
When senior year began for Sophie and Rose, Sophie was only just beginning to understand that Regan Hills was hardly ordinary as small towns went. She was not blind to the fact that most of her classmates (and many adults) were uncommonly attractive, and that there was no doubt a lot of illicit fornication occurring between many of them.
An ardent member of the First Regan Hills Church and their associated youth groups, particularly their Young Christian Purity Brigade, which she helped head up, Sophie had become well convinced that her small town was a den of sin and that it was her job to use her faith and virginity to purge it and get everyone back on the right track under the eyes of God.
An active crusader for all that she viewed as righteous, she even helped head up the church's Hell House over the most recent Halloween season, and sought to set up awareness for its existence by threatening a protest at her high school's Halloween Scream carnival.
It was one of those plans that would have worked too, had it not been for some meddling kids. Meddling which, after the fact, Sophie was rather happy for.
Nerdy Ryan Collins and goth-chick Josie Wong were helping set up a charity haunted house to raise funds for the school's newspaper, and upon hearing of what Sophie was doing, they sought to change her mind about the protest. They met her at the Hell House, walking through its rooms themed to each of the deadly sins, and right around the time they reached the "Lust" room, Sophie's personal project, Ryan and Josie seemed to figure something out about Sophie that she had been previously unaware of.
Namely, the fact that she might have been very curious about sex, and was a pretty decent artist to boot.
With its centerpiece a large bed, Sophie had decorated the Lust room's walls with many hand drawn pictures of the lewdest, most depraved sexual scenarios she could sketch, pictures that she had drawn using pornographic searches she had made online. When looking at the images on her computer and bringing them to life with her own hand, Sophie had felt certain feelings within her that she did not think were possible, dark and exciting and shameful and wrong at once. It brought an intense shame that she had a hard time shaking, but was able to keep in check long enough to do what she thought she had to do
Ryan and Josie helped her understand that none of these feelings she had were wrong, and if the sex the three of them had almost immediately afterward on the Lust room's bed did anything, it showed Sophie that there was more than one way to tap into the divine.
Her eyes had been opened, and she never meant to close them again.
Sophie had spent the subsequent months exploring her sexuality with some of the other teens from her church group, even though none of them could quite match up with what Ryan and Josie had shown her, but a chance encounter with Ryan on Christmas Eve managed to change her year's course yet again. In addition to some amazing sex, his Christmas present might have been one of the most considerate she'd ever received. Ryan believed her to be a talented artist after seeing her work in the Lust room, and wanting to help her cultivate that side of herself, he wound up making an introduction to one of his artist friends he thought might be able to help her grow.
Thusly, Rose Ferris entered Sophie's life.
At first, Sophie didn't know what to make of the aggressively casual hipster, and found her seemingly unflappable nature and resting "cool" state intimidating. She'd thought Ryan had to be mad... but he'd urged her to give Rose a chance.
Soon, Sophie had come to rely on Rose's casual humor and easy coolness, while Rose appeared to respect Sophie's strong convictions and willingness to question anything that challenged her.
Slowly, something like a friendship had formed, and then that friendship developed into a deep bond that Sophie couldn't have expected. Rose was so kind, and so easy to talk to, and so divorced from the world that her parents were a part of that she could be honest about her questions on life and love and sex and art... it didn't take long for Sophie to consider Rose her best friend at Regan Hills High School.
As for the sex? Well, that took even less time to begin...
***
The Cusack house's guest room had a number of benefits over Sophie's bedroom, namely the fact that it had a king-sized bed, a lock on the door and windows that didn't face any nosy neighbors.
As they tumbled into the room in a tangled embrace, making out heavily while their hands ran over each other's bodies, Rose found herself quite glad that Sophie had suggested the change from their usual venue of Sophie's room, as the large, comfy bed embraced them much more pleasantly than Sophie's tiny twin bed as they awkwardly fell onto it.
It took a lot to break their kiss, but the mutual laugh that passed between them as they hit the bed certainly did offer a pleasant distraction.
"Just how hard were you trying not to jump me the moment I walked through that door, Sophie Cusack?" Rose teased, twisting so she could push her adventuring bag aside.
"You have no idea how difficult it was..." Sophie said breathily, tossing her purse onto the nearest bedstand before pulling Rose in for another hot, deep kiss.
Rose paused, giving herself time to take in Sophie's pretty face and finding it impossible to stop grinning. She had been with plenty of girls and boys in her time, many of whom were arguably more attractive than Sophie Cusack, but the way this girl's face lit up with pure, genuine joy whenever she was around Rose made it hard for the oft-cynical hipster to keep her fully cool façade intact. Before she had gotten to know her, Rose had always thought Sophie to be a slightly cute, if often dour-looking religious girl who was more likely to cause problems than ever moisten anyone's panties.



Strictly speaking, she had never felt so happy to be so wrong.
"I might have some idea..." Rose purred, playfully pushing Sophie away so that she now lay on her stomach on the bed. "Get up on your knees, I've got something for you..."
Sophie practically squealed with delight, pushing herself up onto her knees, while leaving her upper body on the bed.
Rose looked on this sight with some awe. Despite the fact that Sophie tended to wear clothes that would downplay her curves as much as possible, there was no denying the epic ass that stuck up from the bed now, curving the dowdy skirt she wore with promises of all kinds of delicious excitement.
Pulling her bag along with her, Rose got on her knees behind Sophie. She pulled Sophie's skirt up around her waist, exposing her amazing, round ass, contained by a plain pair of panties. Rose's mouth watered at the thoughts of the various things she would love to do right at this moment... but she was looking to drive Sophie absolutely wild, and knew exactly where to start.
"Mmm, I'll never get tired of this delicious ass," Rose said, grinning as she massaged Sophie through her panties.
"I'm glad you enjoy it," Sophie groaned, eyes rolling back at her friend's touch. "A boy at school passed me in the hall the other day and said he thought my ass was fat."
With a sudden fire, Rose hooked her fingers into the elastic waistband of Sophie's panties and pulled them down around her knees. She took in Sophie's bare ass, pale and soft and utterly gorgeous, the faint pucker of her pink asshole hiding in the canyon between her cheeks, while her quite flush and already moist pussy beckoned below.
"Tell me his name and what car he drives, and that's a matter that can be taken care of quickly..." Rose suggested, lightly tracing her fingers over Sophie's bare ass.
Sophie hissed pleasantly at the contact. "That's really not necessary!"
Rose stopped stroking Sophie's ass and reached into her bag, pulling out a small tube of lube, and a rather sizable butt plug. She showed it to Sophie, relishing how it made the busty religious girl's eyes go wide, and how her tongue slightly moistened her lips in anticipation.
"I know it's not necessary," Rose said, setting about lubing the toy as she leaned back behind Sophie. "But it will grant me a certain satisfaction knowing that there is one fewer asshole in the world who thinks that he can get away with treating a woman like that... particularly one whom I consider a very close, dear friend."
"Awww, thank you," Sophie said, giggling slightly as Rose teased the point of the toy between her ass cheeks. "That's really sweet, and I appreciate where you're coming from... but this is one of those moments I'm more than happy to turn the other cheek on."
Rose sighed, fully aware that there was much she still needed to teach Sophie that was in stark contrast to what her parents and the church had taught her, but that was a conversation for another time, and not one she wanted to have while she used her free hand to spread Sophie's ass cheeks.
"We're going to discuss in greater detail later everything that's wrong about that kind of thinking," Rose said, teasing the toy again over Sophie's tightest forbidden entrance. "But before we get to that, I will be shoving this toy directly up your asshole, okay?"
Sophie opened her mouth. "You'll-"
Before she could get out much more than this, however, she squealed loudly as Rose pushed the slippery, conical toy up her ass. Sophie's experience with anal sex had been somewhat limited before she met Rose, although it was one she sublimely enjoyed, but with Rose's impressive collection of toys made for this exact purpose, Sophie realized she might soon become something of an anal addict.
As Rose pressed the toy further and further into her, Sophie squealed and moaned, pounding at the bed as her tightest hole was stretched ever more by the impressively sized toy.
"It's... so... big..." Sophie gasped, desperately wanting to touch herself, but unable to loosen her grip on the bedsheets.
Rose chuckled, playful, as she continued pushing the toy into Sophie's ass. "Yes... I think this is the biggest one you've ever done? I cannot say this with any certainty of course, especially not knowing every little bit of minutiae of what you do in your own personal time, but of the ones I know I've put into you..."
With a final push, Rose ensured that the single widest point of the toy was buried deep inside of Sophie, with only the flared end still sticking out of her. At this sudden intrusion, Sophie groaned loudly, pounding her fists on the bed, before giving a pleasantly relaxed sigh as she collapsed onto the bed.
"...this is handily the largest," Rose finished, lying down next to Sophie to better kiss her friend.
"Wow... wow... wow..." Sophie repeated. "I can't stop shuddering... it's like everything is electrified... oh my goodness, it feels... heavenly... and so very wicked..."
A smile crossed her pretty face, and before Rose knew what was happening, Sophie was on top of her, kissing her and groping her tits through her dress. Rose knew that playing with Sophie's ass got her particularly wild, and that if she liked Ryan as much as she claimed, she was probably a bit of a size queen too. Seeing both of these suspicions confirmed at once as Sophie practically attacked her, kissing and groping Rose as if her life depended on it, pleased Rose to no end.
Although she was under no illusion that Sophie was uncorrupted when they began their friendship, every additional little bit of corruption she could introduce into the busty religious girl's life was time well spent in Rose's eyes.
Rose reached for the bottom of Sophie's sweater, and while the girl on top didn't seem to want to stop attacking Rose, she relented for a moment, sitting up enough to let Rose pull her sweater over her head.
Rose looked up at the girl on top of her, pleasantly surprised at the lack of, well, anything underneath her sweater. While she had seen plenty of huge breasts in her time (they did seem particularly common around Regan Hills, after all), Sophie's firm and proud F-cups struck her as an utterly singular pleasure. Full and round, with palm-sized areola topped by firm, thick nipples, they made her mouth water just to think about them, and getting to see them... well, they may have actually gotten her a little bit wetter than she already was.
"Naughty girl..." Rose chided, reaching up to squeeze Sophie's boobs, pinching her nipples hard enough to make the girl on top cry out. "You were basically topless in front of your parents..."
"Basically..." Sophie moaned, biting her lip and looking down at Rose with perhaps the lustiest look Rose had ever seen.
"How did it feel?" Rose asked, pinching them again, hard enough to make Sophie cry out.
"Wicked... and fun... I cannot begin to describe how thoroughly exciting it is to hide something like this from them..." Sophie said, her voice somehow husky and whiny at once. She had started to grind against Rose with need, something that Rose was altogether pleased to find.
What didn't please Rose, however, was the way Sophie's head turned quickly at the sound of her phone vibrating in her purse. Her eyes locked onto the nearby bedstand for a moment, before turning quickly back to Rose.
"You need to get that?" Rose asked, a little perturbed from how horny she was, but understanding Sophie's fear enough not to raise a ruckus.
"Probably not..." Sophie said, before quickly climbing off of Rose and crawling toward her purse, pulling out her phone and checking her texts.
Shaking her head, vaguely amused, Rose shifted her position so that she now had her head on the pillows on this very comfortable bed that she had every intention of making very dirty.
Seeing Sophie stash the phone with an annoyed look on her face, Rose asked, "Who was it?"
"Not my parents..." Sophie said, climbing back on top of Rose and trying to regain the lusty energy she'd had a moment ago. "They never usually message me when they head out for one of their 'get-togethers' with the Kings."
Rose chuckled. "I bet."
"And what's that supposed to mean?" Sophie asked, kissing Rose as if that would both change the subject and get an answer out of her.
Rose knew the tactic well, and though the kiss was exquisite, she wouldn't let it change her course. "I'll explain it to you later... if you tell me why your face lost so much animation upon checking your texts..."
Sophie sighed. "Couldn't I just suck on your pussy instead? I think that's something we'd both enjoy considerably more than me discussing a currently inconvenient, if impressively handsome, boy..."
For emphasis, Sophie reached between Rose's legs, rubbing her pussy through her dress.
And, though it certainly felt good... very, *very* good as a matter of fact... Rose wasn't that easily deterred.
"While I enjoy your enthusiasm..." Rose purred, before grabbing Sophie's hands and pulling them from between her legs. "You've got me curious. Does this boy have a name?"
Sophie sighed, but looked about ready to give up. "His name is Von... and he's a good guy, he really is; one of the nicest and single most decent guys I know, as a matter of fact, one of the better friends I've made at church... he's good, but inconveniently... persistent..."
"From the Purity Brigade?" Rose asked, thinking the name sounded familiar. "Isn't the one you have a crush on?"
Sophie blushed, and actively avoided Rose's second question. "He wasn't too happy when I left the Brigade... and I guess some of the others that I have been experimenting with must have gossiped, because in the last couple days, Von's been making it his mission to find me, confront all these rumors that he's heard and I guess try to bring me back into the light. To 'save me', I guess you'd say, even though it doesn't feel like I need saving. How do you explain to someone like that, someone you respect and even care about, that you've found your own light that wouldn't line up with theirs in a way that wouldn't offend them?"
"Sometimes you have to offend people... particularly the small-minded and judgmental..." Rose replied.
"But I don't want to offend him," Sophie said, looking back toward her phone thoughtfully, as if it might offer her some guidance. "And he's generally not as small-minded or judgmental as a lot of the others on the Brigade I haven't played with... I think he could be really special and... but it's because I like him, and he's not as bad as a lot of the others that when he tries to do something contrary to my beliefs, it's hard for me not to listen as if he might have a point..."
Though it was clear that there was something more about this boy that Sophie wasn't sharing, or at least didn't feel comfortable sharing, Rose shot back quickly.
"Fuck that bullshit," she replied, quickly and harshly, turning Sophie's face to kiss her. "You know what you like and what you love, and what you believe in better than anyone else. If they're trying to convince you away from what you know to be right... well, *fuck* them. Live your truth and light, and don't let anyone tell you otherwise."
Sophie looked down at Rose for a moment, considering her, biting her lip deep in thought. It was a long while before she smiled again, but when she did, it was bright and radiant.
"Thanks..." she said, kissing Rose sweetly. "I think I needed to hear that again."
"And I'll say it as many times as you need to hear it," Rose replied, kissing Sophie and squeezing her ass. "You may suck on my pussy now, if that's what you wish."
"And you'll explain why you laughed about my parents?" Sophie asked, hopeful.
She crawled down Rose's body, taking her time as she ran her hands over the prone girl's dress and explored her body. Rose enjoyed the attention, for even with as many times as they had had sex, it felt like Sophie was always discovering her for the first time when she touched her.
"Certainly," Rose purred, pulling up her skirt around her waist until her bare, shaved pussy was fully visible. Her pink lips were quite prominent, and moist, from having fooled around with Sophie as much as she already had, but she knew that if Sophie was good to her word, she'd be gushing in no time.
Crawling between Rose's legs, Sophie giggled cutely. "You're walking around my parents without any panties, and *I'm* the wicked one for not wearing anything under my sweater around them?"
"I never claimed not to be wicked..." Rose said, taking a playful hold of Sophie's head and pulling it down between her legs. "Now, eat while I explain a theory that I'm reasonably certain of... it may shock, it may amuse, but just remember that, no matter what, you're the one who wanted to hear it."
Sophie licked her lips. "I understA-"
Her words were cut off as Rose forced Sophie's face against her pussy. Whatever surprise Sophie might have had, however, was quickly drowned out as she soon began to eagerly eat Rose's pussy, her tongue dancing delicately over her sensitive folds for a moment, before she closed her lips over Rose's engorged clit and began to suck.
Rose groaned deeply, running her hands through Sophie's hair. "There... that's it... that's the good stuff... yes, keep going... slide in a couple of fingers and it'll be, as you'd say, di-VINE! OOH, YES!"
Sophie still was far from expert when it came to eating pussy, but she was a quick study, and getting better every day with Rose's tutelage. The blonde hipster looked down at the eager, pretty face between her legs, enjoying the enthusiastic ministrations of the busty girl's tongue and fingers. Soon Rose was groaning and writhing on the bed, running a leg down Sophie's side as she basked in the building pleasure.
"Now..." Rose said, her voice husky as she licked her lips. "I think you should probably know, that there's a very good possibility that your parents are swingers..."
Sophie stopped eating Rose's pussy, looking up at her with wide eyes. "What?"
Rose pushed Sophie's mouth back onto her pussy, and though it took a second for Sophie to get the hint, she soon started eating Rose's pussy again.
Rose groaned. "It's not a huge secret that the Kings... they're into some really kinky stuff... and every so often they throw a party for other like-minded couples where they get into a little bit of swapping... I know my parents attend every so often, and God knows Brooke and me used to babysit other couples' kids over at my house on those nights... I never really understood at the time what all that was about then, but, you pick some things up with age and experience, wouldn't you say? I mean, your parents are swingers, my parents are swingers... they've probably fucked each other, now that I think of it..."
Whatever Sophie might have had to say was drowned out by her passionate, and passionately *delicious* cunnilingus. She only ate and fingered Rose with a greater fervor, curling her fingers around inside of the prone hipster in search of that sensitive g-spot. Rose appreciated her efforts, groaning and running her fingers through Sophie's hair as she rocked her hips against the busty girl's face.
Feeling her breathing become more and more frantic as Sophie continued to give her some truly amazing oral, Rose tried to challenge her, "Tell me... Sophie Cusack... doesn't this shock you?"
Rather than attempt to say anything, Sophie redoubled her efforts on Rose's pussy, licking and suckling harder at her clit as she found and massaged at her g-spot. This was nearly enough to make Rose lose control, but she held together remarkably well for the most part, writhing and moaning loudly as she ground harder and harder against Sophie's face. While Rose enjoyed the release of sex as much as anyone else, as someone who prided herself on her self-control in life, she often let that compulsion interfere with some of the simpler pleasures.
But this was no simple pleasure, was it? No, this was something much more sublime.
Maybe even *divine*, as Sophie would say.
Looking down at Sophie and into those blazing, light blue eyes on her friend's pretty face, Rose felt any will and resolve she had weakening. As the pressure built inside of her, Rose began to tense and shudder, rocking her hips against Sophie's face with a greater need and desperation. Rose had wanted to challenge Sophie, and instead, Sophie was switching up the power of the moment, taking charge and pushing Rose to her limits. It was a powerfully erotic reversal, and one that Rose could only submit to.
"That's it, that's it, keep licking me... that's good, keep eating that pussy, keep going..." Rose encouraged, her voice getting high and shaky. "Please keep going, keep eating my fucking pussy... god, you'll make me cum, you're making me cum, that's it, that's it, yes, yes, yes, FUCKING YES!!!! I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING, GOD, YES!!! EAT MY SLUTTY FUCKING CUNT WHILE I CUM ALL OVER YOUR FACE YOU HOT FUCKING SLUT!!! FUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!"
The orgasm tore through Rose, her legs locking around Sophie's head as the bustier blonde continued to eat her pussy. Though her eyes were shut tight by the pleasure coursing through her body, she was aware from the sudden flood of wetness that she positively gushed all over Sophie's face. If Sophie had any complaints, however, she didn't voice them, as she continued eagerly licking and fingering Rose, lapping up every bit of her sweet nectar as the orgasm ebbed and flowed through Rose's body.
Soon, the tension left, and Rose collapsed to the bed, breathing heavily. She looked down at Sophie, unspeaking, watching as the girl placed one last, firm kiss on her clit before pulling her fingers from Rose's cunt, then climbing on top of her so the two could look eye to eye. Sophie's face positively glistened with Rose's juices, which she occasionally licked up, giggling and smiling smugly down at her friend.
"Good?" Sophie asked, smacking her lips playfully.
"Divine," Rose replied, before looking to another of Sophie's favorite words. "*Wicked*. Wickedly divine? Is that a thing?"
"It is if you know what you're doing in the bedroom, I think..." Sophie purred, kissing Rose deeply.
Rose kissed her back, enjoying the slow and pleasant making out after a cum as hard as that. Luxuriantly, she licked her juices off of Sophie's face, enjoying the way the busty religious girl smiled at her.
"I *was* shocked, for whatever that's worth to you," Sophie finally replied, kissing Rose sweetly. "But only briefly."
"What?" Rose asked, floating on a cloud of bliss and finding it difficult to connect her thoughts to where their conversation had previously taken them.
"About my parents, well, about both of our parents it seems, what you said... it was shocking when you first said it, but now it makes sense; you weren't the only one who had to babysit, after all..." Sophie mused. "I know I should be mad at them for their hypocrisy, as you wouldn't believe (actually, you probably *would* believe), the kinds of nonsense they've filled my head with over the years about the sanctity of your body, and how you were only ever meant to give it to one person at a certain, preordained time... but I think there might be a certain satisfaction in confirming that they're full of it."
She sighed. "And I do love them, so, I guess I'm also kind of happy for them to know they're as freaky as I am, if it makes them happy..."
Rose grinned. "That's very mature of you, Sophie Cusack. I'm not sure I'd be as big in your shoes, given all that you've been told."
"I'm sure I'll have to think and pray on it some more, but I'll find a way. I always do," Sophie replied.
Rose thought this might be as good a time as any to push things further, to offer to unpack her bag of toys and goodies that she really could have done a number on Sophie with. She had a magic wand that always drove the girl wild, some more plugs, some nipple clamps, a nice paddle and ball gag... fuck, she had enough to make things with Sophie pretty fucking kinky if it really came down to it... but right now, what had her squirming was the thought of the large strap-on she'd packed away. While Sophie's mouth was absolutely heavenly, and she had every intention of having her mouth over every inch of her busty friend's body, she also had a terrible craving for some nice, thick cock. Maybe fucking Sophie for a while, then getting fucked by her would suit that, or maybe-



Sophie's phone vibrated insistently again.
"I'm sorry, I'm sorry," Sophie said, crawling for her phone to confirm it wasn't her parents. "It's just Von again... I wish I could silence this accursed thing, but if I want to keep an eye out for my parents... you know... you can take it out on my ass if it'd make you feel any better."
Sophie said this with a bright, sweet cheeriness that greatly tempted Rose to do just that... but that previous hunger was hard to ignore, and easy to infect her thoughts.
She *had*, after all, heard Sophie mentioning Von in the past, and it was clear by her tone that her professed crush was much more than just an average schoolgirl yearning. She had feelings for this boy, and if she had the chance to play a little matchmaker for them while also having her fun?
Well, that was just fine and dandy by Rose's book.
"Tell me... just *how* cute is this Von?" Rose asked, not wanting to reveal too much of her hand right away.
Sophie blushed, and spoke with a rare excitement. "More like *devastatingly handsome*. Why?"
It was delightful to see just how Sophie reacted to the mention of him, as it only confirmed to her that this was a fantastic idea.
In answer to her friend, Rose didn't have to say anything, simply looking at Sophie as if the answer should've been obvious as to why she was interested.
Sophie's eyes went wide. "Oh."
Rose grinned a dark and delicious smile. "I think it might be best for both of us if I took out your butt plug, and you were to text this boy back and let him know just how interested in being saved we two wayward, lost souls are..."
"He wouldn't want to do that," Sophie said, quickly, before adding. "Von's an innocent... and so nice... there's a reason I haven't made a move on him before."
Smirking, Rose went in for the kill. "You know many people likely thought that once about you, and look at how much better off you are for that experience?
Sophie gulped, then licked her lips nervously, the blush spreading down her chest as she thought this matter over. It took her a while to respond as she clearly wanted to think out all the variables, but soon enough, there was only one way she could answer.
Finally nodding, Sophie replied, "I'll text him back."
***
18-year-old Von Everett slowed his bike in front of the Cusack house with a sense of nervous anticipation and excitement. It was difficult to determine for the handsome young African-American man which of these conflicting emotions held greater sway over his being at the moment, but he decided that on a day as fine as this one that he would let the more positive emotions in, while pushing all of the negative aside.
He was here for a righteous reason, helping someone he respected greatly in the name of the Lord, after all, and if that wasn't enough to brighten his spirit, he didn't know what would.
As he sat on his bike out in front of Sophie's home, however, he did have to acknowledge that he had plenty to still be nervous about. A fairly sheltered home-schooled young man, he was not accustomed to meeting up with friends outside of church functions, let alone meeting with a *girl* unsupervised by one of his parents or another. His mother would pitch a fit if she knew where he was, and even if she knew the righteousness of his cause, she would have all but certainly demanded that he go home at once and pray for forgiveness for any evils he may have even briefly considered.
She didn't know where he was, however, and if his parents were to stay out as late as they often did on nights like this, he knew it was unlikely they would catch him in any compromising position.
That did add a certain illicit thrill to it, didn't it? That even if what he was doing here was right, he was still here in almost certain defiance of his parents' wills. It brought a certain sick feeling in his stomach, since this was certainly pretty far from honoring his father and mother, but at the same time if he could bring someone he cared about deeply back to the light... well that had to be worth something under His eyes, didn't it?
Von swung a leg over his bicycle so he could walk alongside it, careful not to dirty his crisply pressed khaki pants, or his white, long-sleeved, button-up shirt. With a tentative, hopeful smile on his handsome face (a face whose attractiveness wasn't even close to being marred by his less than flattering glasses), he wheeled his bicycle toward the Cusack's front porch, his eyes nervously darting toward the neighbor's houses, certain there were eyes present that would swiftly report him to his parents for sneaking out... and yet there were none. At a muscular and athletic 6'2", he knew he wasn't that difficult to miss, so this certain feeling of anonymity gave him strength.
Stopping again before he reached the porch, Von touched the small silver cross hanging on a chain around his neck and closed his eyes. "Lord, give me strength."
Opening his eyes and finding the task of walking forward somewhat less daunting, he continued forward.
Of course, he shouldn't have been here at all. If anyone had told him back in October that of all the lost souls who needed saving that he would be trying to bring *Sophie* *Cusack's* back into the light... he would have called them crazy because, well... the Sophie that he knew just wasn't that kind of girl. She couldn't have been the girl at the center of these many dark, twisted rumors that he heard around the other members of the church's youth groups, and yet he couldn't help but fear they were true enough that saving Sophie, and bringing her back to the girl he knew she truly was, was his new mission.
The Sophie he knew was one obsessed with virtue, who had a fundamental understanding of all the texts and what was right and wrong. She was one who would challenge their pastors whenever they would say something that didn't strictly follow the word, and who kept the Young Christian Purity Brigade on task whenever so many of its other members were easily distracted and focused on their own goals. There was a singularity to her vision and drive that he admired, and often wished for in himself.
It wasn't just Sophie's determination and drive and the power of her faith that drew him in... no, it was also her kindness, her compassion, her dedication to charity and helping others... and yes, her beauty, as well. It took Von several years to put the words to it because he was so unfamiliar with most of the concepts surrounding romantic interest, but he was pretty sure that he was indeed a little sweet on Sophie Cusack. Perhaps it was even a dreaded "crush" on her that he had... now wouldn't that be something? If his mother had her way, he wouldn't have had anything resembling a romance until he was 30 and some sort of doctor, yet here he was with a crush on the girl who led up the church's purity club.
He dared not mention this to anyone, of course; couldn't have it getting back to his mother after all that he had interests that might derail his promising future, but the way Sophie would occasionally look at him and dart her eyes away with a faint look that might even be a smile, he had thought that it might be possible that she shared similar feelings toward him. This was intimidating... and made what he had to do all the more daunting, given the rumors he'd heard about what she'd been doing.
Still, Von was confident that if anyone could save her and bring her back to the light, it would be him.
Setting his bike near the front door and kicking its stand down, he took in a breath and stepped up to the door. Already second-guessing himself, he wished that he'd brought his Bible along with him, but it was too late to go back now, and he was sure that if anyone had any extra copies, it would be Sophie.
Licking his lips, he raised his hand and knocked on the door.
Not ten seconds later, it swung open, and he was greeted by the sight of a beaming Sophie, dressed in her customary conservative sweater and long skirt, looking up at him and utterly full of light and joy. Even though she was a solid foot shorter than him, he couldn't help but feel slightly intimidated by her, especially as she stepped forward and hugged him.
"Von! I'm so happy you could make it!" Sophie exclaimed. "Please, come in! Come in!"
Von blushed intensely at this unexpected show of affection, looking around fearfully. "Ummm, hi, but... won't your parents see?"
The closeness to Sophie may have been something he'd dreamed about for some time, not to mention the insistent pressure of her sizable breasts pressing into his stomach.
"Oh, you don't have to worry about them! They're out tonight!" she said, letting him go and stepping back inside. "Please, come in!"
Feeling a sudden surge of relief, and taking in her more insistent tone, Von followed her inside, leaving his shoes and socks by the door at her insistence. He didn't enter without *any* trepidation, as he had always been taught of the wickedness that was bound to happen whenever two young people of the opposite sex were alone together, but he trusted his instincts about Sophie enough not to worry too much.
Nodding softly, he continued, "Thank you for hosting me... I don't want to be a bother, of course, but recent developments have made it so I thought it best that we have a private conversation outside of the limitations of our phone texts, one where we... where are you going?"
Sophie bypassed the living room with ease, turning to look at Von. "Oh, Rose and I were already set up in back, and I don't want to keep her waiting."
"Rose?" he asked, nervous.
Still smiling, she replied, "Yes. She's a friend of mine from school; we're working on a project together... but I promise you won't be interrupting or anything. Please, come with me!"
This was not enough to sway Von. "Wouldn't it be more... appropriate, if we had this discussion out here? I wouldn't want to give the impression to anyone that anything untoward was occurring."
Sophie laughed, a high, pleasant sound that cheered Von nearly as much as it frightened him under the circumstances. "Nothing *untoward* is going to happen if you come with me, Von, I promise. You really need to relax."
There was an insistence to her voice, one that reminded him well of the Sophie he admired, that overwhelmed any reservations he had, and so, Von followed her back further into the house.
"Alright, if you insist!" he said, his hesitation building with every step, yet as that built, so did the illicit thrill of it all. It was an interesting battle, he had to admit, between his anxiety and that excitement that came with doing something his parents would never approve of, and doing it in the presence of a girl he liked...
He had to remind himself to stop having such impure thoughts, especially around someone he respected as much as he respected Sophie. They were improper, sinful, and worst of all, they would distract him from the true reason he'd come here.
"I want to thank you for messaging me today," Sophie said, turning enough to flash him a quick smile. "I haven't been in a position of sociability like I'm used to recently, and the company is much appreciated. *Your* company is much appreciated."
"*My* company?" Von asked, taken aback. He barely enjoyed his own company, so for someone like Sophie to say that she enjoyed him was unexpected, to say the least.
"Of course," Sophie replied, stopping in the hallway so she could better talk to him. "Things can get a little... heated, sometimes, back at church, but you always keep a level head. You choose your words well, while not letting any of the bigger personalities speak over you when you have something to say. I have always admired that about you."
He felt his face flush again. "Well, thank you, Sophie... I hold you in the highest regard as well. In fact, that's part of the reason that I came here today."
"It is?" she asked, raising an eyebrow curiously, leaning slightly toward him.
Briefly, the way Sophie leaned toward him accentuated the curves of her rather large breasts beneath a sweater that Von was suddenly aware was very, *very* tight. Almost as if another person had stepped into his shoes, his eyes dropped to her chest for a fraction of a second. It may have been a brief glance, but in his mind, it lasted a considerable period of time as he felt a sudden urge... one that soon transformed into shame and embarrassment as he shook his head clear.
Looking back into her eyes and hoping she didn't notice his indiscretion, Von tried to regain his train of thought. "Yes... yes! Yes, it is..."
"Well, you have certainly piqued my curiosity," Sophie replied, turning back to walk down the hall. "Do go on..."
"Right..." he replied, clearing his throat and putting order to the words that had suddenly become chaotic in his mind. "Well, as I discussed in my texts, there have been some rumors about you, lately... rumors of a most unseemly nature, and I believe it would be in your best interests if we discussed them to better determine how best to confront them."
"Yes, you were rather vague about that..." she said, leading him to a doorway to a room at the rear of the house. "But if these are rumors that need confronting, then let us confront them."
Without thinking, Von stepped into the room, only to find out at the last second that they were in a bedroom. Its sparse decoration led him to quickly assess it as a guest room of some variety, but that didn't do much for his anxiety toward being unsupervised with a girl in a bedroom.
Correction: *two* girls in a bedroom.
Sitting in a chair opposite the bed was a stunningly beautiful blonde girl in a faded red dress reading from a textbook who must have been Rose. Her wavy blonde hair with its few streaks of blue framed a clever, amused face with dazzling eyes that watched Von's discomfort from across the room.
"You must be Von Everett... she told me you were handsome, but I don't think she did you justice!" Rose said in a cool, confident voice that almost set Von at ease.
"I... ummm..." Von stammered, trying and failing miserably to get his own words together.
This was not made easier when Sophie took him by the hand and tried guiding him toward the bed. "Don't mind Rose; she's kind of a character. Come, sit with me, and we can talk!"
She sat down on the bed, but Von stayed standing next to her. "I think I'll stand... and these matters are of an important and personal nature..."
He let his eyes drift toward Rose for emphasis, but Sophie brushed off any of his concerns. "Rose is a dear friend; anything you want to say to me, you can say in front of her."
Given the sensitivity of what he wished to discuss, Von doubted very much that this was a conversation that would be best in front of an audience. There was a certain mischief to her eyes that he didn't fully trust, even though he couldn't sense any malevolence to her. Then again, given his own limited interactions with people his own age, he also knew that trusting his own instincts on this matter was chancy, at best.
Von took a breath. If this was how this discussion had to go, fine, this was how they'd talk it out.
"Ever since you left the Brigade..." he began. "...no doubt for reasons that made the greatest sense after much consideration on your part, there have been other departures from the group among our members. Departures in numbers that are so great that the group itself has been halved."
"More than halved, by my count... but please, continue," Sophie replied, almost sounding proud of this fact.
"Yes... right... well, because of this, for reasons that are beyond me, there have been rumors swirling among those who remained, and some of the adults at the church, as to the reason for all of these departures... and they all seem to revolve around you. They believe you're to blame for what has happened because..." Von said, licking his lips and looking nervously between the two girls. Rose's attention was split between looking up at him lazily and her book, while Sophie looked up at Von with such patient expectancy that he felt more on the spot now than when he had first arrived.
"Why would they blame me?" Sophie asked, her voice innocent and strong at once.
"Because you're a woman?" Rose suggested. "Close-minded types always love to blame women when things don't go their way... especially the beautiful ones, like you."
"Are *you* blaming me because I'm a beautiful woman?" Sophie asked, blinking up at him.
"What? No!" Von protested, raising his hands. "I mean, you're beautiful, but... I don't believe any of what they're saying about you! I believe in your virtue and the strength of your faith more than I believe in anyone else's! Your relationship with God is beyond reproach, but they seem to have lost their belief in you, and I wanted to talk to you about some ideas I had for ways you might be able to win the people of the church back."
Straightening himself up, he went in for the kill. "Even if no one else believes in you anymore, Sophie... I do. I always have, and I always shall."
"I believe in you too," Rose said, waving playfully to Sophie. "But I'm probably not the one who matters here."
Sophie looked up at Von, her face a mask of pleasant exasperation. "If any of your ideas involve me putting my purity ring back on and rejoining the Brigade so it can be rebuilt into its former glory, I must stop you now and make it clear that it is simply an impossibility."
Unfortunately for Von, this was the starting point of most of his ideas. "Why?"
"It's a matter that I have considered and prayed over greatly, but at the end of the day, I believe that I have grown past the limited view that the Brigade offered, and found that a lot of the matters it was founded on to be based in bad faith and half-truths that could only lead to more harm than good," Sophie continued.
"But... but..." Von pleaded. "You helped found the group!"
"And I'll be making up for the damage I did with it for some time now... I can only hope for forgiveness for the evils I committed," Sophie said, casting her eyes down.
"Evils?" Von asked, not believing what he was hearing. "You were a crusader for the righteous!"
"I harassed those who chose a different path than me. Believed certain natural functions of the body and mind to be unnatural and dangerously wicked. Shunned those who deserved compassion when life had not been kind to them. I did many a great evil in the name of what I believed the word of God to be, doing a great bit of damage to myself and those around me... I have only just been able to start healing myself, but I am hoping in time I will be able to heal those whose lives I have hurt by my once narrow definition of His word," Sophie said, keeping her tone even and earnest.
It was this evenness and earnestness that threw Von for a loop, because it was far from the fire and brimstone spewing Sophie he had known growing up. The girl before him looked the same, sounded the same, but she wasn't the same... no, she couldn't be the same. Something, or someone, had gotten to her... someone at her school, or in the world, they had put these dangerous thoughts in her mind and changed her... but Von knew Sophie, maybe better than anyone else at the church other than his parents. He could help her, and fix her, and given the right words, and perhaps some well-applied scripture, he could bring back the Sophie he knew best.
Possibly because she could see where this was going, Rose cleared her throat before Von could begin his argument. "I don't know about you, Sophie, but I'm interested in hearing more about these 'rumors' he keeps talking about."
Sophie laughed softly at her friend's interjection, before looking up to Von. "Now that you mention it, I believe I would like to hear about these as well."



The exact nature of these rumors was something that Von was sincerely hoping that they wouldn't have to discuss, but it was something he knew to be a distinct possibility. "It's... well, they're of a sensitive nature... and you know how gossip around the church can be, everyone wanting to make matters more lurid than they have to be because they want something to discuss... and because I know you, I wouldn't want to be spreading around such falsehoods that might further sully your reputation..."
"Enlighten me," Sophie replied, keeping her voice even.
"Enlighten both of us," Rose said, setting her book aside and smiling a playfully confident smile. "This is sounding positively exciting, now."
Von was on the spot again. He really didn't like being on the spot, but this was something that he knew coming in might be a possibility, and it was thusly something he'd have to get through.
Taking a breath, he continued shakily, "That you... and some of the other members of the Brigade who have quit..."
Von closed his eyes, pausing, before letting the rest of what he had to say out in one quick exaltation that came so quickly it almost sounded like a single word, "...have-been-engaging-in-acts-of-wanton-carnality-in-strict-opposition-of-the-club's-founding-principles..."
He took a breath, proud that he was able to get it all out, and embarrassed that he got it all out.
Sophie eyed Rose, and the other girl with the almost unreadable face eyed her back.
"Acts of wanton carnality?" Rose said, letting the words roll over her tongue with some amusement. "I rather like the sounds of that, actually."
"They're just rumors," Von replied quickly, turning his attention back to Sophie. "I put no stock in them, and I shut them down whenever I hear them so they aren't allowed to grow and build in strength!"
Sophie looked up at him and smiled, kindly. "You didn't have to do that."
Von nodded. "I know... I know you are fully capable of defending yourself, but you weren't there, and the things they were saying were so vile and..."
"And what?" Rose prodded. "This is getting juicy."
He looked over toward the girl in the faded red dress, and there was something about the way she sat, leaning towards him and Sophie with a kind of playful anticipation, that made him uncomfortable. If she was friends with Sophie, she couldn't be bad, but all the same there was something about Rose that almost made him feel a heat similar to what he'd been feeling near Sophie.
Shaking his head slightly, Von finished, "And... and it felt like I had to defend your honor when it was being challenged so. So, I did... but that can only go so far."
Sophie looked up at him, her big, light blue eyes sympathetic and kind, yet with that unmistakable trace of fire to them that he liked about her so very much. There was a pleasant warmth to her smile... something that soon flickered around the edges into something else that brought those uncomfortable feelings forth in Von again.
"I appreciate everything you said and did on my behalf, because it was very sweet, and you're a very sweet guy... a lot of guys would do similar things expecting something in exchange, or because they believed I wasn't strong enough, but that's not you. That's not something you'd do, you just did it because you felt it was right, and that's what makes you genuinely one of the best guys out there," Sophie explained.
"She's right, you know," Rose added, chuckling softly. "Oh, how many guys I've known in my life who will play hero one moment, and villain the next... yet Sophie told me you haven't a villainous bone in your body, Von Everett, and while she has a certain naivete in some things, I don't believe this to be one. You are a decent and heroic type, aren't you?"
Blushing heavily, Von looked at the ground. "I don't know if I'd go *that* far, but I try... now, Sophie, if you'd just let me explain-"
With a certain unexpected fire in her tone, Sophie interrupted him. "And you're right, Von, I *can* defend myself. I have done it for my entire life, as I will for the rest of my life going forward. I am no damsel in distress, and while your kindness is thoroughly appreciated, I don't want you jumping into my fights for me, especially when they will make you a liar, because I know how much your reputation means to you."
As she spoke, her fire slowly transformed into something different and wholly unfamiliar in Von's eyes, at least when it came to Sophie. A dark playfulness crept into her eyes, and her tone had become lower and downright sultry by the end. It was almost as if someone else had replaced Sophie in that moment, yet he knew unreservedly this to be the girl he knew.
But how had she made him a liar? Unless...
It took a moment for the full weight of what she'd said to kick in, but once it had, he became unsteady as it felt like the world had collapsed beneath Von. "I... but... what?"
Rose interrupted. "Technically I don't think you made him a liar except by omission, because as far as he knew, he was telling the truth."
"True," Sophie replied, looking from Rose back to Von. "But I still feel a little bad all the same; I don't want to make you a liar, Von."
Reeling, he took a step back from the bed. "I am... I'm so confused..."
Rose got up from her chair and approached Sophie and Von, strolling as if she hadn't a care in the world, though with the focus of a predator approaching its prey.
"It seems as if he doesn't entirely understand what you're trying to say," Rose practically purred. "Or perhaps he does, but he thinks he doesn't *want* to. You might have to make it clear what you're trying to communicate, Sophie Cusack, just so that there is no doubt whatsoever about what is occurring here."
Von took another step back toward the door, his fight or flight instincts kicking in rather dramatically. Something very wrong was happening here, something that he was only partially sure he understood, but it seemed as if this might be one of those mysteries of life that was better off left a mystery. There was a faintly sinful charge to the air, and he felt like if he didn't extricate himself at once, the situation might explode in a most unpleasant fashion.
"I think you're right," Sophie replied, standing up and slowly approaching him, keeping her distance yet making her intentions clearer with each step. "Von, I want you to understand something very simple."
"W-w-what's that?" he stuttered, nervous.
"I'm still me... nothing fundamental about my being, my goodness, my strength, none of that has changed... but in the past few months, the course of my life has been altered by a number of epiphanies that have led me to pursue a different path," Sophie explained.
Even though he had at least a foot in height and more than eighty pounds of muscle on her, Von couldn't help but feel backed into a corner by this girl he'd looked up to. He'd thought he'd come here today as a shining knight on a glorious crusade for goodness, and now it took almost everything he had not to cower.
Clearing his throat, he weakly asked, "And what path is that, if you don't mind my asking?"
Cocking her head slightly, Sophie smiled pleasantly and put her hands on her hips. "Well... sex, obviously."
For emphasis, she grabbed onto the waistband of her skirt and pulled it down, dropping it to the floor. Despite his better instincts, Von's eyes were drawn to this act, and he couldn't help but take in her bare legs with their creamy, pale and soft-looking skin. Looking higher though he knew it was shameful to do so, he was confused for a moment to not see her underwear, but instead a thick, dark patch of pubic hair over a pair of moist, pink vaginal lips.
His dark eyes went wide and nearly popped out of his skull. Before they could, however, a grinning Sophie reached for the bottom of her sweater and pulled upward, pulling the tight garment over her ample chest, then over her head. She tossed it at Von, and on instinct he caught it. He didn't hold it long, however, dropping it the moment he realized that Sophie was standing in front of him completely naked.
Now, while Von was incredibly sheltered by his upbringing, through his parents and the church he had at least a basic understanding of the birds and the bees, and knew what parts boys and girls had that were different from each other. He also knew from this particular education that you weren't supposed to see them outside of marriage, that one was supposed to resist all those urges until then for the good of your purity and its reflection upon your immortal soul.
He knew all of this, and he knew that what he was seeing now was wrong and that he shouldn't be staring.
And yet, he stared. He stared long and hard, because sometimes in life you can't help but stare when presented by an enormous, firm and thoroughly bare pair of the nicest and tits in the world.
It was one thing to know that women had breasts, but another thing entirely to see them in person, that round swell, those insistent pointed nipples... everything about them was hypnotic to Von, as if this were the first time he had truly been able to see, well, anything. Almost ravenous, his eyes quickly darted down, taking in the impressive curves of her body, to the round, fullness of her ass, to that moist joining between her legs, but soon those breasts captivated him once more. There was a stirring in his pants, a violent, warm insistence between his legs that he had thought before to be shameful as it pressed against the front of his pants, but felt thoroughly unavoidable as he continued to gape at her naked beauty.
Only Sophie's voice managed to pull his vision back to her face, and Von into something resembling reality.
"You and I, Von, have spent a lot of our lives hearing a lot of lies about sex... and our bodies..." Sophie said, running her hands up her sides before cupping her breasts. The way she squeezed them, seemingly so soft and firm at once... it made thoughts flash in Von's mind of what it would feel like to touch them, making his hands quiver with hope and anticipation in spite of the lessons he'd been taught his entire life echoing in the back of his mind.
Nervously, he hid his hands behind his back.
"We were told that our urges are shameful, that our bodies are sinful, that we aren't meant to enjoy ourselves, only using our bodies to 'do our duty', to serve some greater plan and only once we were married, and that we are better people for cherishing our purity and fighting against any feelings of pleasure that we might take out of life... but those voices, they were wrong," Sophie said, stepping forward towards him.
Though he had come here with all sorts of speeches in mind, right now, Von was stuck at a complete loss for words, a deer in headlights as Sophie sauntered over toward him looking like his every dark fantasy come to life.
"You see, I had an epiphany recently," Sophie explained, continuing her slow stroll towards him, the room seemingly getting hotter with every step she took towards the frozen boy. "I've discovered that with the right partner, you can find light and freedom in sex, not darkness and damnation. You won't have turned your heart away from the Lord by enjoying yourself... I mean, He did grant us the ability to truly enjoy this act, and I believe that this was a gift that we cannot turn away from... and the sooner that you understand there doesn't have to be any shame in any of this, be it you enjoying yourself in your own private world or with a consenting partner (or two, or three, or...), well... you can finally start living..."
She'd stepped to within a few inches of him, and it almost felt like he could feel the heat radiating off of her from here. Her pale skin began to flush pink with excitement, and she looked up at him with those hopeful, seductive blue eyes. His instincts, hidden away for so long, commanded him to do one thing, but the words that had been drilled into him his entire life by his parents and church officials told him another.
As she pursed those full, beautiful lips of hers and leaned into him, Von stepped away.
"I should go..." he said, turning toward the doorway.
He was stopped, however, by the sight of Rose closing the door, then standing in front of it.
"But do you *want* to go? That really is the question, isn't it, Von Everett?" Rose teased, running her hands down her body.
Though her body wasn't nearly as curvy as Sophie's, Von knew he would have had to be blind to see that Rose wasn't gorgeous as well, with a taller, leaner frame, and some tighter but not unimpressive curves of her own.
"I... I don't know..." he said, the defense sounding weaker by the moment.
"If you want to leave, you can leave, we can't and won't stop you from doing that, of course..." Rose said, stepping towards him as she ran her hands up to her shoulders. "But why would you want to? You've got a rare opportunity before you right now with two stunning, enthusiastic, and quite frankly, rather creative *sluts* who will be more than happy to show you how wrong you were about those 'wanton acts of carnality' you mentioned earlier..."
With this, she grabbed at the straps of her dress and dropped them down her shoulders, before continuing to pull it down. In one swift motion, the dress was soon pooled around her ankles, giving Von a view of only the second naked woman he had ever seen in his life. The 5'8" Rose had a leaner, more athletic frame, and her skin was lightly tanned. Shaved completely bare of any pubic hair, her pink, moist sex looked even more prominent than Sophie's, and while her C-cups weren't as impressively large as Sophie's, they were still firm and pert, with nipples that stood out proudly and prominently.
For a moment, Von seriously considered pushing past her. He raised his hand toward the doorknob and took half a step forward... but then something stopped him. Call it something in Sophie's words clicking within him, or maybe the unstoppable power of two naked 18-year-old beauties throwing themselves at him, but something stopped him in his tracks.
He lowered his hand. Rose grinned.
"I think we might have reached him, Sophie Cusack..." Rose purred, her eyes dropping down to the prominent bulge in his pants. "I think we've *very* much reached him..."
Von felt Sophie walk up behind him, the insistent swell of her bare breasts pressed into his back as she reached around and ran her hands up his chest.
"I've been told quite frequently that I can be *very* persuasive," Sophie replied, turning Von around to face her.
Von looked down at the busty, naked girl he thought he'd known so well, and saw something different in that look that she flashed up at him. So often before, in her strength, it would feel like she was putting on a mask and readying herself for battle by becoming this different person. Before, it was a skill of hers that he admired, how easily she could control which parts of herself she showed to the world to accomplish whatever her goals might be.
Now, though, there was none of that pretense. What he saw on her face was honesty, plain and simple; an entirely unrestrained Sophie who looked completely free and... well, so utterly *herself*. It may have been a look greatly separated from the fire and brimstone side of her that he had always enjoyed before, but seeing her complete and utter satisfaction reached something deep inside of him that overwhelmed what few defenses hadn't been broken by the sight of her massive, naked tits.
This was why he didn't resist when Sophie laced her fingers behind his neck and pulled him in for his first ever kiss. As her soft, pouty lips met his, it felt as if fireworks had been set off inside of him. There was no sense of danger or warning, no fear for his immortal soul, just a simple understanding that this felt right, and that surrendering to it was hardly a bad thing.
At first it was more Sophie kissing him, but as he gave over to instinct, Von began kissing her back. First timidly, soon he began to read the way she kissed him and responded in kind, giving back some of the fire she was giving. Though it felt uncomfortable and surprising when her tongue first probed his mouth, soon he was tentatively pressing his tongue between her lips, savoring the light moans she gave.
From behind him, Rose took hold of Von's arms, guiding them and wrapping them around Sophie's back, forcing him to pull her close, before sliding one hand down to Sophie's bare ass. Though the sudden contact with one of her most intimate and private parts surprised him, and almost caused him to recoil at first, the way Sophie moaned when he gently cupped her ass cheeks helped him relax.
When he instinctively squeezed even harder, she moaned louder against his lips, encouraging him further.
Rose didn't stop there, however, pressing herself tightly against his back. The feeling of her firm breasts against him made Von moan slightly, but her hands running over his body, exploring his muscles, began to drive him wild, making it almost feel as if the already rigid erection in his pants might burst through at any moment.
"My, my, my... you have a really attractive friend," Rose purred, unbuttoning the top few buttons of his shirt so she could reach inside and stroke his chest muscles. "And he really works out, too..."
Breaking the kiss with some worry, Von replied, "That's not a problem, is it? Because I don't get to go out very much, and there's only so much to do at home so I just tend to-"
Rose interrupted him by unbuttoning a couple more buttons, stroking more of his muscles. "Hardly."
"It's really not," Sophie confirmed, pulling back slightly so she could get a better view at his now semi-exposed chest and abs. "I always knew you were handsome, but this... wow..."
Suddenly, Rose stopped unbuttoning his shirt and instead slid her hands down, slipping one deftly beneath his pants and wrapping it around his underwear-clad cock. The sudden contact made him groan loudly in surprise.
Rose didn't groan, but the way her voice rose, Von was fairly certain her eyes were about the size of saucers for all the surprise in her tone.
"Holy shit... *holy* shit... he's fucking huge!" she said, continuing to grope him, now more eager than ever. "I've had some huge cocks before, but... Von Everett, you're hiding a monster between your legs!"
"Really? Bigger than Ryan?" Sophie asked, letting go of his neck. Deftly, she unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants, dropping them around his ankles and exposing his boxers-clad bulge, still being eagerly groped by Rose.
Sophie's eyes *did* go wide with what she saw. "Wow. Wow! You're right! That... that's absolutely enormous... wow..."
Von likely would have blushed if he hadn't been overstimulated from this treatment. Sandwiched between two gorgeous, naked women was something he never had expected, or thought he'd wanted in life, but now that he was here, there was nowhere he would have rather been. There was fear to be sure, but delicious, all-encompassing excitement as well. Not only did it feel amazing, but seeing Sophie so truly and fundamentally happy, so clearly comfortable in her own skin, it suddenly helped her words make a lot more sense.
This was what he'd been afraid of his entire life?
"Alright, Sophie Cusack, you're one of my best friends and you know I love you, I've let you be greedy for long enough; it's my turn now," Rose said, grabbing Von by the shoulders and turning him around.
Looking down into the lithe blonde's dazzling green eyes, made all the bigger behind her glasses, Von was hypnotized into another smile.
"Wow..." he said.
This amused Rose. "Wow, indeed... and while I might think our fair friend with the massive jugs behind you is far more wow-worthy-"
"Awww, thanks!" Sophie interrupted.



"-I will take the compliment when I receive it..." she said, grabbing hold of the bottom of his shirt and pulling it apart.
It was a testament to her deft hands that the last couple buttons didn't tear themselves out, which would have provoked certain awkward questions when he got home, but such concerns didn't really matter when Rose leaned in and kissed him eagerly. While there had been a tentative, yet undeniably exciting, energy to kissing Sophie, kissing Rose was relaxed and calming, her kisses long and luxuriant. While her lips were every bit as soft, her kisses felt more confident than Sophie's, more experienced. She knew exactly what she wanted and how to get it out of him.
"Touch me," Rose demanded between kisses. "I know it might seem daunting, but I know you want to... and I want you to, too... touch me, Von Everett... touch me so nicely..."
Tentatively, he reached out and wrapped his arms around her as she'd made him embrace Sophie, but this didn't satisfy Rose.
"Not like that..." she said, taking hold of his hands. "Are you right or left-handed?"
"Right-handed," he answered breathily.
"Good to know," Rose replied, grabbing his left hand and placing it on one of her breasts, forcing him to squeeze the soft, supple flesh in a way that made both of them moan. Having been entranced by both of these girls' miraculous breasts for so long, to have one in his hand... it was overwhelming, making his erection twitch as he struggled not to be overwhelmed.
Taking his right hand, she guided it between her legs, pressing his fingers against the warm, moist folds of her pussy. Though there was a certain uncomfortable unfamiliarity of touching her in this intimate a spot, especially one so warm and moist, Von allowed himself to be caught up in the moment and began to touch her, his initial timidity soon replaced by an enthusiasm as she began to moan.
"Now, gentle, gentle..." Rose guided him through moans, looking up at him with some sympathy as she knew this was his first time. "...our pussies are very sensitive, but if you know to treat them right... yes, like that, gently along those folds... and up top there you have the clit, that's where the real excitement occurs... yes, small circles there are nice, not too hard, but not too soft either, just keep it nice and firm, like that... yeeeeeessssss..."
Though he was in uncharted waters, Von found himself excited to please her. He had been raised to be something of a people-pleaser, and it was something that he expected to carry through for the rest of his life. Admittedly, this was a less than expected application of the principle, but Rose seemed to be enjoying it all the same. Her lips parted in a pleasurable moan, and her eyes lidded over lightly, and though his experience in these matters was nil, Von guessed that this was a good thing. The way she went back to stroking his erection through his underwear with a greater intensity only seemed to back this up.
He could have stood there, groping and fingering Rose while she jerked him through his underwear for some time, but soon a pair of hands reached from behind him, pulling his arms to his sides so his shirt could be better removed. Sophie threw it aside playfully, taking in a slight gasp as she observed his body.
Having never been naked (or nearly naked, in this case) in front of anyone else before, he felt more than a little self-conscious having these two gorgeous, thoroughly naked girls staring at him in some slack-jawed awe. They didn't seem to find any issue with his dark skin sharply contrasting with their own pale complexions, and rather seemed to enjoy his ample muscles. Both Rose and Sophie seemed to take a certain pleasure in running their hands over him, squeezing the muscles of his arms, his chest and his back, though Rose's attention was ultimately the most direct of the two.
"Alright, I've put this off long enough," she said, pulling her hand out of Von's underwear before dropping to her knees in front of him. "I have *got* to see this cock for myself... if that's not a problem?"
Rose looked up at Von with a sense of genuine caring, and while it didn't remove all of his worry, it went a long way toward helping. The awesome power of what was occurring was not lost on him, and knowing that he had a way of backing out made it all the easier to feel as much at ease as he could under the circumstances. He licked his lips, looking from Rose to Sophie.
His friend smiled supportively, her eyes darting between Von and the kneeling Rose, her face only inches away from his underwear-clad bulge.
"I'm... I'm ready," he said breathily. "God help me, I think I'm ready."
Rose and Sophie exchanged a quick glance of excitement.
"You want the honors?" Rose asked.
"Oh, can I?" Sophie replied, teasing his waistband with her fingers.
"Be my guest," Rose replied.
Sophie looked at him with her big blue eyes, and already Von could feel twitching in his underwear. Only an hour ago, he would have been absolutely terrified at the prospect of being naked in front of *anyone*, and now here he was, excited for Sophie and Rose to see what he had.
As Sophie locked her eyes on his, he simply nodded his permission to her.
With a practiced maneuver, Sophie pulled his boxers down and dropped them around his ankles. Von's massive erection sprung up, strong and firm and smacked Rose in the cheek. She recoiled a bit in surprise, but as soon as she and Sophie saw what they were dealing with, both of their eyes went wide.
"Holy shit!" Sophie exclaimed. Her unfamiliar profanity struck Von almost as exciting as the thought of her seeing his penis.
"Yeah, this is 'holy shit' worthy, alright," Rose said, fascinated by the enormous cock before her eyes. "I knew he felt fucking huge, but I wasn't expecting *this* huge... fuck... wow..."
She reached out and put her hand around the base of his shaft, but couldn't even come close to wrapping all the way around his girthy member with only one. With her other hand's help, she was able to properly wrap all the way around, but it was still with some effort. Without touching him, she ran her face next to the length before settling with her mouth a couple inches away from the massive, swollen head. Never having been this hard in his living memory, Von was worried at the slippery trickle that had formed at the end of his head, but with neither Rose nor Sophie worried about it, he chose not to worry.
"Fuck wow is right," Sophie said, grinning broadly. "It's... wow... it just keeps going! Is he as long as Ryan, you think?"
"Longer... this is ten and a half inches, at least... maybe longer... and its thickness..." Rose said, in such awe that you would be forgiven for thinking she might be having a religious experience of her own. "That head will likely tear our tight little holes open, even with all that precum he's leaking, and those balls... god, I wouldn't be shocked if he came in gallons. This is an epic, big black cock... Sophie Cusack, you and me are two very lucky ladies..."
Rose looked back up to Von with no small amount of pride. "But not so lucky as you for having such an impressive appendage... or for having the opportunity for two sluts of the highest caliber like us to welcome you to the wide, wonderful, and deliciously naughty world of sex..."
And that was right around the time that Rose did the first of many thoroughly unexpected things to occur that afternoon after Von had removed the last of his clothes, and leaned in, quickly kissing the tip.
He hissed at the contact that sent bolts of pleasure through his body. Though it made his knees weak and his head swim, he kept standing, groaning softly as Rose continued to lavish the head in kisses and bringing him pleasure he never knew was possible.
Seeing how verbal the two girls seemed to enjoy being during such acts, he said. "Oh... oh, wow! That... wow, that makes my penis feel so good..."
Though the words came with difficulty, they seemed to amuse Rose and Sophie well enough.
Taking her lips off the head, Rose said, "A clinical word... but when we're about to get as down and dirty as we are, let me tell you, it's a *lot* more fun to call this behemoth between your legs..."
Playfully, and to make her point, she reached up with both hands and cradled his shaft and balls. "...we call that a cock. And yes, I know it's a dirty word, but that's what makes it so yummy..."
"She's right..." Sophie continued, stepping back from Von slightly to better show off her body. "There's all sorts of fun words that work out nicely in the bedroom... like tits... or pussy... or cunt... or ass..."
She pointed at all these parts as if giving him the world's dirtiest anatomy lesson, but Von got her point well enough.
"Do... these words really make things better?" he asked as Rose leaned in to kiss the head again.
"If you're with someone who enjoys 'em, yeah, they sure as heck make it a *lot* more fun... I just get all wet thinking about them..." Sophie said, reaching between her legs and spreading her pussy lips with her fingers to better show off to him.
Von couldn't tell if she was any wetter than the last time she saw him, but he was more than willing to take her word for it.
Teasing him onward and dropping down to her knees next to Rose, Sophie said, "Why don't you tell her to suck your cock? I'd find that pretty hot... and she would too."
"I would," Rose confirmed, kissing his cockhead and swirling her tongue briefly around the tip. "Come on, say it... get dirty, Von Everett, get nice and dirty for your *sluts*... let's all have some real fun."
There was that word again. Von asked, "Sluts?"
"It's a word a lot of judgmental types like to use to put down girls who enjoy sex, but one a lot of us now are reclaiming as a badge of pride, and saying to 'fuck it' to those who would attempt to use it as a negative," Rose said simply, kissing his cockhead again. "Be careful how you use it of course, but in this room at a time like this, well, it gets *these* two sluts all properly hot and bothered."
Sophie giggled, squirming about on her knees. "She's right about that."
Von licked his lips a little nervously, looking down to both girls with an overpowering, nervous anticipation. It felt like his heart was beating a mile a minute, and that almost all of his blood must have been going directly to his aching, dripping cock. Though he had been raised to be respectful, seeing these girls down there like this, eager for him to take the next step, Von surrendered to the delicious depravity of the moment.
Clearing his throat, he looked into Rose's eyes and said, "Suck my cock... *slut*."
The word felt completely alien in his mouth, but it had its desired effect on Rose. After a brief, momentary grin on her part, she parted her lips and let out a soft, satisfied moan.
She then used those lips to open wide, and with some difficulty, sucked the entirety of his cockhead into her mouth.
"Oh... oh my..." Von groaned, looking down as his enormous cockhead disappeared into her mouth. Though it looked like this was something she was doing with great effort, he didn't sense any complaint or problem on her end.
Of course, it was difficult to be completely perceptive when one receives their first blowjob, as Von was completely and utterly in heaven. He had thought he knew what pleasure felt like when Rose had stroked or kissed his cock, but now that she had it in her mouth, he knew a glory and light he'd never even known to be possible before. If she had kept like this, gently suckling at his cockhead and swirling her tongue over it, he would have thought himself to be in heaven.
But then she began to take more of it into her mouth, sucking with a forceful gentleness that made inch after inch slowly disappear inside of her. Von goggled down at this seeming impossibility. He had an idea of how big he was, and that it must have been daunting for Rose, and yet she kept going. Even as he hit the back of her mouth, she was unperturbed, angling herself in such a way that she managed to force ever more of him into her throat.
Von stared down in awe at this impossible feat, held captive by his own overwhelming pleasure as he stared down into Rose's eyes and watched inch after inch of his massive cock disappear, until finally her nose touched his pubic hair, and she had every inch of him buried inside of her.
"Wow..." he murmured.
"Wow!" Sophie said, sounding considerably more excited and impressed. "That's some really amazing cocksucking, Rose! I didn't think you'd make it!"
Rose pulled off of his cock, choking and trailing strings of drool and precum. "Never doubt my abilities, Sophie Cusack, these lips have pleased the vast majority of our school's football team... nevertheless, I must admit that this is one of the biggest I've dealt with, and it was a challenge..."
Looking back up into Von's eyes, she added, "But it's a challenge that I take enthusiastically."
To emphasize this, she took his cock back into her mouth, bobbing her head on more than half of its length as she swiftly pumped her face back and forth, bringing Von to a greater, rising sense of pleasure.
"Hey, don't be greedy!" Sophie exclaimed, pushing Rose aside.
Von's heart sped up considerably as he looked down at the girl he had a crush on, smiling up at him as she leaned in and kissed his cockhead, before enthusiastically suckling it into her mouth. She was a little slower, a little more intimate in her ministrations than Rose was, enjoying the eye contact with Von as she pleased him. He was in another world entirely watching this, feeling as if many of his dreams had come true, even if he hadn't been fully aware that he had these dreams. Any image he might have had of Sophie being a sweet, pure, *good* girl went out the window, however, when she too managed to get his entire length down her throat. She did this with considerably more difficulty than Rose, but when she pulled off and smiled up at him, Sophie had a thoroughly satisfied, if very messy, look on her face.
Sophie and Rose traded off like this for a few moments, one of them sucking him while the other watched, but soon they combined their efforts, one of them licking his shaft while the other focused on the head, sometimes them playfully fighting with both of their mouths on the head while he groaned. It was these moments that built a particularly unexpected fire in Von, watching as Sophie and Rose would take brief breaks to kiss each other, sometimes grabbing at each other's tits or pussy, making each other moan. It was an intoxicating sight, but driven by a growing pressure inside of him he didn't fully understand, in these moments Von would whimper, and soon they would be back to him, smiling and giggling and apologizing and promising to make it up to him.
It was during one of those moments when Rose was sucking him that he became acutely aware of the pressure that had been building. It was like nothing Von had ever felt before, one that made him weak and tense all at once. He looked down at Rose and Sophie, confused as they kept at him, with Sophie sucking the side of his shaft and Rose circling her tongue over the head.
"Something... something's happening... I don't..." Von groaned, dropping his head back.
"Let it happen," Rose said, taking her mouth off of his cock and stroking it with both hands. "Come on, Sophie, he's gonna cum... let's make it a memorable one... just let go, Von Everett, just let go and let us take care of you, you don't have to hold back anymore..."
"Yes, you'll love it, I promise," Sophie said encouragingly, smiling up at him. "Just let it happen, let go and enjoy yourself... trust me, this is going to be amazing."
It was already pretty amazing, even if he was still uncertain about what letting go meant, but when Sophie leaned in and started licking and suckling at his balls, he understood that there were some things in life he just couldn't hold back. With her suckling and licking and giggling between her sucks and licks, and Rose stroking the majority of his shaft with a satisfied, bright smile on her mouth, Von felt his barriers break down.
"I'm... I'm... I'm..." he tried to warn, but before he knew what exactly was happening, he felt himself let go.
Sweet, overpowering bliss flooded his body as his cock jerked and it felt like pure, liquid pleasure was pouring out of his body in violent explosions. Von groaned loudly, almost blinded by this pleasure, as the girls below moaned and only seemed to get more into what they were doing. Sophie's attention on his balls only increased, while Rose...
When he finally looked down at Rose, he saw that she seemed positively covered in streaks of slippery white, more of which seemed to be shooting out of his cock with every twitch and jerk. Her face and glasses were covered, as was her chest, and she seemed to live for how much of it she could get in her mouth, as she swallowed it down as if it were the greatest of treats in life. She kept stroking him, coaxing more out, ensuring that she was properly coated, until the flow slowed to a trickle. With this, she leaned in, sucking the last few drops out, before looking to him and Sophie with the greatest look of satisfaction he had ever seen.
"You taste good, Von Everett..." Rose said, smacking her lips. "Should've realized a virgin would have a lot of cum stored up, but even if I had been conscious of that, this volume would surprise me..."
Running a finger over one of her nipples, she gathered up another dollop of cum and brought it to her lips, sucking it off with a shiver. "Exquisite..."
"Let me have some," Sophie said eagerly, leaning toward her friend and licking a generous amount off of Rose's breast, before swallowing it down and shivering pleasurably. "Oh... oh, that is nice..."
Whether it was the eroticism of the moment, or the pleasure flooding his body, Von suddenly felt it very difficult to stand.
"Oh, wow..." he muttered as his knees weakened.
Sophie jumped to her feet, taking hold of him. "It's alright, Von, I've got you..."
"Good thinking," Rose said, gingerly standing up herself. "As much as I would enjoy you cleaning every drop of his cum off of me with your tongue, my sweet Sophie Cusack, I think it might be most prudent for you to get him to the bed, while I clean off in the bathroom..."
"That sounds like a good idea," Sophie replied to Rose, before turning her attention to Von. "Come on, I've got you, let's get you lying down..."
Von watched as Rose sauntered into the next room with all of the confidence of the cat that ate the canary, while Sophie helped him step out of his pants and guided him toward the bed. He fell onto it on his back, letting her rotate him so that his head was on a pillow, before she climbed onto the bed lying face down next to him, propping herself up on her elbows so she could better look at him.
Von was in and out of a daze from... whatever it was that had happened back there with Rose. It almost made him giggle, even if it confused him just as much as it pleased him. Sophie simply lay there next to him, lightly stroking his chest and stomach, looking down and smiling at him while he caught his breath, with no small amount of satisfaction on her own face.
"So... I'm assuming that was your first ever orgasm?" Sophie finally asked.
He laughed. "That's what an orgasm is?"
"Uh huh," she replied, still grinning. "Some people also call it cumming, it's what it's like when a man or a woman has an orgasm, but they also call cum the stuff that comes out of the guy... I'm not thoroughly sure where all the words come from, but, yeah, that's what happened. It was pretty amazing to watch... did you like it?"
He laughed again. "How in the world is that supposed to be sinful when it feels so...?"



"Divine?" Sophie suggested.
"Yes!" Von shot back. "That was... that was amazing! I've never experienced anything like it before..."
"And do you want more?" she asked, reaching over and running her fingers lightly over his chest. "Because there is no shame in wanting more, when everyone's consenting and onboard... and we are *very* excited for more..."
Nothing would have pleased Von more (even if it seemed like his cock had lost much of its strength after cumming), but this all still felt so unbelievable to him.
"You are?" he asked.
"Of course!" Sophie replied. "Why?"
Von sighed. "It's nothing, it's just... there's still a lot going on in my head, and all of this just feels a little unbelievable... I do want to be here, with both of you, like this, but it still feels like it's a dream, and one that I'm expecting to wake up from at any moment."
"Two hot girls, naked in bed with you?" she said, smiling. "I could think of much worse dreams."
He smiled, a little hesitant. "Two girls... yeah, but one of them being you... I think that's where the dream really is..."
Sophie's grin faded slightly, and he quickly spoke to avoid any potential issues. "Not that I don't like Rose... I mean, you can see how much I like what she did, it's just... I believe I've liked you for a very long time, like... *really* liked you... and this is-"
She didn't let him finish, leaning in and planting a deep kiss on his lips. Hungrily, he kissed her back, and Sophie swung one of her legs over one of his so she could partially straddle him, pressing her breasts against his chest in a much steadier position to make out. Their kisses were slow and tender, not lacking for the passion that they had had when they first locked lips, but something else forming from pent-up heat.
"I've liked you for a long time, too, Von..." Sophie said, blushing slightly. "*Really* liked you. I couldn't admit it, or even really put it into organized thought... not until I started exploring my sexuality, until the friends I've made this year. I would have tried this sooner if I wasn't worried about you, and damaging whatever friendship we had, but Rose is insistent and... maybe she wanted to get us together?"
She took a breath, as if preparing to say something rather difficult. "I don't know how else to put this, but, I think... no, I *know* that I like you."
He licked his lips nervously. "And what do we do with that? This isn't the sort of thing either of our parents would approve of..."
"I think they might approve of *us*," Sophie suggested. "We did meet through the church after all, we are still good and faithful with a love for our lord, Jesus Christ... I believe that there's a good chance of approval, if we don't really go into detail about what happened here, and what's about to happen, and all of that..."
Von would have gone into detail about how his mother would probably prefer it if he never left the house or got married at all, but when Sophie's fingers began to dance over his sensitive cock, bringing life back into it, what his mother did or didn't approve of seemed a far-off worry.
He sighed, pleasantly. "That feels nice..."
"I thought you would like it... some guys, it takes a while for them to get hard again after they cum, but it looks like you've quite a bit of life still in you..." she said, crawling down his leg, kissing her way down until she was at his cock again, taking it eagerly into his mouth.
Her soft, moaning suckles made him groan with pleasure again.
If this was sex, he understood how easy it might be to get addicted.
Groaning, Von asked, "Do... do girls cum too, like I did?"
Letting his cock drop from her mouth in a pop, Sophie answered, "Sort of... not as much comes out, but I think it might be stronger with the rest of our bodies... it can be a little more, uh, dramatic..."
"And does that only happen with my... 'cock'?" he asked. "Or can I do it with my mouth and hands like you two did for me?"
Sophie blushed, smiling delightedly. "You want to make me cum with your mouth?"
Nodding softly as he thought this over, Von said, "I want to please you, as you two pleased me... I don't think I'll be as good at it as either of you, but I would like to try."
Sophie squealed. "Oh, we're going to have *so* much fun together..."
"We are?" Von asked as Sophie climbed back up to the head of the bed, lying on her back next to him.
Though Sophie seemed to rather enjoy how much this view of her naked body hypnotized him, she continued, "Well, this part might be more fun for me, but I know some guys really enjoy helping girls cum... maybe you're one too... I'd be happy to help you find out, if you are..."
Smiling kindly, he replied, "I'm very happy to find out."
"Wonderful," Sophie purred. "You should get between my legs, then..."
"Alright," Von said, nervously climbing between Sophie's legs until his face was level with her pussy. Not having gotten this close a view before, he was hit with a sudden and overpowering awe at this close a sight.
While Sophie's pubic hair was thick and somewhat untamed, it framed her pussy beautifully. Her pink lips were swollen with lust and glistening with moisture, pulsing slightly. The sight alone was enough to drive some ancient instinct within him wild, but more than that... there was her scent. It was musky and warm, yet somehow sweet at the same time, and undeniably feminine. He didn't know why it brought out that certain heat in him, but it drove Von wild, making his mouth water and his eyes widen.
"You remember what Rose said about what parts of her were most sensitive, right?" Sophie asked.
"Uh huh," Von replied, letting his fingers travel lightly over Sophie's lips, before finding and gently probing her clit. "Right here?"
"Y-y-yes..." Sophie whimpered softly, her eyes lidding over as she looked down at him. "That's... that's not a bad place to focus, for starters, anyway..."
"Alright. I'll... I'll do my best," he replied, leaning forward and tentatively swiping at her clit with his tongue.
Sophie moaned at the contact, while Von took in her flavor. It was... a not at all unpleasant taste. Strong and musky, as he had smelled, but with a certain moist sweetness that he found intoxicating. Heat flowed through his body as he savored her flavor, and decided it was something he could enjoy a *lot* more of.
Von stuck out his tongue and took a much less tentative taste of her, and then a longer, more forceful one, running over her lips before circling over her clit. Sophie moaned and writhed softly, running her hands over his shortly cropped hair as she pulled his face against her pussy. With soft moans and partial words, she guided him toward what she liked, while Von eagerly learned to use his tongue to bring pleasure to Sophie.
It was a slow, unhurried process, loving, even. Von wanted greatly to give Sophie pleasure when she and Rose had already opened his eyes to so much, and he was happy to learn. He wanted to please her more than anything, and after a few minutes of his ministrations, he felt like he was doing a pretty good job. Sophie was shaking and writhing, groaning soft, sweet sounds interspersed with his name, and the occasionally foul swear word, and he could feel her body tensing as he practically worshipped her pussy with his tongue.
It may not have been the worship he was used to, but it was one that he thought he could get used to, given enough time and practice.
He kept at it, focusing on any and all spots where it was clear that Sophie was particularly sensitive, lavishing her clit with his tongue and lips, making her squirm and moan and shudder in a deep, primal way that only made him hotter, only pushed him further. Soon, Von felt her body beginning to tense in a way that felt somewhat familiar, and he chose this moment to give her everything he had, sucking and circling her clit with his tongue forcefully.
This got the desired response.
"Oh my... oh fuck... yes, Von, yes, that's good, that's good, that's really, REALLY fucking good! Keep going, yes, keep eating my slutty little pussy, keep eating it like that, it feels so good, you're gonna make me cum, gonna make me cum, gonna make your little slut cum, yes, yes, yes, keep going, keep going, yes, yes, YES! I'M FUCKING CUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMIIIIIIING!!!!!" Sophie cried out, her body jolting as if she had touched a live wire.
Her warning had been correct, that not as much came out, but Von was still surprised by the sudden gush of juices that hit his face. As well, she was right that her cum was certainly dramatic, as she shook and moaned, crying out as she locked her legs behind his head and humped against his face, making sure that he kept licking and sucking on her cunt as long as she needed him to. This was something that Von was altogether too happy to do, feeling a certain, warm pride and gratitude that he got to do this for her when she and Rose had so memorably done it for him.
In this position, it seemed as if her orgasm went on for hours, even though it was likely just a matter of seconds. When her legs finally relaxed, Von leaned up to look at her, and realized he had never seen Sophie more gorgeous. Her chest rose and fell with every breath, her pale skin flush with lust as her face was overtaken by sublime satisfaction. Unconsciously, he licked her juices from his lips as he watched her, finding a certain awe and power that he had done this.
"So... I take it that wasn't... wasn't too bad?" Von asked, his lips curling in an almost proud smile.
Sophie laughed, a raw, free sound. "Yes, that's one way to put it thoroughly lightly... fuck, you're a quick study..."
"Home-schooled; I'm quite accustomed to picking up new skills on my own..." he boasted, still sounding kind of proud.
"Like I said," she replied, closing her eyes and groaning pleasantly. "We'll have some fun together..."
Sophie's face hardened slightly into something altogether a little more serious when she opened her eyes, looking down at Von. "Get up here... I want to kiss you..."
Von propped himself up on his hands and knees and made to climb beside Sophie so they could kiss.
"No," she insisted, firmly yet gently. "On top of me."
A distinct wave of conflict surged through Von, between this being something he was warned about almost his entire life, and something that in the moment he felt like he wanted more than anything. Looking up at Sophie's glorious, naked form, however, there was really only one thing that he could do.
Firmly between her legs, he climbed over her. With his large, muscular form positively dwarfing the busty girl beneath him, he balanced on his elbows above her, pleasantly enjoying the way her body pressed against his. With his cock resting against her stomach, he felt a distinct thrill of danger and excitement that managed to mostly overwhelm any of the nervousness that naturally came with such an occasion.
Smiling up at him prettily, Sophie kissed him deeply, savoring and licking her own juices from his face before giggling. "I taste good, don't I?"
"I'd say so," he admitted, grinning sheepishly.
"You taste really good too..." she replied, reaching down and stroking his cock. "I'd like to taste more of you, later."
"I'd like that too," Von said, groaning softly at her touch.
"But you know what I'd like even more?" Sophie proposed.
Biting his lip nervously, he replied, "I... I think so."
Sophie smiled at him sympathetically, before leaning up and kissing Von sweetly. "You don't have to do anything you don't want to... if you only just want to do stuff like we've been doing, then we can keep going on like that... if your virginity is something you want to hold onto for marriage because it's something *you* want, then I won't take that away from you... but if you have any hangups over it because of what other people have beaten into you over the years... don't fucking listen to them. Listen to your heart, because you have a good heart, one of the best around. Do what's right for you, and what will make you happiest..."
Sophie wrapped her arms around Von, softly stroking his back. "...but for whatever it's worth, I want you inside of me... I want that cock, I want you to fuck me, and I want to fuck you... hard... I just want to make that clear, if that makes any difference for you."
It did make some difference, but it didn't quell all the torment within Von. Eighteen years of indoctrination in what was right and wrong, what a body was supposed to do and not do and what any transgressions meant for your immortal soul... it was a lot to deal with.
But that didn't stop his feelings for Sophie, and it certainly didn't change the feelings of being pressed against her, so naked and willing and excited...
It was a torment to be sure, one that made him close his eyes in deep thought, trying to figure what was the correct path.
Von took a breath and let it out, opening his eyes with the closest he had to a determination.
Smiling nervously, he asked, "So... how do we start?"
Sophie grinned. "You want to fuck?"
Von grinned. "Yes... I think I'd like to fuck you..."
Sophie squealed with delight, kissing him. "Wonderful! Let me just... if you could go down a little more..."
She angled her hips, and with her hands still on Von's cock, guided him downward until it ran between her inner thighs. Finally, she pressed the head against her soaked pussy lips. Von felt with some messy excitement as the lips parted slightly for him, almost as if they meant to embrace his cock, but couldn't feel exactly where he was supposed to go next. It still felt amazing, to be sure, but he found himself wondering how he would ever fit inside of her.
"You're... I've had some big guys before... but you're probably the biggest," Sophie continued, breathing heavily as she continued rubbing her pussy lips against his cock. "I'm going to try to find a good angle here, you just keep applying pressure, pushing forward a little... gentle, not too rough, not yet, anyway..."
"Okay," Von murmured, pushing forward slightly. He felt the considerable resistance of her seemingly unyielding pussy, but couldn't stop, not when he'd started. Between his own lubrication and her juices, it did seem like something was happening, her pussy opening up ever so slightly for his cock.
"Yes, yes, yes, that's it, that's it..." Sophie whispered to herself between kisses to Von. "A little more, a little more, that's it, that's it, that's- HOLY... HOLY FUCK!"
With one slight thrust forward, Von felt something give way, and then his cock slipped inside of the tightest, hottest embrace he had ever known possible. Somewhere between pleasure and discomfort, he saw a beautiful, pleasurable light explode behind his eyes as he finally experienced what it was like to be inside Sophie Cusack.
Nevertheless, her cry brought some concern. "Are you alright? I'm... oh my... am I hurting you?"
"Not in any bad way..." Sophie groaned in a deep, dark voice that sounded like it belonged to some ancient beast. "The only way you'll really hurt me is if you stop now... I need more... give me fucking more... I want every inch of your huge fucking cock, Von!"
Relieved, he smiled and kissed her. "Alright... I'll try... you... you feel so good..."
Sophie smirked, cutely, and kissed him back. "And you feel pretty fucking amazing for a no-longer-virgin..."
He laughed, pushing a little more into her. "If this is what losing my virginity feels like... I think it's one of those things that's better left lost."
"Fuck yeah..." Sophie replied, locking her ankles behind his ass and pulling him forward. "But you're not giving me all that cock like I want... come on, give it to me, I want it... I want it all, give it to me, Von..."
Grunting, he continued to push forward, feeding inch after inch of his cock into her tight, grasping cunt. Though awe would have had him stopping to take this moment in every so often, the way she kept pushing him forward with her legs, and the way her pussy muscles seemed to keep sucking him in, he couldn't help but keep pushing in. Soon he was halfway in, then three quarters... it didn't feel physically possible that he should fit, she was so fucking tight, and yet here he was, looking down into her beautiful blue eyes as he kept pushing into her, her face a mask of ecstasy and agony as she kept taking every inch he had to give.
And then their hips met, his balls resting against her ass.
"Oh, wow..." he murmured, laughing softly as he took all of this thoroughly momentous occasion in. "Oh, wow..."
Sophie looked down the cavern of her cleavage to their conjoined sexes, then chuckled to herself. "Wow is right... I almost didn't think you'd fit..."
"I didn't either..." Von murmured, groaning when she squeezed him with her pussy muscles.
"I'm so full... if we just stayed like this, I'd probably cum if you gave me enough time, it's like everything in me is so completely overstimulated..." she giggled. "But don't take that as an endorsement of you staying still... I need that sliding in and out of me. Fuck me... fuck me, Von... I need it so bad..."
She wasn't the only one.
Von kissed her deeply, and without a word, he proceeded to do exactly that.
It took a little practice to get a rhythm going, but Sophie was patient and more than happy to guide him, quietly urging him when to speed up and when to slow down and how exactly she liked best to be fucked. It would have been easy for him to lose all control at this point, how good her body felt against his, and how perfect her pussy felt around his cock, but she always helped keep the pace. Von didn't know how much experience Sophie had, and he didn't care, because in this moment it allowed their sex to be even better than it might have been if they were both fumbling virgins. She kept him on task, guiding him, encouraging him, and teaching him how to be a better lover.
Soon he was pumping his hips into her in a steady pace, not exactly slow, but not exactly fast, and certainly enough to bring them both to a place of absolute pleasure. Their grunts and groans filled the room as they worked up a sweat, Von eagerly beginning to fuck her properly beneath him and getting Sophie to squeal.
"Yes, yes, yes, I fucking love it! I love it so much... goodness, it feels so fucking fantastic! More, more, harder, fuck me harder, I can take it, I love it, I love it, I love it!!!" she wailed.
Fucking into her harder and seeing the effect it had on her, letting the pleasure overtake him, Von was hit by a sudden and clear revelation. Her words triggered something in his head, something powerful and so clear that it might have been a religious experience if it weren't so personal.
Continuing to fuck her, but now with a greater focus, he said, "I love you, Sophie..."
Sophie looked up at him, her eyes wide with surprise, a surprise that quickly turned to a broad smile. She pulled him in, kissing him deeply.
Breaking the kiss, she whispered into his ear. "I love you too, Von..."
And with that, Sophie used surprising strength to roll both of them over, with Von now on his back and her on top. She unlocked her legs from behind him, then sat up on his cock.
Von looked up at her, stunned at the sight of this beautiful girl he loved above him, her pretty face, her massive tits, the way her pussy lips stretched obscenely to take his massive cock... everything about this sight was thoroughly intoxicating and drove him mad with pleasure.
And that was before she began to fuck him.
There was no gentleness, no slowness to this fuck now, as if their admission had unleashed the floodgates. Sophie bounced on his cock without abandon, her heaving tits and jiggling ass a sight that would have made Von harder than he already was, were that even physically possible.



"Yes! It feels so fucking good to admit it, I love fucking you so much! I love you! I have for a while, I wish it was something I could have been woman enough to admit then, but I love it, I love you, and your cock, your cock feels so fucking amazing!!!" Sophie squealed, reaching up and grabbing her tits, pinching her nipples and groaning as she fucked him wildly.
"You're so beautiful... I should never have let anything stop me from pursuing you, all that nonsense..." Von groaned in response.
"Grab my ass!" Sophie commanded.
Von slid his big, strong hands to grab her ass, better helping her ride him. "Like that?"
"Like that!" she squealed, laughing and groaning at once. "As soon as I figured this out about myself, I should've come right to you... we could have been doing this for months, we could have been fucking each other's brains out instead of holding back!"
He found that image she painted to be a seductive one, making him regret that they hadn't done this sooner.
Still, they could always try to make the most of it. "We'll have to make up for lost time... as often as we can..."
"We should tell our parents that we're boyfriend and girlfriend!" Sophie groaned. "Then they won't have a way of stopping us..."
Von rather liked that thought. "We could... but we'd have to find ways of sneaking away from them... I think they'd like to keep an eye on us, wouldn't you?"
"Maybe... but that would be part of the fun... part of the *danger*," she moaned particularly loudly as he squeezed her ass. "But there are ample opportunities for all sorts of wicked fun in this town, and they trust us because we're their *good* kids... I think we shall find many a chance to do this..."
Von would have gone into detail about how much his mother watched him like a hawk whenever he wasn't at church, but he thought that might not be the best for this moment.
What did feel best in this moment, however, was a bit of a warning.
"I'm... uh... I'm feeling something again..." he groaned, fucking up into her, yet feeling that undeniable pressure building in his balls once more.
"Me too... your cock is hitting so many sensitive places... just a little longer... and you'll make me cum again..." Sophie moaned, reaching down with one hand to play with her clit while she wildly fucked him.
"Yes..." Von responded, unable to stop, but needing to be clear since he was well aware that he was fucking her without protection. "But shouldn't I pull out... shouldn't we..."
With a fiery look of lust that would have gotten any man to do anything, Sophie locked her eyes onto Von's and said in her sweet, commanding voice, "Cum in me... I want you to fucking cum in me... I *need* you to fucking cum in me... do it, Von, fucking do it... cum for me and make me cum... I want to feel your hot cum inside me... please..."
Common sense might have made him think on this moment a little longer, but common sense had left a long time ago.
"Alright," he replied, helping her fuck onto him as he held onto her ass. "Soon, it will be soon, keep going, please, I love it, I love it..."
"Yes, yes, yes, here it comes, here it comes, here it... YEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSS FUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!!!" Sophie cried out, her pussy spasming as she came again, her juices positively spurting out this time as her orgasm tore through her.
"Oh... FUCK!" Von roared, cumming deep inside of her with more of his pent up cum.
The overwhelming pleasure made it feel like it may have been even bigger than last time, though he imagined her clutching cunt milking him had something to do with that. Shot after shot went deep inside of her pussy, making each of them quiver and moan as he emptied into her, and they let pleasure consume them.
Soon, she was an utter mess, shaking and sweating and breathing heavily, her hair a mess as she looked down at him with faintly teary eyes. Von looked up at her with a nearly divine awe, happier than he ever knew it was possible to be, and certain he had never seen a more beautiful sight.
Finally, Sophie collapsed on top of him, giggling and kissing him repeatedly and whispering over and over how much she loved him. Von found this a sentiment that was very easy to return, as he kissed her back eagerly, embracing her and holding her close in his strong arms. They held like this for some time, lost in their own world, this bed now their own personal raft in a great sea of bliss.
"Alright, alright, I've left you two to your own devices as long as I can, because what you were doing there was fucking beautiful, but I cannot hold off any longer..."
This voice was accompanied by slow clapping, and to see where it was coming from, Sophie rolled off of Von and onto her back next to him, better allowing the both of them to see a now cum-free Rose standing in the doorway of the bathroom.
"Rose," Sophie said, casual, as if she hadn't just had the fuck of a lifetime.
In his surprise, Von was considerably blunter. "I feel kinda bad... I sorta forgot you were here..."
"Oh, I am certainly here," she replied, bounding toward the bed and jumping on between them, lying down on her stomach so she could better make her presence known. "I washed up some time ago, but it seemed that the two of you needed a moment alone to sort your feelings out... and clearly, I was right. It was rather beautiful, I must admit, watching you two sort that out... and then the sex! Ah, the sex! We should all be so lucky for our first times to be as beautiful as that, and you, Von, holy shit did you deliver marvelously! It took everything I had not to pry you two apart and fuck the living daylights out of each of you, but I was good! I stayed in my doorway and I touched myself and I might have cum twice watching the two of you."
"We were that good?" Von asked, impressed.
"You were... good," Rose responded, kissing first Von, then Sophie, playfully. "Nobody is amazing their first time, but you were good... I've seen some big black cocks in my time, but none that compare with yours..."
For emphasis, she reached down and gently stroked his softening cock, rubbing both his and Sophie's juices off of it and pressing it to her lips, sucking them both down luxuriantly.
Turning her attention to Sophie, she continued, "And you know that my lust for you has no bounds, and that I absolutely adore your body... but seeing the two of you together, professing your love, ah... that really pushed matters over the edge. Call me a softie, but that made me so wet..."
Sophie reached between her legs, making Rose squeal in surprise.
"She's right," Sophie said to Von, almost conspiratorial.
Von grinned. "Good to know we pleased you."
"And happy to be pleased, believe me!" Rose replied, running her fingers over Von's chest with one hand, while groping one of Sophie's tits with her other. "Now, given this profession of love, I don't want to step on any toes, especially since I respect that some of your ideas about relationships might be a bit more... traditional, Von Everett... but if it's not a problem, I think I'd really like to fuck both of you into oblivion soon, if you find that acceptable?"
In many ways, Von still had a number of traditional ideas flowing through his mind, but, as it was, this day had certainly become more than a little non-traditional, and he wasn't going to let his errant thoughts get in the way now.
"Go nuts," he replied, loving the way it made Rose smile so broadly it lit up her entire face.
"Thank you!" she said, leaning in to kiss him, before she climbed on top of Sophie.
Now, by this point, Von had had a passing familiarity with the fact that Sophie and Rose liked to fool around, and had taken some distinct glee watching them kissing as they sucked his cock, but he hadn't even in the darkest recesses of his recently opened mind considered what it might be like to see the two of them properly fuck, or how truly beautiful a sight it might be.
Rose and Sophie kissed hungrily, as if this were the first time they had seen each other in years, their hands all over one another as they groped and stroked each other, their hands finding each other's pussies as they fingered each other. It was a sight to behold and one that held him enraptured, watching the two of them pleasure each other almost as if they didn't have to think about it, as if each knew the other's body so well that they automatically knew where they needed to be touched to be given the greatest pleasure.
Though enjoying the show, Von also took notes, watching and learning and meaning to put what he'd seen to good use.
It was watching each of them like this where Von first watched the two of them make each other cum, panting and groaning, moaning and calling each other some truly nasty names that only seemed to help both of these beautiful girls get off even harder.
While he needed to recharge after each orgasm, it didn't seem like they were bound by quite as much in the way of physical limitations. Moments after they each made each other cum messily, Sophie rotated under Rose so that each of them had their mouths available for the other's pussy.
Again, this was something that Von never would have once considered possible in his life, but watching the two of them eat each other out simultaneously proved to be a painfully erotic sight. In no time at all, this image had brought his cock back to full strength, and before he knew what he was doing, he was stroking himself again as the two girls ate each other's pussies. Though they were well wrapped up in each other, this was a sight clearly not lost on Rose, who flashed Von a quick, hungry smile, before she buried her face back between Sophie's legs and the two girls brought each other to orgasm again.
Gingerly, and with shaky legs, Rose now climbed off of Sophie, her face glistening with the other girl's juices as it had once been covered in Von's.
On all fours and giggling profusely, Rose looked back at Sophie. "Now, while I understand the two of you are now boyfriend and girlfriend, and I wouldn't want to interfere with that in any way, I meant it when I said I wanted to fuck both of you. If there's no issue there, Sophie Cusack, my hot and wonderful friend, and you, Von Everett, one of the most gorgeous men I've seen in some time, I'd really love some of that glorious cock... would that be acceptable?"
Sophie and Von exchanged a glance, and a silent, knowing nod, before he answered, "That would be... quite enjoyable, I think..."
"Fantastic," Rose purred, turning around to better give a view of her ass and pussy to Von.
She flexed her ass at him, encouraging, and looked over her shoulder at his somewhat bewildered face. "This would be right about the time where you should be on your knees behind me, sliding that long, fat cock into my tight, sweet little cunt..."
This made Von's cock twitch, and while the position seemed unconventional to him, he wasn't going to complain. He got up on his knees behind her, letting his cock lead the way as Rose reached between her legs and grabbed hold of him, rubbing his head over her hot, wet lips.
"Only your pussy?" Sophie teased. "I would have thought you would have had him balls deep in your ass by now..."
Von raised an eyebrow at this.
Rose laughed. "Not this time... it's his first time, and I wouldn't want to scare him off..."
Groaning at the way she rubbed his cockhead against her most sensitive parts, Von couldn't help but look down at her flexing ass, and the tight-looking hole winking within. "People... people actually do that with their... ass? I thought that was just stories..."
Sophie and Rose looked at each other and exchanged a laugh.
"That is so cute..." Rose chuckled. "Oh, Von Everett... we have such sights to show you. But, later."
"And *butt* later," Sophie said, sharing her own giggle, before turning her attention to Von. "We both love a nice cock up our asses, but it's also a little more advanced... we'll get you used to fucking our pussies first... but another time maybe, yes, we can have fun with our asses. Believe me, they're *much* tighter than our pussies."
"Yours was very tight," Von said, disbelieving of what she had to say.
"And so is mine..." Rose said, lining up his cockhead so that it parted her lips. "And it's about time you found out... come on, Von Everett... fuck me... this little slut needs to be fucked hard..."
With little hesitation, and Sophie's lustful encouragement, Von pushed forward and slid his cock deep into Rose's pussy. While she wasn't *quite* as tight as Sophie, her pussy still gripped his cock tightly, pushing him and urging him forward until every inch of him was buried within her. This was not without some resistance, of course, and Rose's confident voice began to break with every passing inch until she was whimpering and begging him for everything he had, but once he was all the way in, Rose looked back at him again with that painfully confident smirk of hers and simply squeezed his cock with her cunt.
This began the second fuck of his life.
There was little of the intimacy that he had with Sophie with Rose, but she more than made up for this with enthusiasm. While Sophie was soft and curvy, Rose had the tight, fit body of an athlete, and demanded a workout to match from him. Though he was ostensibly in control, being the one vigorously thrusting into her, she was in clear, complete control of this coupling.
"That's it, fuck me, fuck me harder! Fuck, I love big cocks like this, always getting so deep, stretching me in all the best ways, and your cock was built for a cunt like mine... fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck yes... yes, a girl could get used to treatment like this... I know you two might be a couple now, but please, be sure to bring him by whenever you can, yeah?" Rose said to Sophie, before turning her attention back to Von.
"I think what you two have is a lovely and wonderful thing, but don't think for a second that I won't take any opportunity I can get to get some of your cock... fuck, it's so fucking good, keep going, keep going, keep fucking me harder, make me a cummy little whore... make me your fucking little slut for that big, black cock... yes, yes, yes!" Rose moaned.
Eagerly, Sophie crawled up next to Von and Rose, getting up on her knees so she could kiss him. "Slap her ass. Hard. That'll get her going like you wouldn't believe..."
"If you say so..." Von grunted, taking one of his hands off of Rose's hips and raising it above her ass.
SMACK!
Rose yowled pleasurably, only fucking back against him harder. "Ooh... fuck, you two really know what I like... but you can do better than that, Von Everett? A big, strong man like you with such big, strong hands... my ass can take more punishment than that..."
She grinned back at him challengingly, and although everything he had ever learned about how to treat a woman told him not to do this, she was asking so nicely, and she did seem to enjoy herself so much...
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
Rose was yowling and crying out, her body shaking in pleasure as she continued fucking back against him hard, matched only now by his own increased pace. Von had completely turned himself over to this delicious fuck, pummeling her pussy with his cock as he continued going at her harder and harder.
Sophie, for her part, got on her back and slid beneath Rose, the two of them now rubbing up against each other and making out as Von fucked Rose on top of his new girlfriend. He could see and feel their hands all over each other, both Rose and Sophie fingering Rose's pussy as he fucked her, feeling another orgasm building from seemingly nowhere as he kept fucking in and out of her.
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
It was with the final impact of his hand on her ass that Rose cried out in ecstasy, her body shaking in orgasm as if she had been electrocuted as her pussy gushed on his cock and sprayed against his inner thighs.
Impressively, Von hadn't cum just yet, but he knew that when he did, he wanted to be looking Rose in the eyes. He pulled out of her, rolling her off of Sophie and onto her back, then slid back into Rose's pussy, thrusting into her as she looked up at him with wide, impressed eyes.
"Not bad, Von Everett..." she groaned as he picked up the pace once more. "But it would be even better if my legs were on your shoulders, I think... I am incredibly flexible, after all, one of the many benefits of being a reformed cheer-slut..."
Admittedly, in this position, Von didn't have the best idea of how this was actually supposed to work, but Rose knew what she wanted well enough. She pivoted her legs into his hands and guided them one at a time onto his shoulders, before encouraging him to lean into her. This position really allowed some truly deep penetration, and solid traction for him, letting him truly fuck her as hard as she wanted.
Sophie snuck in, offering her hands and mouth and tits to both of them, alternating between kissing each of them while reaching down to finger Rose's clit. While Rose and Von did their best to kiss through this contorted, intense fuck, with Sophie's nimble fingers on her pussy, and Von's deep penetration, there was no way that this was going to last long. With one last, loud cry, Rose came again even harder than the last time.
It was all too much for Von as her muscles massaged him, forcing out another loud, grunting orgasm. His pumping slowed, he sent shot after shot of cum deep into her pussy until he slowed, then stopped, pulling out of her and falling to his back on the bed, panting and sweating and feeling thoroughly spent, and even more thoroughly satisfied.
He laughed, smiling as he looked to the two girls.
"Fucking WOW!" Von declared, laughing proudly. "Is it always this good?"
Sophie crawled next to him, curling under the crook of one of his arms, which he wrapped around her comfortingly. "It's pretty nice if you've got good people to share it with."
Rose situated herself wrapped in his other arm, grinning a sly, satisfied smile. "Which in this town, thankfully, you are rarely at a lack of options for. Not that I'm not rooting for you two, because I am... you make a cute couple, and I wish you nothing but the best, but... still, you must know there is a lot of fun that can be had with more than just yours truly to join you."
"Oh, I know it..." Sophie purred, then giggling. "I can think of a few girls who would lose their minds for someone like you, Von, all sorts of new experiences we can treat you to..."
Von was still trying to wrap his mind around confronting his longtime religious hangups, having his longtime crush now happy to call herself his girlfriend, and the fact that he'd lost his virginity to her and one of her friends... it was a lot to take in, and the thought of bringing anyone else into the picture, or any new, intensely naughty experiences, was almost overwhelming.
Almost.
Looking down, he saw his cock twitching to life, a fact that hadn't been lost on Sophie and Rose.
"Well," Von said, taking a breath. "I guess there's a first time for everything."
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing these stories is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going. Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying my works. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. It's been a rough few years, and in times like this, it becomes very easy to give in to anger and let that rule your life. I ask that, instead of letting anger run your life, take a breath, ask yourself if anger is really best in this moment, and if it isn't, try to consider putting some kindness out into the world instead. It's a rough world out there these days, and while that doesn't look like it will change anytime soon, it doesn't take much to make it just a little bit better. Please be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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***
SUNDAY MORNING
***
Before my senior year of high school began, I never thought I'd be the kind of guy who'd wake up bright and early and just jump into working out. However, with all the life-altering changes this year brought, regularly working out was ultimately one of the less remarkable ones.
When the year began, I was a scrawny and pale nerd who stood just under six feet tall. The nerd part hadn't changed, nor had the paleness or my height, but with the help of a very enthusiastic cheerleader (who now happened to be one of my two girlfriends), I'd gotten in pretty good shape by March, putting on a fair bit of muscle and gaining stamina over the past months. I would never look amazing or be in a place where I'd try out for the football team, but even I had to admit that in the right light, I was looking pretty good these days.
This did, however, have the unexpected side effect that I actually started to itch and ache for exercise if I had gone too long without it, and that the only cure for this was to actually do something every so often.
And that is how, even while on something of a long weekend vacation, I found myself waking up earlier than I expected and ready to jump out of bed, eager to get a jog in. I put on my glasses, dressed quietly and looked back at the bed, finding it a *very* difficult bed to leave, as still sleeping in it was the deliciously nude form of Mrs. Cassandra Pruitt. She was the mother of one of my oldest friends, Kaitlyn (the girl who took my virginity, as a matter of fact), and we'd spent the better part of the night fucking every which way until we were ready to pass out. For a woman I had often looked up to as a surrogate mother figure when I was little, I never knew how utterly filthy she could be... how eagerly she'd take it in every hole, guzzling down my cum and begging for more, all the while sharing in a certain unique intimacy that made me hard just to think about last night...
Fuck, just looking at her in bed like this, softly breathing on her back, her DD-cup tits rising and falling, it nearly made me change my plans. I could have just stopped then and there, stripped back down and woken her up so we could have some serious fun. No doubt she'd give me one hell of a workout, at that, one that would make any jog pale in comparison.
But once I started having sex with one of the MILFs at this getaway, I knew I wouldn't be able to stop, and I still wanted to check out the beautifully forested area surrounding the house the book club rented for the weekend before we all had to go back to our regular lives.
So, after I finished dressing and pulled on my shoes, I crept out of the room, and then made my way towards the back door. It was mostly quiet inside, and no doubt most of the ladies were still sleeping. The sun was shining, but everyone had a lot to sleep off after the partying of the last couple days... though I could swear I heard some moaning in the distance, which brought a smile to my face.
I slipped out the sliding glass door near the kitchen, out past the pool and the hot tub, and took in the beautiful morning before me. The nearby lake was shimmering with the early morning sun and looked utterly idyllic, while the forest of pine trees that ran around it looked as gorgeous and simultaneously foreboding. I'd heard from Lauren on our drive up that there were supposed to be some hiking and jogging trails that ran around the lake, and as I stepped off the deck that led away from the house's pool area, I found one quickly enough that looked like it passed through a decently dense area of forest, but not too far from the lake.
With a grin, I took off at a decently paced jog, enjoying the freedom of the moment.
Now, normally nature and I didn't exactly get along. Everything that grew seemed to live for attacking my sinuses, while the sun wanted nothing more than to boil me alive. While I couldn't help any of my issues with the plant side of things, the trees did offer sufficient cover from the sun, and when I realized that I could breathe decently enough after a good jog away from the house, I put on the speed and really got into it.
Without my phone, I only had the sounds of the forest, my own steady breaths, and my footfalls on the fallen leaves and needles to keep me company. It was a unique experience for a proud city kid, but I was loving this moment of solitude. I had spent most of my life more or less being my own best friend, but this year had brought about a social life and dozens of new friends that I couldn't have been more grateful for, as well as all the social obligations that came with this newly expanded life. I didn't get as much time by myself as I was used to, and while this was still a distinct improvement, it did give some extra power to these moments of solitude that I chose for myself.
Jogging like this, I felt fucking *alive*, with every step energizing me and filling me with life, and I could have howled with joy if I wasn't afraid of pissing off anything that might have been living in the forest and wanting to make a meal out of me.
I'd probably made it a little more than a mile and a half down one of the trails before I stopped, taking a moment to stretch and catch my breath and get back to savoring... well, everything about this weekend, really. This slice of paradise in nature I was taking was good for a brief change of pace, but that novelty was wearing off, and suddenly getting back to the house began to sound positively exciting. The thought of all those horny MILFs, many of whom I considered close friends, waking up and getting ready for another day of hot sex... well, that got the blood flowing somewhere else in my body now that I'd filled up my need for some alone time. I was feeling in a mood for seizing this day and going after what I wanted, and if I didn't want to miss out on any of those opportunities, I knew I'd be best off making my way back to the house.
So, I turned back, wondering just what kind of debauchery awaited me...
I didn't have to wait very long to find out.
A short distance from the house, I could hear the familiar sounds of a woman moaning. Not just any woman, but one I was intimately familiar with.
Not wanting to interrupt what would certainly prove an interesting sight, I slowed my jog and crept along the path, sneaking closer until I could discover the source of the moaning... no, not just moaning anymore. Moaning, and a voice, one that was low and playful and pleasantly commanding, as two women had snuck off to the edge of the forest for a little outdoor fun.
Creeping through the trees and keeping myself reasonably well-hidden, I snuck around to the source of these sounds and saw a truly delightful sight. Statuesque redhead Mrs. Lauren McNeil had her back to a tree. Her long, straight hair was held back from her face in a ponytail, while she'd dressed well for a run with jogging shoes, light-colored leggings and an equally light sports bra. This look showed off her pale, flawless skin almost as well as it showed off her pornstar body, with toned legs leading to an epic ass, and large, DDD-cup tits that threatened to spill out of her sports bra.
Well, I should say they *would've* threatened to spill out of her sports bra, if her magnificently epic tits hadn't already been freed. Her magnificently round breasts were bared with hard nipples standing out proudly, while her gorgeous face was screwed up in a look of absolute ecstasy. She moaned loudly, bracing herself against the tree as her shapely, and now shaky as hell, legs struggled to keep her balanced.
This condition was most likely due to the woman standing in front of her, who had one hand buried down the front of Lauren's leggings, while the other groped at her tits.
Seeing who she was with, I was hardly going to blame Lauren for losing control.
"See? Isn't this a lot better than worrying about some bitch who isn't even here yet?" Ms. Viola Kent purred, grinning deliciously as she vigorously fingered Lauren. "This is a weekend about fun and excitement... not worrying about some cunt who likes to start problems..."
Lauren groaned, her eyes fluttering as she tried to put any words together. "I... but... but..."
"Hush, now..." Viola said, her beautiful brown eyes darting briefly in my direction, almost as if she knew where I was. "Don't talk... just cum for me like a good little slut..."
This was an interesting way to put it, considering that Lauren was positively Amazonian compared to Viola. While Lauren was a 5'11" stacked redhead, Viola was a lithe and lean 5'7" brunette, with a toned, dancer's body that was showcased well by her own dark sports bra and stretchy booty shorts ensemble. Her silky, mid-back length black hair was tied up in a bun, allowing me to get something of a look of her achingly beautiful face as she continued to finger Lauren. While I couldn't be sure that she'd seen me, the way she stepped ever so slightly to the side gave me a better view of Lauren's half-naked body, which I appreciated greatly.
While it looked like they had gotten a bit distracted while taking a jog of their own, I certainly wasn't going to complain. I watched them like this for a few minutes, Viola pushing Lauren closer and closer to an orgasm as she herself began to look like a lust-fueled monster. By the time she was leaning in to first suckle at, then gently bite onto Lauren's tits, I already had my cock pulled out of my shorts, stroking myself in anticipation at this powerfully erotic sight.
By the time Viola bit down nice and hard, Lauren had hit her limit, crying out and shaking with explosive pressure as Viola made her cum. She writhed and jerked against the side of the tree, her legs threatening to give out beneath her as she came violently. Though seemingly small, Viola had the muscles of a dancer and was more than capable of keeping Lauren vertical, holding her and whispering sweet nothings to her as she kissed Lauren through the last waves, before letting go and pulling her hand from Lauren's pants.
"See? Isn't this better than worrying over nothing?" Viola asked, kissing her friend and smiling with some amusement.
"Oh, god... much..." Lauren laughed, her body now flush with exertion.
Viola licked her glistening fingers off. "You really gushed hard there..."
"I did?" Lauren asked, looking down at her leggings with some embarrassment. "Holy fuck, I really did! God, I'm a fucking mess..."
"I'll take that as a compliment to my skills..." Viola said, thrusting the last of her juice-soaked fingers in Lauren's mouth, relishing the power of making the redhead suck her fingers clean. "You should probably head back to the house and clean up... I still think I've got a workout in me to go..."
"Yeah... yeah, that's probably a good idea... but when you get back, you better sit on my face! I need to pay you back!" Lauren said, walking off wobbily toward the house.
Viola laughed. "Ha! I know you're good for it..."
She waited a moment to make sure Lauren had gotten a good distance away before shaking her head and sighing. "Alright, Ryan, show's over; you can come out now..."
There was no point in denying my presence, so I stepped out from behind the tree I'd been watching from. I was no longer stroking my cock, but I didn't see any need to hide it, either. Even at this distance, the heat between the two of us was undeniable; I'd long thought Viola Kent was one of the hottest women I'd ever known, and when the two of us got together in the bedroom, there was nothing but fire. Everything about her, from her playful sarcasm, to that slight glint of dark mischief in her eyes, to the subtlest graceful movements of her unbearably hot dancer's body, made her into the walking embodiment of sex. Merely being in her presence had a way of getting me hard almost instantly, and now with such a charged moment between us... yeah, I was looking forward to what would be happening shortly.
"My, my, my, looks like you were enjoying your little bout with voyeurism," she purred in her sexiest confident tone, looking down at all ten, thick inches of my cock. "You had a good time watching Lauren and me play, didn't you?"
"That obvious, huh?" I said, walking over to her and smiling, confident.
"Pretty obvious..." Viola replied as I got close to her, reaching down and gently taking hold of my cock.
I groaned. I think she might have groaned a little too as my cock twitched in her hand, smiles crossing both of our faces.
"Though I don't mean to distract much from that excellent treatment you're giving me, I must ask... what's got Lauren so bothered that you had to finger her worries away?" I asked, curious and trying to prevent my own knees from weakening at Viola's touch.
"One of the later arrivals showing up today... she can be a bit of a handful," she replied, gently stroking my cock and spreading my precum around with her thumb.
Groaning, I asked, "Who?"
"Karen Bowman," Viola said simply, speeding up her handjob ever so slightly at the mention of a name she knew would get a reaction.
It was only the firmness of her jerking my cock that kept my reaction to this name from being more dramatic. While I'd never met Karen Bowman in person, I knew her son, Kyle, much better than I'd have ever wanted to. A football player and bully of the highest order, he'd made most of my life in high school hell, while he got away with everything by being handsome and wealthy and well-connected. At the beginning of this year, I'd gained enough confidence (through the power of sex, naturally) to finally refuse doing his schoolwork, which led to him knocking me out cold. With the help of my friends, I'd gotten my revenge on Kyle at Homecoming, fucking his current girlfriend and getting him expelled in the same night in what was easily one of the highlights of my life.
For the past month or so, however, I'd been receiving trays of cookies sent to my house from his mother, who was trying to make nice with me and my dad for reasons I didn't thoroughly understand yet. I didn't know much about her other than her being a kind of power player around our small town, head of the PTA (even after Kyle was expelled, which I didn't fully understand) and with her finger in almost every pie around... I knew she was currently threatening to veto the school drama department's upcoming spring play, no doubt to throw her weight around after what happened with Kyle, and I wouldn't doubt that she had other plans for revenge in play.
A conflict with her was something I knew to be inevitable, but it wasn't something I was expecting to happen so soon. Sure, Viola had mentioned once that she was part of the book club, but... well, maybe in my naivete, I'd thought that I wouldn't have to deal with her this weekend.
Not when I was much happier dealing with Viola's strong, eager hand on my cock.
I moaned. "Fuck that's good... why... how is Karen Bowman even a part of this club... you ladies don't really... don't really seem her speed..."
Viola laughed, never once letting up on her perfect handjob. "No... you're right about that... I think when she first joined, she thought it was an actual book club... where she could talk books and drink wine and network, or at least try to dominate all of us ladies in conversation until she got exactly what she wanted and steered every conversation in a way that would suit her... and things were difficult when she joined, but I could tell that she probably had a wild side buried deep inside of her..."
"An uptight bitch like her..." I said breathily, thrusting against Viola's hand. "Bet she loves it in the ass."
"How'd you guess?" Viola said, raising an eyebrow in amusement.
"Sage advice from one of the smartest people I know," I said, thinking fondly of one of my earliest sexual encounters this year. "So she caught on to the book club's true purpose?"
"Karen? Oh yeah," Viola said, unmindful of the way I reached up and pulled her sports bra over her tits, revealing her perfect and bare B-cup tits to me. "She's a real crazy slut if you give her half the chance... she'll try to walk all over you first, and she's pretty greedy if you let her, but if you don't give her an inch, you can take her pretty easily..."
While I was enjoying this advice for what was to come later, I was enjoying the feeling of Viola's hand, and the sight of her rock-hard nipples, even more. Hungry, and determined to get what I wanted today, I grabbed hold of Viola's wrist and took her hand off my cock. A little forcefully, I grabbed her by the shoulders, turning her around and bending her over so she had to brace her hands on the nearby tree she'd been fingering Lauren against earlier. With her perfect, tight and deliciously round ass pointed out toward me, Viola looked perfectly vulnerable, and painfully sexy.
Viola looked over her shoulder at me with one of her amazing, "come fuck me" gazes, then set about lightly twerking her ass at me. Though she may have been a loving and supportive mother now, it was moments like this when I could see her former career as a stripper showing through.
"Well, Ryan... you got me all bent over and ready, and you have no idea how fucking horny I am right now..." Viola said, grinning lustfully and continuing to gyrate her ass seductively, jutting out just enough to rub her clothed ass against my bare cock. "It seems like you know what you want..."
"I do..." I said, grinning back at her and taking a step closer, now resting my cock between her clothed ass cheeks as she continued to twerk.
"Well?" she continued, dropping her voice into a seductively husky tone. "What are you gonna do about it?"
Licking my lips, I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her booty shorts, and began to pull.
Darkly, I hissed, "This..."
***
If you were to look at the forested lake where the book club had chosen to take their retreat this year from a distance, the sight you would have seen would have likely seemed idyllic. Serene, even. A true slice of natural glory that not even man's destructive hand could have found a way of destroying.
If you were to actually be present in that forest near our isolated hideaway, on the other hand, you would have known it was anything *but* serene.
"GOD, YES!!! FUCK MY ASS! FUCK MY ASS! FUCK MY SLUTTY MILF ASS!!!" Viola cried out as I did, well, exactly that.
She was turned away from me, one hand braced against the same tree she'd been fingering Lauren against, the other hand between her legs, furiously fingering her clit. Her shorts and panties were dropped around her ankles, much like my own shorts as I drove every damn inch of my cock in and out of her tight, toned ass. Her bare tits bounced with every impact as I gripped her hips with my hands tightly, driving into her without abandon as I got to savor one of life's greatest pleasures balls deep and rough as I could.



"YES! YES! FUCK ME LIKE THAT! FUCK ME, RYAN, FUCK ME HARDER! GOD, YES! KEEP GOING, KEEP GOING, YOU'RE GONNA MAKE ME CUM..." she roared, before dropping her head and lowering her voice to a sultry, hungry growl. "And then I'm gonna make you cum... gonna make you feel so fucking good that you can't help but cum deep in my perfect, hot ass... goddamn..."
This wasn't my first time fucking Viola Kent in the ass, but for how tight she was, you would have thought this was her first time. I knew that she, like a lot of the other dancers I'd been with, kept it pretty fucking tight, but this woman... god, she had a way of pushing me to my fucking limit. I knew she wanted to cum first, but the way she was squeezing me, every so often looking back at me with those unbelievably sexy eyes, gritting her teeth and urging me on... fuck, I doubted I could go on for very long with her.
It wouldn't stop me from trying, however.
Or pulling any dirty tricks that I knew might push things over the edge.
SMACK!
The sound of my hand slapping her ass echoed through the trees, causing her to yelp, and look back at me with a lustful fire.
"That the best you can do..." she grunted, her eyes rolling back briefly before locking onto mine. "...motherfucker?"
I grinned darkly, picking up my pace as I fucked into her more savagely. "Yeah, I'm a motherfucker..."
SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
Her squeals got louder with every impact, her pussy positively gushing as I worked to drive her over the edge.
"...and you fucking love it, don't you?" I grunted.
"Damn right I do... fuck... fuck, fuck, fuck..." Viola moaned, pushing back against me as I continued to violate her ass. "It's so fucking hot watching you drive each of my friends insane... watching you force this beautiful, epic fucking cock into all their tight holes like these bitches deserve, make them all into cummed out sluts, but knowing you get hardest for me!"
She laughed playfully, rocking her ass against me as I continued to drive into her tight, forbidden hole.
I knew she didn't seriously compare herself to her friends any more than I did, but that didn't stop me from playing with her when we were both riled up like this.
"You're damn right you are... I fucking love it... god, I love your ass, your body, your face... fuck... you're fucking perfect..." I grunted, smacking her ass once more.
"Yes, yes, yes, keep going, keep going, just a little harder, a little longer, I'm almost, almost, almost..." Viola said, urging me on with her eyes.
Before she could cry out hard enough that we could be heard three states over, I leaned into Viola, pressing my body into hers and kissing her deeply as she came. Her body bucked against mine, hard, her ass squeezing my cock with such force that I couldn't help but let go. I grunted against her lips, burying deep as I came deep inside of her ass, filling her deeply with cum.
We both held like this for a moment, shuddering and twitching as we ran through the last of our orgasms, resting with my cock buried deep inside of her while we caught our breaths.
"Well... that certainly beats my usual morning jog," Viola chuckled, playfully squeezing my cock with her ass.
"Mine too," I said.
"It could've been a lot worse... I almost went running with Brandy and, well, we probably wouldn't have made it out of the house before that beautiful bitch would have just fucked me into oblivion... we would've completely forgotten about the run, I think..." she said, kissing me again, before pushing me away.
On wobbly legs, I stepped back, watching my cum dripping out of her well-stretched asshole with some awe before I reached down and pulled up my shorts.
"Yeah, she does seem like she'd be pretty wild..." I said, thinking of the statuesque Latina Brandy Rivera, who had only joined the party yesterday.
"She is... and she's horny as fuck for you, just so you're warned..." Viola chuckled, trying to get to her feet and finding it difficult, but ultimately managing before she turned to face me. "After Cassandra took you yesterday before she could sample that cock, she was all distraught, took it out on a few of our asses with a strap-on... but when she comes for you, I wouldn't say no... she'll give you a time you'll never forget."
"Unless I go for her first," I countered. "I'm having one of those days I'm thinking about seizing... and I intend to seize a lot."
She smirked at me, proud. "Good. It's about damn time."
Viola reached down for her shorts, considering them, before ultimately stepping out of them and picking them up, before readjusting her breasts back into her sports bra. She balled up her shorts and panties in one hand and then did a quick stretch, before reaching back and grimacing slightly as I realized she slipped a finger into her asshole.
"Goddamn... you really destroyed my ass..." she laughed, pulling a finger out and sucking a dollop of my cum off of it.
"Sorry-not-sorry," I said. "You're going back to the house like this?"
"Damn right I am," Viola laughed again, turning around to show off with some pride the river of cum flowing from her ass down her inner thighs. "I'm gonna show off to *everyone* what I just did... kind of like a trophy..."
"Nice..." I replied, enjoying the sexy sight before me.
"You're damn right it's nice," she sighed, appreciative, sampling one more dollop of my cum before smiling sweetly. "Ah, my daughter's lucky to have you in her life. And not just because she gets to fuck you on the regular, but... you're a good guy. Considering some of the men I've had in my life, I know she could do one hell of a lot worse..."
"And I'm lucky to have her," I replied, honestly. Viola's daughter, Sarah, had become one of my better friends and frequent sexual partners over the year, and I thought the world of her.
Viola considered me for a moment, before adding, "I know she'd have a hard time telling you this, but you do know that she's sweet on you, right?"
I thought about this, and realized that the feeling was rather mutual. Sarah was one of the nicest, sweetest girls I knew, shy to a fault but with a strength she could summon with the right motivation that I found impressive. While I already had two girlfriends, and we were still figuring out the dynamic of our throuple, I knew Josie and Brooke would be happy to expand our unconventional romantic dynamic, and that both of them loved Sarah in their own way.
And I'd be lying if I said I didn't love Sarah, either...
I shook my head. "Not this weekend? I'm here to have fun with all you wonderful, and fucking hot, ladies... and talking about real world stuff like this..."
Viola nodded, knowingly. "Enough said. Let's keep our weekend of illusion alive, yeah?"
I breathed a sigh of relief, looking her up and down and licking my lips. "Thanks. Thanks, so much... I mean, I care about your daughter a lot, but..."
"You wanted to seize this day, not what comes a few days from now," she replied.
"Exactly," I replied.
"Well..." Viola said, raising an eyebrow. "Aside from needing a shower after all this... is there anyone else I could help you seize?"
I thought on her generous offer for a moment, then grinned. There was someone I'd had a few near encounters with over the course of this weekend that I wouldn't have minded getting to know a little better.
I said, "Actually..."
***
I turned off the shower, feeling clean and refreshed after my anal fuck with Viola this morning. The fact that I wasn't being jumped right now told me that Viola had done her job, clearing this room for me and my plans. It gave me time to dry off, and look forward to seeing a plan come together. I knew that any number of things might come up that could throw these plans off, that even with Viola's efforts, the woman I wanted to see might not be interested at this moment...
But I was optimistic.
Now feeling suitably dry, I tied the towel around my waist, pulled on my glasses, and stepped out into the bedroom.
What I saw lying down on the bed made my mouth water, and my cock twitch.
"Viola said you were looking for me?" Sra. Ana Lopez said, smiling pleasantly before she bit one of her full lips. "I was really hoping you'd be able to make some alone time for me..."
"So was I..." I said, not shifting from my position standing in the bathroom doorway, enjoying the way her big, soulful brown eyes felt on my body.
Of course, she wasn't the only one staring, as I took my time to take in the gorgeous Latina MILF lying down on the bed before I made my move, thoroughly pleased with myself and my good fortune.
My 4'9" Spanish teacher may have looked tired most of the time at school (and as a public school teacher in her early 40s, who could blame her?), but the woman I'd come to know over this weekend was vibrant and sultry, hungry for sex and all sorts of deliciously naughty experiences. With her wavy, shimmering black hair splayed around her gorgeous face, the black bikini she wore (the same I'd seen her in the first time I saw her here) showed off her soft brown skin almost as well as it showed off her insane curves for her height.
I had already seen her naked this weekend, gotten a chance to feel her full lips around my cock, feel her full, round ass, and feast on her firm D-cups... but the opportunity to have her to myself hadn't adequately presented itself, and that was something I meant to thoroughly seize today.
Not that I wouldn't have my fun, first.
"Liking what you see?" I asked, teasing my thumbs along the top of the towel wrapped around my waist.
"Am I that obvious?" Ana asked, letting her hands drift between her thighs as she rubbed herself through her panties.
"A little," I said, reaching down to stroke my cock lightly through the towel. "But at times like this, who doesn't enjoy obvious?"
She chuckled wryly. "I could tell you all kinds of stories about how my husband would miss it if I started blowing him without me calendaring it in first, but, I'd rather not. Not when I'm this horny."
"Point taken," I replied, approaching the bed until I stood right next to her head. The two of us stayed like this, looking at each other with anticipation as we touched ourselves, neither of us going very far, but still teasing ourselves as much as we teased each other.
Briefly, I looked back to the door, making sure we had our privacy.
Ana was way ahead of me on this, though. "Relax, I locked it; if I didn't, I think Brandy would storm in here and take you for herself... not to say I think she'd be beyond kicking down the door if she gets suitably horny."
"Then we should probably hurry," I said.
"I never said that..." she replied, looking down to the erection I was rubbing through my towel.
"Oh, goodie," I replied, smiling darkly and undoing my towel, dropping it down so that I was naked once more.
Ana had gotten reasonably familiar with my erection yesterday, first seeing it, and then giving me one hell of a blowjob. I would have understood this time if her reaction had been more muted than the last couple times she'd gotten up close and personal with me... but it wasn't. Her eyes widened and her breathing quickened appropriately, her mouth dropping open as she let out a very soft, nearly imperceptible moan. I watched her writhe gently on the bed, rocking her hips oh so slightly in anticipation.
She was still clothed, but fuck if she didn't look like one of the sexiest things I'd ever seen in that moment.
I couldn't help myself. I climbed on top of her, my cock colliding with her thigh as I leaned down to kiss her. With lips as full and soft as hers and an eager tongue, she was a good kisser, passionate and enthusiastic and very wet. She moaned into my mouth as we feverishly made out, wrapping her arms around me as my hands found their way to her tits. I squeezed her soft, full breasts in my hand, groping them through her bikini top before I pulled the cups down, exposing her bare tits once again to me. Pressing my bare chest into her exposed D-cups with her thick, dark, and thoroughly enthusiastic nipples was nice, especially as we didn't have to share this moment with anyone else like yesterday.
I broke this kiss, looking down at her with a smile as I made sure to get a good look at her breasts.
"Mmm, those look tasty..." I growled, leaning in to nibble on the side of her neck and continuing to grope her tits.
"You would know..." Ana groaned, running her fingers lightly down my back. "Fuck... you'd make a lot of your classmates jealous if they knew... god, all my teaching career, I've seen the boys ogling my tits... never thought I'd let any of them actually touch them, let alone taste them... and here we are..."
I took my mouth off her neck, then began to crawl down her body until her tits were level with my face.
"Here we are," I agreed, closing my lips over her left nipple and suckling on it, flicking it with my tongue and nibbling gently.
This particularly drove her wild. "Aaaah... fuck... fuck, fuck, fuck... you can bite a little harder... I can take it... fuck, my boobs, they've always been so fucking sensitive... couple times even had orgasms just from someone who knew what they were doing with them, playing with my tits just right and making me cuuuuum..."
Her voice took on a particularly loud, almost whining wail that I took as indication that I was doing a good job.
"Your fellow book club members?" I teased, licking her nipple luxuriantly before going back to nibbling on it.
"Uh huh..." Ana confirmed, running her fingers through my hair. "Sure as hell not my husband... he's a good man... but he doesn't know how I need to be fucked... my friends do..."
"I'll bet that I could probably figure it out, too," I said, confident, as I switched to her other nipple.
"That... oh god... maybe... but knowing what I know, hearing what I've heard, seeing what I've seen... god, I'd say the chances are pretty fucking high... you know I got off last night, thinking about sucking your cock?" she asked.
I smiled, then began kissing my way down her stomach, making her shiver and squirm. "Oh? Do tell..."
"Not much to tell..." Ana groaned, watching as I made my way down her body until I was kissing just above her bikini bottom. "I've always really gotten off on sucking cock, and... I guess I've always had a thing for guys with big dicks... it's been a while since I've been around one, and you being one of my students made it so extra dirty, so... yeah, when I was left to my own devices, I thought about sucking your cock and I vibed myself until I was just a cummy, fucking mess..."
"Well, if that gets you off, we can certainly give you that opportunity..." I said, crawling between her legs, toying with the waist of her bikini bottom as I inhaled her scent. Her pussy was quite fragrant, and clearly quite moist even through the thin fabric of this garment, and it only got me going harder.
I finished, "...but you've already gotten a taste of me, and this time, I want a real taste of you..."
Ana squealed slightly as I leaned down, deeply inhaling her scent before I planted a kiss on her inner thigh. "If you insist..."
"I insist," I replied, tugging on her bottom, encouraging her to arch her ass off the bed long enough so I could pull them off her shapely legs and toss the garment aside.
Now, I had already seen her shaved pussy yesterday, but when I was distracted by Valerie and Cassandra and Wanda, who sat in my lap and did everything to milk my cock until I came deep inside her clutching cunt, I could only pay Ana so much attention.
Now that we were alone together in a locked room, I took my time to fully take in her swollen, glistening lips, and her sweet, savory and utterly feminine aroma. Taking an unobstructed breath of her aroma, I shuddered, driven by a primal desire that could no longer be contained.
"I'm gonna eat your pussy now..." I said, lightly lapping at her exposed clit. "But if you want to keep talking about how sucking my cock got you off, it might help me go even harder."
Ana squealed again at the sudden, swift contact, a swift, desperate look overtaking her face as she looked down at me. "Fuck... fuck... fuck..."
"Soon," I promised, taking a longer, slower lick and thoroughly savoring her delicious taste. I made eye contact with her like this, looking up from between her legs, lightly licking up and down her folds and thoroughly enjoying myself as I took in her taste.
And then I dove in, licking and sucking, exploring her pussy with my tongue and fingers. Much like yesterday, I slid two fingers inside, finding her g-spot quite quickly, while applying my lips and tongue quite eagerly to her clit. I licked and sucked and generally made quite a mess out of it, not that it seemed like my Spanish teacher had anything to complain about.
"Oh my GOD!" Ana groaned, grabbing the sheets in her hands and bunching them up. "Fuck, you *ARE* good at that!"
"We all have our points of pride..." I growled, lightly licking her clit. "My tongue is certainly one of mine."
I went back to worshipping her pussy with my mouth, and while she writhed and generally seemed to be having the time of her life, somehow she managed to put some words together.
Through fluttery eyes, it seems she remembered the point we were discussing. "There's not a lot to my cocksucking fascination... I mean, we've all got our kinks... you've probably seen a fair number of them this weekend..."
I nodded, taking my mouth from her pussy for only a moment. "Like how half of you seem to enjoy fantasizing about getting knocked up?"
"Please, don't stop!" Ana groaned, grabbing my head and shoving my face back against her pussy. "And it's more than half... believe me..."
I grinned, kissing her clit and speaking swiftly so I could get back to eating her out. "Would you be one of them?"
She blushed red, which I took for confirmation, even if she wouldn't say anything.
"Well..." Ana said quickly, attempting to change the subject while giving in to the pleasure of my oral skills. "I've always loved sucking cock... kind of like it's a power thing, but also submissive, how I could control a man's pleasure, and he'd still be in a dominant position... and then this year, the other girls got me thinking of you, and my students, and how they're always trying to look at my tits... so now I'm stuck with this fantasy where I'm just surrounded by a bunch of guys from class, sucking and stroking their cocks while they're all cumming on my face and tits and... yeah, that's the kink I'm dealing with now..."
I began massaging her g-spot more firmly, suckling on her clit in a way that seemed to drive her particularly wild. I might have been going a little wild myself at the image that she gave, seeing her topless on her knees, completely at the mercy of a circle of cocks while simultaneously being completely in control. It was a look that suited her, and one that might have given me an extra jolt of energy.
"Sounds like fun..." I said, eating her out with more gusto.
"It probably would be..." she groaned, shutting her eyes tightly and gripping onto the sheets once more. "But you're not as taken by my boobs, are you? You always had an eye for my ass..."
"To be fair," I answered, fingering her more intently. "I think you've got great tits... it's just your ass is kind of epic."
"I can take that praise..." Ana replied, a little more breathily. "I love my ass too, but I'm not used to guys having any int- HEY!"
She squealed as I quickly pulled my fingers out and rolled her over onto her stomach, her ass now directly in my face. I pulled Ana up to her knees, slightly enough to raise it and part her cheeks, while I went back to fingering her cunt more aggressively. She moaned and writhed at this attention, pounding on the bed as I teased her and pleased her, all while I got to see her juicy, delectable ass directly in my face. Her cheeks, so soft and round, looked good enough to eat, while that brief look I got at her tightest, most delectable hole...



Well, it made my mouth water.
So, as I finger-fucked Ana, and she began to go properly wild with an impending orgasm, I kissed her ass cheeks, lavishing them with my lips and taking the occasional bite. Seeing what this did to her, I only grew bolder, kissing more inwards, then running my tongue between her cheeks, before I began running it in tight, firm circles over her asshole.
I knew that this might get her attention, but I hadn't quite expected how enthusiastic she'd be.
"GOD, YES!!!" Ana roared, rocking her ass against my face as I tongued her hole. "Feels so, fucking, good! Keep going... please, keep going, I fucking love it! My husband never eats my ass... and it feels so fucking good! I love it, I love it, I... keep going, please keep going, you make me cum like this and I'll fucking do anything for you... I'll suck you off whenever I can at school... you can fuck my ass whenever you want... fuck, you can knock me up and make me scream for more while you do it, I don't fucking care, just make me cum, please make me cum while you eat my ass, please, please, please... OHGOD!"
I took it by her response that she enjoyed what I was doing when I speared my tongue into her tight asshole, fucking it in and out of her tightest hole while I fingered her increasingly hot, wet, cunt. It was every bit as tight a fit as I would have expected for a woman as petite as Ana, but I had a talented tongue, and she was oh so eager. The way she melted against me, moaning and wailing and rocking her ass against my face and fingers, I knew I could have finished her off in a matter of seconds if I wanted to.
But there hardly would have been a challenge to that, would there? Not when I could tease her, play with her, and truly stretch this out.
So, I varied my pace, giving her lavish, energetic attention one second, then pulling back, slowing down and helping her build up a new head of steam, before I gave her absolutely everything I had once more. For all of her whining and complaining about it, it didn't seem to turn Ana off any, as her desperate tone soon became dark and demanding, every inch of her body tensing as I kept giving her what I had.
Soon, however, even this alternating pace did little to stop the inevitable. Ana's muscles began to spasm around my fingers and tongue, her body shuddering and quaking as high, whimpering sounds escaped her mouth. An explosion was coming, and I doubted even divine intervention could have stopped its raw, destructive power at this point.
Her orgasm came so suddenly and violently it almost startled me, at one moment building, and then simply erupting. Ana cried out, her voice first high, then gutturally low, as the orgasm tore through her body. Her pussy gushed with more of those sweet, savory juices that practically coated my hand and chin, her body shaking as if she were being electrocuted. Amidst the wails and whimpers, I caught the occasional curse or word in Spanish, feeling great, intense pride that I'd made such a beauty cum so hard.
That I got to do it with my face buried in her ass, well, that was just a fringe benefit.
Soon she went limp, lying flat on her stomach, breathing heavily and turning her head so she could half look at me.
I propped myself up on my elbows, smiling at her smugly. "So, did you mean what you said that you'd let me do anything, or was that just the sex talking?"
Breathing heavily, Ana laughed and then turned enough to flash me a truly radiant smile. "Baby... you keep making me cum like that, and you can do whatever the fuck you want, whenever the fuck you want... you want your own Latina MILF ass slave... fuck, I'm here for you... let me suck your amazing fucking cock sometimes and I'm yours forever... god... I don't know the last time I ever came that hard without something that vibrates... fuck, that was amazing... and I mean it... whatever you want... whenever..."
"I might have to take you up on that sometime," I said, grinning cockily. "But when it comes to pleasuring a hot lady with my mouth and fingers, well... that's just something I do gladly."
Burying her face in the nearest pillow, Ana laughed again. "Fuck... you're a real fucking gem... you got a lucky as fuck girlfriend, lemme tell you."
"Girlfriend*s*," I emphasized, chuckling and getting up on my knees between her legs. "And when it comes to those two, believe me, I'm the lucky one... but I'll be happy to show you something they claim to consider themselves lucky for..."
I pulled her up to her knees, resting my cock in the valley between her ass cheeks. Ana lay there for a moment, face down, ass up, clearly considering her options, before pushing her upper half up on shaky arms. She tossed her wavy hair over her shoulder, looking back at me with a shaky, lust-heavy grin.
"You're gonna fuck me with your huge fucking cock now, aren't you?" Ana asked, gently squeezing my cock with her ass.
"Uh huh..." I said, taking hold of my cock and guiding it down, rubbing the head over her full pussy lips. She felt wet, and hot, and so very ready, but this wasn't something that I was ready to rush. Not when I got to savor the lead-up, seeing her lust building as I explored her outer lips with my thick, sensitive cockhead. She felt so good that it would have been too easy to bury myself in her and fuck her into oblivion, but when I was enjoying it this much, I wasn't just going to fuck and run... no, a body as hot as Ana's deserved to be cherished and worshipped, and I wasn't going to give her anything less than she deserved.
Her opinions on this matter might have differed slightly from mine, as she moaned hungrily as I teased it over her pussy lips, groaning and gritting her teeth and looking back at me, rocking her hips in anticipation and need.
"Come on, please... don't keep fucking with me like this... I've been dreaming about this cock all weekend... heard stories about it for months from my friends and had to spend all my time waiting and being a jealous little bitch over them... and I fucking need it... I need it so bad, like you wouldn't fucking believe... please, Ryan... please give it to me... remember all of that 'I'll do whatever you want' talk? We'll, I'm good for it if you fucking give me that cock, *now*," Ana whined, her voice intoxicatingly sexy as she pressed back against me, desperate to be filled.
"Oh, I remember... I just thought the anticipation might make it more worth it," I continued to tease, enjoying my position of power and grinning down at her as I kept running my cockhead over her lips with one hand, while squeezing her ass with the other.
"Fuck anticipation... it's been too damn long since I've had cock like yours, and I fucking want it now... give it to me, Ryan... fuck me like you've always wanted to... because I know you wanted to... all the fucking boys at school want to, and you're gonna be the first one of them to get it... lucky you, right?" Ana challenged, looking back at me with fire in her beautiful brown eyes.
Well, she wasn't wrong there.
I grinned. "Alright... just remember that you asked for it..."
She smiled back at me. "I wilLLLLLLL-"
Her words ran off into a high-pitched, almost whiny moan of pleasure as I pressed my cock into her pussy. She was tight, but so fucking wet at this point that I didn't think entering her would be too much trouble. Her pussy lips parted with only some effort to accommodate my cockhead, gripping it tightly as she whimpered encouragement for me to push forward.
Ana's cunt was so hot, and so wet, and she clearly wanted it, but I was made painfully aware in this moment of the size disparity between us. While I was 5'11", Ana was only 4'9", and aside from her curves, everything about her seemed tiny. I'd certainly fucked some small women before, some even tinier than Ana, but fitting inside them was always a unique challenge at first, and with a cock as big as mine, I thoroughly understood that there were some limitations that came with such anatomical disparities.
And yet, even with this, the more I pushed, the more I felt her opening up to me. Her pussy gave way a little at a time, stretching, accommodating, urging me to push inside of her, until I drew back and gave one light thrust forward with my hips, and I suddenly broke through. My cockhead, and a good four inches, seemed to slide right into her clutching, welcoming cunt. I was overwhelmed at once by the pleasure of being inside such a tight Latina MILF.
Ana, on the other hand, seemed to have other priorities in the moment. She let out a high scream of pleasure and joy, pounding her fists against the bed and pressing back against me to slide another two inches inside of her.
"GOD, YES! FUCK! FUCK, FUCKING FUCK, THAT'S A HUGE FUCKING COCK! I'VE GOT YOUR HUGE FUCKING COCK INSIDE ME, RYAN!!!" Ana roared in a guttural voice, almost triumphant, as she pushed herself back up onto her hands and knees. "Oh that's big... oh, that's so fucking big... god, it's amazing you're not tearing me apart... goddamn, fuck, I want more... I fucking *need* more... Come on, more... give me more. I want it, I fucking need it... give it to me, Ryan... fucking give it to me!!!"
Wordlessly, I grabbed onto her hips and continued pressing forward until every inch was buried deep in her hot, wet, cunt. It was a slow process, but a worthwhile one, as I was charged with electric pleasure by every inch of her perfect cunt, stretched to the utter max, squeezing my cock like a pleasurable vise. Ana groaned more and deeper with each delicious inch that her pussy accommodated, pounding her hands into the bed with determination. Soon, her arms and legs began to quake from being this full, but she held strong, looking back at me with one of the hungriest looks I'd ever seen on a woman's face as she tried to catch her breath from the pleasurable exertion.
I could have taken this slowly, giving her time to adjust, but it was that look on her face... that singular, hot look of raw lust, and all of her begging for me to give it to her, telling me that I could do what I wanted, that pushed me forward.
Well, backward, for starters.
I pulled my cock almost all the way out of her, and then without mercy, forced it back in. Her body rocked, her big, hanging tits shaking beneath her with the impact. Ana's eyes rolled back in her head for a moment as she let out another low, lusty groan, before her mouth curled into a grin and she looked back at me.
"Goddamn..." she practically purred, swiveling her hips against me briefly. "I haven't felt this full since college... *never* this full..."
I groaned at her attention, squeezing her ass hungrily with my hands and making her moan.
"I could take a lot of dick then... but it's been a while. Think you could remind me of what my hot body's capable of?" Ana challenged, grinning another toothy grin back at me.
I smirked. "Well, there's one way to find out..."
I pulled back again, thrusting almost the entire length back into her, watching her entire body jiggle with the delicious impact. Between this glorious sight and her lusty moans, I was only feeling harder and hotter for her with every passing second, knowing that this was gonna be a good one.
Gripping her hips tightly, I soon began fucking in and out of her, hard, making her take almost everything I had to give her as my hips pounded against her luscious ass. For her part, Ana fucked back against me, bracing her hands on the mattress as she met my every thrust with her own hungry gyrations, moaning and squeezing my cock with her pussy muscles, while her eyes fluttered and she grit her teeth. There was no sign of that tired, put-upon teacher I knew at school, just a sex goddess that I knew many wanted, and I was one of the lucky few who actually got to have her.
"Goddamnit! Fucking hell, this is amazing... best cock... fuck... this is the best fucking cock I've ever had..." Ana moaned lustily.
"You've got an amazing cunt... and a fucking hot body... goddamn, you're so fucking sexy..." I grunted, fucking into her.
She laughed, fighting through her pleasurable moans as she tried to string a sentence together. "Yeah... all you white boys love lusting over some hot Latina T&A, right? I mean, I do have some amazing tits... and I know you fucking love my ass..."
I grunted, smacking her ass enthusiastically in a way that made her squeal. "Don't forget that you're a MILF, too... you've kind of got the whole package to get me fucking rock hard..."
"Good to know... good to know that I've got what it takes to make you fuck me as hard as you can," she moaned.
I laughed. "You think this is everything I have?"
"It... it isn't?" Ana almost stuttered from my thrusts.
"Me? Fuck, I'm just getting warmed up," I groaned.
Proudly, I grinned down at her, and began to fuck her even harder. I couldn't be sure that Ana was ready for this kind of treatment, but the sounds of pleasure that it pulled from deep within her core, those throaty, deep moans of true and utter pleasure, they fueled the fire within me as I truly pounded into her with everything I had.
It wasn't long before I found that perfect angle she seemed to love and simply went to town, my hips now a blur as our bodies slapped against one another roughly and she moaned and whined and urged me on with dirtier words and promises that only seemed to make her hotter. For a woman I had always known to seem on the tired and worn down side at school, this new, fiery side that she was unleashing was an immense turn-on, one that only further encouraged me to make sure I gave her everything.
Ana for her part, seemed to be on Cloud 9. She managed, with only some difficulty, to hold herself up with only one hand, fingering her pussy needily as we only fucked harder and nastier. I'd been with more than my share of Latina girls at school, and found them all to be passionate and enthusiastic, and goddamn it if Ana didn't keep that trend alive. Watching her beautiful, soft brown skin sheened lightly with sweat from the exertion, the smooth way her pussy now effortlessly took my massive cock, those high, lusty whines of hers as I fucked and she fingered her pussy more energetically... fuck, would this be a union that would prove hard to forget.
Impressively, it wasn't long before I could feel her tensing up again, her fingers and my cock driving her to the edge as a second, harder orgasm unexpectedly tore right through her. Her cries of pleasure were louder, her pussy gushing harder, as her muscles clamped down on me and threatened to make me cum. I slowed my thrusts, not wanting to overwhelm her, letting her ride this through as her juices continued to gush onto my balls and thighs. I slid my hands from her hips to her ass, squeezing and massaging her exquisite rear as she collapsed, face down onto the bed, breathing hard.
I left her like this for a moment, letting her get caught back up while I figured out what exactly I wanted to do with her next.
When Ana turned to look at me, her pretty eyes hazy in that post-orgasmic bliss, I knew exactly what I wanted.
I pulled out of her, leaving Ana mewling and whining pleasantly. "Why?"
Grabbing her by the hips and rolling her onto her back, I climbed on top of her and answered, "Because when I cum... I want to look you in the eyes."
This made those big brown eyes of hers sparkle as her lips curled into a brilliant smile. For a moment, I thought she was going to say something, but instead she leaned into me and kissed me fiercely, wrapping her arms around me and holding me close as we made out. While one of my hands easily found her tits, I reached down with the other to line myself back up with her pussy.
"No," Ana replied, slipping some authority into her voice. "Get on your back."
Well, this promised to be fun.
I rolled onto my back, and before I could even get comfortable, Ana was on top of me, kissing me passionately and exploring my body with her hands.
"You've done all the work so far," she said between furious kisses. "Let me treat you... let me thank you... fuck..."
Needing to catch my breath more than I wanted to admit, I kissed her back and said, "I won't say no..."
"Good," Ana answered, kissing me once more and smiling broadly.
With that, she began to crawl down my body, scraping her large tits against my body rather purposefully as she kissed her way down my neck and chest. She stopped there momentarily, sucking on each of my nipples briefly while looking up at me. While this wasn't something that I normally was crazy into, the way she enthusiastically jumped into it and looked up at me with those beautiful, almost innocent-looking eyes, fuck, if I weren't already as hard as I'd ever been, I would have been now.
She then kissed her way down my abs, and if her intent wasn't already clear, when she reached my cock, she didn't hesitate for even a second. Her small, strong hands, wrapped around my cock, jacking me eagerly with the lube provided by our mutual juices, and when her lips reached the head, she couldn't help but suck it in. Even with a mouth as big and expressive as hers, it looked like her full lips were stretched to their limit as she sucked my massive cockhead into her mouth. It seemed an impossibility that she could suck any more in, and yet she took it, inch after inch, until her lower lip touched my balls and her nose was buried in my pubes.
I knew her blowjob bona fides from yesterday, but then I was somewhat distracted by all the other women... now, fuck, I could tell just how much she really loved doing this. Ana only held my whole cock in her mouth and throat for a brief period before she began to bob eagerly, sucking enthusiastically and swirling her tongue over the head with every bounce up.
She may not have had an opportunity like my cock in a very long time, but damn it if she didn't miss a trick.
"Fuck..." I groaned, running my hand through her silky black hair. "You really are fucking amazing at sucking cock..."
Coming up for air, she kissed the head and smiled brightly up at me. "You've got that right..."
Just as quickly, Ana went back to sucking my cock, using her hands to jerk every inch of my cock that wasn't in her mouth in a beautifully choreographed dance of pleasure. Watching her and feeling her work my dick, it felt like watching an artist play a particularly challenging musical instrument as it was meant to be played, my body consumed by pleasure at her efforts, while she hardly looked fazed by what was going on. Ana Lopez, my oft-mousy Spanish teacher, was giving me one of the best blowjobs of my life, and looking up at me with such sweet innocence in her eyes that I couldn't help but feel like I was being pushed to my limit.
"You gotta decide where you want me to cum, soon..." I warned, dropping my head back. "Because that feels so fucking good, I don't think I'll be able to hold out for long..."
Ana looked up at me thoughtfully, slowing her pace as she sucked my cock. This new pace was agony, but it must have worked to help her sort out her priorities, because she soon let my cock go with a POP!
Kissing my head, she climbed over me. "I know where I want you to cum... and you did say you wanted to see my face, didn't you?"
She reached down between her legs, taking hold of my cock and pressing it against her pussy lips once again.
"Yessssssssss..." I hissed, enjoying the feel as she settled down and buried my cock deep within her pussy again. Looking down, seeing her pussy lips stretched out to what look like their maximum limit... fuck, was that a hot sight, one that was almost enough to make me cum then and there.
"I want to look at you, too..." Ana continued, fucking up and down on my cock deliberately and looking painfully gorgeous from where I lay. "There's something beautiful about a person at the moment they cum, I think... I mean, not all of us look all that dignified, and some guys can look about as undignified as is humanly possible at a moment like that, but when I saw you and Wanda yesterday... you looked pretty good..."



"You look damn good when you cum, too... I mean, you're hot as fuck at any time, but when you cum... fuck, that's a work of art..." I groaned, squeezing her ass.
Ana picked up speed, moaning and fucking up and down on me harder. "You're a real charmer, Ryan."
I grinned. "I have my-"
I heard the doorknob rattle, then a light knocking. Ana and I both looked over to the door, but I noted rather pleasantly that she wasn't slowing down.
An authoritative voice issued from behind the door. "Ana, that you in there? Why's this door locked?"
I knew that voice. That voice belonged to Officer Brandy Rivera, our school's security officer, member of Viola's book club, and one of the most impressive and truly Amazonian Latina MILFs I'd ever seen. Around school, she was the kind of person you knew better than to fuck with. I'd met her here yesterday when I was pretty well tired and not in the best position to do anything about it, but she was hot as fuck, and I could see having a lot of fun with her.
"Yeah, I'm here, Brandy," Ana answered, looking down at me and biting her lip to stifle a giggle.
"Why's the door locked?" Brandy replied, shaking the door.
"Because I'm getting fuuuuuuuuuuucked," Ana answered, laughing.
"By Ryan?" Brandy asked, annoyed, smacking the door. "You said we'd take Ryan together!"
"Plans changed!" Ana continued. "Ryan took me first, and he wanted the door locked!"
She looked down at me, smiling prettily as if asking for help. Considering the way her pussy was milking my cock, and that she seemed to only ride me harder the more she and Brandy talked, I wasn't going to say no.
"This is true!" I groaned. "Sorry, Officer Brandy! I promise, later-"
"Oh, you better fucking promise, Ryan! And you, Ana... fuck, later, I'm gonna make you wish you'd waited for me!" Brandy threatened. There wasn't much malice to her tone, so I imagined that threat was one of the more playfully sexual variety, especially given how Ana smiled in response.
"I look forward to it!" Ana replied. "Now leave us alone so we can really fuuuuck!"
Brandy did leave us alone, and I couldn't hold in my laugh any longer, playfully slapping Ana on the ass as she continued to fuck me.
"So, you were gonna double team me?" I grunted.
I reached up and pinched one of her nipples, hard, and this seemed to motivate her to only ride me harder.
"That was the plan..." Ana groaned, closing her eyes tightly. "But when Viola told me you wanted me... fuck, I got greedy..."
I smacked her on the ass again, loving the way it made her clench her pussy muscles around me. "I don't blame you... fuck... well, I'll see her later, when I can... and when I do, I think I might turn the tables on her... sounds like she might need to be taken herself... she looks like she'd like it, and be fucking good for it... want to help me?"
Ana groaned, throwing her head back and reaching up to cup her tits. "Fuck... yeah, that sounds fucking amazing... but you know what else I think would be even *more* amazing, right now?"
"What?" I grunted.
She leaned forward to look down at me, reaching down with one hand to rub her clit as she continued to ride me hard. The look she gave me held a powerful lust that made me shiver, and my skin break out in gooseflesh.
Ana leaned down, thrusting her tits into my face as she continued this intense fuck, whispering to me. "I want you to give me every last drop in those big fucking balls of yours... I want you cumming deep inside of me... give it to me, Ryan... cum with me, cum with me and fill me up... fill my cunt with your fucking cum... I want it, I fucking want it, give it to me... give it to me, Ryan! Please! Fucking give it to meeeeeeeee!!!"
She didn't have to beg like this, but it didn't hurt matters, either. With her tits in my face, I couldn't help but suckle at her hard nipples, nibbling and making her moan as she roughly milked my cock with her cunt. I had surrendered to my pleasure at this point, fine with letting her take this ride after I had given her what I had. My balls churned, ready and full and needing to unleash inside of her.
I had been holding back to make this fuck a nice and long one she would never forget, and the way Ana looked down at me and moaned in that deliciously high, whiny tone of hers, I knew I had succeeded. So, as she tensed up on top of me, I stopped holding back, and I let her milk my cock, and soon she wasn't the only one tensing up.
With one final, intense thrust back into her, I grunted around her nipple and buried deep, cumming explosively inside of Ana's tight cunt.
"Yes, yes, fucking yes! Cum inside of me, like that, you're gonna make me... FUUUUUUUUCK!!!" Ana wailed, cumming hard around my cock once more, her pussy seemingly gushing almost as much as I shot inside of her.
I was in heaven, pleasure overwhelming my body as I seemed to shoot what felt like a gallon of cum into her sucking cunt. I kept sucking and nibbling on her tit, moaning and flexing my way through our mutual orgasms as we came down, then went slack.
Finally, Ana arched her back, pulling her tits from my mouth so she could look down at me with a look somewhere between loving and the lustiest gaze I had ever seen.
"That... that was... fuck... well, you know what that was," she said, leaning into me and kissing me deeply.
I wrapped my arms around her, running my fingers lightly up and down her quivering back, before I settled on squeezing her ass playfully.
"Yeah. Yeah, I was definitely there," I laughed, kissing her back.
"Were you?" Ana laughed. "I kinda lost all my sense of time and space there for a second."
I looked up at her, taking in her beauty and the awesome feel of my cock still being buried deep in her cunt. I leaned in, kissing her, taking it slow and savoring those soft, full lips of hers as we gently made out.
"You weren't the only one," I finally replied.
"Good," she sighed, pleasantly leaning in and cuddling up against my chest. "That's... very good."
"Good," I replied, squeezing her ass again. "So... how ticked off is Officer Brandy going to be?"
"Fairly ticked off. But I'm sure she'll take it out on me; you got nothing to worry about," Ana said, shrugging.
"So, she likes to be dominant?" I posited. "That tracks."
She nodded. "She's big and strong and she knows it, and when you get her started, she fucks like a beast..."
I thought about this, seeing the seed of a plan unfolding before me. "And yet... I'd wager if we were to turn the tables, she'd go crazy in the best fucking way."
Ana raised an eyebrow, curious.
"What makes you say that?" she asked.
"Well, from my experience, with sex, people tend to like what they like, but show them something they don't expect... and they can lose their fucking shit," I explained.
She thought about this. "That's... not a bad point."
I squeezed Ana's ass a little more firmly. "And after the way you fucked me, I can't have her taking anything out on you, can I?"
"Oh yeah?" she replied, finally, achingly, pulling herself off my cock, rolling onto her back next to me. I looked down between her legs with some pride at the mess I made of her utterly soaked cunt, now thoroughly stretched, coated with her juices while a river of my cum leaked out.
Seeing my gaze and smirking, Ana replied, "So, you got a plan, or something?"
I grinned. "Depending on what we can get our hands on, I've got some ideas... you want in?"
Ana thought about this, nibbling on her lip briefly, before breaking out into a big, toothy smile and nodding fiercely.
"Good," I replied, grinning and rolling over on top of her, so I could kiss her again.
***
After I finally caught my breath following Ana's and my encounter, I was able to get cleaned up and presentable, by which I mean I pulled on my shorts and got to wandering the house. I grabbed a protein bar and an energy drink and downed them quickly, then feeling somewhat recharged, went searching the house for where the action was.
I didn't have to look very hard. I followed the music and moans upstairs to the house's home gym, which the ladies of the book club had temporarily redesigned into something of an improvised strip club and sex den. Not wanting to push my advantage too soon, I crept up to one of the room's open doors quietly and peered inside, taking in the sights and getting a lay of the land, and finding myself thoroughly *not* disappointed, as while no one was working the pole this time, there was still plenty of debauchery to be found.
Sitting off to one side on a pair of couches arranged in an L-shape were four of my teachers in various states of undress, drinking wine and laughing. Seeing my petite and busty science teacher, Dr. Valerie Chan, completely naked wasn't that surprising, nor was seeing my big-titted blonde history teacher, Mrs. Brenda Lynn, and the *enormous*-titted dark-haired drama teacher, Mrs. Wanda Harker, lounging around topless, wearing only bikini bottoms.
They were joined by a new arrival who brought a smile to my face, my English teacher, Mrs. Janelle Addams. A beautiful brunette with long hair, and an uncharacteristically bright smile, her intense body was shown off well in her light gray leggings and bold, red bikini top. With firm legs, a big, round ass, and a pair of E-cup tits that would make any mouth water, she was looking sexy as fuck, and I looked forward to getting another chance with her.
While these women mostly sat around chatting and laughing and drinking wine, there were occasional light grabs and playful gropes, and Valerie even briefly shoving her fingers between Brenda's legs to get a laugh. There wasn't much going on here, though the potential was great.
The others in the room, on the other hand, were having a much more active time.
Mrs. Cassandra Pruitt, the dark-haired beauty I'd spent the last night with, was currently sprawled out on the floor, naked and moaning loudly, her legs spread wide as another woman fucked her savagely with a large strap-on. The woman between her legs was a 6'0", muscular Latina in her mid-30s, with dark curly hair tied back. Though she wore a dark t-shirt, it was so tight over her massive EE-cup tits that it almost hid nothing, much like the dark thong she wore beneath her strap-on did nothing to cover how truly and utterly epic her ass was. She fucked Cassandra with a distinct aggression that did little to hide how pretty she was, though the warm smile I'd seen on her face yesterday was now replaced by a look of distinct concentration.
Officer Brandy Rivera. She was going to be an interesting project today.
Sitting off to the side near them was Mrs. Erika Barclay, a gorgeous, African-American goddess who was almost as tall as Brandy, but had even bigger tits. Wearing a lightly-colored, lacy bra and panties that contrasted sharply with her dark skin, she sat on the floor, legs spread as she watched the other two women fuck, vibing herself with a magic wand. It seemed like she enjoyed the chance to watch, and under the circumstances, I couldn't exactly blame her.
I knew Brandy wanted to fuck me, and I wanted to fuck her, too... but I was going to do it on my terms, and with a little help from Ana, I was pretty sure I could make that unlikely idea a reality.
So, as I crept into the room, rather than immediately approaching Brandy, I instead made my way toward the ladies on the couches, catching snippets of their conversation in progress.
"All I want to know is, why does Viola even invite Karen to these things?" Valerie asked.
"I mean, it's not like I'll call her a saint or anything, but once you get her past her greedy bitch phase, have you ever had her eat your pussy?" Brenda asked, smirking. "Almost makes up for the fact that she wishes she could cancel half our AP History courses."
"Or keep us in limbo, threatening to cancel our spring play... and the kids really wanted to do Little Shop this year, too..." Wanda said, annoyed.
"Or ban some books for shits and giggles," Janelle sighed, taking a sip of her wine. "I swear, she doesn't have anything against any of this stuff, she just likes to throw her weight around, especially after her asswipe of a son got expelled..."
"Fucking PTA," Valerie said, raising her glass in a toast that the other women were all too happy to join her in.
"Fuck... I need some dick!" Janelle complained, laughing and taking another sip.
"I know Ryan's around here somewhere," Brenda mused, not looking in my direction. "But maybe we should've invited another young hunk or two while we were here. He's really changed the game for this getaway."
"Tell me about it," Wanda sighed, smiling and running a hand between her thighs thoughtfully.
"Hey, you got any ideas, I'm all ears," Janelle replied.
Brenda smirked. "Maybe invite that hot son-in-law of yours next time?"
She said this like it was the end-all, be-all of joke answers, as if Janelle wouldn't be able to counter it. And, maybe a few months ago when she was still down on herself about the status of her divorce, it might have worked, but I'd seen Janelle develop an energy and confidence ever since we started having sex that I was fairly certain she'd surprise Brenda with.
Without missing a beat, Janelle proved me right. "Ha! Like you should invite your stepson, Brenda? He was pretty hot last time I checked, you should've told him to take a week off college and tend to us ladies who could give him a real education..."
"Oh, shut the fuck up!" Brenda replied with a bit of a blush, poking her friend.
It was about this time that I walked up behind the couch Janelle and Brenda sat on and cleared my throat, making myself known.
"I hear there's a need for a young hunk and... okay, now that I'm saying that out loud rather than just thinking it, that just sounds weird as hell to say..." I said, shaking my head and laughing to myself. "Hi, everyone... and welcome to the party, Janelle..."
My English teacher's big blue eyes positively sparkled when she took me in. "Well, hello, Ryan... won't you come join us?"
I grinned. "Sure, though I was planning on doing one hell of a lot more than just joining you..."
I hopped over the couch, landing between Janelle and Brenda and putting my arm around each of their shoulders.
"Smooth, Ryan..." Wanda said in her sultry voice, her face difficult to read.
"Oh, don't be a spoil-sport, it was fucking smooth!" Valerie giggled, sliding her hand between Wanda's legs.
Wanda's eyes went wide, right before she groaned. "I said it was smooth! Sorry if I have a naturally sarcastic-sounding voice..."
These two went at it on their couch, poking and pinching and teasing each other, before Wanda's hand wound up between Valerie's legs, and it seemed the two were stuck in a contest with each other. I looked at the hunger on Janelle's face as she eye-fucked me into oblivion, before silently looking at Brenda next to me. Though she looked achingly gorgeous, she looked from me to Janelle, then gave a silent smile and nod, clearly wanting me, but also not wanting to deprive her friend.
Instead, Brenda got up and forced herself between Valerie and Wanda and joined their fingering melee.
Briefly, I looked back to Brandy and Cassandra on the floor, and was all too satisfied to see that, even though she was still roughly fucking Cassandra, Brandy was now looking at me and Janelle with something that almost might have been jealousy. I wasn't really trying to drive her crazy, honest, but I wanted to set the terms for when we finally got down to it, and for a woman who seemed as aggressive sexually as Brandy did, I knew that meant I'd have to put on something of a show of my own aggression.
So far, this was catching her attention, exactly how Ana promised it might.
Smirking lightly, I turned my attention back to Janelle, who must have gotten a good look at the mischief on my face.
"So, what'd you do to piss Brandy off?" she asked, amused.
"Nothing. Exactly nothing, actually," I said. "Don't get me wrong, I want to do something and I'm not trying to piss her off, but Ana decided to play some games with her this morning, and since she was a little rude to Ana, I decided I'd take part in those games."
"Playing with fire... but it will probably make Brandy fuck you even harder, so, you're off to a good start if you're looking for a good time," Janelle admitted.
"Oh, this weekend is all about having a good time... but right now, I'd rather play with you," I said, doing my best impersonation of smooth. "Really feels like we should do this more often..."
"It really does, doesn't it..." Janelle sighed, no doubt thinking of our limited encounters so far. "But you have a life, and I'm rebuilding a life... we do what we can, when we can. And I think we do alright."
"Oh, I know..." I said, reaching over and sliding my hand under the left cup of her top, squeezing her bountiful breast and flicking her hardening nipple with my fingers. "But, still, it does feel like we should do this more often, doesn't it?"
She groaned, dropping her head back. "Fuck... you mean, we should attend more orgies, or you should squeeze my boobs more often?"
I pinched her nipple between thumb and forefinger, making her moan as I considered her answer. "I mean... they both sound good... but I was thinking we should do whatever involves us ending up having hot sex."
"My suggestions don't preclude sex... but I'm really not feeling like arguing semantics right now, if I'm being honest," Janelle replied.
"Good," I said, leaning in to kiss her.
Our kisses were slow and sultry, exploring each other's mouths while we made out. I continued enjoying the feel of her tits against my hand as I continued massaging them beneath her top, while Janelle soon snuck her hand into the waistband of my shorts, wrapping it around my cock. We both groaned at the contact, and soon she was jacking my full erection with the help of the precum she easily helped flow.
"Ah, fuck... you're so fucking big..." Janelle groaned, stroking me faster as her own breathing intensified.
"I'm not the only one," I said, playfully squeezing her huge tits.
She rolled her eyes at me, but her giggle seemed appreciative. "Never lose that charming side, Mr. Collins..."
"I wasn't planning on it," I said, kissing her deeply, before leaning in to whisper harshly in her ear. "Take off your pants and lie down..."
Those big blue eyes of hers widened excitedly, and biting her lip, she nodded enthusiastically. Janelle stood up, and while I took off my shorts, I reveled in the moment of watching her slide those tight leggings down her wide hips and fit legs, exposing her completely shaved pussy to me. She couldn't have been here long, since it didn't look like she was all that moist just yet, but the way she hungrily looked at my cock, I was pretty sure this was something we could change in a hurry. She lay down on the couch next to me, spreading her legs for support, while I climbed in between them, looking down at her hungrily.
"Oh, fuck yes..." Janelle hissed, looking down at my cock as it brushed up against her pussy. "I've wanted that for a while..."
"It hasn't been that long," I said, reaching down between her legs to finger her. "Hasn't been that long since Valentine's..."
"Well, a lady like me needs some serious cock, all the fucking time," she moaned.
I fingered her eagerly, playing with her clit while occasionally sliding a finger inside of her, testing the waters so to speak to see just how wet I had gotten her, while she simply writhed and groaned and looked up at me with a fiery hunger.
"I need your cock... come on... fuck me... please... Ryan..." Janelle groaned, kissing me with great need.
"In a minute..." I said, continuing to finger her. "I want you ready, and ready means getting you so fucking wet that I'd slide in with the greatest of ease..."



"I don't think you'll ever slide in that easily," she moaned.
"All the more reason for me to get you as wet and excited as possible, isn't it?" I proposed.
Janelle humphed, but rocked her hips to get a better angle on increasing her pleasure against my fingers. "Curse you and your infernally sound, logic..."
"I've only rarely been accused of being illogical," I smirked, sliding two fingers into her and twisting them around, searching and exploring and finding that she seemed appropriately wet. Her pussy lips were full and plump and exceedingly hot through their wetness, and it seemed that by the way she was breathing and quivering against me, she might just cum from my fingers applying the right pressure at the right spot.
Yeah, she was definitely ready.
"Alright, I think I've kept you in suspense long enough..." I said, grabbing hold of my cock and lining it up at her entrance.
"Damn right you have," she humphed, more for theatricality than anything else, as her blushing face looked thoroughly excited.
Janelle reached down, pushing the fabric of her bikini top down and freeing her insane tits beneath me. Feeling that pillowy softness beneath me, and those rock hard nipples, thoroughly unobstructed, got me going as few other things in life could. I only teased my cockhead over her entrance briefly, smearing our mutual lubrication around, before I pushed forward and began to force my cock into her waiting cunt.
I'm not sure which one of us groaned louder, but by the time I'd buried all ten inches inside of her, both of us were long past the point of caring. I leaned down, kissing her with something that might have resembled tenderness for a moment. She looked up at me, a twinkle of awe and excitement in her eyes that matched my own enthusiasm.
What came next, however, lacked tenderness or sweetness or anything even in the wheelhouse of these wholesome emotions as, quite frankly, I fucked her as hard as I could. Oh, sure, it might have started off slow, but I knew what Janelle was like as a lover, and what she could take, and I was more than happy to give it to her every bit as hard as I knew she liked it.
"God, yes, fuck me, Ryan... fuck me, like that!" Janelle moaned, locking her legs behind my ass as she pushed me to fuck her deeper and harder. "Fuck my slutty cunt like that, god, yes, I want it! I want all your huge fucking cock! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me harder!"
It was good to see that we were on the same page.
I was all too happy to fuck Janelle hard, just as I was all too happy to claim her mouth with my own and grope her massive tits. Feeling her moan against my lips was more than enough to give me that little extra burst of energy to give it to her exactly as she wanted, while clearly putting on something of a show for the audience we had been building.
While Brenda, Wanda and Valerie were all still making out and fingering each other, each time I glanced up at them while fucking Janelle, I could see that their eyes were on us, the looks on their faces somewhere between pleasant amusement and lust. Janelle seemed thoroughly unaware of this attention, or if she was, she didn't care for the fucking I was giving her, but I had to say it was enough to give me a certain thrill of masculine pride, enough to get me going just a little harder for her.
And if there were eyes on us from across the room? Well, that would be so much the better, wouldn't it?
Still, for all the thrill that this audience provided, it was nothing compared to the beautiful MILF impaled on my cock beneath me. I had not been with Janelle terribly many times, but I had known her to be an energetic and passionate lover. When we'd started having sex back in January, Janelle was a tired, almost beaten woman from being in the midst of an ugly divorce, but ever since we had started fucking around, she had seemed to gain a new confidence that served her well at school, and in life. This was the woman whose utter rapture captivated me as we had sex, whose hot, soaking wet cunt grasped my cock eagerly as we made out. Every time I squeezed one of her tits and pinched a nipple, it brought out a new moan of absolute ecstasy, and soon she began to quake with a building orgasm.
With my own not all that far behind, I held nothing back until she began to cry out and jolt from the impact of her orgasm, her legs locking behind my ass tightly and forcing me to bury deep as I groaned and came inside of her. We looked deeply into each other's eyes in this moment, savoring the absolute pleasure of our mutual release, before she leaned up and kissed me. It was a passionate, fiery kiss, one that she soon broke before planting a softer, more lingering one on my lips. We stayed like this, kissing while I stayed buried firmly inside of her, enjoying our moment of coming down.
"Mmm, yessss..." Janelle hissed, smiling up at me with a satisfied grin. "Thank you."
I kissed her again and returned the smile. "I really feel like I should be thanking you, but, hey, however you wanna go with it."
She kissed me back. "I'm still thanking you... but in all honesty, even though I could keep you here forever if I had my way, there's a lot I want to do with today... and I'm sure there's a lot you want to do, so..."
That might be one of the nicer ways anyone had ever tried to get rid of me, but she was right. There was a lot I wanted to do today, and only so much time to do everything. This long weekend was running to a close faster than I wanted (even if it had at times, admittedly, felt like it was going on for months), and I had plans that were still in motion.
So, as much of a sweet agony that it was, I pulled out of Janelle and disentangled myself from her legs, soon standing beside the couch.
It was as I bent over to pick up my shorts, at some point discarded on the ground, that I felt the hand on my ass, squeezing me with a fair bit of insistent, lecherous force.
"So... you finally got some time for me, or what?"
I turned to face Mrs. Brandy Rivera. Standing this close to me, she was about as imposing as I'd ever seen her, looking down into my eyes with a harsh beauty. Her insane tits threatened to tear through the flimsy fabric of her t-shirt, while she still wore her impressive strap-on, still glistening with Cassandra's pussy juices.
I considered her for a moment.
"Yeah," I said, cocking my head toward a nearby doorway. "Follow me."
Brandy was temporarily taken aback by my confidence, and yet, as I led the way, she was all too ready to follow.
***
Now, at Regan Hills High School, there was a decent shortlist of adults who you were best off not crossing. The first, of course, was Principal Carpenter, but since it was easy enough to stay off of her radar, you only ever really had to fear her if you *really* fucked up, as Kyle Bowman found out the hard way at Homecoming.
The second on that list was Officer Brandy... and unlike Principal Carpenter, she was much more difficult to shake.
Our school's security officer took her job very seriously, and as far as I knew, she did a pretty good job of it. There was little that happened at school that she wasn't at least aware of, and if you were breaking any rules, there was a fair chance that she would catch you and have you written up over a long enough timeline. How I, and the many girls I'd fucked around the school, had managed to avoid her wrath so far was something of a minor miracle, but even with the couple of near misses I'd had with her, I knew my day would come sooner or later.
I didn't exactly expect our paths to cross here of all places, but, hey, what has to happen, has to happen.
I led the way toward Ana's bedroom, hoping that Ana had set everything up as we had discussed.
"You're uncharacteristically quiet. My friends, they all told me that you were a talker," Brandy said, reaching out again to squeeze my ass.
"I can be a talker," I said, keeping the confidence in my voice. "What do you want to talk about?"
"Well... first of all, are you scared of me?" she asked, her voice earnest.
"Should I be scared of you?" I asked.
"Maybe... I mean, no..." Brandy replied, sighing. "Look, I know I'm not all that popular around the campus 'cause I gotta do what I gotta do... I try to keep things fair, and let slide anything that's not threatening to hurt people... I mean, I know everyone at school's fucking, and if I tried to stop all of it, my job would be a helluva lot harder, and I'd probably get enough complaints that I'd have to look for a new job... but I stop enough stuff that I know a lot of students are afraid of me, and I was wondering if you were one of them."
Well, that at least explained some things.
In response to her, I shrugged. "I'd be lying if I said I wasn't a little intimidated by you, but, scared? Nah."
"Why not?" she asked, before shaking her head. "I mean, no, fuck that, you're not afraid of me... I like that. It's..."
Brandy trailed off, stopping behind me. I stopped and turned to face her, seeing an unfamiliar nervous look on her pretty face.
"What?" I asked.
She sighed. "Look, I know I got a lot goin' on here..."
Brandy waved to her massive tits and equally imposing ass, before waving her hands back to me. "But even with all that, guys are still intimidated by me. I mean, I'm six fucking feet tall, I got muscles to spare..."
For emphasis, she flexed an impressive bicep, then dropped her arm to her side. "...and I work a half-assed security job. My husband's a good guy, but he doesn't know what to do with me half the time, like he ran out of energy after the first couple years we were together and hasn't figured out how to get it back, and... I need my outlets. My friends here, they're damn good for that, but sometimes a lady just needs some big cock that knows how she needs to be treated, right?"
I grinned. "I think I've heard a similar sentiment once or twice before."
"Cool," Brandy said, breathing a sigh of relief. "That's awesome... then I don't have to explain it too much. Or, too much more... it's like, I've thought about finding another guy sometimes, but then I remember what dating was like and how many guys felt threatened by me, and never pulled the fucking trigger on it... but then I get all of my 'book club buddies' telling me how you're not like that, and that you know how to treat a fucking woman right, so I figured-"
Rather than let her tell me what she figured, I quickly closed the distance between us and pushed her against the wall by her shoulders. Brandy gasped in surprise, but the flash of light in her eyes said it was a pleasant surprise.
"You might be threatening at school... you might be threatening in the world..." I teased, running my hands down from her shoulders to the neck of her t-shirt. "But right here, right now, you're just another hot MILF gagging for some cock... aren't you?"
Brandy made no effort to move, or remove my hands from her, especially once I ran them down the front of her massive tits. I squeezed them, massaging them through her shirt and enjoying the way I could feel her nipples harden beneath my hands, and the way she rocked her hips against the wall with this attention.
"It's like you've known me all my life," she replied, her voice sarcastic, but the moan hiding behind it impossible to deny.
I pinched her nipples through her shirt, this time making her audibly moan. For such an imposing woman, it was a surprisingly high cry of ecstasy, and the harder I pinched, the higher and louder she moaned.
"What was that?" I taunted.
"Okay... okay... yes... fuck..." Brandy grunted. "Yes... I'm just another fucking MILF slut begging for cock... I can't get it here like I want it, but I can get close... but now that you're here, fuck, I need your fucking cock, and I'll do whatever I have to to get it..."
Her fluttering eyes looked at me with a sense of need, fighting the pain in the pleasure as I continued to pinch her nipples, hard. I let up on the pressure, running my fingers lightly back up to graze her neck, before settling once again on the neckline of her shirt.
"See? That's all you had to say..." I replied, gripping the neck of her shirt, and then forcefully pulling each half to the side.
The tight, flimsy t-shirt tore straight down the middle, freeing her massive EE-cups for me to see. Large and pleasantly firm, the impressive expanse of her huge, Latina tits called to me... especially those mouthwatering nipples standing out, every bit as rigid and tempting as they felt through her shirt.
Brandy didn't even seem shocked or upset by my move, simply impressed. She smirked at me, her thick lips looking positively enticing with that particular curl, almost as if she was daring me, wanting to see what I'd do next.
So, I acted. I closed the distance between us, pressing her against the wall and kissing her fiercely. This was a woman who could easily bench press me and a couple of the other ladies at the book club gathering at the same time, and here she was, letting me push her against the wall, my hands on her tits while we made out passionately. She wrapped her strong arms around me, never trying to overpower me, but rather exploring my body as I explored hers.
I'd heard from several of the other women here that I'd be lucky for whatever time I got to spend with Brandy Rivera, and even here in the hallway, kissing and squeezing her with nothing more intense occurring, I knew that they were right. There were times, I'd discovered, that you could find everything you needed to about a person simply by making out with them, and as we kissed, I knew that she was every bit as passionate as the others had claimed, and probably quite a bit more. I could feel the fire broiling beneath the surface of our school's Amazonian security officer, and as our kisses became deeper and hotter, I began to wonder if I might have bitten off more than I could chew with her.
Still, I had a plan. This was still a situation I knew I could command, or dare I say, even *seize* as I had set out to earlier in the day.
I just had to play my cards right.
I broke our kiss, my voice low and husky as I commanded. "Bedroom. Now."
Brandy's sharp brown eyes sparkled at my demand, and she loosened her arms around my back. "Good idea."
She let me lead her a couple doors down into Ana's bedroom, the faint aroma of our earlier coupling still hanging in the air. I tossed my shorts on the floor, and quickly, I glanced around the room, making sure that Ana had made the preparations that we had settled upon, and I found everything looking like it was in place.
Now that we were inside, Brandy walked in front of me toward the bed, shedding the tattered remnants of her shirt. From behind, I took every moment I had to appreciate her epic ass, thick and round and no doubt as muscular as the rest of her, but enough to stop me in my tracks as I had to simply appreciate the artistry. The flowery lower back tattoo that rested just above her ass only seemed to add the perfect exclamation point on the moment, making my cock twitch.
I'd been with some tough girls before, some who were strong enough to easily throw me around, but few had been quite as imposing as Officer Brandy *fucking* Rivera.
This was going to be fun.
Looking at the way her thong expertly bisected her ass, I licked my lips and said, "Ditch the strap-on. You're not going to need that in here."
"Oh, yeah, right... yeah, that makes sense," Brandy said, turning to face me and chuckling as she took off her strap-on, setting it on one of the nearby bedside tables. "You want the thong gone, too? 'cause I know it's fucking hot on me, and if that's your thing I can be down for it, but I also like being naked, so I can-"
"Take it off," I growled.
She grinned, hooking her thumbs into the flimsy fabric on her hips. "A man after my own heart. We're gonna have a good time, aren't we?"
"Better than you might think," I said confidently, enjoying the sights as she slowly peeled the thong down her legs.
While much of Brandy might have been imposing, her pussy was utterly enticing. With prominent, glistening lips, and a well-trimmed, dark landing strip, her pussy was the utter definition of mouth-watering, and I looked forward to getting a firsthand taste of her.
First thing's first, however...
I reached up to her shoulders and made to push her onto the bed.
Brandy, however, stood strong and unmoving. She smirked playfully, clearly enjoying some of the size disparity between the two of us.
"You're not gonna make this easy for me, are you?" I asked, my voice low and threatening.
"I mean... you're gonna get some, for sure, but why should I make it easy?" she shot back, looking very much like she'd like to throw me on the bed.
Alright, I had to get things back on track. No doubt, there were many persuasive and creative arguments I could have made to get my point across, and I even thought well on some of those, debating which approach would be the most productive to get Brandy into bed with me.
And then I realized that the blunt approach might be best, so I reached between Brandy's legs and slid two fingers deep into her cunt.
"Oh... oh fuck!" Brandy exclaimed, clearly not expecting me to take this approach. She grabbed hold of my shoulders for support as I fingered her pussy vigorously, thrusting my fingers in and out of her juicy cunt while I rubbed my thumb in firm circles over her clit.
"You know, I could be doing this on the bed... we could be lying down and comfortable, and I'd have my mouth on your pussy... god knows you've heard how good I am with my mouth, right? Because I'm really, *really* fucking good... but if you want to fight it, you can fucking fight it; that's on you," I said, my voice not quite threatening, but really fucking close.
"Awww, but it can be so much fun to fight it..." she moaned, reaching down with one hand to grab hold of my cock. "Especially when I'm so fucking good at fighting fire with fire..."
She was right about that. Brandy was gifted when it came to giving a handjob, and while I was already almost fully hard, it only took a matter of moments with her gifted touch before I was completely erect. Her hand easily spread my precum, running it quickly all over my entire length while giving extra attention to the head with her thumb.
While this could have distracted me, I only let it push me further. I fingered her harder, enjoying how much wetter she was getting, how her cunt began to squeeze my fingers, almost as if it was sucking them in. This had her moaning and quivering, especially when I reached up and began to squeeze her tits and pinch her nipples.
Brandy was a competitive one, however, and this only seemed to make her want to jack my cock harder. If I hadn't already had a few rounds of great sex already this morning, I don't doubt that she would've gotten me to cum, but as it was...
Yeah, I was able to get her closer, sooner. Despite her best efforts and that determined look on her face, soon I could see her giving in to the pleasure, her body betraying her every intention. She was weakening, and this was something we both understood quite well.
I grinned, knowing this was my moment.
Quickly, I pulled my hand from her pussy, and finally pushed her onto the bed. Brandy was so surprised, she didn't do much more than yelp and fall onto it, impacting the bed heavily as she looked up at me with surprise and fiery rage.
"Oh, that was so not fucking cool... that was so fucked up..." she said, her tone threatening.
Grinning, I said in my best faux-cocky tone, "Yeah, yeah, you can make me pay for it later... but I'll be happy to apologize to you now if you, you know, rotate a good ninety degrees so your head's on the pillows? I don't wanna be hanging off the bed while I'm rocking your *fucking* world..."



Fiery from being so wound up, Brandy couldn't help but grin at my promise, even if she still wanted to sound threatening. "Yeah, you better believe I'm gonna make you pay for that one."
Still grinning like a cocky fool, I climbed on top of her and resumed making out with her, fingering her with one hand as she groaned and grabbed at me. With her massive tits crushed against my chest and the feeling of her soaked pussy grinding hungrily against my cock, I was tempted to just fuck her here and now...
But hearing the movement behind me, I knew that this was the time to act.
Now, the next part was one I knew would be as delicate as it was swift, but if we could pull it off, it would certainly be fun.
Darting my eyes to the side briefly, I confirmed my suspicions about the movement, and briefly turned my attention toward taking hold of Brandy's right wrist and stretching it out.
Grunting softly as she continued to grind on my cock, I asked, "You ready for some *real* fun?"
"You fucking know I am," Brandy groaned. "Now come on, let's do this..."
"Yes," I said, suddenly holding her wrist tightly and calling out. "LET'S DO THIS!"
Quickly, the figure who had been previously hiding in the bathroom darted from the corner of the room, grabbing hold of the restraint she'd attached to the headboard and clasping the padded cuff around Brandy's wrist.
"What... what the fuck?" Brandy said, confused and looking around wildly as she caught sight of our new guest.
Standing next to the bed, Ana, still as naked as I'd left her not long ago, smiled and playfully waved at Brandy. "Hey."
Brandy was too shocked to do much in this moment, which was all that I needed to grab her other wrist and stretch it out, attaching it to the shackle affixed to the other corner of the headboard.
Now firmly in the middle of the bed, her arms stretched out and restrained, Brandy looked at both of us, fairly pissed.
"Really?" she huffed. "Fucking really? That's how it's gonna fucking be?"
"You know you don't have to be in charge all the time... nothing wrong with a little surrender," Ana said playfully, walking to the foot of the bed and pulling out of hiding the restraints affixed to this end of the frame.
"But I like being in charge," Brandy growled, looking up at me, disgruntled. "You know you're gonna pay for this, right?"
I rolled my eyes as I joined Ana down at the other end of the bed, each of us taking one of the leg restraints in hand. "Oh, threaten me all you want, but by the time we're done with you here, I think you're gonna be too happy to make good on any of those threats. Don't you think, Ana?"
Ana smirked. "Oh, I think you'll be *very* happy, Brandy."
Raising the leg restraint I was holding, I continued, "Now that we have your attention... we are gonna attach these to your ankles so we'll have you all laid out, spread eagle-like. If you want to fight us, you know you'll win because, frankly, you're pretty fucking intimidating when compared to Ana or me. I mean, you're *all* muscle. But, if you do that, know that all you'll do is fight, and neither of us will feel any obligation to pleasure you in any way and will instead be thoroughly satisfied to fool around in front of you while you lie back, half tied up and with no way out until we decide to let you go. That right, Ana?"
"Oh, completely!" Ana laughed, much to Brandy's consternation. "Ryan and I have already had sex today, but I won't say no to more of that cock."
"And I won't say no to that ass," I said, reaching and squeezing Ana's ass with one hand, making her squeal with some joy.
I turned my attention back to Brandy. "But, if you let us bind your legs without a fight, keeping you nice and spread-eagle... I won't lie, we'll torture you a little, but in a way you'll really like, and then when we're ready, we'll make you cum like you wouldn't believe, and we'll fuck you, and if you're good, maybe we'll let you fuck us some, too... so, what's it gonna be? You gonna kick and fight, or are you gonna let us tie you up?"
Brandy glared at us both with venom in her eyes, before relaxing her legs. "You better be as good as you think you are, Ryan... I know Ana is, but... if you're gonna talk that big a fucking game, you better be able to-"
I smiled, affixing the restraint to her ankle as I interrupted her. "Oh, please... I'm even *better* than that."
"He really is," Ana groaned softly as she tied up Brandy's other ankle.
"We'll see, we'll see..." Brandy said, testing her restraints. While we'd left her enough slack to be comfortable, she was still well held in a spread-eagle position like this. So long as she wasn't strong enough to break through the restraints or damage the bed, we had her pretty well handled.
This... this was going to be fun.
I looked to Ana, and she up at me, both of us enjoying our success at tying Brandy up. Though it wasn't part of the plan, I couldn't help but take her into my arms, kissing her deeply in celebration of our success. Ana was all too happy to make out, grabbing and stroking my cock, before dropping to her knees and sucking me. Looking positively luscious on her knees, I watched her suck at my cock with some excitement, running my hands through her hair as I moaned.
"Great, so you tie me up and then make me watch while you get blown... some master plan you got there," Brandy complained, though the look in her eyes said she also enjoyed the show.
"Actually, this wasn't part of the plan," I moaned, slowly fucking in and out of Ana's mouth. "This is just a delightful side bonus..."
Looking down at her, I stroked one of her currently rather full cheeks and added, "...but we really should give Brandy some attention, shouldn't we? After all, she was good enough not to put up too much of a fight while we tied her down..."
Ana looked like she could have rather just spent the rest of the day sucking my cock for how eagerly she picked up the pace. With both hands between her legs, her upper arms pushed her breasts together enticingly, and, yeah, it was a sight that got me properly hot and bothered and hard as fuck... but it wasn't something that could continue, not yet, anyway.
I gently took hold of Ana's hair and tugged her head back slightly, freeing my cock from her amazingly sucking lips.
"There'll be more time for that later," I said, keeping my voice firm.
"There better be," Ana said, licking her lips and smiling up at me brilliantly.
Now, Ana and I didn't exactly have a full plan with an order of operations and all that, but while we cuddled earlier, we had discussed some ideas that might be fun to try with Brandy. Ana did know her better, after all, and certainly had some thoughts, and I had a few guesses of my own that seemed worth a try.
So, when I crawled up to the head of the bed and ran my cockhead over Brandy's full lips, I wasn't exactly sure what Ana was doing at the other end of the bed.
Brandy, for her part, seemed rather enraptured at the sight of my cock, especially this close up.
"Fuck... so fucking big..." she groaned, reaching her tongue out to swipe it along the underside of my cockhead when I briefly pulled it away.
"Uh huh..." I said, gently batting it against her mouth. "Think you can suck it better than Ana?"
Brandy laughed. "Fuck, no... nobody sucks cock like that bitch... but I can probably get pretty fucking close..."
"Prove it," I replied, pressing my cockhead against her mouth, and pushing forward.
Eagerly, Brandy sucked my length in, having only a little difficulty as she savored each inch stretching first her mouth, and then her throat. If she was trying to prove herself to me, she was doing an amazing job, her mouth feeling exceptionally skilled as she sucked and licked at me, clicking her tongue against my shaft and driving me wild. It didn't take long for her to take every inch I had to give her, and she seemed to take particular glee with how easily she could handle my full length.
She looked up at me with impressively superior eyes given her position, and continued to roll her tongue on the underside of my shaft, savoring the moment almost as much as I did.
If I'm being honest, I was enjoying this, too... I knew a fair number of the boys at school lusted after Officer Brandy almost as much as they feared her, and to be above her, with her tied up and my cock buried down her throat, fuck did it feel amazing. I reached down with one hand, squeezing one of her massive tits and pinching her nipple hard, loving the way it made her groan pleasantly around my cock.
And it was at about that time of realization that Brandy began to moan wildly, no doubt from the buzzing between her legs.
I looked back to Ana, who held a magic wand vibrator with some amusement, playing with its settings over Brandy's clit. Brandy thrashed and writhed, moaning around my cock as I fucked in and out of her mouth.
Ana eyed me with her own look of cocky pride. "I've been wanting to do this for a while... but relax, I'm just going to edge her for a while, run through the settings, get her all nice and hot and bothered and wet before you fuck her... you'd like that, wouldn't you, Brandy?"
I doubted very much that Brandy would like that, but it wasn't like she had much of a say in the matter for the bind she was in. Also, the massive cock I continued to fuck in and out of her throat. She was gagging and choking, but that didn't stop her from giving in to this pleasantly brutal throat fucking while Ana toyed with her clit.
And toy with her, Ana did. There were times when I pulled out and Brandy was gasping for breath, her body tense and needy as Ana had pushed her to her limits. Seeing this, Ana then lowered the settings, edging Brandy into a rough come down as she whined and complained and cursed. That was easily stopped by feeding her my cock again, something she took to rather well, but as soon as she seemed to calm again, Ana was getting back into it, raising the setting on the magic wand and driving Brandy properly wild.
I got the impression that if my cock hadn't been filling her mouth, that we would have been treated to an unending stream of swearing right now... even more reason to keep her mouth nice and full.
We kept up like this for some time, taking our pleasure as we could. While I was thoroughly enjoying Brandy's throat, Ana ground against one of her legs as she vibed Brandy's clit. The room smelled of sex and had a charge of raw, sexual energy in the air that was positively intoxicating, but with Brandy clearly being driven to the edge of madness by her need to cum, I thought it was time that we might switch things up.
I pulled my cock out of Brandy's mouth, cocking my head in silent indication for Ana to stop. She turned the vibrator off and crawled away from between Brandy's legs.
Breathing heavily, her voice raspy from the strands of saliva still connecting my cock to her mouth, Brandy exclaimed in a nearly feral tone, "Oh, come the fuck on! Please... I fucking need to cum!!!"
"You'll cum... and soon, too," I said, crawling between her legs and lining my cock up with her pussy. "But you'll cum while I fuck you with every inch of my cock... you want that?"
Brandy seemed like she would agree to almost anything at this point, but as I took my cock in hand and playfully batted it against her clit, she seemed positively excited. She rolled her hips against me, trying to push the prominent folds of her pussy up against my cock so that she could get this started rather than being made to agree... but I was in a playful, if horny mood, and I was willing to deny her to push her to her limits here.
"I asked if you wanted that..." I said, leaning down over her, while still teasing my cockhead against her with one hand.
With the two of us face to face, her tits pressed up against my chest, this suddenly looked a lot more real to her. Something passed over her usually tough face, a look that might well have been submission, as she let out a soft moan and leaned up to kiss me wetly. I savored this hot kiss, practically melting into her as the two of us made out, and I continued to tease her pussy.
Moaning softly, Brandy broke the kiss and said, "Yes... I want it... god, more than I think I've ever wanted anything... I want your cock... please, Ryan... please fuck me..."
I grinned. "See? Was that so bad?"
With little need for prompting, I pushed forward. Brandy's pussy was impressively soaked, and incredibly welcoming, but it seemed like it had been a while since she'd been with a cock as big as mine, as when I forced my way inside, Brandy still moaned out in that delicious mix of pleasure and pain that many girls make when I'm first inside of them. Her muscular, tight pussy squeezed me as if its life depended on it, practically pulling me forward.
With the pleasure I was being overwhelmed by, I didn't need that much encouragement, though it was welcome.
Gently thrusting my cock in and out of her clutching cunt, I got to pushing a little more in with each thrust, watching Brandy's eyes widen with every new inch that she took.
"Holy shit... holy shit... holy *fucking* shit... that's a lot of cock... ohmygod... fuck... holy fuck... fuckfuckfuck..." Brandy moaned, unable to stop watching as I continued to defile her pussy a little bit at a time.
"Pretty great, right?" Ana said, lying down next to us, her wildly grinning face now next to Brandy's. "I wasn't sure I could take him, but I was pretty sure you could..."
"Why?" Brandy moaned breathily, her eyes looking disbelievingly down her body as she watched her cunt swallowing up my cock. "Because you think I'm a bigger slut than you?"
"Girl, you *are* a bigger slut than me!" Ana laughed, reaching over and squeezing one of Brandy's tits. "And I do mean bigger, like, in every fucking way... goddamn, you're a fucking hot piece of ass..."
Ana leaned in, kissing Brandy deeply. The kisses went around, with Ana then turning her attention to me, before I leaned in to kiss Brandy one more time before I bottomed out inside of her. She let out a single, high squeal of pleasure as she felt herself completely and utterly filled by me, a squeal that Ana was all too happy to kiss away from her lips.
I only spent a moment like this, buried completely in the tied-up Brandy's cunt, the three of us exchanging kisses and gropes, before I began to fuck in and out of her properly, giving her the hard fuck that she needed.
"Ah, fuck! Fucking fuck..." Brandy moaned. "You've... fuck, that cock's amazing... you're amazing, Ryan... holy fuck... keep fucking me like that, I want it... please, keep fucking me, fuck me, Ryan, fuck me harder! Harder! HARDER!!!"
Even in this position, she couldn't help but be demanding, but considering how long we had edged her, I wasn't going to hold it against Brandy. In fact, I was happy to give her exactly what she wanted.
"Hey... Ana?" I grunted, pounding into Brandy's cunt in a way I was reasonably sure she'd like. "I think... fuck... that we've held this off long enough... why don't you help Brandy cum?"
"Sure!" Ana said, chipper, before kissing Brandy and then me. "But afterwards, I get to do whatever I want with her..."
"No problem," I replied, getting lost to this fuck with every additional thrust. "Whatever you want..."
Ana reached down between Brandy's legs and began fingering her clit vigorously while I fucked down into her harder.
Brandy's face contorted with pleasure and exertion, closing her eyes tightly before locking them onto mine. She may have been intimidating at school, and even right now if I'm being honest, but at the same time I couldn't help but think of how gorgeous she was. The way she looked at me with such need and hunger, she was no longer the smug and proud and thoroughly imposing figure she cut at any other time. She was a vulnerable being, driven by her primal desires and knowing that Ana and I were the only ones capable of providing them.
The way she looked at me, breathing heavily as she rocked her hips against me, squeezing my cock as I fucked her and Ana fingered her, this was a woman without restraint. Gorgeous. Free. No longer needing to demand anything of us or fight us or dominate us... no, pleasure was all she wanted, and pleasure was what we'd provide.
I kissed her, deeply, making out with her intently as I continued to fuck her.
Whatever Ana was doing must have worked quite well, as it wasn't long before Brandy was quaking and crying out, her cries cut off by my kisses as she came and came fucking hard. The whole bed practically shook as she thrashed against her restraints, but Ana and I were not deterred by the strength of her reaction. If anything, this only kept us going, as I continued to fuck in and out of her gushing, spurting cunt, while Ana seemed to want to milk every last drop out of Brandy's gushing pussy.
"Jesus... Jesus FUCK!!!" Brandy cried out when I finally broke our kiss, quivering and chuckling. "Please... please, slow down... give me a second, just... give me a fucking second... wow... FUCK!"
I slowed down for a moment, not wanting to overwhelm her, but not making a move to pull my cock out of her, either. I was happy to see how hard she had gotten off, and the way her pussy massaged my cock was heavenly, but by this point, I was getting ready to cum myself.
As Brandy caught her breath, this fact seemed to come to her attention as well, and while she played it cool at first, there was no denying that there was a big fucking cock currently sliding in and out of her juicy pussy.
Ana removed her soaked hand from Brandy's pussy and lay down beside us, watching for what would come next. I grinned down at Brandy, kissing her softly.
She smiled up at me, satisfied and looking pleasantly fucked.
"Alright... you're as good as you think you are... you got me there..." Brandy groaned, squeezing my cock with her pussy again. "And you still got me all tied up... *and* I bet you really fucking need to cum, don't you?"
"You got me there," I said, giving her a firm thrust. "I probably won't last long... where do you want me to cum?"
Brandy groaned, looking to Ana briefly in indecision.
Closing her eyes, she finally whimpered, "Fuck it... cum inside me..."
I picked up my pace slightly. "What was that? I didn't quite hear you there?"
Brandy's eyes flashed at what was clearly my taunting and teasing her, but she quickly turned to me and added, "Cum inside me, Ryan... I want you to fill me up with your thick, hot cum! Bathe my fucking womb with it, alright? I want to feel it in me so fucking bad, now fucking give me all your cum you teasing ass!"
She said this with a growing fire in her voice that was impossible for me to deny, and so, I once again picked up the pace.
Ana's eyes went wide with her friend's talk. "Wow, Brandy... you must really fucking want his cum..."
"I've gone this far, why the fuck not?" Brandy groaned, kissing Ana, then claiming another kiss from me. "It's been a while since I've felt a guy's cum inside me... I could really fucking use some and... oh, god, yes, fuck me, fuck me harder! Keep fucking me like that, you bastard, fuck! I'm getting fucked by a student and it's fucking amazing, how's this fucking possible?"
"You travel in the right circles," I grunted, fucking down into her, my hips a blur as my cock pistoned in and out of Brandy's cunt.
She was moaning and wailing properly at this point, and I was getting pretty fucking lost in our joining myself, so lost that I barely noticed the buzzing sound beside us. Ana had grabbed her magic wand yet again and buried it between her own legs, watching us fuck as she masturbated.
Knowing that we were being watched like this only seemed to flip a switch in Brandy and me, making this fuck all the more intense, and even nastier. I was giving it to her about as hard as I had ever fucked any woman before, and she was taking it, urging me on with grunts and moans, curses and the most intense fucking eyes I'd ever stared into. She kept motivating me to go harder, and I summoned energy I didn't even know I had as I continued to give her the fuck of a lifetime.



I was a machine... hell, all three of us were fucking machines at this point. Even with Brandy tied down, we had managed to elevate this kind of wild, frenzied fuck into something like art, pushing all of us to our limits and then just rolling past them.
But even the best of machines hit their limits, and before long, I could feel the pressure building inside of me.
Brandy clearly could too, as she soon grinned. "Come on, Ryan... do it... fucking cum in me... I want to feel it... I want to feel it all deep inside of me... come on, do it... DO IT!"
I grunted, and I did exactly what she demanded. I couldn't hold back anymore if I tried, and so, I buried my cock deep inside of her and I unleashed a torrent of cum deep within Brandy fucking Rivera, and goddamn did it feel amazing. I felt like I had run a marathon, and one with a woman who was tied up, to boot... and I felt good. I felt fucking amazing. Bliss that threatened to drop me in a delightful slumber flooded my body through my cock, and I felt satisfied.
By Ana's orgasm next to us, I knew I wasn't the only one.
Sweating and panting, the three of us came down from our mutual orgasms together. I knew that if I didn't climb off of Brandy soon, I might never leave, so soon I pulled out of her, sliding between her and Ana on the bed. With our space running out since Brandy still took up the center of the bed, this was a bit of a challenge, but with Ana climbing partly on top of me so she could better kiss me, we managed.
"So..." Brandy began breathily. "That wasn't all bad. That was pretty fucking great, actually... you two... especially you, Ryan-"
"Hey!" Ana interjected.
Brandy finished, "-really know how to show a girl a good time. But if it's not too much trouble, I'd rather not spend the rest of the weekend tied to this fucking bed. So, ya know, if you'd untie me soon-"
Ana interrupted her again. "We're not done with you yet, though..."
"I'm fine with letting her go," I said. "I'd say she's earned it."
"Yeah, but I'm not finished... fuck, I'm barely started," Ana said, hopping off of the bed.
"Yeah? And what do you have in mind?" Brandy challenged, turning her head to watch as Ana eyed the strap-on she'd set on the bedside table.
"Oh," Brandy said.
"Oh's right..." Ana said, stepping into the harness of the strap-on, before tightening it. Though she didn't look nearly as imposing as Brandy did while wearing it, the massive dildo attached to it did still look appropriately intimidating.
Ana crawled on top of Brandy, sliding between her legs and easily pushing the dildo into her well-fucked cunt. Between my juices and Brandy's, the dildo slid in with almost no trouble. Brandy hissed at the contact, while Ana looked down at her with a smug smile, leaning down to kiss Brandy.
Now, while I was pretty well soft by this point for the sheer volume of sex I'd had this day, the sight of one woman sliding a large strap-on dildo into another, then pressing both of their massive racks together before making out... yeah, it's one that could wake the dead.
I felt my cock twitching, and smirked.
"Well, you two can keep going like that... I'll just, hang right here, I guess," I said, thoroughly enjoying the show as Ana began to fuck Brandy properly.
The two women looked over at me, then at my growing cock, with some interest.
Ana said, "Yeah, no, fuck that, I need you hard again soon... I got some plans for that cock... why don't you stand over Brandy here? I'll suck you so you're nice and hard again, get you nice and ready for what's to come..."
"Oh yeah?" I asked, not moving yet for my curiosity. "What's to come?"
Pushing herself up onto her knees so she could show off her tits while fucking Brandy, Ana looked down at me with a pleasantly superior smile and said, "You're gonna fuck my ass while I fuck this bitch's tight cunt..."
"And my ass too, after... you get that after I'm untied... we both need our booty's nice and stuffed with your cock..." Brandy groaned.
"Hell yeah," Ana said, reaching down to playfully tweak one of Brandy's nipples. "You up for it, Ryan? You up for getting your cock sucked so hard you can't help but fuck these two sweet, and big, and absolutely perfect Latina MILF asses?"
Now, she didn't have to say nearly that much to get me hard and enthused, but it wasn't a bad thing, either. I was on my feet in a flash, soon swinging one leg over Brandy's body so I could stand over her while looking at Ana. On her knees, Ana kept fucking Brandy like her life depended on it, while looking up at me with the sweetest eyes and smile.
She looked down at my half-hard cock and placed a kiss on the head. "I'll never get tired of sucking your cock..."
"And I'll never get tired of you sucking me... ohgod..." I groaned as Ana slurped my cock into her mouth.
Now, trying to stand on a shaking bed while one woman fucked another one who was currently tied to said bed was hardly the strangest or most precarious position I'd been in, but it did offer its own challenges. However, with Ana's sucking skills and big brown eyes looking up at me, not to mention Brandy's foul encouragements, I was soon rock hard.
Ana let my cock go with a loud *pop*, before glancing down at the bedside table and smiling.
I got the hint. I opened the table's drawer and pulled out the tube of lube, squeezing a generous amount on my cock and spreading it around before I set this aside and climbed up and knelt behind Ana.
She slowed down fucking Brandy, leaning down and making out with her friend, and while better presenting her ass to me.
It was truly a sight to behold. I had lusted after Ana Lopez's ass for about as long as I could remember, and seeing it here in front of me in all of its round, perfectly thick glory... fuck, if I weren't already this hard, this sight would do it to me. She flexed it for me, showing it off as she slowly fucked in and out of Brandy's pussy, letting me get a better look at that beautiful valley of flesh, and the tight hole within.
I'd already rimmed her asshole excitedly today... now was time for the main event.
I teased my lubed-up cock over her tight hole, just enough to make her moan, but I wasn't going to draw this out.
I wanted Ana's ass, and I was going to have it.
With gentle force, I began to press inside of her, pushing her ass to her limit as she groaned, yelped and grimaced from the beautiful mix of pleasure and pain. It felt like it had been a while since she'd had a real cock up that ass, as she was nice and tight... but I'd dealt with plenty of tight asses this weekend, and I knew that if there was a will, there was a way.
I continued pressing forward in short, insistent thrusts, feeling her ass open for me a little at a time, until it let me in all at once. Soon I felt an impossibly tight ring of flesh wrapped tightly around my cockhead, and Ana leaned up, her eyes going wide as her mouth dropped open in a pleasant kind of scream.
"OHHHHHHHHH FUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!" she cried out, moaning and groaning and squeezing my cockhead with her impossibly tight hole.
I wrapped my arms around her, grabbing her breasts and holding her tight as she got used to this invasion, before I continued to push, sliding another few inches into her.
"Yeah... god, fuck that's nice... watching you take that up the ass... fuck, you two are so fucking hot, I could watch this all fucking day... and right now, ya know, doesn't feel like I got much of a choice but to do that..." Brandy commented, eying us appreciatively.
I continued pushing my cock into Ana's ass, holding her tight and groping her tits as I fed inch after inch inside of her. She arched her neck, looking up at me with this deliciously needy grimace on her face, her lips opening and closing and in desperate need of a kiss.
I was happy to oblige her, kissing her as I buried the last couple inches inside of her ass. Ana's body tensed and quivered at that, her lips practically melting against mine as she moaned into me.
I broke the kiss, looking down at her with some smug satisfaction, something that only managed to make her grin like a fool.
"So... is my ass everything you were hoping for?" Ana asked, squeezing me gently.
I groaned, continuing to grope her tits shamelessly. "I think you know it's a lot better than that."
"I do, but I like to hear it, too," Ana whimpered, her tone shifting slightly as I thrust in and out of her once for emphasis.
"This is really cool, and all that, and I like being stuffed with a dildo as much as the next lady, but, can we get on with the sex already? This looks hot as fuck, and I think I want to cum with you guys, ya know?" Brandy proposed.
Ana and I shared a look. I said, "She's got a point."
"She does," Ana agreed, taking my hands off her tits and bending over Brandy, pressing her tits against the bound woman's once more and kissing her fiercely. "You want to fuck? Let's fuck..."
It was a little awkward at first, establishing a rhythm as Ana fucked Brandy while I fucked Ana's ass, but like all good things in life, where there's a will, there's a way. Soon, any awkwardness had more or less disappeared as we built up a rhythm, fucking in a rough, messy fashion, and generally taking what pleasure we could from each other's bodies.
As it turned out, there was plenty of pleasure to go around. Rather quickly, we were a sweating, grunting and moaning mess, with Brandy cursing and moaning up a storm, Ana fighting through her own anal-induced pleasure to give that thick rubber cock to Brandy, while I was relishing the chance to finally fuck Ana Lopez's ass. Getting to ogle it for the longest time was one thing, and fucking her earlier was another, but finally getting to savor her impossibly tight ass?
Yeah, that was one of life's pleasures I was glad I got to enjoy.
By this point, Brandy had seemingly given up trying to hold anything back, and it was only a short while before she was cumming again under Ana. Fighting against her restraints seemed to be taking it out of her, and I was pretty sure by this point that we'd gotten enough use out of them.
And so, I reached up and unlocked her left hand... then her right hand.
Ana looked up at me, a little confused, while Brandy seemed more than relieved.
Looking down into Brandy's eyes, I dropped into my darker voice while not giving up on fucking Ana's ass.
"Make her cum so hard she'll never forget it..." I told her.
Brandy looked up with fiery eyes and a cocky smirk. "You got it."
Ana's eyes went wide as Brandy went to work, reaching down with one hand to squeeze at Ana's tits, while reaching down with the other, snaking her fingers underneath the fabric of the strap-on to roughly finger Ana's clit.
I don't imagine that Ana thought she'd be getting it from both ends like this, with Brandy's strong fingers against her clit while her ass was properly stuffed by my cock pounding in and out of her, but it was a situation that she clearly had no problems with. Rather than try to keep up any pretense that she had any control anymore, she surrendered to her pleasure sandwiched between the two of us, moaning and groaning and writhing as pleasure overtook her body. Brandy and I shared conspiratorial smiles as we did this, pleasuring Ana as we took what we wanted from this unique encounter.
Before long, Ana was cumming from this attention on her ass and pussy, gushing all over Brandy and me as we continued to go at her for just a little longer.
When she collapsed against Brandy, however, the larger woman started pushing both Ana and me away.
"Alright, it's my fucking turn here..." Brandy said as I pulled out of Ana's ass, then rolled onto my back. "I'm tired of being tied up, and it's my turn to get fucked proper-like..."
Brandy hissed as Ana pulled the dildo from her pussy, but then was all too happy to sit up and undo the straps that bound her legs.
"I mean, it's not that I didn't have a good time tied up... better time than I would've expected... I dunno how you two came up with all that... good fucking thinking..."
Breathily, Ana collapsed beside me. "It was mostly Ryan's idea..."
"You confirmed it, and gave a lot of good suggestions, though... I wouldn't have immediately jumped to that vibrator torture, for instance," I confirmed, out of breath but feeling a little twitchy for having a rock-hard cock and no immediate release for it.
"Yeah, that was pretty fucking great," Brandy said, breathing a sigh of relief at being completely free. "And I'm gonna show you something else that's great."
I could've made a few guesses about what that might be, but when Brandy stood up on the bed and turned around, better showing off her ass to Ana and me, I think I had a good idea of what she was going for.
"It's your ass, right?" I joked. "Because that is pretty great..."
Brandy turned around, lifting one foot over my hips so she could straddle me while standing up.
With a look like she wanted to take the biggest sigh that had ever been sighed, she said, "Yes, it's my fucking ass, alright? I got an amazing fucking ass, but if you don't appreciate it, I don't have to-"
"Oh, I appreciate it!" I interrupted.
"Me too," Ana said weakly, pretty much dead to the world beside us.
Brandy smirked. "Good."
She knelt down above me, reaching beneath her to grab hold of my cock and run it between her ass cheeks. "Because it's not every guy I let do... this..."
There was no hesitation on her part as Brandy winced and sat down on my cock.
"JESUS!" I cried out in surprise, shocked by how easily, and eagerly, her tight ass took me in.
Brandy laughed, groaning as she settled her weight onto me until I was buried all the way inside of her. "Yeah... yeah, I've got a pretty great ass... and you've got the cock to match it... never met a guy who could fill me up like this, but... fuck, you were meant to fuck my ass, I think... god... you ready? You ready for me to show you what I got?"
"God, yes..." I said, reaching up to squeeze her tits, making her moan again.
Brandy smirked. "Good..."
Unhesitatingly, Brandy began to bounce up and down on my cock, putting her fit legs to work as she rode me with my cock up her ass. While I did my best to squeeze her tits, looking up at this imposing Latina goddess, I was thoroughly aware that there was only so much I could do here. If Brandy Rivera wanted to ride me like this, she was going to ride me, and if I wanted to enjoy myself, that was on me.
And enjoy myself, I did. My cock was in absolute heaven as her tight, impressive ass, rode me, enjoying the quick and athletic pace she built up as she rode me.
Briefly, I looked to the side to see how Ana was doing, but she still looked out of it after our previous fuck, and didn't look like she'd be useful for some time yet.
Brandy, however, grabbed my head and turned me back to her.
"Nuh uh, you had your chance with her, and now you're mine..." Brandy groaned, reaching down between her legs to finger herself with one hand while she rode me. "I've been wanting this cock for so long... I needed a cock that could fill me like yours could, fill my tight fucking, *slutty*, ass like it deserves to be filled... can't get this at home, but I can get it here, so I'm gonna get it... god, yes, fuck, I'm gonna fuck you until I cum all over you... it's, god, it's gonna be good, it's gonna be hard, and it's gonna be fucking messy..."
"I like it hard... and messy..." I groaned, pinching her nipples.
Brandy yelped, but only rode me harder. "That's it... give it to me, hard like that... fucking make it hard... pinch me harder, I want it... god, you keep doing that, you're gonna make me cum..."
"Me too..." I warned, my voice getting louder the longer this fuck went on.
"Not yet... not yet... don't you fucking dare cum yet... not yet, not FUCKING YET!" Brandy roared, fucking down onto me with the fury of the gods.
Her impressive, muscular body was a blur, her hips a blur as her jiggling ass rode me with a speed I didn't know was physically possible. If I hadn't been pinching her nipples so hard, her bouncing tits would have flown out of my hands, and her face... fuck, it was an amazing and frightening spectacle. Her pretty face was screwed up with so much focus and concentration and raw, animalistic lust, that I couldn't help but lose myself and join her.
When she came, it was explosive, her pussy squirting against my abs as she fingered herself into oblivion. I cried out in ecstasy at this sudden explosion, and when she slowed down enough for me to warn her of my own impending orgasm, Brandy was prepared.
Shakily, she pulled off of me, and made me kneel next to Ana, before grabbing hold of my cock and jerking me swiftly.
Between the heat of what had just happened, Brandy's skillful hand, and the intoxicating sight of the naked and well-fucked Ana next to me, I was lost. I came, and I came hard, shooting shot after shot of cum all over Ana, streaks of white semen splattering the beautiful skin of her stomach, tits, and neck. It was as if Brandy were an artist, I was her instrument, and Ana was her suddenly drenched canvas.
Ana certainly didn't seem to be in a spot to complain, moaning almost as much as I did as I bathed her in cum, while she took the opportunity to rub it into her skin.
Only when I collapsed onto the bed did Brandy let me go, but even then, she had plans of her own. With a bright smile, she practically jumped on top of Ana, running her tits up and down the smaller woman's body, spreading my cum around each of them before she leaned down and kissed Ana fiercely.
These two busty Latina MILFs made out next to me, complete cum-drenched messes, and lying next to them, I couldn't help but feel like I had died and gone to heaven.
"Fuck... holy fuck... I mean, goddamn!" I laughed, watching as the two women moaned and ground against one another. "That's... fuck... that's gotta be one of the hottest things I've ever done in my life!"
Brandy turned to me, smiling arrogantly. "It better have been... you don't get fucked like that every day..."
"Actually, he does..." Ana chuckled, kissing Brandy's neck. "But I think we were still pretty fucking amazing."
"Better than that..." Brandy said, raising her voice in a proud proclamation. "WE WERE FUCKING EPI-"
A knocking at the door stole all of our attention, as my attention was suddenly commanded by the presence of Lauren McNeil standing at attention. Beautiful as ever in the airy, and pleasantly short, sundress she wore, her beautiful face was torn by a vague look of worry.
"Hey... everyone... I don't want to interrupt, especially something as, well, impressive as what I just saw there, but... Ryan..." Lauren started.
I eyed her with some anticipation, almost certain that I knew what she was going to say, but needing to hear it to be sure. "Yeah?"
Lauren took a breath. "Karen Bowman's arrived, and she'd like to talk to you."
As prepared for this as I felt, and as mellow as I currently was after the amount of sex I'd had today, I couldn't help but gulp and feel my heartbeat increase. My bully's mom had finally arrived at the book club retreat, and a confrontation with her was now inevitable.
"Oh... well, that should be interesting..." Ana mused in her weary, cummed-out state.
"Fuck..." Brandy laughed. "Good luck, kid."
Sighing, I replied, "Thanks. I think I'm gonna need it."
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!



Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. It's been a rough few years, and in times like this, it becomes very easy to give in to anger and let that rule your life. I ask that, instead of letting anger run your life, take a breath, ask yourself if anger is really best in this moment, and if it isn't, try to consider putting some kindness out into the world instead. It's a rough world out there these days, and while that doesn't look like it will change anytime soon, it doesn't take much to make it just a little bit better. Please be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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SUNDAY AFTERNOON
***
I consider myself pretty fortunate in life that I haven't had many people I'd call "enemies". There are some who have antagonized me, or some I worried about being problems, but on a long enough timeline those are the kinds of people who've either faded out of my life, or in some cases actually became some of my closest friends. From the year I'd had so far, I could count Sophie and Rachel and Peter as people I thought would be problems, and were now among those I held near and dear.
Unfortunately, just because I haven't had many enemies in life, didn't mean I had none, and by this point in my senior year I hadn't had a greater foe than Kyle Bowman.
Kyle *fucking* Bowman.
Kyle Bowman with his charmed life, wealthy family, decent looks and almost as decent football skills (by our school's standards, anyway). Kyle Bowman who liked to make sure that everybody knew their place and stayed in it, and had chosen me as his personal punching bag for years. Kyle Bowman who had me scared into doing his homework for god only knew how long, before I said no, and he cold-cocked me and briefly put me in the hospital.
I was just starting to understand how I wanted to live my life when this asshole tried to take it away from me... and he would've gotten away with it, too, if I didn't have some great friends in my corner.
I'd gotten my revenge on Kyle and gotten him expelled from school the night he was declared Homecoming King, and for a while, it seemed like that would be the end of it.
I knew that Kyle wouldn't be the only "enemy" I'd ever have in life, and he wasn't, but I thought I might be able to make it through this year without anyone else resembling trouble.
And then, in the past weeks, I'd started finding cookie trays at my house addressed to "The Collins Men" from Kyle's mom, Karen Bowman, and hearing about how she was throwing her weight around trying to get Kyle back at Regan Hills High School. What she wanted from me to make this happen was something I didn't have the slightest clue about, but it didn't seem like she was giving up over my complete lack of response to her efforts at sending an olive branch.
I'd hoped that this seemingly inevitable confrontation with her could be put off... well, forever certainly would've been nice, but with our mutual attendance at the Book Club retreat, it was now an unavoidable certainty.
So, rather than hide away for the rest of the weekend and hope this would all blow over, I sucked it up and pulled myself together after my sex with Ana and Brandy, grabbing a quick shower and doing a little intel gathering with the other ladies from the retreat.
The opinions I got on Mrs. Karen Bowman were... well, mixed, to say the least.
From Viola: "She's not that bad once you get to know her... but it's an effort to get to know her. But once you do, she can be a good friend once you get her to get over herself."
From Lauren: "She can be fun after a lot of wine. A *lot* of wine. Just don't start talking politics with her."
From Valerie: "I mean, she's not the first woman I'd have chosen to party with if I didn't know her... but I do know her now, and that bitch knows how to party. Just don't get her started on anything that gets her blood up, and she's a lot of fun."
From Erika: "Pass."
From Ana: "I mean... *I* like her. Most of the time, anyways. She can get really opinionated and bitchy... but who hasn't?"
From Wanda: "If that bitch threatens one more program at this school... well, I wouldn't be surprised if there was an accident or two at the Bowman house."
I knew Wanda Harker well enough that she was just blowing off steam and wouldn't actually make good on threats like that, but still, it didn't exactly put me in the best mood going into my planned meeting with Karen.
This was supposed to be a weekend of fun and relaxation and consequence-free debauchery with a whole bunch of stacked MILFs, and suddenly having to worry about a woman who wielded power around town and school and had every reason to have it out for me... well, that was hardly fun.
Still, this wasn't something I could hide from, and if I had to prepare for war, I was going to prepare for war. I searched through my bag and got one of my cleaner t-shirts, some decent underwear, and my best remaining pair of shorts. It was hardly formal clothing, but I hadn't planned on wearing much this weekend, and if Karen Bowman was going to have a problem with it, well, she was going to have a problem with it.
She wanted to meet me in the house's office at a specific time, but not wanting to give her the advantage to prepare, I found out what bedroom she'd be staying in (naturally she demanded a room to herself this weekend), and sought to confront her there.
Was it mean to try to purposefully throw her off her game and take away whatever advantage she had from setting the meeting place? Maybe, but I was pretty sure at least Sun Tzu would be a little proud of me. You know, if he were alive, and cared about the sex-filled and soap opera-esque lives of those in the town of Regan Hills, California.
And so, while most of the women of the house were still occupied by whatever fun they sought out of the retreat, I made my way to Karen Bowman's bedroom before she could set the terms of engagement. With moans still audible in the distance from the other women bringing a distinct smirk to my face, I crept down the hallway toward Karen Bowman's room, and found the door closed.
A promising development.
Craning my neck to the door, I heard someone moving around inside, and even a faint humming in a voice I didn't recognize.
Here she was.
Taking a breath, I steadied my hand, and knocked.
"Go away!" the woman's voice on the other side of the door demanded, impatient and angry.
I was taken aback for a moment, but didn't let this surprise me for too long. Kyle was always an impatient asshole, and to see where he got it from, well, that made some sense.
I knocked again, more insistently this time.
"Go away! What are you, deaf?" she yelled again, more venomous than last time.
Yeah, that seemed about right. Still, this was a day I was going to seize, and I wasn't going to let this bitch ruin it for me.
I knocked again, and this time I didn't stop, rapping more insistently at the door so that she couldn't simply ignore me.
"Really? Is that how we're fucking doing this?" she grumbled, before the sound of insistent footsteps made their way toward me.
I braced for impact, and wasn't disappointed when she practically slammed into the door before pulling it open with enough force that I was impressed she didn't pull it off its hinges.
With a look of pure spite on her face, she spat, "This had better be goo-"
And that was when Karen Bowman stopped to take me in. She had to look up to meet my gaze, but then her eyes shot over me quickly, not looking terribly impressed for a second, but even she couldn't help but look down to check my bulge, no doubt wanting to confirm the stories her friends had told. I wasn't hard yet, but if I had to look at her any longer, I didn't doubt that that could change.
She wasn't the only one here taking in the person standing across from them, and as my eyes rolled over her, I was forced to admit that, to her favor, there was a fair bit to take in.
For a woman of 41, Karen didn't look half bad, even if she probably did absorb slightly too much sun. A fit 5'5" and packed into a tight yet modest and comfortable red dress and matching heels that showed off just how fit she was, she was fairly well put together. Her long, wavy blonde hair fell about her shoulders and was clearly well taken care of, while her gorgeous face had slightly too much makeup to highlight her existing features. Her blue eyes were clever and quick to take any opportunity, and her pink lips, while full and no doubt soft, looked on the verge of spitting acid at me over the slightest provocation. This was a woman that I could tell you'd be better off not crossing, and that I had made what most would consider a tactical error by coming here the way I had... but rather than be scared off, I stood my ground and continued taking in the full picture.
And what a picture it was.
Her widened hips led to a round, bubble butt that even I could see from this angle, while her chest... well, it had a way of holding your attention. Though she had clearly chosen this dress for its modesty, there was very little hiding the fact that she had an impressive set of DDD-cup tits, with a fair bit of cleavage visible even with the more conservative cut of this dress. I'd caught her off guard, so I knew this dress wasn't for my benefit, but while she still wore this... yeah, I was going to enjoy the view.
I had to admit that she was pretty much what I expected, at least the part of her that looked like a modern equivalent of a 50s housewife. That this 50s housewife looked like she also moonlighted as a porn star... well, score one more point for the uncommonly beautiful/stacked women of Regan Hills.
We only stood in the doorway looking at each other for a couple seconds, but by the time we'd gotten the run of each other, Karen's attitude changed quickly. The venomous scowl on her face was overtaken by one of the biggest, fakest smiles I had ever seen as her tone suddenly became sweet and motherly.
"Well, you must be Ryan Collins!" Karen said, positively beaming.
"And you must be Kyle's mom," I said, giving a half-assed, sarcastic bow. "Charmed."
Not even a flicker to her smile. I had to give it to her, she was pretty good at this bitch in sheep's clothing act.
"The pleasure is all mine, I assure you," Karen replied. "There must have been a miscommunication, I wanted to meet you at-"
I couldn't let her keep control of this meeting, so I interrupted her. "Well, I'm ready now, so, if you want to talk, let's talk."
This approach seemed to take her aback, as she hardly knew what to do with herself as I slipped past her, then sat down on her bed. I made sure to be quick and decisive to throw off whatever strategy she had in mind, because I knew that I wasn't going to win this with words alone; Karen had been manipulating people for a long time, and I knew if I played her game by her rules, there was no way she wouldn't get everything she wanted.
Karen stood by the doorway for a moment, thoroughly confused, before closing the door and approaching me.
She looked me over briefly, then smirked slightly. "I see you must be having an... *entertaining* weekend? My friends can certainly be accommodating, and with a strapping young man like yourself around-"
I interrupted her again, "You and I both know I'm hardly 'strapping', and the flattery is pretty obvious. Let's be honest: flattery doesn't suit you. If there's something you want to talk about, let's talk plainly and get this over with; I've got better things to do."
The smile faded from her face, only slightly, but that cocky little smirk remained. "You want to pretend we can discuss this matter like equals, fine. Let's talk."
Karen strolled over toward me confidently in her high heels, taking advantage of the height disparity that came with me sitting down to tower over me. Surely, she must have enjoyed this, because her tone was positively arrogant as she continued.
"I trust that you and your father have been enjoying my cookie trays?" Karen began.
"Yeah," I said. "They're alright."
"Oh, please, I'm a much better baker than 'alright'," she scoffed. "I can give that bitch Martha Stewart a run for her money with my cookies."
"Well, get me some of hers and I'll compare," I replied.
Karen was undeterred. "So, you've been enjoying my cookies, and not once have either of you attempted to contact me? Not even to return the trays?"
I shrugged. "My father's a busy man."
"And you?" she asked. "You couldn't take a few minutes to call me back?"
I shrugged again. "I'm a busy... teenager."
With the number of girls I was having sex with, this wasn't a lie. And it saved me from admitting that I threw away all the cards she'd written her number on.
"I'm sure you are," Karen continued, looking thoroughly smug. "You know, your activities around this school are hardly a secret? I know exactly what kind of a *busy* year you've been having, Mr. Collins."
Without thinking, I joked, "So does Kyle."
It was impressive how little this remark registered on Karen's face, though I swear I could see a light behind her eyes fucking explode at the comment. It's very likely that I crossed a line there, but, well, Kyle crossed it first, so I didn't feel *that* much guilt over it.
Karen continued, "Kyle has had... an admittedly difficult year. The overblown accusations that led to his exile-"
"Overblown accusations?" I laughed coldly. "I was in the fucking hosp-"
Now it was her turn to interrupt me. "-were a dark mark on my son's record, but he will recover. After continuing his education at the St. Hubbins Institute for Tremendous Youths, he has more than made up for the hit his grades took after those indiscretions damaged his reputation."
That school name sounded familiar. "The St. Hubbins Institute? Isn't that the place where rich families send their embarrassments hoping that everyone will forget what they did?"
Karen looked scandalized, puffing herself up impressively. "The Institute is a place of fine learning for young men who have had their reputations damaged by overzealous systems and misguided accusations, and Kyle has distinguished himself there."
That didn't sound like the Kyle I knew, but considering that this was likely a place where you could buy whatever grades you wanted for your embarrassing offspring, this didn't surprise me at all.
"Well, good for him then," I said, making it clear in my tone that I couldn't give a rat's ass about how well he was or wasn't doing. "So, why do I think this is all going to circle around to me and those cookies again?"
"Because you're an astute and intelligent young man who knows how to read a situation," Karen replied.
I shook my head. "Remember what I said about flattery?"
Quickly, her smile completely disappeared. "Fine, you want me to talk plainly? I'll talk plainly. After negotiations with Principal Carpenter and other people in a position to make the necessary arrangements, I've created circumstances where Kyle can return to Regan Hills High School, and all of the unpleasantness of these past few months can be forgotten."
This was about where the cold sweat began, and it would be a while yet before it stopped. To my credit, I didn't let the shaking get too out of control, but fear began to overtake me rapidly at the very thought of Kyle returning to school.
"That sounds like something you'd do," I said.
"That's something *any* good mother would do, and believe me, Ryan... I'm an *exceptional* mother when it comes to protecting my children from anyone who would try to make their lives anything less than they deserve," Karen said, proudly. "If you fuck with them, believe me, I will fucking destroy you with a thousand times the burning rage you unleashed upon them."
I didn't doubt this about her. I didn't doubt this at all. Looking at her now, I could see a coldness to her that I knew well from her son, and I suddenly found myself fearing her almost as much as I feared him. Rationally, I probably should have feared her more, because this was a woman with power and influence, and there was little that I could do to fight against a power like that.
And yet...
Maybe I had had more experience and confidence in the months since Kyle's banishment, but I felt like there might be a chance that if I stuck around, this was something that I could still turn to my favor. I wasn't confident that I could take Karen Bowman, but I had a nagging voice in the back of my mind that this might be possible if I just waited for the right moment.
I said, "Again, I ask... what do you want from *me*?"
Karen placed her hands in her lap and continued confidently. "As I said, I've arranged matters with Principal Carpenter and all other people who have a say in the matter for Kyle to make his return... but much of that decision apparently hinges upon you. It's apparently rather well-known what Kyle did to you, and what you did to him (which, strictly speaking, you should have gotten in a lot of trouble for), and your forgiveness is rather important for his redemption. If you will sign a letter forgiving Kyle, and explaining how this was all a misunderstanding that got out of hand, we can return the status quo, and life will be ready to get back to normal..."
I felt like I was on a roller coaster about to drop over the edge of a long hill, and I knew this wasn't the end of it from her. "Why do I sense a 'but' coming along?"
Karen laughed, lightly. Under better circumstances, it would have sounded pleasant and polite, but here it felt downright threatening.
"Oh, there's no 'but' to this conversation, Mr. Collins..." she said, before looking over my shoulder to the window outside and smiling blandly. "Though I do have plenty that I can hold over both you and the people you hold dear that I think will make you think hard on whether or not you've got the stomach to say no to me."
If she thought that this might inspire more cold fear inside of me, she would have been surprised. Hell, I was surprised by the hot anger that grew inside of me; I'd grown up pretty well used to threats and bullying, but turn it on anyone I cared about and suddenly I saw red.
Karen was clearly unaware of my change in temperament, continuing on. "I have sway at the school... and I'm sure you've heard that I've been a thorn in the side of Wanda Harker's aspirations for a spring play? Right now, I've got a say in what the show is, but make this difficult for me and I can ensure that those pitiful little drama geeks and their blow-up doll of a teacher don't have a play at all this year. I can raise all sorts of troubles around the curriculum to make things difficult for, well, pretty much every teacher in school, and any students who love their classes for that matter... and you're a part of the school paper, aren't you? Wouldn't it be a shame if someone argued that the school doesn't actually *need* a student newspaper, and that that money would be better spent on getting the football team some new uniforms or athletic cups or whatever?"



I thought I was doing a pretty good job at this point restraining my rage, but that restraint could only last so long. What she was planning if I didn't play ball... it would devastate pretty much everyone I cared about at school.
I'd spent a lot of this year learning how to stand up for myself and pursue what I wanted, and without Kyle at school, that had actually been possible. If I did what she demanded and enabled his return, that could well mean the bad old days were back. Maybe even worse if they felt emboldened by this... Kyle and Karen unrestrained, with no one to stop them or stand in their way...
It was not a cheerful image.
"You're a monster," I said.
Karen shrugged, casual. "I've been called worse."
"Heinous bitch?" I said, without thinking.
"Now that's more like it..." she replied. "But, come now, why call names when you can just surrender and make things easier, and better, for everyone? All you have to do is agree to my terms, and I'll retreat. Hell, I can make things *better* for you and whoever you want..."
"Or you'll otherwise go nuclear on Regan Hills High School?" I proposed.
"Oh, please... if I had nuclear codes, I'd set my sights a little higher than Regan Hills High School," Karen said with a casualness that I found unsettling. "But if it meant giving my children the lives they deserve... I'd murder the entire *fucking* world."
I ran a hand through my hair, nervous, and suddenly realizing that I'd never actually come up against anyone with true power. Whether Karen Bowman actually had any of this was something that remained to be seen, but if she had even a fraction of the sway she thought she had... this bitch could be a serious problem.
"You know this is blackmail, right?" I asked. "This is really fucking messed up."
"Whatever gets the job done," Karen said sweetly, as if this was something that she did every day.
Oh, what a moment this would have been to be wearing a wire.
I was grasping at straws at this point. "Why... why does it matter so much for you to get Kyle back at frickin' Regan Hills High School? It's not exactly an elite institution of higher learning; wouldn't getting his degree from St. Hubbins be even better for him?"
Of course, Karen Bowman had a smile for this, too. "Because we're Bowmans... nobody takes anything from us, and anything that *is* taken from us, will be ours again soon enough. It may have taken a while to restore the status quo, but it *will* be restored, and everything will be as it is supposed to be. And you, Mr. Collins, you can either reap the rewards of this return to normal, or you can stand in the way and be *fucking* annihilated. The choice is yours."
I was tempted to ask her if she thought our small town was actually Westeros, but that wouldn't have done either of us any good. Karen Bowman had put all of her pieces in place to put me in a truly bad position, and there was seemingly little that I could do to stop her. My future unfolded before me, one where I complied with her, and all of my friends were happy, yet I remained miserable as Kyle hunted me and took his own misery out on me, and any hope or joy that I could have expected from the remainder of my senior year was thrown out the window.
A return to the status quo may have benefited the Bowman family, but there was nothing it could do for me.
No.
Fucking *no*!
I was happy with my life for the first time in a very long time, much of it because of the absence of Kyle Bowman, and there was no way I was letting his mother steamroll over me and make me do what she wanted just because she knew how to make a good, threatening speech.
She wasn't the only one who could make threats.
"Okay..." I said, putting my thoughts together.
Karen's eyes brightened. "So... you've seen reason?"
"I didn't say that... you've put me in a corner where I have no choice but to consider your offer, but before I can get too deep into that, I have a question for you. Just something to settle before I said yes or no to you. I can ask a question, right?" I said.
"I don't see why that's necessary," Karen replied.
"Humor me... it'll make it easier for me to agree with you if I have some assurances," I said.
She licked her lips, not exactly nervous, but not exactly having expected me putting up any kind of resistance, clearly. "You may ask your question."
I took a breath. "Why did you join Viola's book club?"
Karen blinked a few times rapidly, but miraculously didn't let my question show on her face. "I don't see how that's relevant."
"If you want me to even consider agreeing with your plan, I want an answer. Just tell me why, and I'll be more amenable to your offer," I said.
This was a lie, but sometimes those are for the best to buy time. If I had read the situation right, there was a good chance that a little bought time was all I needed.
"I wanted to talk books with some like-minded women in my age range. I don't get many opportunities to socialize, and it seemed an appropriate outlet," Karen explained, her voice even and perfectly diplomatic, the kind of answer she no doubt used with her husband and children.
Now it was my turn to laugh. It was a loud, expressive, bark of a laugh, and one that thoroughly got her attention.
"I don't see how my limited social life is funny," she continued, crossing her arms under her impressive breasts in a gesture she clearly meant to look powerful. "If anything, I find this response offensive."
"I'm sure you don't see how this is funny... like I'm also sure you found out pretty quickly that this wasn't your traditional book club," I replied.
How Karen entered the book club was information I already knew from Viola Kent, and was happy to use against her as needed.
"Obviously," Karen answered, through almost gritted teeth.
"And the way I see it, I'm sure you were absolutely shocked when you found out what the club was actually about. Shocked, scandalized, maybe even a little angered," I proposed. "You seem like the kind of woman who gets angry without much provocation."
"I don't see what your point is here," Karen continued, shifting slightly away from me.
That was promising.
I said, "It's just that, I can see an upstanding pillar of the community... that would be you in this hypothetical... being shocked and running out after a revelation like that. So, this is where I ask... why, if this shocked you so, did you keep coming back to the book club after you discovered it was actually a sex club for horny, lonely MILFs?"
I half-expected her to demand that I define the word MILF, but the look of panic that actually formed at the edges of her carefully put-together face was even better.
"I don't... I don't see the point that you're getting at," Karen replied.
"You do. I know you do, you know you do, so why don't we stop lying to each other?" I said, before motioning for her to sit beside me on the bed. "Take a seat; looking at you from this angle's distracting in a way I'm pretty sure you don't mean."
Her eyes went wide and she humphed theatrically, but Karen Bowman did sit down beside me. She did this as far away from me as humanly possible to make it clear that this wasn't much of a concession, but I took this as a victory, and wanted to see how much more I could press this.
And, admittedly, I could get an even better look at her cleavage this way. With tits like hers, it was a nice view.
"So, back to my MILF point," I continued. "With the exception of Viola, who I know started this club mostly to sell toys, and then because she absolutely fucking loves sex, every woman who joined the book club joined it because there was something she wasn't getting at home that she *could* get here. And I'd put money on you not being all that different."
The look in Karen's eyes was positively defensive, and it emboldened me, even as she sought to shut me down. "That is hardly the case. I... I am *very* satisfied with my husband."
"Sure," I said, amused. "You say you're satisfied, I say... well, that you're a member of a MILF sex club who's probably given it to or taken it from every other woman here. Which, as someone else who's shared a bed with everyone else on this retreat, I honestly respect. But, even if you were unsatisfied and seeking something out you couldn't get elsewhere, in the eyes of the people whose circles you run in, it doesn't give you a lot of moral high ground or flexibility to work with here, does it?"
Her eyes went wide and her mouth dropped open. "How dare-"
I interrupted her. This was satisfying as *fuck*.
"Yeah, yeah, I know, how dare I do this to the prestigious Bowman family, etcetera, etcetera... you talk of blackmail and going nuclear, but let me introduce you to the concept of mutually assured destruction. The other ladies here, they barely tolerate you, and the more you push them, the readier they are to push back. So, say I don't write the letter you want me to write, and you do wipe out the various programs and perks these women hold dear. Do you really think they wouldn't find some way of proving to everyone in your hoity-toity rich people circles what you do in your free time? Because let me tell you, these ladies, they're amazing people... but they're strong, and they are not to be fucked with, and I wouldn't put it past them to fucking destroy you if you pushed them," I said.
The words flowed freely, and in a tone of voice that was nearly strong and confident. I might have actually sounded like I knew what I was doing, even if I was terrified deep down... but I kept going, and saying what I had to say to this awful woman... well, it felt good.
And, somehow, it seemed to be working. As she considered her position, with me, with the other members of the book club, I could see that malevolent sparkle behind her eyes fade. There was still some fight left, but I could see that I had her on the retreat. It was a good place to be.
"You... you think you can threaten me... and get away with it?" Karen blustered, uncrossing her arms and leaning forward, looking slightly worried.
"This time, yeah. If you actually held the high ground, I think I'd be fucking done by now... but you don't, so I'm *pretty* sure I can get away with it. But, you're looking at this the wrong way! This doesn't have to go badly for anyone! Just... back the fuck off on Kyle. I'm sure that, for all your posturing, you know he fucked up, and maybe even that he deserves the punishment he's gotten," I proposed.
She looked away from me without a word, which I took as a promising development. Still, I had to strike while the iron was hot, so she couldn't jump on a different angle of attack.
"So, here's what I propose," I said, inching a little closer to her. "You do... nothing."
"Nothing?" Karen asked, looking uncertainly at the distance I closed between us, but not trying to increase it either.
"Well, I should amend that to 'nothing more'. You've done plenty already that you should undo because, well, you've been a real bitch to people who might actually be your friends if you weren't such an asshole; let Wanda have her play, don't cancel any classes or books or clubs, and in general, just leave Regan Hills High School alone. It's a good place full of mostly good people who are just trying to get an education, or educate, as it may be, and what little pleasures we can get out of the school don't need someone like you interfering. Some apologies for all the ladies here that you threatened would also be in order... and once you do that, I don't see how you couldn't enjoy the rest of the weekend as it was meant to be enjoyed," I said, finally finding some time to breathe.
I had played all the cards I had, and we both knew it. This was the moment of truth, where Karen would either decide that she was going to take her chances and be a problem, or she would concede and everyone could have a good weekend. I could see all of this on her face as she thought matters through, as she considered anger and pleading and everything in between. There were times I expected her to threaten to burn my house down or try to seduce me, whatever it took to get what she wanted, but then her face would go neutral, she would take a breath, and I would be kept on edge as I waited to see what she would do next.
She didn't strike me as a woman who was beaten easily, and even when cornered as she had been here, there was no guarantee that she wouldn't go out fighting. Even if she conceded to everything I requested, there was no guarantee that she wouldn't come back at me, and the rest of us, when she thought she had more ammunition to play with. I barely felt capable of breathing as I waited for her to decide, and it seemed to take her years to come to that decision.
The relief I felt when she finally sighed, shook her head and untensed was indescribable.
"I knew that this would catch up with Kyle... I just hoped he'd be smart enough to deal with these things himself by this age... but even my precious boy has to leave the nest and learn to fly eventually," Karen said, shaking her head softly as she turned her attention back to me. "Fine. You win. Is that what you wanted to hear?"
With an almost manic grin of relief, I said, "Actually, yes. I didn't expect it, but I am happy to hear it."
She smirked. "I didn't have a strong hand to play... but I was hoping that you wouldn't notice it."
I was still cautious of her intentions, but willing to accept some of this flattery for now. "I did. But, I don't want to rub it in. I know you love Kyle, but he fucked up... he seriously and intentionally hurt a lot of people, and he has to understand there are consequences."
"I'm sure," Karen admitted. "I've been able to keep him in a consequence-free world so far, but he keeps putting himself in a position to embrace trouble, and no amount of discussion about what he's doing to the family seems to do the trick. Perhaps spending the rest of the school year at St. Hubbins' will be a lesson well-learned for him and won't draw too much scandal our way..."
I didn't believe that would be anything close to a lesson well-learned, but I also didn't feel like rubbing it in when she was making concessions. "And you'll apologize to the others?"
She sighed. "Of course... I've been terrible to them, even when they're among my only friends and, I guess they deserve apologies. I... I did what I thought was right. For my family. I want that to be clear. You do understand that, yes? Do you think they will understand that?"
"Oh, it's clear... I don't think there's anyone out there who will doubt what your motivations were," I said, before deciding to press my luck a little. "Any chance you can make Kyle apologize to me?"
Karen laughed. It was probably the first genuine, non-cruel laugh I'd heard from her. "That boy is stubborn, so I wouldn't count on it. But, I might consider trying..."
Suddenly, she looked down, thoughtful and looking considerably less cheerful. "He, uh... didn't hurt you too terribly, did he? I mean... I'm aware of what occurred, and that it was more than a minor inconvenience... but it does seem like you've recovered and had a good year since?"
In all truth, he had hurt me pretty badly, in spirit more than body, but I also had recovered well. Again, this was not something that I wanted to linger on, for myself as much as her, not when I had already seemingly won the day.
"I've done alright," I admitted, before smirking and trying to change the topic to something much more entertaining. "This weekend, especially... I've done *very* alright."
Karen chuckled, suddenly looking rather pretty when she wasn't so defensive. "I bet."
Well, this was an interesting angle to work with. I turned to fully face her.
"So, in all our talks of mutually assured destruction, I kind of got off track a little on a line of questioning I brought up earlier... you did join this club to get something you weren't getting at home, right?" I asked.
Karen looked a little embarrassed. "Yes. My husband... he keeps a busy schedule, and that's when he isn't screwing his most recent secretary while claiming he had to work late. For a while, I tried telling myself that I didn't need sex to be satisfied... I had money, power, a good job, and seats on all the organizations that mattered... but meeting Viola, well... it has a way of changing your perspective on a lot of things."
Now it was my turn to say, "I bet."
She sighed, looking up at the ceiling, then turning on the bed to face me. "How... how the fuck did you get in with all my book club friends so completely and utterly? I've heard what they had to say about your gifts... about *all* of your gifts, but you don't look the part. You're no Casanova, you're just-"
"Unimpressive?" I suggested.
"I wasn't saying... *precisely* that..." Karen continued.
I shrugged. "I like to talk, get to know women. Learn what they like, what they want, forge connections and friendships... that's all me. My more physical... gift, I guess you'd say... that's more a matter of dumb luck and genetics. But, combine that with everything else I listed there, and, yeah, I've managed to forge some bonds with your book club friends. Very... *close* bonds."
She was still looking pretty good to me, and I was beginning to enjoy pushing this as far as I could, so I slid a little closer to her on the bed. Even with her tanned skin, I saw a faint flush blooming in her cheeks, and her eyes darting curiously toward my shorts again.
Now that the more dangerous tension had fled the room, I was suddenly aware that I was alone in a room with a hot MILF who was trying to take a peek at my cock, so it was no surprise that I had a firm erection already tenting my shorts at this point.
Well, two were able to play that game. Rather shamelessly, I began staring at her tits, not caring if she noticed.
"Yes, I'm aware of the kinds of 'close bonds' you've formed with the members of my book club," Karen said, her eyes darting back to my erection again, before catching my eyeline.
Much to my pleasure, she didn't try to divert my attention elsewhere.
"And do you think, just because I came here for some sexual dalliances with women I've known for some time, that you and I will be..." she trailed off.
I chose to continue pushing my luck. "Fucking? I wasn't sure of it when I first came in here, but right here, right now... yeah, I'm certain that the two of us will be having sex, very, *very* soon."
"Is that a fact?" Karen asked. She looked neither completely convinced, nor like she was ready to kick me out of the room, which I took as a progression in our relationship.
I chuckled. "I mean, something could always come up... but I get the impression that once you see my cock, you won't have much in the way of objections. No, I'm pretty sure that as soon as you see it, you'll be gagging for it."
Still, she seemed neither convinced, nor uninterested. "You seem to have an awfully inflated opinion of yourself."
"You too," I replied.
If she had any disagreement with that statement, Karen didn't show it. "And you think that just because we have similar opinions of ourselves, and you're so... *gifted*, that we're going to have sex?"
"No, I think the fact that you can't stop trying to take a peek at my cock means that we're going to fuck. I think the fact that you're at a sex retreat and sat down on the bed with me and haven't once questioned the fact that I've been staring at your tits, even when you still thought of me as a potential enemy, means we're going to have sex. Have I missed anything?" I proposed.
She thought about this. "Have you always been so cocky?"
"No, but I'm learning," I said, continuing to blatantly stare at her tits. "So...?"
Unconsciously, Karen had started to lean a little closer to me. The flush was more prominent, and her breathing had become slightly more ragged, which, admittedly, did wonders for the way her breasts rose and fell.



"Alright... fuck it... you're probably right, but there's only one way to be sure... show me what you've got," Karen said, her lips curling into a suddenly naughty smile.
I could have complied, and would have even had a good time doing it, but it felt a lot more fun to exercise what little control I'd wrested out of this situation.
"You first. Take off your dress..." I said, lowering my voice to a pleasantly threatening tone.
Karen looked, momentarily, like I had insulted her, but then something flashed behind her eyes, a burst of curious lust that she clearly couldn't fight. Though she tried to look begrudging, I could see that the fight had gone out of her, and that she was ready to surrender to her carnal desires.
She stood up beside the bed, slowly sliding the straps of her dress over her shoulders. "Are you sure there's no way I can convince you to forgive my son?"
Karen said this playfully, without any seriousness, and I answered, keeping my words harsh and swift. "No. Dress. On the floor. Now."
She parted her lips slightly, and if I wasn't mistaken a slight moan may have even escaped.
I had a feeling that, for all of her desire for power and control, that flipping the script might do it for her. While I doubted that she could ever be a full submissive, seeing this side of her was a welcome confirmation.
Karen reached behind herself, unzipping just enough of the dress for her to shrug her shoulders and drop the top around her waist. Her DDDs were every bit as full and round as I would have imagined, and the lacy red bra that matched her dress showed them off perfectly, holding them high and proud above her toned abs. Then hooking her thumbs into the dress, she pulled it over her hips and dropped it to the floor, revealing that she had a matching lacy red thong just barely covering her pussy. With how small the fabric concealing her was, I knew she had to be shaved, a thought that made my mouth water just that extra little bit.
Looking terribly proud of herself, Karen said, "Well?"
I laughed. This was probably not the best thing I could have done in this moment, but damn if it felt good.
She crossed her arms under these massive tits again, looking cross with me. "What's so goddamn funny?"
Eying her hungrily, I couldn't help but continue, "I'm just loving my life right now. Never in a million years did I think I'd ever be in a room watching you, of all people, stripping for me before we fucked... it's a little absurd, is all."
"This is hardly a position I imagined myself in," Karen replied, looking down at my bulge.
"I doubt that," I said. "I bet you've been dreaming of this moment ever since all your girlfriends here told you about how big my cock was... you were wondering what they all did to have sex that amazing, and even you started dreaming about riding my throbbing dick. Bra and panties, too; ditch 'em..."
I motioned with my hand, firmly, exactly what I wanted her to do, a gesture that took her aback.
"I wasn't..." she said, about to lie, but I stopped her before she could.
"You were. You might have doubted it, but secretly, deep down, this is *exactly* what you wanted... that even though your son picked on me because he thought I was weak, that even though I might have power over whether or not he can come back to school, you were wondering just what it'd be like to have a cock as big as mine filling your holes and fucking you until you couldn't see straight. And what did I say about the bra and panties?" I said, my tone slightly harsher.
Karen's face flashed with another hint of submission, her lips parting and another soft moan escaping. This was a look I could get used to on her.
Another look I could get used to was her reaching behind her back and unclasping her bra, before shrugging out of it and dropping it to the floor. Her nipples, while puffy, stood out hard and aroused, bringing a smirk to my face as I wondered what it would be like to suck on them.
Then, reaching down, Karen hooked her fingers into her thong and dropped it too to the floor.
I was right. She was delectably shaved. Her pussy lips were prominent, and already glistened with a faint hint of moisture... and even from a few feet away, I could smell her arousal, and knew that I wanted more.
A woman who might as well have been the warlord of Regan Hills, the mother of the bully who had made most of my school life a living hell, was now standing before me, beautiful and naked save for a pair of red high heels and dripping with an aroused hunger for my cock. This domineering bitch was now a perfect and willing sex vixen, just waiting to succumb to what I had to give her.
I reasoned that I may never have gotten a moment quite as awesome as my revenge on Kyle ever again, but savagely fucking his mother in as many ways as possible seemed like it might make a good second.
Karen smirked as she felt my eyes fucking her. "Seems I stack up to the others..."
"That remains to be seen..." I said, parting my legs and shifting my tone to an order. "Get on your knees, and show me."
I doubted very much that Karen Bowman was the kind of woman who was ordered around, but the look of lust that swept across her face said that she rather liked it this time. She strolled toward me confidently, then knelt down on the floor, crawling between my legs. Her eyes, now level with my cock, widened at the proximity to my clothed erection as she took it in.
"It's... ooh, it's so big..." she said, her voice losing much of its coarseness as she took it in. The pleasantly submissive tone was a vast improvement over her harsh and unyielding monster side, and I was more than happy to do what it took to further encourage it.
"Yeah? You like some big, fat cock like you're not getting at home?" I taunted, running a hand over my clothed bulge.
Karen nodded, beaming up at me, pressing her arms together around her tits to create a very nice view of miles of cleavage. "Uh huh... I haven't seen much since college..."
"And you had a good time during college? You strike me as someone who might have made a good sorority slut," I growled.
Again, she moaned softly, nodding. "Yeah... I really was... the girls thought I was this queen bee, head bitch in charge... but the guys (and there were so many guys), they all thought I was this bimbo fuckdoll they could do whatever they wanted with."
"And were you?" I asked.
Karen blushed, not answering me.
I continued, "You really liked being treated like that, didn't you?"
I lifted her chin, forcing her to meet my gaze.
Karen looked away, briefly, still with a faint look of embarrassment on her face that seemed positively tantalizing in this moment. She reminded me of a few girls I knew, those who liked to be dominant, in charge bitches around school, but get them in the bedroom and they wanted a guy who could take charge and properly dominate them. I hadn't seen that earlier under Karen's steely, Martha-Stewart-from-Hell exterior before, but now... now it was as plain as day.
Karen Bowman was here to get fucked. She wanted it hard. She wanted to be fucking *used*.
I was down for that.
More harshly, I said, "I asked you a question..."
She turned back to me, her eyes flashing with something between anger and raw, animalistic lust. "Yes... fuck, yes, I did... I really did..."
"I thought so," I replied, grabbing hold of my waistband. I closed my legs and arched my ass off the bed for a moment to pull down my shorts and underwear. I kept this process slow and teasing, making sure I had her full attention.
And oh, did I have her full attention. Karen's eyes watched my bulge as I teased the reveal, leaning in closer and closer until her mouth was practically on my clothed erection.
I knew to take my moments when they came, and I couldn't resist this opportunity. With one satisfying pull, I sat back down on the bed and dropped my shorts and underwear around my ankles, setting all ten inches of my thick, engorged erection free. It bounced out quickly, smacking Karen on the cheek satisfyingly and leaving a glossy dab of precum on her face, a thin string of the lubricant stretching out as she leaned back in surprise.
"Holy... god..." Karen said, utterly mesmerized by my cock as she leaned back in again. "That's... that's as big as I was told... but still, somehow, it seems bigger..."
I chuckled, grabbing hold of my cock and swinging it against her cheek a couple more times. Karen groaned as I bobbed my cock against her face a few times, smiling up at me and licking her lips.
"Yeah, I tend to hear... well, something like that, a lot," I replied, switching to her other cheek.
Karen opened her mouth, trying to get her lips on my cock, but I pulled it away.
Disgruntled, she groaned, "You're going to make me beg for it, aren't you?"
I thought about this, still holding my cock out of her reach. "Put yourself in my position, Karen... the mother of my bully, a boy who made more than half of my life pure fucking misery, is on her knees, naked, in front of me, willing to do whatever I make her do, and you think I'm going to simply get it over with? No, this is a moment that's meant to be savored and stretched out. This is one memory I do not want to be quick and slight... no, I'm going to have fun with you, teasing you, making you beg, using you like you deserve to be used... and you'd do exactly the same if you got your hands on someone close to one of your enemies if they were as hot as you are, wouldn't you?"
Karen thought about this, though she didn't think very long. "I see... all the logic of what you just said."
"Good..." I said, bobbing my cock above her mouth, loving the way her lips subconsciously tried to catch it. "Then you know what you have to do, don't you, *bitch*."
She groaned at the term, running her hands up her thighs gently at the thought. "Please, Ryan... I'm sorry I raised such an asshole...:
Karen trailed off here, and I motioned for her to continue. After a moment's thought, she did, "...and I'll make him apologize, or punish him, whatever you think he deserves, just... please, I want your cock. I *need* your cock. I need it in the worst fucking way... I haven't seen one like that in so long, and it's getting me hotter than you'd believe just looking at it. Please... can't I suck your cock?"
As begging went, she wasn't bad.
I dropped the head down to her lips, rubbing it along the outside without pushing in. Karen seemed to get the message, staying there obediently as I toyed with her, waiting for me to give the command.
I let go of my cock. "Do it."
With a cocky smile, Karen leaned in, extending her tongue and licking my cockhead. As soon as her tongue contacted my precum, she shivered as if intoxicated by the flavor. She wasn't the only one shivering, as her tongue felt pretty damn good against my sensitive cockhead. It was interesting, considering how brash and confident she had been moments before this, that she approached my cock with a certain timidity. The eyes looking up at me as she first started teasingly licking the head were almost nervous, submissive even... maybe it really had been a long time since she had had a cock like this.
As she continued to lick, though, I could see her getting more energetic, reaching up and taking hold of the base of my cock with her hand as she angled the head toward her lips. She continued looking up at me, her eyes lacking any of the coolness of our previous interactions, now looking positively big and excitable as she first kissed my cockhead.
Karen groaned at the contact, her eyes rolling back slightly for a moment before she said, "This... I don't know how you manage... this cock is something... god, I don't know a good word for it... divine? Otherworldly?"
"I've heard some call it epic," I replied, groaning as she kissed the tip again.
"That suits," she said. "I've had some experience sucking large dildos with my friends from the club, but I'm not sure I've ever had any cock quite this big. I'll do my best, but if I can't get it in all the way, you may have to force it down my throat..."
Karen said this with a mischievous grin that made my cock twitch in her hand. Getting to facefuck my bully's mom may not have been high on my list of fantasies before today, but right now, I couldn't think of anything that I wanted to do more.
Then, all timidity left her as she parted her lips and sucked my cockhead into her mouth. Her eyes widened, and it took some seemingly obscene stretching for her mouth to accommodate my girth, but in less than a second, my thick cockhead had completely and utterly disappeared between her lips. She held it there for a moment, looking surprised that she had managed it in one go, before she let it pop out of her lips.
Coughing slightly, Karen explained, "Sorry... didn't mean to do that... just need to catch my breath and-"
Growling, I took hold of my cock and pressed it back against her lips, thrusting forward slightly and cutting off her words by filling her mouth yet again. A soft moan vibrated my cock, and soon she held my cockhead in her lips again, swirling her tongue around it and looking up at me pleadingly.
That look could have gone any number of ways, so I took a gamble, grabbing a handful of her hair. She moaned again, and so I pushed forward, sliding my cock into her mouth. Karen's cheeks hollowed out as she sucked me in, taking inch after inch of my cock until I hit the back of her throat. Her eyes, now watery, looked up at me with some concern and consternation, but she made no move to pull back, and so I pushed forward. Using her hair for purchase, I pushed my cock toward her throat, enjoying the tight sensation when she finally welcomed me in.
It wasn't long before her nose rested against my pubes, and she had every inch inside of her.
I grinned, holding her hair tightly as I savored the sensation of my cock buried down her throat. Those watery eyes of hers began to tear up slightly, as I felt her drool rolling down my balls. I'd have to let her breathe soon, but I enjoyed this power for a moment, having complete and utter control over the woman who had made Kyle Bowman... fuck, this was a thrilling kind of power to have.
I didn't want to hurt her, however, and as soon as her face began to flush, I let go of Karen's hair. She pulled away from my cock, choking and trailing more drool down her chin and onto her tits, looking up at me with those wild, teary eyes that now began to leak trails of her eye makeup down her cheeks.
"Did you..." Karen gasped, coughing again and looking up at me with a wild, sexual fury. "Did you really think you could treat me like that? Did you really think you could get away with it?"
Smirking, I answered, "Yeah. That a problem?"
Licking her lips, Karen grinned in response. "Only if you never do it again. But, please... call me some fucking names... I think I deserve that, don't you?"
I smiled, gripping her hair and thinking that this was likely to be a very enjoyable encounter indeed. "You're damn right you do... *cunt*."
Karen groaned, opening her lips again as I shoved my cock into her mouth. This time I gave her no mercy, fucking in and out of her mouth and throat, using her head as if she were my own personal sex toy. She gagged and slobbered and moaned around my cock, taking every inch I had to give her, no matter how roughly I offered it.
"You like that, huh, don't you, bitch?" I groaned, continuing to roughly use her. "All these years, your son was a miserable prick to me, and now I'm using his mom like she's my own personal blowup doll... fuck, I could get used to this... I could get used to using your hot, slutty fucking body, bitch... this is only the beginning, though... fuck, have I got ideas for you, cunt... I've got a lot of years of misery to take out on you, and I'm going to enjoy every..."
I held her head down, to emphasize my point. "...single..."
I let her go, then thrust in again. "...second of it..."
I pulled my cock out of her well-used mouth, rubbing it against first one cheek, then the other. The utterly collected woman I had met not even an hour ago was now a complete fucking mess, her mouth bobbing open and closed, a complete and utter sex-hungry slut, ready to let me do whatever I wanted to her.
Looking down at her body, at those massive tits and her round ass, every inch of her seemingly designed for my pleasure... yeah, I could think of a few things I wanted out of her.
Growling pleasantly, I grabbed her by the shoulders and pulled her onto the bed, tossing her down with her head at the pillows. I was rough enough that this act sent one of her high heels flying, while the other stayed on her stubbornly, at least until she kicked it off.
I climbed on top of her, enjoying the continued feeling of power, and the look of lust that it seemed to inspire in her as she looked up at me.
"You need to be fucked, don't you?" I proposed, reaching up with one hand to roughly grope her immaculate tits. "And I mean *really* fucked, none of that shit you get at home... you need some serious fucking cock, and to be utterly destroyed by everything I have to give you, don't you?"
My cock was resting along her inner thigh, and while she was fairly distracted by my rough treatment of her tits, she couldn't help but look down her cleavage to the point where I was nearly penetrating her. The look on her face was one much like awe, but also a little consternation.
"Do we... are there... do you have any condoms?" Karen asked, biting her lip as she eyed me.
"Why, afraid I might give you another Kyle?" I asked, pinching one of her nipples hard enough to make her cry out. "Because between the two of us, I think we could do a lot better than him..."
She groaned, still in a mix of lust and a little concern, and I continued, "Viola really packed this place with everything we'd need, there should be some around if you want one."
"Good..." Karen groaned. "Good... oh god, harder..."
With a request like that, I couldn't exactly deny her, could I? I groped her and pinched her nipples harder, getting her to moan and groan loudly as she writhed against me. The way her eyes rolled back and she pressed against me firmly as I enjoyed her body, I couldn't help but lean in and kiss her.
She opened her eyes, surprised, but soon gave in and melted into me as we kissed. Karen was an enthusiastic kisser, and while she may not have favored using a lot of tongue, the way her lips felt against mine, I couldn't have minded if I wanted to. For a greedy bitch, the woman had a talented, and giving mouth...
But I was happy to show her that she wasn't the only one on this bed who could boast that.
After a few minutes of making out like this, I crawled down her body, kissing my way down. I spent a good long while sucking at her tits, lightly biting her nipples to show her who was really in charge as I made my move to pleasure her.
"Ah, god... fuck...fuck... like that... god, like that..." she moaned as I worshipped her tits.
I smiled inwardly, thinking that if she was enjoying this, she'd love what came next.
I mean, she'd probably hate it a little, too, but that was something we'd address later.
I climbed down between her legs, twisting them so her thighs rested on my shoulders, and my face was level with her pussy.
I had to admit, for a woman who I'd feared and maybe hated a little just a matter of hours ago, having her pussy only a few inches away from mouth was a surreal, and altogether awesome experience. Her lips were swollen and glistening with juices, and looking pretty damn tasty... and she even smelled good. If I was looking for something new to hate about Karen Bowman, I wasn't going to find it with her pussy, because it was pretty well a work of art.
She groaned with the proximity of my face to her cunt. "Yeeeessssss... I've heard about your... oral gifts... I wasn't expecting to have this opportunity, but I'd lie if I said I wasn't curious."



"Yeah?" I taunted, breathing lightly on her pussy and making her shiver. "I bet you were a jealous bitch about it... wanting what all the others had, but torn because it meant submitting to this boy you meant to control... this boy who now holds your pleasure in his hands..."
I chuckled to myself, running my fingers along her thighs and enjoying the way it made her shiver. "Well, hands, mouth... cock... I think I might just come to enjoy controlling your pleasure... you know, getting some back after all the years of pain and torment, and those cookie trays you tried to manipulate me with..."
Karen moaned, rocking her hips as if trying to force her pussy onto my mouth. "I thought you liked my cookies..."
"Oh, I do," I admitted, leaning slightly closer to her cunt. "But if I'm gonna be honest, cookies aren't what I want to eat right now."
She laughed. "Really, a cheesy line like that's the best you gOOOTTT!!!! FUCK!!!"
Alright, I may have waited for her to say something like that before I closed my mouth over her clit and sucked, but what can I say, I enjoy my dramatic timing. As an opening move, this was effective in getting her attention, but if I really wanted to show her what I was capable of, I had to do more than just the blunt force approach.
Soon, I changed my technique and stopped sucking, pulling back so I could run my tongue eagerly over her clit while sliding two fingers into her waiting entrance. I reveled briefly in the complete insanity of the situation I was in, but rather than let that distract me, I instead let myself get lost in the moment, since she did have a really tasty, hot pussy. I licked and slurped at her clit, enjoying the responses it got from her, while fucking my fingers in and out of her pussy with a near urgency.
It also wasn't much of a surprise that she was a talker.
"God... oh god, yes... yes, god... fuck... keep licking me... please... please keep licking me... I don't say please very often, so please understand that I mean this... god, yes, yes, keep doing that... like that... keep eating my pussy... eat me, suck me, finger me, do whatever you have to, whatever you want... god, it's sooooooooooo fucking gooooooooooood!!!" she groaned.
It wasn't the most original talk, and it lacked a lot of her usual fire and venom, but after where we started this meeting, I was more than happy to enjoy Karen's submissive side.
Especially the part of it where *I* was completely in charge of her pleasure.
For a little while there, I gave her my best, knowing that I would take her to the edge before long. As someone who clearly didn't get as much as she wanted at home, and hadn't had the chance to fully indulge in what the book club's weekend had to offer, I knew that she was backed up and in desperate need of release. It didn't take long for my tongue and fingers to bring her to the brink, tensing and shuddering as an orgasm built.
And so, I slowed my progress, neither removing my tongue and fingers from her, nor pushing her past that orgasm barrier.
"Noooooo..." Karen moaned, looking down at me as if I'd stolen her car. "No, no, no, no, no... please... don't stop... I'm so close... don't be an asshole about this... not when I'm so close..."
I curled my fingers, gently probing against her g-spot warningly. "You'll cum when I make you... and if you keep complaining like a bitch, I'm going to leave you high and dry... and sure, you could finish yourself off, but you *know* it would be so much better if I did it, don't you?"
Her eyes flashed with a fire of fury and need, but she didn't let it spill over. "Please?"
"Maybe..." I said, lapping at her clit again. "If you're good..."
Karen groaned, dropping her head back. "Fuck... I'm... I'm sorry I called you an asshole, there..."
I grinned. "Better."
I stayed like this for a moment, keeping things nice and slow and waiting for her to calm down, before I began to build up a pace again. It was only an instinct that told me that Karen might be one who could really be driven crazy by edging, but seeing it in action proved my theory quite handily. As I built up to another crescendo, feeling her get closer and closer to orgasming again, her body quaked even more, her breath more ragged and her skin flusher with exertion and desire. Her tone was more complaining and whining when I backed off and waited for her to calm down again, only for her to nearly lose her mind once I got going again.
I kept this going for a long time, bringing her to the brink and then backing off, until a point where it seemed like she was completely and utterly broken by her need to cum. She looked down at me with bleary, wild eyes, her hair a mess and her skin looking almost feverish for how much the flush had overtaken her body. While I normally liked my girls in a more talkative state by this point, it was with no small amount of pride that I saw that I had put Karen in this state. From where we started to where we were now, this was a positive development indeed.
I pulled my now glistening face out from between her thighs, enjoying the once again disgruntled sounds that she was making. If she could have summoned down fire from the sky or opened up the gates of Hell to swallow me up and take me down, I felt like in that moment she would have done so. She looked almost as much a wild animal as she did a stacked, hot blonde ready to be used as my own personal sex toy, a look that I thought suited her well, all-told.
"You're about dying for an orgasm now, aren't you?" I asked, crawling back over her body.
"God, yes... please... I'm sorry for everything I put you through... I'm sorry for everything my son ever put you through... I'll apologize, and I'll punish him... I'll punish him really fucking bad... I'll make him wish he'd never done a bad thing in his whole fucking life... I'll do anything, just, please... please make me cum... I'm so... god, I'm so..." Karen whined, well beyond any coherent thought on the subject.
I suckled on one of her nipples, biting her, first gently, then considerably harder. The moan that came from within her might have been one of the single hottest sounds I had ever heard, and the way her eyes rolled back struck me as positively intoxicating.
I let her nipple go, and smiled up at her darkly. "I could make you cum with my tongue... or my fingers... or at this point, even the lightest of breaths... but I know that we'll both have more fun if I get to make you cum the way *I* want to..."
I climbed on top of her so that we were now face to face, my heavy cock resting against her stomach and leaving a light trail of dripping precum on her skin.
She looked down at this, then gulped, looking back up at me. "You want to fuck me with that... that monster of a cock..."
"Oh, I'm pretty sure you want it too..." I said, keeping my voice low and dark. "And you know how hard you'll fucking cum if you get pushed over that edge while I've got every inch of this buried deep inside of you..."
Gulping again, Karen came to a final decision and nodded. "Yes... god, yes, I want it..."
She reached down with both hands, stroking my cock encouragingly. I took this as a good development.
"Should I find a condom?" I asked, kissing the side of her neck encouragingly.
Karen looked torn for maybe a second, before letting her eyes roll back again and groaning. "God... you better not... I need this in me... I need to feel everything you have... I need that hot, thick, young cum bursting in me... please, Ryan, make me cum... fill me up... make me your fucking bitch, whatever you want, I just need this so bad... please, fuck me... fuck your bully's bitch mom now, please!"
Grabbing hold of my cock, she helped angle me downward, and I shifted accordingly, sliding my cock between her thighs. I made sure to savor this moment, wanting to remember this moment for as long as I lived because, really, it was easily one of the most insane things I had ever done. Here I was, on top of someone who had gone from terror of the PTA to my own personal blonde slut goddess, feeling the warmth of her outer folds as she eagerly lined my cock up with her pussy. She was so hot, and so wet, that it almost felt like a slight breeze might push me all the way inside of her... but with what she wasn't getting at home, I knew she would be tight.
Tight, and hot, and achingly ready to take every fucking inch of my bulging cock.
I laughed, maybe a little unkindly as I thought about the hell this woman's son had put me through, but before I could let her fully think on that sound, I pushed forward.
"JESUS!!!" Karen cried out, feeling my thick cockhead begin to part her folds. "JESUS... FUCK!!!"
That was the sound of hitting some resistance, as she proved every bit as tight as I'd thought, but she was so eager, and so fucking wet by this point, that that only mattered so much. Even with this kind of natural resistance, her pussy was accommodating and hungry, and it only took a slight bit of pressure to push inside, popping my cockhead within the outer threshold of her cunt.
And, like that, I was inside Karen Bowman. Only a short distance, to be sure, but I was inside of her, and we were going to fuck. I had a lot of years of resentment and rage and frustration that I was all too happy to take out on her, and the way she gritted her teeth and looked up at me with those wild, desperate eyes, I could see that this was something she welcomed happily. Even with just my cockhead inside of her, Karen Bowman was a sex-driven beast at this point, and we were going to make such sweet music together.
Grunting, she begged, "More."
I chuckled. "More, it is..."
Slowly, I began to push forward, feeling my cock slide inch after aching inch inside of her hungry cunt. While it was tight going, with this much lubrication between us, it could have been a lot worse, too, and it was with only slight further resistance that she took the first half of my cock, before parting her legs and angling her hips to give me a better angle to push further inside. This allowed me to push three quarters of my cock inside, then another inch...
"There we go..." I grunted, feeling as that last inch disappeared inside of this bitchy goddess. "How's that for a cock?"
Groaning, Karen looked down between us to see where her pussy lips had become obscenely stretched out. "I feel... fucking full... god, that's... that's more than I thought I could take."
"You think you can take it now... but wait until we really get fucking," I chuckled, letting her imagination go to whatever dark places suited her best as I began to pull out of her.
As she suddenly felt her pussy contracting around the emptiness left by my cock, Karen let out a curious, needy moan that only made me chuckle. It drove me wild in a way that I couldn't adequately explain, but enough that I couldn't wait to thrust back inside. Rather than give her my full length, as soon as I was about half out, I thrust back in, making her eyes go wide with the sudden filling.
Before she could react, I started fucking her properly, pounding in and out of her with a sudden, rapid pace that got her wailing and cursing.
"Fuck... fuck, yes... god... fuck me, like that... fuck me, Ryan, fuck me harder, please... harder... harder... god, make me your fucking whore... I fucking love it... more... fuck me!" Karen demanded, locking her legs behind my ass as I drove her wild with pleasure.
"Yeah? Yeah?" I grunted, kissing her furiously as I took out my years of anger and frustration on her. "You like being my slut?"
"Uh huh..." she groaned, wrapping her arms around me and holding on for dear life as I fucked her. "Every guy I was ever with... even when I could get laid whenever I wanted... they'd treat me like I was a fucking porcelain doll, like they'd break me if they looked at me wrong... and I never really got what I wanted... I wanted to be used and fucked like a total whore... to have control taken from me... to be called the worst fucking names that I'd slap a man for at any other time... fuck... but you can... you can... oh god... I'm gonna cuuuUUUUUUUUMMMMM!!!"
I hadn't really given her my best yet, but since I'd been edging her for a long time before this, I didn't hold it against her. I slowed my rapid pace slightly, letting her wail and cry out and dig her nails into my back as I let her roll through her orgasm. Her cunt squeezed my cock tightly, which would have made it pretty fucking difficult to hold back my own orgasm if I hadn't already had so much sex today, but I was in prime shape to really take my time with Karen, here.
And oh, did I want to take my time with her. If she wanted to be treated roughly and called all sorts of vile names, I was more than happy to provide.
As soon as she was relaxed again, I began to fuck in and out of her properly once more, my hips rocking back and forth quickly as I began to give her most of my length with each powerful thrust. Having lost some of her desperation, Karen looked up at me with greater focus. She still had that lusty, submissive look to her, but now there was a sparkle of energy to it that made me harder and fuck into her with a greater passion, something that didn't seem lost on Karen for even a second.
"God... I should apologize for things more often," Karen groaned, keeping her legs wrapped behind me like a vise. "If this is what it gets me..."
I chuckled, thrusting into her hard. "I wouldn't say you'll be getting this every time... but you really should apologize more often."
"Well... I'm sorry I didn't do this sooner," she moaned, kissing my neck.
I fucked into her with another rough thrust. "Yeah, you can do better than that."
Karen thought about this for a moment while I fucked her, though she probably could have thought a little better on the matter if I hadn't been fucking her brains out so expertly in this moment.
"I'm... I'm sorry I raised an entitled asshole... and I'm going to try to fix that every chance I get if it means I get to have more of your cock and tongue and everything else?" Karen proposed.
Now it was my turn to think while mechanically fucking her. "Getting warmer, I think. I can definitely see fucking you more often."
She smiled, a real, warm and damn near friendly smile. I took it as an unfamiliar look to her face, but it was one that I was more than happy to see.
"I'd like that..." Karen moaned. "God... you're so fucking good... I might have to keep you on speed dial... with Kyle out of the house and my husband working late and screwing his secretary most nights, I've got a lot of time... I could use this fairly frequently, and I'll be happy to make it worth your while..."
I laughed. "More cookies?"
She pouted. "They're good cookies!"
"They *are* good cookies," I acknowledged without breaking pace. "But I've got a busy fucking calendar, and a lot of girls who need my particular set of skills; it'll take a lot more than amazing sex and cookies to make me drop everything and come running."
Karen thought about this a bit longer, her eyes rolling back again as I continued to fuck her. "Alright... I can sweeten the fucking pot."
I grunted. "Sweeten away..."
She squeezed my cock with her pussy muscles in a way that made me groan, and fuck her only a little slower, as she looked up at me with a thoughtful grin. "I've heard the way my friends talk about you, and the way they know you look up to them... and I know you might have some mommy issues of your own to work through since you haven't had one for so long... and, while I can't make up for what you've lost to my son... ooh, fuck, keep going... I'd be happy to be your very bad stand-in mother, if you'd want..."
This... alright, this was a new angle that I hadn't considered. A weird and certainly unexpected angle, but maybe not a bad one, either. It might also be a sign that she was crazier than I'd ever thought, but I had enough experience to know that sex could make a lot of us fucking nuts, and that I'd be a fool if I didn't at least hear her out.
I replied, "Go on..."
Karen grinned, knowing she had at least my curiosity, if not necessarily my interest, yet. "Well, whenever you want... you can call me, and you can come over to my house, or I'll come over to yours, and I'll gladly be your 'bad mommy'... I'll cook and bake and clean for you and be your complete and utter slave... apron and all. I will dote on you... I will fucking *spoil* you... and in return, you can be every bit as mean and sadistic to me as you've wanted... you can destroy all of my fucking holes with your cock, use me and abuse me, slap me around and choke me and fuck me until I forget my own fucking name, and know that I'll come begging for more... I'll be your own personal mommy slave, and I don't ask you to give me anything in return other than pleasure..."
Fuck, this woman was creative, I had to give her that. She might have had a few issues (or a lot of issues) that needed some working through of her own, but certainly creativity to spare... and maybe more of a read on me than I would have liked to admit. If this weekend had proven anything to me, it was that I did have a certain, special place in my heart for MILFs, especially those who had looked after me almost as if I were one of their own...
No, this was crazy. This was Karen *fucking* Bowman, and even now I couldn't be sure that she wasn't deep down some kind of potential enemy... yes, that's exactly what she might be... but what if she wasn't? What if this was exactly what it looked like, and she was a sex-starved MILF willing to give herself over to my rough desires whenever I felt that particular need? I knew some girls who liked it particularly rough and nasty, but Karen would be something else entirely...
Could I really see myself engaging with rough sex on the regular with my bully's mom?
It may have been the heat of the moment, but I found this image of her thoroughly enticing... but one I still had to consider.
"Get on top of me," I growled, forcefully and putting as much threat into my tone as possible.
Karen's eyes went wide, but she could barely conceal her squeal of pleasure as she unlocked her legs from behind my ass. Without pulling out of her, I rolled to the side, pulling her into a kneeling position on top.
She knew her angles well, as she soon sat straight up on me, showing off those magnificently massive tits of hers.
"Ride me..." I grunted. "I wanna see those tits bounce..."
Karen smiled with satisfaction. "Yes, Ryan..."
Though it took her a moment to get the rhythm down (no doubt since it had been a while since she'd done this with a guy as hung as I was), but soon she got her pace down, and rode me like an old pro. Her DDDs were soon bouncing above me, her entire body jiggling lusciously as she fucked down onto me.
My eyes dropped down to her wiggling ass, and I couldn't help but reach behind and spank her.
SMACK!
She moaned. "YES! HARDER!"
I slapped her ass twice more, harder each time, hard enough that the report echoed throughout the room and made her moan so lustily I thought her voice might rattle the windows.
"So, I can have you at my beck and call..." I grumbled, feeling my orgasm building under her expert riding. "If I want some cookies, you'll make them for me... if I want to violate your ass while I call you a worthless fucking cunt over and over until you're a screaming, crying mess, you'll do that too?"
Karen moaned again, arching her back as she reached up and squeezed her own tits. "God, YES! I fucking love having my ass fucked! You can fuck me any way you want... treat me as badly as you want... violate me and degrade me and do whatever you fucking want with me! I'm here! I'll fucking take it! And I'll FUCKING LOVE IIIIIIIIIT!!!"
I couldn't tell if I was getting more frightened or turned on by what she was proposing at this point, but I was so fucking horny that it didn't really matter. She was fucking down on me harder and harder, a woman absolutely possessed by her quest for absolute pleasure.



Looking down at me hungrily, she dropped forward, continuing to fuck me while she pushed her tits against my face. I opened my mouth to accept this bounty eagerly, sucking and nibbling on her tits while my hands squeezed and spanked her ass, driving both of us absolutely wild.
This was... well, maybe not the most depraved sex I had ever had, but it was getting up there, and the more we went at it, the more insane it felt. I had already cum a number of times today, but the way that Karen was fucking me, I was recharging at an impressive rate. At once, I felt recharged *and* worn out by the crazed fuck that we had engaged in, but there was no way I could stop now, not when it seemed that both of us were getting so close.
Groaning around her nipple, I made this point clear. "You're gonna make me cum soon..."
With this warning, Karen only fucked me harder. "Just a little longer... please hold out for me... hold out for me because I'm so close... god... so fucking good, so full... please, hold out for me, please..."
I smacked her ass, harder than I had so far, enough to make her squeals echo through the room. "I'll cum whenever I want, bitch..."
My voice was dark and almost unrecognizable, but I was so turned on, I couldn't really care about such matters right now. I fucked into her without abandon, satisfied by her change in tone as she moaned wildly.
"I'm sorry! I'm sorry!" Karen moaned. "I didn't mean to tell you what to do, Ryan! Do what you want! Use me! Fuck me! Fill my fucking womb with your cum... please just don't stop fucking meeeeee!!!"
I took that as a good enough indication of where to take this next. I braced myself, squeezing her ass roughly as I fucked up into her and matched the savagery with which she rode me. I suckled on her tits like my life depended on it while she wailed and moaned, the two of us sweaty, grunting, sex-driven beasts. Pleasure built in my cock as Karen expertly rode me, and while in a kinder coupling I might have held back to make sure that she got what she wanted first, at this point, I was so blinded by ecstasy that I couldn't have cared less. I fucked up into her, feeling the pressure building until it could be held back no longer.
"Goddamn! Fuck! Take my cum, bitch!!!!" I grunted, grabbing onto her ass tightly and burying as deep inside of her as I could, making sure that I fired as deeply as I could.
It seemed that this was enough to get Karen to where she needed to go to cum, as she once again cried out, shaking on top of me so hard you would have thought that she'd touched a live wire. She held onto me tightly, her pussy muscles coaxing out every last spurt of cum deep inside of her. Any reservations she might have had about fucking me bareback had seemingly gone out the window as it seemed that she had become positively cum-crazed, rocking her hips as she encouraged more and more of my cum to fill her.
I was happy to oblige her, continuing to suckle and bite her tits, making her moan and squeal as we got the last few bits of pleasure out of this fuck.
As the haze of sex began to leave me, I looked up at her, and found this woman I'd hated and feared not more than a few hours ago looking positively gorgeous. Her hair and makeup a mess, she looked so pleased and free that I don't think she could have looked more beautiful. Letting her tits free, I reached up and grabbed her by the throat, squeezing slightly and pulling her in for a kiss. It was a long, slow kiss, our tongues exploring each other as we stayed conjoined and making out.
And then, without warning, I began to laugh.
Like a much younger woman, Karen giggled in response. "What's that for?"
"Just... thinking about everything that led me here," I said, reaching down to playfully swat her ass again. "My unlikely journey and... well, everything."
I kissed her again, then dropped my voice to that dark, warning tone again. "You're going to make good on all of your promises, too, I trust? Even though we've fucked and you've probably got a clearer head?"
Nodding, almost cutely at this point, Karen kept her best submissive tone. "Yes... yes, of course I will. I'll back off at school... I'll apologize to all my friends... I'll make sure Kyle stays right where he belongs and learns the lessons he needs to learn... and whenever you need a bad mommy..."
She squeezed my cock again, then leaned in for another kiss. "I'll be there."
I kept the kiss long and slow, enjoying how little I wanted this to end. My hands soon found her tits, squeezing them and pinching her nipples, getting the most satisfied-sounding mewls from her.
"How long has it been since you've gone that crazy for cock?" I asked.
Karen thought about this. "Since a date isn't coming to mind... I'm going to have to say it's been too long."
"Too long," I agreed, encouraging her to climb off of me. Though she did this with the greatest sounds of complaint, soon she was lying on her back beside me, looking quite the well-fucked sight as her thoroughly ruined cunt leaked a positive river of my cum.
"You look good like this," I growled darkly. "It suits you."
"Not a look I can get away with when I need a day on the town," she replied, looking down at herself with some amusement. "But, I agree... it does look, and *feel*, right."
While I was happy to lie here and catch my breath for a moment, Karen seemed to have other things on her mind. Her eyes latched onto my softening cock, her breath quickening as she considered it.
She kissed me again, then began crawling down my body, trailing kisses and smiling all the way down before she settled her face near my cock.
"Even now... it's so big... so perfect..." Karen said, taking hold of my shaft and kissing the cockhead, before using her other hand to cup my balls. "And these... god, no wonder you cum so much..."
I groaned at her attention as she kissed the head again. "I bet you like a lot of cum, don't you? Yeah... you struck me as a cumwhore..."
"Guilty as charged..." she admitted, suckling the head into her mouth. "A *greedy* cumwhore, don't forget..."
"How could I forget?" I moaned, savoring the sight as she began taking my cock into her mouth again.
What she may have lacked in experience, she more than made up for in enthusiasm as she bobbed her head on my cock. Even as sensitive as I was from our previous round, she felt fucking good, and it didn't take too long for my cock to get back to full strength. With all the sex I'd had today, I wasn't confident I'd be able to do this again so soon after Karen Bowman's cunt had sucked me dry, yet here we were.
With her moaning and drooling over my cock, and my enthusiasm thoroughly restored, I grabbed her by the hair and pulled her face off my cock, then pulled her up beside me on the bed. Face-down was a good look for her, and got me going in a way I thought would be appropriately fun and rough for both of us.
I got up on my knees and positioned myself behind her, pulling Karen up onto her hands and knees.
"Oooh..." she moaned softly, shuddering as I rubbed my cockhead over her slit again before I thrust deep inside of her.
"Take it..." I grunted, grabbing a handful of her hair hard enough to arch her neck back. "Take my fucking cock, slut..."
"Yes, please..." Karen moaned in reply, pushing back against me as I fucked into her properly hard.
I'm pretty sure we must have made quite a sight at this point, me behind Karen, one hand wrapped tightly in her hair and the other groping her ass while I fucked most of my length into her welcoming cunt like a jackhammer, while her luscious body bounced and jiggled with every impact, her tits swinging wildly beneath as I railed her. We'd both worked up a sweat, and had to look more like beasts than people at this point. Karen proved to be quite the screamer, moaning and wailing pleasurably as I fucked her without mercy.
Sensing my opportunity, I slid my hand from her ass cheek to between her cheeks, rubbing my thumb up against her asshole. Karen looked over her shoulder at me, biting her lip encouragingly, then grunting deeply as I forced it into her puckered hole.
All in all, I'd say this afternoon had been going pretty well, and that was before I heard the pleasant laugh and clapping beside us.
"Well, it's about fucking time that someone finally tamed Karen..."
Both of us turned to see the nude form of Viola Kent standing a few feet into the room from the doorway. How either of us had missed her coming in was anyone's guess (though I would imagine a whole lot of rough sex distracting us would explain much of that away), but seeing her here now... well, it felt right with how this weekend had been going.
The lithe 41-year-old semi-retired stripper stood by nude as she watched us, one hand idly stroking her already glistening and well-fucked shaved pussy, while squeezing one of her pert and perfect B-cups idly. Her beautiful face, with her full, smirking lips and those beautiful brown eyes watching us, currently had a look like she was the cat that ate the canary. Knowing that this couldn't be fully on my account, I looked down at Karen with some interest to see if she had anything to say for herself.
Considering the fact that I was still fucking her, all she could really do was moan.
"I wouldn't say she's tamed..." I grunted. "Not fully tamed, anyway... but she's a good piece of the way there."
Viola laughed, shaking her raven locks over her shoulder with great amusement. "Oh, I'd bet. But Karen always had that potential... she'd show it to some of us, but it seems like you just needed to wave a big, fat cock in front of her face in order to really get her in line, didn't you?"
I thrust my thumb deeper into Karen's ass. "Well, answer her!"
Karen groaned. "Yes... fuck, you got me, okay? I needed cock... big fucking cock... and he fucks so good... Jesus, this is everything I needed..."
Though it felt like I could do this for quite some time, an idea certainly began to bloom within me as I eyed Viola watching us.
"Viola... would you do us a favor, and round up whoever's available and whatever big toys and strap-ons you can get your hands on right now? Karen here has some apologies to make, and I think a gangbang might be a good way to start making amends..."
Viola's eyes sparkled with mischief, while Karen looked at me, first concerned, then elated.
In her easiest, most casual tone, Viola said, "I'll see who I can get."
"Good," I replied. "And make sure to get Wanda if you can? I know she'll love to hear the news about her play, especially if it's delivered with Karen's face buried in her pussy."
Viola laughed and walked toward the exit. "Oh, I *definitely* have to make that happen... ah, this is going to be so much fun; thanks, Ryan!"
She darted out of the room, incapable of holding back her excitement.
"You think... you think that's what I deserve...?" Karen grunted, pushing back against me as I continued to fuck her into oblivion.
"Yes... that's exactly what a slut like you deserves..." I hissed back, pulling my thumb out of her ass so I could better spank her.
She yelped pleasantly, then looked back up at me with a soft smile. "Thank you."
I grinned. "No problem..."
With that, I leaned down and kissed her, freeing both of my hands so I could squeeze her tits while I continued to fuck her.
"Holy shit! It's already happening?" Mrs. Lauren McNeil asked as she strolled into the room, the beautiful, tall, stacked and absolutely naked redhead laughing with some amusement as she saw me pistoning in and out of Karen.
"Oh, it's happening..." I grunted, chuckling and squeezing Karen's tits harder.
"I mean..." Lauren continued, looking at us in playful disbelief. "I knew it would happen eventually, you and that silver tongue of yours, Ryan... but this quickly... I thought it would take some time, and that she'd somehow be on top of you... but this... wow..."
I laughed. "What can I say? There are times when I can be a fucking artist..."
"He really can be..." Karen agreed. "Jesus... you have no idea how fucking good this feels..."
"Oh, I know it well..." Lauren replied, strolling toward us. "I know very, *very* well..."
Another woman slid into the room, one whose own statuesque beauty matched Lauren's. A huge-titted black woman with long, curly dark hair and whose nudity matched Lauren's, she held an obscenely large dildo in each hand, each of which wobbled as she eagerly sidled past Lauren for a good view of the proceedings.
"I haven't missed the creampie, have I?" Mrs. Erika Barclay asked.
"No, you're just in time..." Lauren said, groaning softly as she pinched one of her nipples. "I mean, this could go on for a while..."
"I've got a while, when the show's this good," Erika said, licking her lips. "Fucking give it to her, Ryan!"
"That's the idea..." I said, turning my attention back to Karen. "Got anything to say to our audience, slut?"
Karen looked from me, to them, then simply groaned, "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck..."
I laughed, smacking her ass again as I turned my attention back to Lauren and Erika. "Yeah, she's not exactly eloquent right now... I'm not really all that there either, but..."
Karen's eyes had gotten close to rolling back into her head permanently, so I finished, "...I'm not where she is, either."
"The boy got her properly fuck drunk," Erika said, impressed.
"Yeah, he has a way of making that happen..." said our newest guest.
Though she snuck in behind the other two, I saw enough of her blonde bob and big tits to know that we'd been joined by Mrs. Brenda Lynn. The first of these MILFs to ever have sex with me, even though she was significantly shorter than both Lauren and Erika, she pushed between them without a care in the world, making sure to get a good view of what was going on.
"Hello again, Ryan," she said, properly enthusiastic as she watched the debauchery unfolding.
"Hi, Brenda... I'm almost done, then you guys can have her..." I said, almost as out of breath as I was ready to burst yet again. This time, I was holding out, needing just long enough for the last guests...
Viola reentered the room, followed by one last woman to add to the mix. The raven-haired beauty who followed her was pale and curvy and had the look of a pinup model, though one with insane, J-cup tits. She wore little aside from her strap-on, which carried an obscenely sized rubber cock that looked like it would destroy whatever it touched. Seeing what was going on in this room, she crossed her arms under her tits, and smirked.
I took that as my cue, burying deep inside of Karen and filling her pussy with cum again. This set off another violent orgasm in her, making her collapse to the bed facedown, looking like she had been completely and utterly worn out. At another time, this might have been the case, but I knew the other women in the room intimately understood that Karen's defilement had only just begun.
Wobbily, I pulled out of Karen's pussy and crawled away, finding my legs shaky as I wandered over to a nearby loveseat and plopped down in it.
"Ladies," I said, catching my breath. "She's all yours. She really wants to get fucked up today... I softened her up for you, but... go nuts..."
Karen turned to me, giving me one last tired look, and the faintest of smiles as she might have laughed.
Before she could do much more than that, however, the vultures descended.
"I've been wanting to do this for a while," Wanda snarled, grabbing Karen and flipping her over.
Gasping in surprise, Karen looked up at Wanda pleadingly. "I'm sorry... you can have your play... I'm sorry I was ever such a bitch about it..."
"You better be sorry," Wanda said, grabbing Karen by the throat and looking down at her with a certain malice. "The play's a good start, but you've got a long way to go to apologize. I can think of a good start..."
Before Karen could object, Wanda squatted over Karen's face and dropped her impeccably large ass down onto the blonde woman, smothering her between her cheeks. By the way Wanda was soon moaning, I gathered that Karen was fairly talented with her tongue when it came to eating ass.
Erika darted quickly toward the bed next, laughing at the other women. "You snooze, you lose... I've been wanting to break this blonde bitch's cunt for ages!"
She looked like she was debating between multiple dildos, but before she could settle on any, she simply set them aside and shoved three fingers inside Karen's ruined cunt, twisting them around and fucking into her brutally while she cursed and laughed at Karen's predicament.
Viola knew well what she wanted, sauntering over to the bed easily and sitting on one of Karen's hands, grinding on her friend's fingers while she moaned pleasurably. Brenda quickly followed her, sitting on Karen's other hand while reaching down and roughly squeezing Karen's tits.
Soon, Erika was leaning in, kissing both Viola and Brenda while she continued to violate Karen's cunt, while soon even Wanda was leaning back to enjoy making out with her friends. When I caught sight of Brenda leaning in to suck on one of Wanda's nipples, I thought that I might be able to get hard again sooner than I thought.
"I gotta say, you really know how to bring this party to the next level," Lauren said, squeezing in next to me on the loveseat.
"I try," I sighed.
"Are you *that* worn out?" Lauren asked, concerned.
"Not..." I said, before realizing I wanted to be honest. "Yeah... been a long day. Fun day, but, you all know how to put me through my paces."
"Poor baby..." Lauren said teasingly, gently grabbing my hand and placing it on one of her breasts.
Considering how much I enjoyed squeezing Lauren's tits, this felt like a fun, low impact way to regain my strength.
We sat like this in some silence, watching the others with a fair bit of interest. Wanda had pushed her strap-on to the side for now and was vigorously fingering her pussy. She wasn't alone, as Lauren had a hand between her legs and was lightly rubbing her clit.
Fuck, she looked so hot... I couldn't help but lean in and kiss her neck.
Amused, Lauren said, "That... that's nice... but you should really watch... Wanda's a huge slut for anal play... and with Karen being so good with her tongue, and all the vibing Wanda did before she got here, soon she's going to move and then squirt all over Karen's face. It'll be pretty epic, I think..."
I raised an eyebrow. I even tried to come up with a witty response, but before I could, Wanda shifted her position on Karen's head.
"Drink up, bitch..." Wanda groaned, before crying out in orgasm and squirting impressively on Karen's face.
I chuckled. "You know, sometimes it really is more fun to watch."
"Isn't it?" Lauren replied, reaching over and lightly stroking my cock with her free hand, easily bringing some life back to it.
I hissed pleasurably.
She smiled. "Now, *this* sounds like improvement..."
"You know damn well how good you are..." I groaned, thrusting my now erect cock against her hand.
"I do... but a proper lady like me enjoys her reminders..." Lauren said, moaning softly.
I could have gone on at some length about how improper Lauren actually was, but our attention was easily lost as Wanda and Erika changed places on Karen, with Erika now grinding her pussy against Karen's mouth, while Wanda finally slid her brutally large strap-on dildo into Karen's cunt. Her cries, smothered by Erika's beautiful, dark pussy, sounded like an exquisite mix of agony and ecstasy, and were only drowned out by Brenda's own orgasm as she finished gushing on Karen's hand.
Smiling, Lauren kissed me and stood up. "I need to get some of this while I can... but I'll make sure you're not alone..."
"Thanks," I said.
All told, I would've been fine on my own just watching all of them go to town on Karen, but if I was going to have company, well, I wouldn't complain.



Especially when Lauren pried Brenda loose from the pile and took her place, riding Karen's hand and exchanging gropes and kisses with Erika, Wanda and Viola. On wobbly legs from her recent orgasm, Brenda looked put out at first, until she saw me on my own and sauntered over, grinning giddily.
"Well, I bet we're a lot of fun to watch, aren't we?" Brenda asked, sitting down beside me.
Grinning, I put my arm around her shoulders. "Yeah, it's pretty fucking great."
"I'm not Karen's biggest cheerleader usually, but you get her in the right mood, and she can be a proper slut," Brenda acknowledged, sighing as she cuddled next to me. "We've gotten her in a hell of a mood before, but nothing like this. *Never* like this. It's like you performed some kind of spell on her. A cock spell."
I grinned. "You're a little drunk, aren't you?"
"On cum? Certainly. On alcohol?" she said, waggling her hand from side to side. "A little. I'm told I'm a lot of fun when I'm tipsy."
"You're fun all the time," I said.
"And you're sweet as fuck," Brenda said, pulling me in for a kiss, before rather insistently grabbing my hands and putting them on her tits. "And kinda really hot..."
I laughed, then turned my attention back to the orgy on the bed. Erika, with her hands braced against the headboard, was utterly gorgeous, her fit, curvy body rocking insistently on Karen's face while she groaned and cursed. I couldn't vouch for how good a job Karen was doing down there, especially if she was so distracted by Wanda utterly destroying her cunt with that strap-on of hers, but Erika's face and loud moans seemed to indicate that Karen was fully capable of multitasking.
"Seems like you really did a good thing here, today... we're all probably going to have to owe you some favors after today," Brenda said, looking up at me a bit dreamily.
"It's really nothing," I said. "She threatened me, I threatened her, we worked shit out, I made her apologize, everybody's happy..."
"It's a bigger deal than you know," Brenda replied. "If you knew her like we all did... but we *are* happy... and I'm gonna show you just how happy I am..."
I didn't ask Brenda to lean down and start sucking on my cock, but I wasn't going to say no to her, either, especially when she was so fucking good. I laced my hand through her hair and began to pump my now very hard cock into her, enjoying the vibrations as she moaned.
As I looked up, I saw that at some point Erika must have cum, because Lauren was now riding Karen's face, and standing off to the side were Valerie and Janelle, who must have come to see what all the racket was about. They looked intrigued, but less motivated to jump in immediately.
When Brandy came in behind them, however, she had no such problems, the busty, muscular Latina pushing her way onto the bed and looking for some part of Karen to pinch or squeeze or otherwise playfully torture.
Between the overwhelming eroticism of what was happening in front of me, and Brenda's enthusiastic and amazing blowjob, I was a little lost to the world for a few moments. I'd had a busy, rough day, as part of a busy, rough weekend, and this was one of those times where it felt like just losing myself to the pleasure would be the way to go.
I closed my eyes for a few seconds, maybe even a minute, before I heard her voice, as sultry and confident as ever.
"Hey, Brenda... my turn."
"Fine..." Brenda pouted after she pulled her mouth from my cock.
"Oh, don't be a little bitch about it... I think there's still a few inches of Karen not being bitten or covered in pussy juice... go have some more fun..."
I opened my eyes to see Brenda getting up and walking over to the bed, while the luscious Viola stood over me. Wordlessly, she reached down to her waist and unlaced the strap-on she wore, dropping it to the ground and leaving herself naked. Then, turning around, she knelt before me, reaching behind her and grabbing hold of my cock, sliding it into her pussy as she sat down in my lap and leaned against me.
With my head buried in her dark, silky hair, smelling her femininity intensely, and my cock in absolute heaven, only one word came to mind. "Perfect."
"Perfect," Viola agreed, moaning when I reached up to squeeze her tits. "So... how was your weekend?"
Chuckling slightly, I answered, "Not gonna lie... I had fun."
She laughed in return, then slowly began to ride me. "Yeah... it's pretty difficult going back to the real world after something like this, isn't it?"
"Tell me about it..." I replied, kissing Viola, before turning my attention back to Karen's gangbang. By now, Cassandra and Ana had entered the room, watching with all of those who hadn't felt bold enough or crazy enough to get on the bed, but clearly interested in finding their window to jump in.
"The gang's all here..." Viola moaned, riding me more insistently.
"The gang's all here..." I agreed, kissing her again. "But I like where I am just fine."
Viola chuckled. "Ever the charmer."
I squeezed her nipples, enjoying the insistent way she sped up her ride. "I've learned from the best."
I sighed pleasantly, enjoying the way she rode me, and looking back on all that had happened. Our long weekend was almost at an end, and though we would have to return to the real world by the end of the next day, I found this wasn't necessarily a bad thing. With all of these women, all eleven of these beautiful, perfect MILFs, I had made memories this weekend that I would carry with me forever. I knew I would have plenty more sex in my life, maybe even crazier sex, but that few moments in life would ever be able to precisely match the craziness that happened over these past few days.
Rather than focus on how everything had to end, though, I fixed my eyes once more on Karen's gangbang and held on to Viola, ensuring that she could fuck me properly.
***
(Author's Note 2: And that's it for Book Club Memories, thank you all for reading this miniseries jaunt away from Senior Year Memories! The main story will continue again in Senior Year Memories Ch. 41, coming soon.
Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. It's been a rough few years, and in times like this, it becomes very easy to give in to anger and let that rule your life. I ask that, instead of letting anger run your life, take a breath, ask yourself if anger is really best in this moment, and if it isn't, try to consider putting some kindness out into the world instead. It's a rough world out there these days, and while that doesn't look like it will change anytime soon, it doesn't take much to make it just a little bit better. Please be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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Erik Bailey liked to think of himself as an even-tempered guy, and often considered that one of his best traits. Never getting angry when he didn't have to and avoiding rash decisions had helped him build his law practice (in a boring, but certainly profitable corner of law), and by the age of 42 allowed him to live a comfortable life. He had a nice condo toward the better end of the small town of Regan Hills, California, kept almost the same athletic build and ruggedly handsome face he had in his college football days, and had even managed a fairly amicable divorce from his ex-wife. Though work commitments meant he didn't date as much as he'd have liked, he did have his options, and got out from time to time.
Life may not have been a thrill-ride for Erik, but he made do in his usual pleasant and driven manner.
Still, an even temper and a friendly disposition had done wonders for him, which is what made Norman all the more baffling to him.
Norman was his 18-year-old son with his ex-wife, Monica. While Erik was tall and handsome and friendly, Norman was none of these things. He was unpleasant and surly and looked the very definition of a video game addict that hadn't even a passing familiarity with soap or sunlight or moving any more than he had to in life. Every weekend that Erik had with Norman, rather than hanging out or going on adventures or anything that resembled the kind of father-son activity that Erik had always dreamed about doing with his boy, Norman would lock himself away in his bedroom and game, screaming the most vile and hurtful shit that Erik had ever heard at the top of his lungs and never listening when asked to calm down even a little.
Erik had gone through his rebellious phases when he was around that age, and since confronting his son about these rages hadn't worked, he'd decided to give Norman the space to work through them and understand the person he wanted to become in life... but after replacing multiple gaming systems and four TVs in Norman's bedroom over the past three years after his son's temper tantrums at having lost one silly game or another, Erik was at his wit's end.
Today was the day he realized that his hands-off approach wasn't enough.
It was just after Norman had left Erik's condo to go back to his mother's with hardly a word for his dear old dad that Erik found himself standing in his son's stinking, pigsty of a bedroom, looking at the piles of dirty clothes and stale food Norman had left out on unwashed plates and at what would be the fifth TV his son had shattered, that he found himself seriously wondering what he'd done wrong, and what could be done to fix things.
He'd... fuck, he'd have to talk with Monica about this, wouldn't he? He was still friendly with his ex-wife, but Norman was always a blind spot to her. She'd always coddled him, and thought that he could do no wrong, and no matter how much Erik had tried to discipline him, she would always undo his efforts and just enable his lazy, rage-filled habits. He loved his son, and wanted to be a part of his life, still, but this wasn't a sustainable way of living, and it sure as hell wasn't going to teach Norman anything. He'd have to teach Norman a lesson... but how?
And who would have Erik's back here? He was handling this all on his own, with no one to help him or at least commiserate with him and make his day a little better. Getting lost in work could help some with the stress, but at the end of the day, without an outlet, he was feeling lost and supremely frustrated.
Running a hand through his dark, salt and pepper-hinted hair, he let out an exasperated sigh, not looking forward to the conversation he'd have to have with Monica, and thinking that it might be best to grab a garbage bag and clean up what he could from this room first. That would stall matters long enough for him to be able to come up with an appropriate, calm argument to bring up to his ex, or at least make it very clear that he was tired of replacing TVs and gaming consoles every few months, and that his generous paycheck be damned, he wasn't going to buy Norman any more electronics.
It was right about the moment he was considering trash bags that the doorbell rang multiple times in quick succession.
Erik closed Norman's bedroom door to better contain the smell for now, then made his way downstairs. The doorbell was ringing at an almost machine gun pace by this point, as whoever was out there seemed truly insistent upon getting his attention.
He sighed, shaking his head before he unlocked the door.
"Can I help..."
Erik looked down and took in the singularly odd girl standing before him, momentarily speechless before discovering that speechlessness was a problem that this girl would never have.
"Hey there, hi, how are you? My name is Izzy Barnes, is Norman here? No of course Norman's not here, I just watched him leave a little bit ago and wanted to give a few extra minutes for you to, like, get your head on straight if that's what you needed because if you're Norman's dad, and you gotta be Norman's dad even though it doesn't look like you could be Norman's dad because you got it all going on while he doesn't, but that's not what I'm here to talk about, so, yeah, I wanted to talk to you when your head was on straight and even though it looks like you're annoyed by something that I realize might be me but also might not be, and I sincerely hope that something isn't me, you look like your head's on straight, so can I come in and talk to you for a few minutes or maybe more than a few minutes if that's alright because what I have to say is kinda, sorta, entirely really super important? I'm eighteen, so it's not weird or anything if you let me inside."
She said this with a high, perky voice, and so quickly it might as well have all been one incredibly long word. Erik doubted the girl breathed once the entire time she said this, and was taken aback by, well, everything about her.
Izzy Barnes was a tiny thing, pale and slender and the very definition of petite. At 5'2", she was easily dwarfed by Erik's own 5'11" height. Her narrow, cute face held a broad smile, while her delicate features were framed by bright blue hair, choppy and short and exactly the same shocking color as her lipstick. Lively brown eyes looked out from behind blue, horn-rimmed glasses, while multiple piercings in her ears and the small black stud in her nose practically sparkled. Petite and slender, she wore a tight green t-shirt with a trio of gold triangles set in a pyramid on it that Erik faintly recognized, cut with a high enough midriff to show her tight abs and belly button piercing, while her skirt was short enough to fall above her knees, clearly hand-made from some of the most garish and clashing pieces of fabric he had ever seen, showing off her tight legs and sandal-clad feet.
Erik shook his head, realizing that he'd actually just checked this high school girl out, and laughed internally as he reminded himself he needed to get out more.
"Sure... is something the matter?" Erik asked, inviting this strange, hyperactive girl inside. "Are you one of Norman's friends?"
"Friends?" Izzy replied, letting out a rapid fire laugh that went on a few seconds longer than he would have expected a normal laugh to have gone on. "No, we're enemies, actually, that's kind of why I'm here."
As seemed to be her style, she spoke slightly too fast for him to hear right away, but once the words caught up to him, he goggled at the girl.
"Enemies?"
By the time he said this, she'd already strolled up the short flight of stairs toward Erik's living room and plopped herself down on his couch, stretching out luxuriantly. This simple gesture made her shirt and skirt ride up ever so slightly, showing off toned abs and creamy thighs alike.
"Yup, we're enemies! Not, like, archenemies or dangerous kinds of enemies, so it's not like you gotta worry about me coming here to burn your place down or anything like that because I'm not that kind of girl, but, enemies all the same. Like I said, it's what I came here to talk about, you gotta keep up..." she teased, laughing playfully this time.
Erik caught up with her, sitting down on a chair opposite this girl who was making herself very much at home on his couch, smiling as she looked up at the ceiling.
Izzy continued, giggling, "This is an awesome couch, like, a *real* couch, not like something you got from IKEA or anything like that, but from, like, a store that has its own smell, not like IKEA's bad or doesn't have a smell or anything, but I mostly know them for their Swedish meatballs and-"
Erik interrupted her, certain that he was likely going to have to do quite a bit of this if he wanted to get a direct answer out of her. "You said that you and my son were enemies?"
"Well, yeah, but like I said, not dangerous enemies, just, enemy-enemies," Izzy explained quickly. "If it makes you feel any better, it's all his fault, really."
It didn't make him feel any better, but it did make plenty of sense.
"I'm sorry... what's he done this time?" he asked, shaking his head.
"Oh, don't apologize for him! It's not your place to apologize for him, that's his problem, and it's one he's not gonna make good on because I don't think he even knows the words 'sorry' or 'I'm' or even what order to put them in. So, don't put that on yourself, even if there might be some explainable reasons for his problems from how he was brought up, but that's neither here nor there nor something I feel qualified to judge... now where was I?" Izzy said, looking up thoughtfully.
Snapping her fingers, she continued, "Right! Enemies! I guess if you take a look at me, you might get a certain idea of the kind of girl I am..."
Izzy sat up for emphasis, flourishing her hands under her chin as if she was trying to look like some sweet and sassy pop idol. Erik had to give it to her, she was cute as hell, in an entirely unexpected kind of way. The girls that usually caught his eye were usually more the country club set, clean-cut and well-mannered and wealthy. Izzy, though, for all of her hyperactivity had a genuine sweetness and cute confidence that was hard not to be taken in by a little, and even if he probably shouldn't have let her come inside, he wasn't regretting doing it now, either.
Still, he didn't quite know what answer she wanted to her proposal.
Izzy, however, was quick to answer this herself.
"I'm a gamer chick!" she explained, throwing her arms to the side in a dramatic exclamation, followed by a quick giggle as she dropped them back to her lap. "I play all sorts of games, shooters, puzzles, indie games, AAAs, battle royales, co-op stuff... all kinds of things I don't wanna bore you with, but that's mostly where I know Norman from, and if he lives here and games here, then you get an idea of what it's like when he's gaming, he can be a little-"
"Hot-headed?" Erik suggested.
Izzy shook her head. "Yeah, no, I mean, that's not inaccurate, but it's also not a good enough explanation for him because, well, he's a right fucking asshole when it comes to gaming. And, I mean, I'm a girl who games and I talk shit on live chat and all that, I'm used to all the assholes who are out there and what they can say and what I can say back to drive them crazy while I'm kicking their fucking asses because I'm really, really fucking good at what I do when it comes to gaming, but Norman, he makes it creepy, he tries to take it to another level that is no good in my book..."
She dropped her voice, seeming to slow down for a brief moment as she shuddered over something Norman had said. Erik was about to apologize for his actions again, but before he could, Izzy took off on another of her mile a minute tangents.
"Like, we've got some servers for all the gamers here in Regan Hills, and it's mostly us who know each other and trust each other to be civil, but he's found his way into all of them and he just loves to target us girls, like me and Tori and Katie and it's not cool, alright? Every time one of us beats him he gets all angry and screaming and telling us all the sick shit he wants to do to us, how he's gonna burn down our houses and do things to our pets and families and then he gives us our addresses and says we better make him sandwiches and send him naked pics, or pics of our feet, or naked pics of our feet, if we don't want him doing any of that stupid shit, and it's not so much *what* he says that really gets to me, because, again, none of it's new, but it's how he says it with such hate and malice and, like I said, it's not cool. He drives me batty! Batty, I say! And I don't like being batty, because I have a hard enough time staying this calm as it is!"
Erik scowled. Knowing what Norman was saying when he got caught up in the heat of the moment while gaming was one thing, but actually being confronted by someone who was on the receiving end of his vile bullshit? That was a completely different matter entirely. Even though Izzy looked generally unfazed by what she was reporting, the plain way she explained it really got to Erik.
"He shouldn't be saying stuff like that to you... to anyone," Erik said. "You don't deserve to go 'batty', and he shouldn't be putting you in that position. I'll do something about that."
"Well, that's just fucking awesome!" Izzy squealed, clapping her hands together. "But I wasn't here trying to get him punished or anything like that, even if that is pretty frickin' cool, too, no, no, no, no, no, I came here for something else actually, believe it or not."
Erik cocked his head. "Oh?"
The girl smiled, nodding enthusiastically. "Yeah! I'm here for revenge!"
He practically choked. "Revenge?"
"Duh! I did tell you we were enemies, didn't I?" Izzy explained, her smile never flickering. "You see, it's something that came up in the last game we played that just pushed me over the edge, because he was focused on me and how much better I was doing (because, not like I'm trying to be immodest, but I'm waaaaaaaaay better than him), how many times I head-shotted him and all that because he hated it so much, and he just shouted over and over about how he fucked my mom and how awesome he was because he'd fucked my mom, and I know that's an even bigger lie than the cake because Mom wouldn't do anything like that, but she's also been dealing with some mental health issues lately and I guess I was really, really sensitive to that when he said that, and it pushed me over the edge. I was tired of him saying how many times he fucked my mom, and it got me mad, so I decided the perfect response was revenge!"
"Yeah, I'm still stuck on that part, because, while I'm not your legal representation, I really feel like I should tell you that revenge is generally not a good idea," Erik explained, hoping to help calm this excitable girl out of doing anything rash. "I assure you, I will discipline him... I will teach him respect, and I will make sure it sticks this time."
This hardly seemed to convince the blue-haired gamer girl.
"I disagree! I think revenge is an awesome idea, and when I tell you what I have in mind (and it's an *awesome* fucking idea), I think you'll think it's an awesome idea too!" Izzy continued, hyper and enthusiastic and looking like she could barely restrain herself.
Erik could, however, restrain himself, trying to keep measured as this girl leaned forward on the couch.
He said, "I'll bite, even though I don't want to. Why do you think I'll agree with you about this revenge?"
"Well, because it's simple," Izzy explained. "He's never gonna fuck my mom, thank god, but he needs to know that his words have consequences, and I think the best and most fun way of doing it comes down to me fucking his dad!"
Erik choked on his words. "Excuse me?"
Amused at this reaction, Izzy cocked her head quizzically and said, "That'd be you. His dad, I mean."
"I know I'm his dad," he replied, shaking his head. "I'm just... what?"
The petite, blue-haired girl smiled and raised her hands placatingly. "It's not like this is something I'm gonna rub in his face or anything, I mean if he makes me, I'll be happy to, but it's kind of a moral victory for me, knowing I've got something on him that he doesn't on me, and it'll make me feel better, and it'll be super fun if we do it because you look pretty *fucking* hot for a guy your age, like, kinda really completely and utterly turbo hot in a way that could give girls Daddy issues, and I'm cute and sexy and young and really fucking great at sex and I think we could have so much fun getting this revenge, so, you know, you wanna just do it?"
A matter of minutes ago, Erik's biggest concern was over what would be the best brand of trash bag to sort through his son's disaster area of a room would be, and now this tiny, cute, pale gamer girl who seemed like she did speed just to keep herself even was propositioning him with the biggest, goofiest grin on her face.
Erik wanted to dismiss her out of hand, but then he couldn't help looking at her again... yeah, she was tiny, but she was lean, and she was energetic, and she looked... well, the more he looked at her, the better she looked. The way her short skirt crept up her creamy thighs, or how her tight t-shirt hugged her firm B-cup breasts, tightly enough that he could have sworn he saw her nipples... and did they look hard?
He shook his head. "I'm flattered, Ms. Barnes... but you have to know this is entirely inappropriate."
"Why?" she asked. "Because your son and me are enemies and I wanna do you for revenge?"
"Well, that..." Erik replied, trying to put this delicately. "I mean, your reasons are not exactly typical, and I don't even know you, and I'm old enough to be your father... there are a lot of reasons this can't happen."
Izzy pouted her bright blue, lower lip out at him a moment, but then broke into another big smile. "But there are a lot of reasons it should happen, too! I know it seems like I want to use you, and maybe I do a little, but it'll be the best and most fun you've ever had being used because, like I said, this is something I'm really good at, and looking at you, I bet you'll be good at it too, and you can use me all you want, too! You look so stressed, and I know I can help you with that, so why don't we just take off our clothes and fuck! Because I can fuck a lot, and I do a lot, and if you're as jacked as you look, I think you can probably keep up with me!"



Erik wasn't sure where she got that impression. Having taken a brief work call earlier, he still wore a long-sleeved, button-up shirt, and a decent pair of slacks. They were hardly flattering, but they didn't look too bad on him either... and it did, in a way, fill him with some stupid masculine pride to know that she was looking at him while he was looking at her, too.
Flattered as he was, this was just something that could never, under any circumstances, happen.
He cleared his throat. "Ms. Barnes, I can't-"
Izzy smacked her forehead with her hand, as if she'd forgotten something. "Oh, I get it! You haven't seen the goods! Silly me, I keep talking about how good and cute and sexy I am, but you need to see them to be convinced! Makes sense, nobody likes blind loot boxes, not knowing what they're getting and if it'll be worth it, and more than that I know you're a lawyer, you need evidence, so, here, take a look!"
Before Erik could stop her, Izzy stood up from the couch and tugged her skirt down, dropping it around her ankles, then grinning broadly and giggling at the position she'd put herself in.
Erik wanted to say something, but words had a difficult time forming as he realized that Izzy had come prepared to give her evidence by not wearing panties.
He knew he should have looked away, but when presented with a perfect 18-year-old pussy, sometimes that's simply impossible. His eyes drifted between her legs, to her glistening pink lips, beneath an exclamation mark of a thin landing strip that of course she had also dyed blue. Izzy was a petite girl, and her hips didn't have that distinct a flare that so many other "gifted" girls might have, but by the confidence of her swagger, Erik knew that she didn't need those kinds of curves to get whatever she wanted. And those lips... they were undeniably wet, and though he couldn't tell from here of course, he knew that she just had to be tight.
*Very* tight.
"I got your attention?" Izzy asked, smirking playfully as she rocked her narrow hips from side to side. "Yeah, I definitely got your attention; pussy's got a way of doing that to most guys. A disproportionate number of girls around town here too, actually, but that's not what matters now. No, what matters is that, this pussy right here..."
She pointed between her legs for emphasis with the enthusiasm of a hyped-up gameshow host showing off this week's prize. "...is some of the best you're ever gonna find. I've had a buncha sex, like, a crazy, *crazy* buncha sex, but I still keep it all tight, which is really impressive since this guy I've been doing sometimes lately, Ryan, he's big and you think'd stretch a girl out, like, a bunch... and you don't wanna hear about that..."
Taking one of the fingers she'd energetically displayed her pussy with, Izzy slid it inside of her, grimacing pleasantly as the slightest little moan escaped her lips. "...but I'm tight... and horny... and getting kinda really wet, actually..."
Swiftly, she pulled her finger out and smiled brightly. "But if that's not enough..."
She spun around, showing off her firm, yet still slightly round, ass. "...you got my butt!"
Erik looked on wordlessly as she reached behind and smacked one of her ass cheeks, leaving behind the pink ghost of a handprint that swiftly faded before she turned her head to look over her shoulder at him.
"I got a great, tight butt, great for grabbing and smacking..."
Izzy reached back with both hands this time, grabbing her cheeks and spreading them, arching her hips back just enough to show off her tight little asshole. It was a hypnotic sight to a guy like Erik, as his sex life had not been the most varied in the past... especially if it meant she was offering what he thought she was offering.
"...and fucking!"
Yeah, she was offering anal. That certainly caused a stirring in Erik's pants that made him shift his position to hide it as best he could.
"Yeah, if you think my pussy's tight, you have no idea how tight my ass is! God, I love it when guys just go to town on that tight hole, like, just really, really give it to me! I can take a lot and you know I like it hard and fast, and you look like a guy who can give it hard and fast..."
Izzy's smile was somehow both cute and seductive as hell, and that only managed to silence Erik further. As a man who is used to talking his way around any issue for a living, being forced into silence by this tight little blue-haired gamer girl was a strange novelty. Izzy Barnes was unlike any other woman he had ever even considered in such a way, young and energetic to an almost manic extent, yet more confident with herself than almost any other woman he'd known. She wasn't putting up a pretense of who she was, she just... well, she just *was*, and it was strangely refreshing.
That she was cute as hell, and showing him her pussy and ass and telling him all the fun she'd let him have with them, well, that was also novel and impressive and exciting.
She turned back around to face him, seeing him silent and eyed him quizzically.
"That's not enough to impress you? Alright, I'm sure you're used to all kinds of high-class ladies, and it's not like I got the biggest guns to bust out, but I still have some power ups to bust out if I need to, and since it seems like I need to, it's time I showed you my boobs!" Izzy exclaimed, sliding out of her sandals and grabbing hold of the bottom of her shirt, pulling it upward and tossing it aside, leaving herself fully naked in front of Erik.
Now, Erik liked to consider himself a good, red-blooded American tit man, the bigger, the better, he'd always thought, but Izzy's B-cup breasts, firm and perky with the sweetest and firmest pink nipples standing out from them... goddamn it if they didn't look unbelievably hot right now. Looking at this girl naked before him, he could only watch with some silent awe as she reached up and squeezed them, squeaking delightedly when she pinched her nipples.
"Yeah, I know, I'm hot," Izzy teased, bouncing up and down on her feet enthusiastically. "And you're damn hot with a whole lot of daddy energy going on, too, so, you know, why don't you help me get my revenge on your son by taking off your clothes so the two of us can have aaaaaaaaaaallllllllll the sex? Because, I'm good, and I bet you're good..."
She bounced on her feet over to him, landing in his lap and wrapping her slender yet surprisingly strong arms around his neck. As she slid her hip gently into his clothed erection, Erik was suddenly aware of just how long it had been since he'd been with a woman, something that only caused Izzy's smile to grow.
"...and big!" Izzy squealed, wiggling her ass against his cock again.
Erik couldn't help but let loose a low, soft groan, at the feeling of her pressing against him. Fuck, she felt good...
Izzy leaned into his chest and ran a hand over his shirt-clad muscles. "There's nothing stopping us, you know that, right? I'm naked, we can get you naked... why don't you just take me up in those big, strong arms of yours and haul me off to your bedroom so we can fuck like rabbits?"
She blinked up at him eagerly, smiling that broad, enthusiastic grin she had. Whether she thought that this, or the more insistent wiggling of her ass, was going to convince him most, Erik wasn't sure of.
There was a lot he wasn't sure about, honestly.
This... *girl* had burst into his home with a plan for revenge upon his son, and had felt confident enough to spell it out to him. He could think of a million ways that this could be some variety of trap, but even if it wasn't, he could think of a million other ways that this would be a terrible idea. He didn't know her well, but already Erik could tell that Izzy Barnes could be a handful. Even if she was telling the truth, what was to stop a girl this hyped up from changing her mind and deciding to fuck with him. Feeling her against him, he didn't doubt that she was probably every bit as good as she thought she was... but this wasn't something he could do, no. Even if Norman was a surly asshole more often than not these days, he couldn't let himself be taken in by someone who considered herself Norman's enemy, no matter...
...no matter how persistently she rubbed her ass against his clothed cock... or how tightly she held on, looking up at him and pursing her lips, blinking those eyes so cutely...
No! No, this wasn't something he could entertain! This was crazy... and crazy never led to anywhere good, not when you could think a situation through rationally, with an even temper, and applying logic...
Looking down into those eyes and feeling that insistent rubbing against his erection, Erik thought of a simple question that had slowly started to occur to him.
When was the last time he'd truly done something crazy?
***
With Izzy in his arms, Erik kicked open his bedroom door and stormed inside, making out eagerly with the hot little gamer girl as she kissed him back and held on tight.
In the end, this had been an easy decision. It only took ten seconds of consideration with this tight little slut grinding against his cock for him to break and kiss her, and as he took her squealing in his arms, he knew he'd made the right decision. It had been a long time since he'd done anything crazy, and this manic, energetic, blue-haired little freak had brought that out of him in a way that was truly exciting.
Though she looked completely out of place in his perfectly clean and modestly decorated bedroom, Erik carried Izzy in like she was queen of the place, before dropping her on the bed.
Rolling around on his massive, comfortable bed, she laughed playfully, arching her back to bounce up and down on it slightly.
"Ah, this is an awesome bed! And this is awesome! I swear, you won't regret it, we're gonna have tons of fun!!!" Izzy said, rolling onto her side to better show off her nudity, before looking at Erik hungrily. "Come on, I want you to get naked too so we can fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!!!"
He couldn't remember the last time any woman wanted to see him undressed this much. Hell, he doubted even Monica ever wanted to see him naked that much, and they had had a perfectly fine sex life back in the day. Still, Monica never had the kind of enthusiasm for, well, anything that Izzy had... not that he thought *anyone* could have even a flake of enthusiasm for anything like Izzy could. This girl seemed like she was made of pure energy and zest for life (and that her blood had to be half energy drink), and Erik found that he didn't mind this one bit.
Smiling down at her and using all of his restraint to avoid ripping his shirt in two, he unbuttoned it, then tossed it aside, casually. Izzy sat up in bed, gleefully smiling at the sight of his sculpted chest and strong arms, clapping a couple of times in lieu of words, which felt appropriate in the moment. Soon after, he dropped his pants to the floor, leaving him standing only in his boxers, noticeably tented in the front.
Seeing her eyes go wide, and the way she licked her lips, filled him with a distinct pride he hadn't felt for a while.
"Ooh, I'm liking what I'm seeing here, but, you know I gotta see more than that, right? You're not gonna hold out on me, are ya? Because I wanna see that cock, it looks like a good one!" Izzy said quickly, her eyes darting between his face and his cock.
Erik chuckled. "Kids these days, so damn impatient."
"Yeah, and I bet you had all the patience in the goddamn world when you were my age and about to get laid," she shot back, sarcastic and raising an eyebrow at him.
"Alright, you got me there," he replied, hooking his thumbs into the waistband and pulling down, dropping his underwear to the floor and leaving him standing naked in front of this eighteen-year-old girl he'd just met.
Izzy squealed with delight as she saw his cock. Erik was happy that it satisfied. Just over eight inches long, and quite thick, Erik had always been quite proud of his cock, and was happy to find that it met with Izzy's satisfaction. He didn't know the kind of sex girls like her got up to these days, so it was good to know that he at least didn't seem to disappoint.
Swiftly and easily, Izzy dropped from the bed to her knees in front of Erik, looking up at his cock appreciatively. Then, with the speed of a snake striking, she darted one of her small, strong hands out and grabbed the base of his cock, trying to wrap her fingers around it and finding herself unable.
"Yes... yes, this is very nice..." she murmured, looking from his cock to his eyes with that big, goofy smile of hers. "Bigger than I thought you'd be, even when I was rubbing on you... oh, what fun we'll have, what fun we'll have, and I know it's gonna be great..."
She slid her other hand down, squeezing his balls gently in a way that made him moan.
Izzy continued, "Yes, big, full balls... you must not get it very often... but when you do, I bet you cum like a fucking fountain! Which is pretty sweet for me, since I love cum... I'm probably a cumslut... oh, who am I kidding, I'm entirely a cumslut, top to bottom; cumslut and proud of it! I'm gonna suck your cock now, cum if you need to, I don't mind!"
Eyes wide, Erik replied, "Wha-"
Before he could finish that reply, Izzy made good on her promise, first quickly kissing his cockhead, then sucking it into her mouth.
He groaned at the sudden pleasure of being enveloped by her hot, enthusiastic lips, feeling her tongue swirling underneath his cockhead as she hummed pleasurably. The vibrations traveled through his cock and shook his very core, almost making him collapse from pleasure... fuck, it really had been a long time, hadn't it?
With one hand still holding onto the base of his cock for guidance, and the other gently toying with his balls, Izzy seemed to know what she was doing. Erik found himself thinking that maybe getting a good, young cumslut like her to fool around with was actually better than the kinds of women he usually looked out for, and that maybe this wasn't such a crazy idea after all...
And then Izzy began to blow him properly.
"Holy... holy shit!" Erik exclaimed as she began to rapidly suck his cock. "Holy... oh god..."
He had never felt anything like it before. It wasn't that he'd never been with a girl who'd suck his cock, no, but never one who could take his size so quickly, so easily, and so eagerly. Sucking him off wasn't a chore for Izzy, as she playfully bounced her face up and down on his cock until every inch was buried in her mouth and throat.
This made his eyes go wide, as he'd never known any woman to take every inch of what he had to give them, and yet here, this random high-schooler he'd just met, was taking it with such a playful ease that it seemed as natural to her as breathing. And the way she hummed while she did it... it overstimulated his cock, driving him nearly as wild as her eager lips and tongue.
The pleasure was overwhelming, and yet... he couldn't help but feel that there was something familiar to the way she hummed.
"Don't... don't stop... god, you feel so good... but I... oh god... I need to ask... are you humming the Super Mario Bros. theme?" Erik asked.
Izzy pulled her mouth off his cock for a moment, strands of drool and precum connecting it to her lips as she beamed up at him and grinned. "Uh huh! Helps me keep rhythm! That a problem?"
"Oh, god, no... it was just a surprise..." he admitted, a little shamefaced.
Izzy laughed. "Shouldn't be that much of a surprise, I mean, it's kind of on brand for a gamer slut like me, isn't it?"
"Not having met many 'gamer sluts' to compare, I couldn't tell you," Erik whimpered, making his need for her mouth apparent.
She nodded with understanding, giggling and planting a quick kiss on his cockhead. "While this conversation's been great, I'm gonna keep sucking ya now, okey dokey?"
Before he could answer, she made good on her promise, driving Erik wild with desire as the eager little slut kept sucking him down. Every so often, when she'd need to take a breath, she'd slow down and simply stop on his head, swirling her tongue around the tip in alternating circles while she looked at him. There was such a sweetness to her eyes when she did this, a playful energy that made his heart melt almost as much as her deepthroating efforts drove him mad with lust.
When all was said and done, he would have to have a long talk with Norman for being so cruel to a girl like this... but that was a concern for later.
"Oh god... fuck... fucking shit... you can really suck cock... I love it... I fucking love it... feels so good..." he groaned, moaning softly as she shoved every inch down her throat while fondling his balls.
That it had been a while since he'd been with a woman became quickly apparent to Erik, as he soon realized he was closer to exploding than he'd have liked. Normally he prided himself on his restraint, but with a talented little nymph like Izzy Barnes working his cock, he was in serious trouble.
"I know you said I could cum, but I still need to warn you, it's happening soon..." Erik grunted, dropping his head back.
Izzy took her mouth off his cock and smiled broadly, jerking his entire length rapidly with both hands. "Cool! Just lemme have it whenever! I wanna see your cum, taste your cum, play with it, do it, do it, fucking do it! Cum for me, come on, cum for me, cum for me, cum for me! Cuuuuuuuuuum fooooooooooooor meeeeeeeeeeee!!!"
She drew out her words in a silly, playful voice, dropping it significantly and making it sound like she was a far-off announcer at a sporting event. This might have made Erik laugh if he weren't so close to cumming.
And if Izzy hadn't chosen that exact moment to suck his cockhead, and only his cockhead, into her mouth, running her tongue over it like she was on a timer in a lollipop eating contest.
"Oh god... oh fuck..." he groaned, running a hand through her hair. "I'm cumming! I'm cumming! I'M CUMMING!!!"
Pleasure exploded through his body as the first couple shots of cum filled Izzy's mouth. She sucked it down admirably, but soon popped her mouth off his cock, taking the next few shots across her face and pretty smile. She continued jerking his cock, coaxing out shot after shot, splattering down her neck and modest tits, before the flow slowed and she slurped out the last few drops.
Erik had never been with a girl who seemed to enjoy being so purposefully dirty as Izzy, and yet here she was, covering herself with his cum and seeming to get off on it the way she moaned and squealed.
When his cum finally stopped dripping, she sucked at the head one last time, then smiled up at him sweetly. "Wow, that was a lot of fucking cum! You really completely coated me... thanks, Daddy!"
The word took Erik aback, yet did something that made his cock twitch powerfully in her small hands. A dark, confused look might have crossed his face, as Izzy's eyes soon went wide and she looked properly embarrassed.
"Oops! Sorry, I actually didn't mean to say that, but that sort of thing happens a lot, I think a thing and then say a thing 'cause I'm usually just saying *everything* I think, it's just that I was thinking about earlier when I said a guy as hot as you could give a girl Daddy issues... and it's not like I think I have them or anything, not that I still don't think you're like ultra hot or anything like that for a guy your age, but the thought came out and there it is... seems like you enjoyed it, though, and I can totally pretend to have *all* the Daddy issues you want since I really like roleplaying and am good at it and all that, so I think it might be fun to play with with you, since you seem to like that so much. Yeah, I think I'm definitely gonna play with that. I could be wrong though, so I should probably apply the scientific method and test that, right... Daddy?" Izzy said, finally letting go of his cock and running her hands down her body, playing with the cum that trickled down her body.



Erik's mind was reeling at her words, and utterly intoxicated by the sight of Izzy running her fingers through his cum, spreading it down her body playfully. Then, with a wicked grin, her fingers reached her pussy, and she playfully pushed some of his cum inside of her, making her gasp and smile up at him with that sweet, devilish little grin of hers.
He groaned at the sight, his cock twitching. "Fuck..."
Izzy grinned, then hopped to her feet. "I think I got my answer there... and what an answer! I'm gonna go clean up in your bathroom, but when I get back, we're gonna really fuck, alright, Daddy?"
Still reeling, Erik walked on unsteady feet toward his bed and sat down. "Whatever you say... fuck... you're so goddamn sexy..."
"Thanks!" she replied, spinning around on her feet victoriously with her arms outstretched. "Don't I know it!"
With excited speed, Izzy bounced and giggled and darted into his bathroom, soon accompanied by the sound of running water.
Collapsing back onto his bed, Erik ran a hand over his head and said, "What... the FUCK was that?"
He found himself on the borderline between exasperation and laughter of the completely mad. This day was nothing he could have expected... Erik was a measured person, who led a normal, even *predictable* life. He never did anything like this, never even dreamed it possible, and all it took was a motor-mouthed and maybe slightly crazy eighteen-year-old with blue hair to get him to throw everything he knew about himself out the window in the name of some half-baked revenge plan. It was... well, it was unexpected, to say the least.
But was it all that bad? No... no, it certainly wasn't that. If it was bad, he'd have kicked her out when he could have, or he'd be getting dressed now and making sure she did the same and that this was something that neither of them would ever speak of again.
He wasn't going to do that. Izzy did something for him he never would have expected, and he certainly enjoyed it. She may have been a little... intense, in her own particular way, but she was lively, and exciting, and interesting...
Life hadn't been this interesting for him in some time. Nor this exciting, really. Erik shivered at the thought of her on her knees, covered in his cum, fingering it into her pussy... if he were a sane man, he knew that he would be worried about her doing that, but the way things were going, he was pretty well just rolling with the punches.
This was why he wasn't surprised by the quick sound of padding footsteps as Izzy ran from the bathroom and jumped on the bed next to him, clean of cum and eager to kiss him deeply. Erik was happy to return the kiss, pulling the tight little minx into his arms, partly on top of him as she draped one of her legs over one of his and partly straddled him. Her kisses were swift and eager, her tongue darting in to taste him while she moaned and squealed high, excited sounds as he ran his strong hands over her body. He soon found one of his hands squeezing one of her tits, while his other hand was aggressively claiming her ass.
"Mmm, so you *really* like the whole Daddy thing, don't you...?" Izzy proposed, looking down at his half-deflated cock as she said that, watching it twitch with some interest. "Guess that answers my question. Had an idea that that might work."
"I didn't," Erik said with some dark amusement. "I didn't think anything about you would work for me."
Izzy giggled, sitting up on his leg and grinding her now rather wet pussy against him. "Oh, you're such a goody-two-shoes you'd never think you'd ever share a bed with a little cumslut like me? I mean, it makes some sense, it's not like I hang out where you hang out, or we have anything in common in any way, but that does make it a lot more fun, doesn't it? You gotta leave your comfort zone, man! Stop just dating girls you think are like you, branch out, find yourself some real sluts who know how to have fun! Trust me, this town is so full of 'em, just go looking for 'em and I swear you'll be just swimming in pussy..."
She began to rock her hips more rapidly, grinding her wet pussy against his thigh energetically so much that she had to bite her lip to hold back her pleased squeals.
Unable to take his eyes off her glistening cunt, Erik replied, "You... you really know how to paint a picture, Izzy..."
"Thanks, Daddy!" Izzy moaned, reaching up and squeezing her nipples as she began to grind even harder. "Some people say I talk too much, and I know they're right, but I can be right too sometimes in all the words... fuckfuckfuckfuckfuck... I know you need a sec to get hard again so I'm just gonna keep doing this until I cum..."
Erik wasn't quite as lost to lust as Izzy, looking down at his growing cock and knowing he would be ready pretty soon. Even if he could have spent a long time watching and feeling this sex-crazed, blue-haired eighteen-year-old grinding on him, he could feel the want for her growing inside of him to a point where he couldn't be contained.
So, rather than wait on her, he thought he'd put his own skills to the test, reaching down and rubbing her clit.
Izzy's eyes, which had been half-lidded since she started to approach her own orgasm, shot open as she looked down at him. Her mouth dropped open as a low, loud moan escaped her, and she began to rock her hips even harder.
"Ooh, Daddy... I like that, please, Daddy, keep going, keep going, I like that, I like it, yesyesyes, keep going, you'll make me cum, gonna make me cum soon... gonna be messy and nasty... maybe messier than you, we'll see, we'll see, keep going, keep going, I like it, I like it..." she moaned, her eyes rolling back from pleasure.
"Good to know..." Erik replied, teasing his fingers over her clit with a little less pressure, before going back to rubbing her firmly. "Any requests?"
She laughed giddily. "Up, up, down, down, left, right, left, right, B, A, Start!"
Rolling his eyes, he squeezed her clit and rubbed it firmly.
Izzy squealed, "Sorrynotsorryforthejoke!!! God, yes, Daddy, keep going, keep going, you're gonna make me cum, make me cum, please make me cum, yesyesyesyes... FUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!"
Erik knew he shouldn't have been surprised that Izzy was vocal when fooling around, and loud when she came, but even still, the volume of her cry did startle him. Her face screwed up with effort, her entire body jolted as if touched by lightning while she screamed out of excitement and release. Her thighs clamped around his leg as she came, her pussy spasming and unleashing a large amount of fluid as she squirted on him.
Even in his surprise, he didn't stop fingering her, something Izzy seemed to rather enjoy as she continued humping against his hand and thigh, another, smaller gush of fluid preceding her collapsing onto him, breathing heavily and trying to smother him with a million kisses.
He was all too happy to return her kisses, powered by her overwhelming lust, and giddy enthusiasm as she giggled against his lips.
"Ooh, that was fun, that was soooooo fucking fun, Daddy..." Izzy whispered, kissing him sweetly as she ground her soaked pussy against his leg.
"Agreed," Erik replied, holding her close as the two of them made out.
While this was a comfortable position to stay in, kissing this sweet young thing as she continued to grind on him and rub her hands all over his body, soon he felt that insistent pressure against his cock again as her hands found it and soon squeezed him playfully.
"Mmmm, I think you know what time it is... because it's *fucking* time!" Izzy declared, sitting up on his thigh and looking down at Erik with a giddy superiority, biting her lip as she looked down at his fully engorged cock. She ran her hands over it, mixing her juices and his precum together and lubing him up in a way that made him groan loudly.
"Yeah... it's well past time we got around to that," Erik growled, eyeing the nightstand to his right. "There's condoms in that drawer."
He prided himself in how prepared he was for a number of situations that might arise when he had a lady over, with a stash of condoms, lube, wipes, even a powerful bullet vibrator in case she needed a little extra attention. It was because of this pride that he was a little surprised by her next reaction.
Izzy laughed quickly, then put on a mock look of indignation as she put her hands on her hips. "And what kind of cumslut do you take me for?"
Erik was confused. "I'm sorry?"
She giggled, then swung her leg that had been between his legs over his hip, so she was now straddling him. His cock was only a few inches away from that sweet little cunt of hers, causing him no small amount of consternation.
However, lust has a way of overriding even the most level-headed of minds, and when Izzy leaned back down onto him, kissing him deeply and sandwiching his cock between the two of them, he found it a lot easier to avoid letting common sense take over. Izzy ground her soaked pussy lips over his shaft, grinding on him in an all-too-insistent way that made him groan with need while they made out.
Izzy continued this wet grind against his shaft, kissing his neck and nibbling at his ear as she continued. "Norman said some really mean things to me, and if I want this revenge to work, and I mean *really* work, Daddy, I need to make this fuck *nasty*, so, we're not gonna wear any condoms... no... I'm gonna slide my pussy up to your thick cockhead, and push it in, and I'm not gonna stop until I got every inch of you deep inside of me and we're fucking away like a coupla crazy people. And I'd so love for you to cum in me, but you also know how I feel about being covered in cum, so if you wanna pull out and do that, too, hey, you do whatever you wanna do..."
Erik groaned as she nibbled at his ear again.
She continued, slowing her words as much as she could so her voice came out almost sweet. "...but either way, doesn't pushing that nice, big daddycock of yours into my tight, sweet little 18-year-old cunt, *bare*... doesn't that sound like so much fun?"
Izzy finished this little speech of hers off by grabbing his cock and lining it up with her entrance, rubbing his cockhead over her wet lips. That she felt amazing was undeniable, as was the careful way she was playing this. She wanted Erik to be the one to actually make the move and sink his cock into her, and he understood that if he was insistent enough, she wouldn't have even the slightest problem with him grabbing one of his condoms and utterly going to town on her.
Even with his hands on her ass and her naked body pressed so lusciously against his, Erik knew he had his head together well enough that he could make this decision if he wanted to. He could still be sensible, *and* have fun, and do all sorts of dirty things with this naughty little minx.
He could...
Grinning darkly, Erik grabbed hold of Izzy's ass and pulled her down, pushing his bare cock up against her pussy lips and splaying them around his erection.
Izzy squealed at the contact, arching her back as he continued to push his cock into her. "Yes, yes, yes, Daddy! I fucking knew it! I fucking knew you'd want to do this! I fucking knew you'd feel good! So thick! So hard! So fucking good! Give it to me! I want it, Daddy, I want it, give it to me, please, please, please, please, please give it to me!!!!!!!"
He could hardly deny her with a request like that, and once he felt his cockhead pop into her insanely tight pussy, he could hardly stop himself, either. She gripped him tightly, her pussy muscles rhythmically massaging his cock in a way that felt like she could pull him inside of her if she tried hard enough.
She didn't have to try that hard, however, as Erik continued to pull Izzy down on his cock, burying inch after inch inside of her as he discovered new heights of pleasure. The squealing, squirming little gamer girl was having the time of her life as the older man filled her cunt, her many, many words having abandoned her as she arched her hips, giving him the perfect angle of penetration.
Finally, when her hips met his and his cock completely filled her, she looked down at Erik proudly, smiling cutely and kissing him playfully on the lips. "Now, that, *Daddy*, is some nice fucking cock..."
She sat up on his lap, looking down with some pride. He had to join her in that look, as her pussy looked positively stuffed by his thick cock.
"I'm sooooooo fuuuuuuuuullll..." Izzy giggled, reaching down to flick her clit and then twitching all over at the contact. "Holy shit... okay, that was a lot, right there... my whole body's all tingly... you should feel it, even though you can't feel it, but look at my nipples, they're, like, as hard as I think they've ever been! I could probably cut diamonds with them! Don't my nipples look fucking sweet right now!"
"I think they look fucking sweet all the time," Erik replied, his mouth watering as he took in her breasts. "But, they do look particularly delicious right now."
Izzy laughed, long and hard, before replying, "Well, aren't you so fucking sweet, too? This cock you've got, it's splitting me open... not the biggest I've taken, but it's still fucking big, and it's really up there, and I can't wait to start fucking you, so, I think I'm gonna do that now, alright, Daddy?"
Izzy didn't wait to see if that was alright before she started bouncing up and down on Erik's cock. He looked up at her with wide eyes, suddenly happy he'd already cum, because if he hadn't had that head start, he would have certainly blown it all right here. With those tight, massaging cunt muscles still doing everything to pleasure him, Izzy bounced up and down on him like she was riding a particularly violent mechanical bull.
"Holy shit!" he exclaimed. "Holy shit... goddamn it, Izzy... how do you... how are you so good... FUCK!!!"
Izzy, for her part, laughed without breaking a stride, reaching back to make sure that Erik was still squeezing her ass while she rode him. "Practice makes perfect, and I get plenty of practice! So many guys and girls think I gotta be a loser because I'm a pasty gamer girl with blue hair and an infinite collection of graphic tees and I live off energy drinks and all that stuff, but I'm fucking hot, and I can pull guys in easy if I put my mind to it, and considering how often I'm horny, I'm putting my mind to it pretty often! Guys, girls, whoever suits me, and today you suit me... and I could see you suiting me pleeeeeeeeeenty more, a cock like that, a body like that, all those Daddy issues I can definitely learn to embrace... god, I could see us doing lots of terrible things together, Daddy..."
Without even thinking, Erik first squeezed her ass particularly hard, then reached back and spanked her. The sound echoed throughout the room, almost throwing off Izzy's rhythm as she brutally rode him. At first, she looked down at him, her mouth dropped open in surprise, before that O shape of her mouth quickly turned into a broad smile and squeal of pleasure.
"YES, YES, DADDY! SPANK ME! SPANK ME LIKE YOUR SON WILL NEVER BE ABLE TO!!!" Izzy cried out, reaching up and squeezing her tits, pinching her nipples and crying out in ecstasy as he reached back and smacked her jiggling, riding ass again and again.
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
"Yeah? You fucking like that, huh?" he growled, spanking her again. "You're really getting off on knowing my son'll never touch you but that you'll get railed by his Daddy?"
"God, yes!" she squealed. "He and all those other assholes out there all want to fuck me, but I won't ever do it because they're all assholes, but, sometimes they almost turn me off guys altogether, but then I realize I can turn that around and get some of that awesome sex that they're not having, and when Norman's such a dick, thinking he can win my favor by telling me to make him a sandwich while he calls me a bitch and says he's fucked my mom, while I *know* I've fucked his dad, and can fuck his dad whenever I want to? Yeah, I fucking *love* that! God, yes, I fucking love this cock, Daddy, I love fucking you, and I wanna keep fucking you!"
Erik had never really known a girl like Izzy before, and he too was loving what she brought to his bedroom, in a way he never could have expected. When he was with women, Erik knew he had skills, but he was usually respectful and friendly, focused on his pleasure, but also making sure both of them had a good time.
With Izzy, though, it was different... she was bringing out a fire in him he'd almost forgotten he'd had. There was no love, no measured foreplay with her, just raw, sexual attraction and power as she fucked him into oblivion, turning him on more than any woman he could remember. Maybe Izzy was right, maybe he really had been looking for the wrong kind of woman in his life...
He'd really have to thank her for that revelation.
Quickly, Erik reached up and wrapped his strong arms around her, pulling Izzy to his chest and allowing him to roll over on top of her. As he expected, she squealed with delight with this change, and cried out in even louder pleasure as he began to fuck down into her with a force he never knew he had in him.
Grinning down at her, he fucked down into the tight gamer slut, pounding away at her as he claimed her mouth with his own. Izzy moaned against him, giggling and kissing him back playfully as she wrapped her arms and legs around him tightly.
"Yes, Daddy! Fucking yes, fuck me like that, harder, Daddy, fuck me harder! I'm close to cumming again on your big, fat, daddycock, give it to me, I want it, please, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me harder, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, I want it so bad!" she wailed, holding on tight as he pounded away at her.
"You're gonna get it..." Erik grunted in response, holding her down as he fucked into her mercilessly, using her every bit as much as she said he could earlier.
For a brief moment, he realized that he barely recognized the man this girl had brought out in him. Excitement was hardly a word that had led his life, yet here he was, pinning down this tight teenager and pummeling her pussy with his cock, using her like she was his own personal sex toy while she urged him on to do all that and more. He was an animal, a beast, a fucking *monster* driven by sex and sex alone, and he had never felt better. It felt like all the constraints he had put on himself, all those societal pressures or beliefs that he had to live his life a certain way, melted away as he continued to rapidly fuck Izzy's clutching cunt.
Reason was gone. Temperance was gone. All there was was this fuck, and that desperate, animalistic need to make Izzy scream and fill her up with his cum.
Which, admittedly, was something that she built up to quickly.
"Come on, do it, do it, make me cum, make me fucking cum... I'm almost cumming, do it, do it, fucking do it, Daddy... I know you can, I want you to, do it, do it, do it," Izzy intoned, her voice breathy and dark as she grit her teeth in anticipation of her own orgasm.
Erik wanted to reply, but couldn't, instead staring down into her lively brown eyes. Soon the pleasure began to overwhelm even his animalistic drive, and he angled himself for that perfect penetration, seeking that ideal zone of release that both of them craved.
"Yes, yes, yes, yes, FUCK YES! FUCK YES! I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING, DADDY! FUCK! FILL ME UP, DADDY! I WANT IT SOOOOOOOO BAAAAAAAADDD!!!!!" Izzy wailed, locking her legs behind Erik's ass as she gushed on his cock, her body tightening and jerking as she came hard and loud enough that he thought she had to be shaking the walls.
The feeling of her juices gushing around him combined with how tightly her pussy clamped down on him, it was all too much for Erik. Even a man as experienced as him was powerless to the charms and body of a tight-bodied eighteen-year-old like Izzy, and consequences be damned, he couldn't help but bury deep inside of her and cum, hard. Even having cum once earlier, it felt like she had fully restored his cum supply, emptying an even larger load out of his balls as he fucked down into her.



As they both rode out their orgasms, the two of them slowed, catching their breath and kissing. Izzy smiled sweetly up at him, giggling softly as she kissed his neck and released her arms and legs from around him, running her hands down his chest in a shaky sense of awe.
Feeling like he had just run a marathon, which wasn't really a bad metaphor for sex with Izzy, he thought, Erik pulled out of her and rolled over onto his back next to her. He took a certain manly pride to see her panting next to him, her pale skin flushed with exertion as her pussy looked positively ruined, her soaked lips engorged and stretched out as a river of cum ran down her ass.
Still catching his breath, he looked over at her and said, "That was... god... I don't even know if I've got the right words for it... but that was fucking amazing... *beyond* amazing... I don't know how I'll ever be able to thank you..."
In a flash, Izzy rolled onto her side, showing off her naked body as she propped her head up on one hand and smiled at Erik broadly. "No, no, no, no, we're not done yet... we're not even close to done, yet..."
Still reeling from what might have been the best sex of his life, Erik's eyes widened. "What?"
Izzy hopped up onto her knees in a hurry, bouncing on the bed next to him enthusiastically. "Yeah, Daddy, I'm still horny, and I want more sex, and, you know, I'm not even certain I got all the revenge I want yet... I want more revenge and I want you to give it to me, and I'm gonna get that, so, that's how it's gonna be!"
She crossed her arms under her modest breasts and pouted out her lower lip in a manner that, admittedly, sort of did it for Erik, but looking down at his wilting cock, he had to admit that he had certain limitations.
"It's not like I don't want to," he explained. "I'm just going to need some time first before I'll be ready for more..."
Erik waved down to his cock for emphasis, but Izzy only rolled her eyes at him.
"Oh, please, Daddy, I want what I want and I know you're gonna give it to me... but if I have to do everything myself, fine, I'll do everything myself... I'll get you hard in no time," she promised, before she leaned down and took hold of his cock, waggling it back and forth as she batted against her outstretched tongue.
The sight was one of the hottest things Erik had ever seen, but he doubted that even with her enthusiasm and skill that she'd be able to get him going again this quickly.
This didn't stop Izzy. The petite, pale girl continued licking and sucking at his half-hard cock, taking as much of it into her mouth as possible as she tried to encourage him back to life, her fingers toying with his balls encouragingly as she looked up at him with those big, excitable eyes.
Her enthusiasm counted for a lot, but there was something in her eyes, that mix of enthusiasm and innocence and raw, overpowering lust, simultaneously as sweet as you could imagine and dirty as fuck, that worked its way into Erik's psyche. Sooner than he would have expected, his cock hardened in her mouth, and it wasn't long before she was gagging on his fully restored erection buried down her throat.
Choking slightly, Izzy pulled off and smiled sweetly, kissing his cockhead. "Told ya I'd get you hard again!"
She suckled on the head again, making Erik moan as he ran his hand through her hair and replied, "You were right..."
"I'm always right," Izzy replied, getting on her knees next to him. "I mean, nobody's right about everything all the time, and god knows I'm not one to talk about there, but when it comes to fucking, yeah, I know what I'm talking about... I'm as good as I think..."
Quickly, she pivoted 180 degrees on her knees, then straddled him again, squatting over his cock in reverse cowgirl as she reached down to line him up again. "...and I always get the high score."
Izzy settled down on his cock easily, her tight little ass clenching in front of his eyes as she slid every inch back inside of her before she began bouncing up and down on him again roughly.
"I wanna thank you for being able to keep up with me... I know I'm good, and everyone I'm with knows I'm good, but, they can't always match up, a lotta guys crap out real fast or can't get hard again when I need them to, so, mucho respect, Daddy, you've made this pretty fucking awesome. I kinda sorta almost want Norman to talk shit about me again so I have reason for more revenge!" Izzy laughed, looking over her shoulder as she expertly rode him.
Erik groaned, then laughed out loud. "With the anger issues that boy has, I find that pretty likely... I really want him to work on those, but I'd be lying if I said I didn't want you to find an excuse to come by here again..."
Izzy practically cackled, arching her back as she laughed to the skies. "Bad Daddy! That's so bad of you... but also the fucking best! God, please, squeeze my ass while I ride you... fuck... squeeze my ass, spank me... finger me..."
Erik almost balked at that suggestion from sheer surprise. The women he'd been with never had any interest in anything related to the ass, and while Izzy had thrown out the suggestion earlier casually in one of her many rambling rants, that she was mentioning it again here and now took him by surprise.
"...you really want me to finger your ass?" he grunted, grabbing hold of her hips and helping guide her as she roughly rode him.
"Oh, yeah, completely!" Izzy exclaimed as if it were the most obvious thing in the world. "Want you to get a feeling of where your cock's soon gonna be, right? Yeah, shove a finger up my ass, shove two fingers, I can take it, and it makes me cum eeeeeeeveeeeeeeeeennnnnn haaaaaaaarder!!!"
He looked down at her ass as it slammed down into his lap, the way her tight, round cheeks jiggled with each impact, the faint hint of her asshole as she parted her cheeks to slam down. These were uncharted waters... but everything about Izzy was new and exciting. Why not indulge?
And so, when she slammed down on top of him again, he grabbed her hips tightly and held her there.
"Daaaaaaddyyy!" Izzy playfully wailed, looking over her shoulder at him. "I wanna fuuuuuuuuck!"
"Patience, little girl," Erik replied, firmly.
He reached down to squeeze her ass with both hands, massaging it and parting her cheeks to get a better look at her tight asshole. Knowing exactly what she was doing, Izzy leaned forward to give him a better view, showing off her pink, impossibly tight hole, winking it at him enticingly.
With a shaky hand, he stuck out his middle finger, wetting it with his tongue before teasing it against her hole and making Izzy moan and squeal some more. She began to rock against him, squeezing his cock with her pussy muscles while encouraging him to finger her.
"Come on, just do it! Push it into me, I can take it, I want it, Daddy, I want it hard, just push it in me, push-"
Before she could go on another long tirade about how much she loved anal, Erik pushed forward and buried his middle finger in her ass. It was a new sensation, tighter and hotter in many ways than her pussy, and undeniably exciting.
Izzy yelped in surprise, then sat up, "YEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSS! THAT'S WHAT I'M TALKING ABOUT, MOTHERFUCKERS!!!"
"You've got a tight ass..." Erik grunted, experimentally fucking his finger in and out of her.
"You have no idea..." Izzy replied, bouncing up and down on his cock a little less vigorously so he could more easily finger her asshole. "...but you will, pretty soon..."
She changed up her pace, using shorter, quicker strokes as she bounced up and down on his cock, her moans more lusty and deep as he fingered her ass in conjunction with her fucking. It was an impressive intensity from her, one where she was panting and finding words more difficult to come by, and even if her pace was considerably slower, there was a greater heat between the two of them. As she began to quiver and quake on his cock, she reached down with both hands to finger her clit.
Erik knew she was close to cumming, but that didn't make him any less surprised when she began to tense up, her fingers flying over her clit before that first jolt slammed through her body. Rather than cry out in some indistinguishable fashion, she soon threw her hands in the air and yelled at the top of her lungs like she was trying to summon all the darkest demons of her body.
"MOOOOOOOORTALLLLL KOOOOOOOMBAAAATTTT!!!"
Holding onto her as she messily came on his cock, Erik had to admit, Izzy was thoroughly on brand.
It was another wet, shaky orgasm from Izzy, and soon she was coming down, giggling and laughing as she climbed off of his cock and finger and collapsed next to him. "Ooooh yes... sorry, I should've warned you, that happens sometimes too... been a while since that's happened, but it still happens sometimes and, yeah... not apologizing or anything, but, just putting that out there."
Erik chuckled. "I'm fine. Takes me back to my arcade days, honestly. One of the many ways you make me feel like a much younger man."
Izzy laughed, then climbed next to him and kissed him. "Awwww, aren't you the sweetest fucking guy! How the fuck did Norman turn out the way he did with a guy like you for a dad?"
He shrugged. "I have no fucking clue."
She shrugged in agreement. "It happens sometimes. Some people just turn out dicks. But, you're good people, and a way fun fuck. You can fuck my ass whenever you want now, I'm all kinds of ready for you."
"Really?" Erik asked.
"Really," Izzy replied, again in that tone that it should have been obvious for him. "Though if you got any lube, that'd be helpful."
He grinned. "In that regard, I'm actually way ahead of you..."
Quickly, Erik crawled over to his nightstand and opened the drawer, sifting past his box of condoms to find the small bottle of KY that he kept on hand. With hands shaky from anticipation, he squeezed out a generous amount of the cold fluid and coated his cock with it. He was all too aware that his cock might never have been harder than it was in this moment, even feeling like he might have grown an extra half inch.
"I should make it clear," he said, his voice uncharacteristically nervous in his ears. "I've never done this before... fucked a girl in the, well, in the ass... it's not something I've ever dreamed of, I mean, I've watched my share of pornography, but this was never something that I thought I'd actually get the chance to do. I thought that, you know, that's the sort of thing they only did in fantasies, and only pros did it, so, if I'm nervous... that's why..."
"Don't worry about it, Daddy..." Izzy said in her playfully sweet tone. "You'll do fine..."
Erik turned to look at the girl on his bed. Izzy had rolled onto her stomach and propped herself up with her knees, giving herself the perfect definition of the "face down, ass up" position. As well as making her ass look amazing, this position also had the benefit of allowing her to reach back with both hands and spread her ass cheeks, better showing off her winking asshole to his suddenly hungry eyes.
Speechless for what felt like several minutes, he finally let out a low, "Wow."
Izzy laughed. "I know, pretty fucking sweet, right?"
She flexed her ass cheeks for emphasis, spanking one cheek before spreading them again to better show off her tightest hole. "Come on, get behind me, slide that cock inside and fuck me silly! I can't believe... I mean, I *can* believe while I can't believe it... that I get to be your first, Daddy! This is gonna be so fun!"
Erik could think of greater words than "fun" to describe what he imagined it might feel like to be balls deep in Izzy's tightest hole, but instead he silently crawled behind her. Trembling greatly, he climbed in close behind her, running his cock between her ass cheeks tentatively. Izzy giggled whenever his thick cockhead would pass over her hole, and soon let go of her cheeks to better allow him to get acquainted with her ass. She squeezed him playfully, encouragingly, keeping quiet to better let him get accustomed to what he was doing, before she pushed up onto her hands and knees to better allow herself to look at him over her shoulder.
"Come on, Daddy..." Izzy said, her voice playfully whiny and altogether seductive as fuck. "Push it in me! I want your cock in my ass noooooooooooooow!!!"
Something in her tone made him shudder in an altogether dark way, but it accomplished its job, too. Now resolute, he grabbed his cock and lined his head up with her entrance, tentatively pressing it against her tight asshole.
Looking down at where she wanted him to shove his cock, he thought about the utter absurdity of it. It seemed absolutely impossible that a hole this small would be able to take him... a finger was one thing, but his cock, fuck, it was almost thicker than her wrist, there was no way, no fucking way this would work, right?
Izzy pressed back against him, and he could feel that, even with resistance, her tight hole opened for him ever so slightly. It was an interesting sensation, an all-consuming tightness that didn't feel possible, embracing just the tip of his cock. It no longer felt impossible, though, and soon animalistic instinct took over. With her pushing against him, Erik pushed forward on his own, pressing his lubed-up cock against her tight little asshole with a fair bit of force.
At one moment, he was pushing against a seemingly insurmountable obstacle. The next, he found his cockhead popping inside of the tightest, hottest hole he had ever felt.
"YES! YES! FUCKING YES!" Izzy yelled, pounding her fists on the bed triumphantly. "Your cock's so fucking big in my ass, Daddy! I want more, give me more!!!"
As impatient as she was energetic, Izzy wiggled her ass and pushed back against him, burying several more inches of his cock inside of her and treating Erik to pleasures that were thoroughly unexpected, and even more welcome. He'd never felt a tightness around his cock like Izzy's ass, and found it instantly addictive. Holding onto her hips, he pulled her those last few inches, reveling in the sensation of having his cock buried in Izzy's insanely tight ass.
And then, feeling particularly inspired, he slapped her ass.
She squealed, her hole tightening around his cock and making him groan.
"Enough foreplay... I want you to fuck my ass, and now that I've got you all the way in, you're gonna do it, even if I have to do it for you, alright, Daddy?" Izzy said sweetly, looking over her shoulder with a devilish grin.
He wasn't sure what she meant by that, but didn't have to linger on it long. He was so horny at this point, he doubted there was anything that could stop him as he fucked Izzy's asshole. Holding onto her for dear life, he pulled his cock almost all the way out of her, then rammed it back home, causing both of them to vocalize pleasurably.
While it may have taken a moment of getting used to, now that he was in her ass, he was certain he'd never wanted anything more in his life. Gripping her hips tightly, he soon established a rhythm, roughly fucking in and out of her clutching ass while she squealed and moaned.
"YES, YES, YES, DADDY! FUCK MY ASS! FUCK MY SLUTTY LITTLE ASS! GIVE IT TO YOUR TIGHT LITTLE CUMSLUT! GIVE IT TO ME, I WANT IT, DADDY, I WANT IT!!!" Izzy cried out, reaching between her legs with one hand to finger her dripping cunt.
"How did you do this to me?" Erik grunted, not once breaking pace as he pounded in and out of Izzy's ass. "I keep a level head... I never do anything impulsive, and then you show up here... you want revenge on my son, and you seduce me... weird fucking plan, by the way... you do this, and you're the best fucking sex I've ever had... how the fuck did you do this to me?"
She laughed cockily, looking over her shoulder at him and smiling that roguish grin again, a look that was completely counter to her panting, cutesy voice. "Duh, Daddy! It's 'cause I'm the best there is at what I do... and you're close to being the best at what you do, I'll grant... you fuck my ass sooooooooo gooooooood..."
Izzy kept fucking back against him, squeezing his cock with her tight hole. While Erik may now have been more beast than man, driven by a primal need for pleasure and release, he couldn't help but smile a little at her words. This girl had clearly had a lot of sex, and if he was impressing her, well, that certainly didn't hurt his ego, either...
Never in his life would he have imagined sexual perfection to look like this girl. If he'd just seen her while picking Norman up at school, he would have thought that she was just another little oddball freak, but here and now, she was easily the sexiest woman he had ever met. He was realistic in knowing there was absolutely no real future with Izzy Barnes, but hooking up with her occasionally, well, that still held certain appeals...
"God... fuck..." he grunted, uncertain and feeling that certain pressure building again. "How are you doing?"
"Good... really fucking good..." Izzy laughed, fingering herself harder. "Better soon... can you hold out? Just a little teensy weensy bit longer? I really wanna cum before you do... and if you let me know when you're ready, you can cum wherever you want on me..."
"Deal..." Erik grunted, altering his pace just enough to make sure he wouldn't cum quite so soon, but still giving it to Izzy hard.
The tight little gamer girl fingered herself harder in response, her eyes rolling back as she continued to masturbate through his brutal anal fucking. Playfully, she opened her mouth with her tongue out, crossing her eyes in a way that at once confused Erik and drove him wild, forcing him to fuck her harder. Her moans grew to a higher pitch, her tone practically squeaky now as she demanded he give it to her harder and harder.
Erik gave her his best, and that seemed to be good enough, for it wasn't long before Izzy was gushing against him once more, crying out and cursing and squirting against his thighs, her asshole tightening around his cock so hard he briefly feared she might hurt him, but found only pleasure instead.
When Izzy calmed, partially collapsing to the bed while he continued to drive into her ass, she said, "You can cum whenever... however... wherever... I'll take it... I want it... just... fuuuuuuuuuuuuck..."
This was music to Erik's ears. He had been close for a while now, and this was everything he needed. With a particular image that seemed enticing, he soon pulled out of her ass and flipped her over onto her back, jacking his cock rapidly until he could take it no more. Groaning loudly, he came again, the first shot arcing across her stomach and breasts before splattering on her neck, soon to be followed by the next couple shots. He shuffled on his knees beside her, coming closer to her face and spraying the last couple shots on her cheeks and smile, getting more laughs from Izzy before he finally felt like collapsing.
Before he could, she quickly took his cock into her mouth, sucking the head before exclaiming, "Thanks! We taste good!"
"Uh huh..." he panted, collapsing next to her on the bed, eager to finally catch his breath.
The two of them lay there in some silence, Erik breathing heavily, Izzy giggling and playing with the cum on her chest and looking painfully sexy to his eyes. If he thought he could take it, he would have jumped her again right there, but even on a day as pornographic as this, sometimes a bit of a break was needed.
"Well, that was the best, right there... I never knew revenge could taste so good and be so much fun and kick so much ass, while I'm getting it in the ass!" she laughed. "I'm looking forward to the next time I need to take revenge on Norman if it means I can get it like that..."
"Me too..." Erik laughed, thinking fondly on how his day had improved immensely since looking at that wrecked TV.



The thought hit him quickly, and before he could weigh all the pros and cons, he decided to ask, "So, this might sound random as hell, but I know you're a gamer... are you a PC elitist, or do you play consoles, too?"
"I dabble. I like to dabble. Why fight when you can be nondenominational and have aaaaaaaaallllllllllllll the fun. Why?" Izzy asked, smiling through his cum in chipper curiosity.
"Well," Erik replied, taking a breath. "Norman tends to wreck his systems and TVs in temper tantrums whenever he's losing (which seems to be a lot) because, so far, I've always replaced them, and he knows he can get away with it. He's got a TV in his room that's a lost cause, now, but a PS5 that's only a few weeks old that he hasn't managed to destroy yet. Multiple controllers, big stack of games... I'd hate to see that kind of investment wrecked, so, if you want it, it's yours."
Izzy's eyes went wide, her smile turning from a playful one to a broad, genuinely gracious look. "Really?"
"Really," he replied, grinning.
"Yay!" she exclaimed. "I'd hug and kiss you and all that, but I'm covered in your cum and I know how awkward guys can get with that, but, holy crap, that's the best! You're the best Daddy ever!!! Wow!"
Quickly, Izzy hopped out of bed, looking luscious and dirty and cute at once as she bounced on her feet. "How 'bout we take a shower, long and hot and all that good stuff, and I'll get clean again so we can get dirty again and maybe even get dirty in the shower because I gotta thank you properly, Daddy, and because I dunno about you but I don't feel revenged out yet today and could totally use a couple hours more... maybe a few hours more... maybe more than that, because I can get really fucking dirty and I think you can get really fucking dirty and maybe we should get dirty together, but, like, after you fuck me in the shower for a while, huh? How does that sound?"
A lot of thoughts went through Erik's mind in this moment, wondering if he was capable of keeping up with this hyperactive little slut. This, however, was something he also knew that might also be out of control, as his body had ideas of its own.
Feeling life return to his cock with startling speed, Erik eyed the well-fucked and thoroughly ecstatic little gamer girl and replied, "Hell yeah."
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing these stories is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going. Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying my works. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. It's been a rough few years, and in times like this, it becomes very easy to give in to anger and let that rule your life. I ask that, instead of letting anger run your life, take a breath, ask yourself if anger is really best in this moment, and if it isn't, try to consider putting some kindness out into the world instead. It's a rough world out there these days, and while that doesn't look like it will change anytime soon, it doesn't take much to make it just a little bit better. Please be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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***
It had been a week since I came home from Viola Kent's book club getaway, and I was just about recovered. Yes, I know, poor Ryan, had too much sex with so many MILFs who treated him so nicely... but I gotta give it to those ladies, they had energy to spare, and by the end of that Monday I was well and truly fucked out. I took it easy at school for that next week, a choice made all the easier by Brooke and Josie being busy with family obligations, and it being easy enough for me to very politely turn down the handful of girls who hit me up via text.
...okay, maybe I had a quick thing with the pizza girl, but beyond that, I was semi-abstinent for most of that week, and not minding this recharge period too much. The rare time I had with Josie and Brooke was nice and sweet, the three of us studying or watching movies, and making out, of course... but we kept it pretty simple.
For a while, anyway.
It was bright and early on Monday morning, and I was taking a shower before school, thinking about the week's homework and tests, and maybe even allowing those thoughts of applying to college to seep in, given that we were now about a week into March. I was getting lost in thought under the hot blast of my showerhead, inhaling my body wash's fruit-scented aroma, when I heard the bathroom door open and close quickly.
My cock was hard almost instantly.
Brooke King had a way of doing that to you.
"Like, O-M-G, these muffins your dad made us are, like, amazing! Totally the best," she intoned from the other side of the shower curtain.
I could just see the faint outline of my petite blonde girlfriend in her hot pink pajamas, licking her fingers as she must have just finished one of the muffins Dad had left for us. Looking at her through the curtain, though, I soon saw her pajamas hitting the floor.
"Let him know the next time you see him; should be back from this conference sooner than usual, I think," I said.
"I will!" Brooke replied, pulling back the shower curtain and eyeing me with a long, lecherous look.
It was an easy look for me to return. 5'1" and the very definition of petite, Brooke was a tiny, fit cheerleader with a lusciously round butt and the perkiest A-cup tits. Her face was at once sweet and naughty, with rounded cheeks, a cute, upturned nose, a mischievous smile and the biggest, most dazzling green eyes you had ever seen. While her shoulder-length blonde hair was usually kept up in a pair of pigtails, she wore it down right now, given that she was about to hop in the shower with me.
My cock stirred at the memories of her coming over last night, and the fun we got up to...
Smiling that cute, devilish grin of hers, she climbed into the shower with me, closing the curtain behind her as she stepped under the hot spray of water. "So, like, where'd he learn to bake like that anyway? I *so* need to steal some of his recipes..."
I laughed. "College buddy of his was a chef, even had a TV show for a while; Dad and I got to sit in on a couple tapings, even. He gave Dad baking tips and some of his recipes before that whole scandal when he got busted for smuggling all those exotic turtles for resale."
As she finished rubbing shampoo into her hair, Brooke's eyes went wide. "Ooh, I remember that guy! That was a really good show! Sucks that they canceled it."
I shrugged. "Well, he *was* guilty. Still, good recipes, and Dad knows how to make 'em well."
"Sure does," Brooke giggled. "Get my back?"
Showering with Brooke was always like a game you weren't 100% sure of the rules of. Sometimes it would just be a shower, and other times, it was a prelude to sex. I couldn't read where she was this morning, but I was happy to soap up her back all the same, since I'd always take any excuse to touch her.
I soaped up her back, scrubbing it in as she braced against the wall for support.
"You can, like, go a little lower, make sure to get my butt!" Brooke giggled, looking over her shoulder at me.
"Uh huh... make sure we get you nice and clean?" I suggested, dropping my hands to massage her ass.
"Something... something like that..." she purred, grinding her ass lightly against my hands.
I grinned, sliding my middle finger between her ass cheeks and pressing it first against, then into her asshole. Brooke sighed, appreciative as I thrust it gently in and out of her tight, clutching hole.
Then she giggled. "Feels like someone's totally excited to shower with me..."
It took me a second to realize my cock was pressing up against the side of her ass, but she quickly reached behind her to grab hold.
I pulled my finger out of her ass, while Brooke turned around, angling herself under the showerhead to clean herself of all soap and shampoo and anything else that might sting for either of us.
And that's about when I pulled her in close for a kiss, but as with most intimate moments with Brooke, there's no such thing as *just* a kiss. A kiss soon became making out, and making out soon became downright lewd as we were groping and exploring each other with our hands.
"How much time do we have?" I asked.
"Not... like, a *lot*..." Brooke admitted, running her hands up my chest. "But I'm crazy horny, and would really like to get some before school."
Gotta appreciate Brooke's straightforwardness.
I pressed Brooke up against the wall, one of her legs gripped in my hands as I lifted it up ever so slightly, better presenting that sweet pink pussy of hers to me. She reached down between us, grabbing hold of my cock and lining the head up with her pussy, mewling sweetly as she rubbed it over her folds, then against her clit for a moment, before finally pressing the head into her. Groaning at the tightness of her familiar, perfect cunt, I soon pushed every last bit of my thick, ten-inch cock into her.
"Finally!" Brooke groaned, kissing me sweetly the moment I buried myself completely inside of her. "Feels like it's been almost, like, a year since we've done this!"
I grunted, starting to thrust my cock in and out of her. "Yeah... but didn't we spend all last night doing this?"
"Uh huh..." Brooke replied, kissing me sweetly. "But I can't get enough, and that makes it feel like foooooooreeeeeeeever!!!"
I loved her enthusiasm, and couldn't argue with her logic.
"Totally..." I grunted, fucking her against the wall and suddenly quite thankful for the non-slip shower inserts I'd gotten for Christmas. While shower sex was never really my favorite, I'd gotten used to having plenty of it, and it was better safe than sorry.
And with Brooke joining me... well, I could see the benefits of shower sex. She was as enthusiastic and energetic as ever, squealing and giggling and riding me to the best of her ability as I pinned her to the wall. I knew she would be all over the place if I hadn't had her pinned quite like this, but also knowing how much she liked me to throw her around and have my way with her...
Yeah, you could say we were both having a pretty awesome time.
"So fucking tight..." I grunted, leaning in to kiss her. "Fuck, I love you..."
"I love you too..." Brooke squeaked, kissing me back and wrapping her arms around my neck for balance. "Harder... please... fuck me harder... I want to be, like, totally full of cum before we go to school..."
"Shouldn't be a problem..." I replied, grunting appreciatively as I fucked into her.
"Oh!" she exclaimed, moaning loudly when I reached down to toy with her clit. "I almost forgot! We're doing a study group, after school... Sarah's house... you gotta be there, alright?"
I squeezed her clit as I fucked into her, getting a rather nice wail out of Brooke as I continued to rail her. "Nadia said she might need me to start a new project today... but I'll make sure it won't go too late..."
"Good... fuck, keep going like that, harder, harder, I'm getting close... because Sarah needs catching up on her notes, and I don't want that girl to fail... she's the best! Isn't she the best?" Brooke exclaimed.
She had that right. Sarah Kent was one of the girls I'd grown quite close to this year, and I considered her one of my better friends. Sure, it was a little unconventional that she was also one of my girlfriends' best friends, and maybe it was a bit unusual, considering how often Sarah and I had sex, that she'd asked me to seduce her mom, but when it came with frequent sex with Viola Kent... well, I wasn't one to complain there.
Sarah was sweet and kind, intelligent and compassionate, more beautiful than she knew and an absolute freak in the sheets. My year was better for having gotten to know her, and I cherished her friendship. If she needed our help for peace of mind, then I would be there to help give her that.
"Yeah... she's the best... and she won't fail any tests... Sarah's fucking smart..." I grunted, feeling my orgasm approaching.
"She is... but please promise you'll be there, okay?" Brooke asked.
There was something in those big green eyes of hers that I couldn't thoroughly read, something that actually looked a little nervous, but I was too close to cumming to read too much into it.
"Of course I will," I replied.
A great look of relief swept across her face, further puzzling me, but not stopping me from what I had set out to do. I pounded up into her harder, nearly lifting her foot off the ground with every thrust.
"Yay!" Brooke replied, her voice breathy. "So glad we got that sorted out... there we go... harder, like that, fuck me harder, fuck your girlfriend's slutty little pussy harder and let's cum so we won't be late for school!"
"Way..." I grunted, feeling the explosion building. "Way... ahead of you!"
I'd timed it well enough that Brooke's wailing, messy orgasm came first, but only by a fraction of a second. Soon I was filling her pussy nice and deep with cum, thrusting in more slowly as I pushed every last drop into her.
Catching my breath as we both came down, I pulled out and let Brooke's leg down. "That was amazing... fuck, I love you..."
Smiling at me sweetly, Brooke kissed me. "I love you too. But we really don't want to be late, and I really would like to get an actual shower in! You know, actually get clean after all the dirty we just got up to..."
She ran her hand between her legs, scooping up some of my dripping cum and looking at it with lust in her eyes. "And what dirty it was..."
I laughed, smacking her on the ass playfully. "Totally."
***
After finishing our nice hot shower and getting dressed in clean clothes, I was more than ready to meet the day at school (I was especially mellow after Brooke quickly blew me in her car in the school parking lot, minutes before the first bell rang), riding high through my first couple classes and making it to lunchtime feeling damned good about myself.
This didn't change when I heard Peter Nixon calling to me as I walked across the quad toward the Puma Press offices.
"I owe you one!" he shouted, completely devoid of context, though if pushed I could've made some guesses.
I turned to view one of my less likely friends I'd made this year approaching me. The black, 6'4" football player was basically a wall of living muscle and good humor, easygoing in the way that those who are devastatingly handsome can easily get away with, and I could easily admit the guy was pretty damn handsome. There had been a time I'd been intimidated by him, as I'd been intimidated by most jocks really, but especially because I knew him to be one of Kyle's friends. Now knowing that he was a relaxed and thoughtful guy who was looking to get through senior year like the rest of us, well, it was easy for us to be friends.
"You passed Mrs. Lynn's test?" I asked as he sidled up to me.
"Best score yet," he said, clapping me on the back with one of his big hands and nearly knocking me off my feet. "I owe you."
"You did all the studying yourself," I replied.
"Yeah, but you showed me the way. I owe you... this'd probably be the time I'd offer to help set you up with someone, but since that's not an issue you have, wanna hang out sometime soon? Night on the town, two studs up for trouble?" Peter suggested.
The image of the two of us hanging out like this would've been insane last year. Now?
I laughed warmly. "Sounds great. I might even have an in at a strip club if you really want to get wild."
I said this as a joke at first, not that it was untruthful. Viola Kent had told me she'd been making a return to stripping now that Sarah had gotten older, and invited me to check her out on stage sometime.
Peter raised an eyebrow. "Really?"
I nodded, with maybe a little bit of that extra bravado you'd get when talking to another guy.
He smirked. Peter was not a guy who needed help surrounding himself with gorgeous women, but the allure of the strip club is a strong one.
"Let's... let's think about that," he said, looking off into the distance as we approached the Puma Press office. "Sounds like it could be a lot of fun."
And that's how I found myself agreeing with something I'd meant as a bit of a one-off joke. "Let's do it... but for now-"
Peter laughed. "Get in there before Nadia tans your hide then (unless you're into that kind of thing), I got it... I gotta meet Sasha for lunch, anyway, tell her about my test!"
"Do that!" I called after him as he jogged off toward the cafeteria. "And tell her I said hey!"
He laughed again, an exuberant, booming sound. "I will!"
Peter and I were decent enough friends at this point that he probably would. It wasn't a secret among, well, any of us really that I'd had sex with Sasha Pearl, Peter's girlfriend, over New Year's, and there was not an ounce of bad blood between us. One of those many other delightful quirks to living in a town with such a unique perspective on sex as Regan Hills.
Shaking my head and trying to hold onto my amusement just a little longer, I opened the door to the Puma Press offices and stepped inside.
The offices were less busy than usual, with only a couple of people hunched over computers as they tried to fuse pictures and words together into articles that might please our driven student editor, Nadia Barclay. One of them was clearly my other girlfriend, Josie Wong, who looked too busy checking over her negatives for me to want to interfere with her. It was kind of fun watching her like this, intent and focused and not trying to be "on" for anyone, just lost in her own world as she tried to put her brilliant eye to work to make sure the paper got the best pictures possible. Fuck, this year had been amazing for so many of the people I'd met and known, but if Josie were the only one in my life-
"Ryan! You made it, good!"
I wasn't shocked that Nadia jumped on me almost the moment I stepped through the door, but I was still impressed by how quickly she grabbed my attention.
I turned to face her. The Nadia I saw here was a familiar sight, a beautiful black preppy girl with glasses, fashionable sweater and tight jeans. She looked a little more harried than usual, but I was used to harried Nadia, and was prepared for whatever it was I might have to deal with.
"Grab a seat... somewhere?" she said, looking around the cramped room for a table that might suit her needs for our impromptu meeting, and settling on one that had some of the nicer chairs in this room full of secondhand furniture, most of which involved not-so-nice chairs.
Fortunately, these ones didn't collapse under us as we sat at the table.
In that brief moment that Nadia was straightening herself up, I quickly glanced at Josie to see her looking at us, her beautiful face contorted by a playful smirk, further accented by her customary jet-black lipstick. Even after an eventful morning with Brooke, I could feel a certain stirring in my pants.
"I'll be quick, because it's lunch and I know you must want to eat," Nadia said, clearing her throat. "The school year's wrapping up, and both statewide and regional student newspaper award seasons are right around the corner."
"You know we're gonna win something, right? You're really making sure we all kick ass at this," I said, hoping to calm her.
She was nothing if not persistent. "Probably, but that doesn't mean we can rest on our laurels."
"I guess not," I replied. "I'm guessing that means you have something you want me to do?"
"You guess correctly. There's a lot of activities with various school organizations occurring as we get closer and closer to graduation, and I'm putting some of our best writers on month-long assignments in the field with them. Clubs, teams, student government... I want to do some nice, in-depth exposés to show the student body the inner workings of these organizations, show everyone a side of the school they may not get to see very often," Nadia explained.



Our school had a fair number of sports teams and clubs that covered a variety of special interests, and instantly I found myself hoping that I wouldn't be assigned to one of the sports teams. Peter aside, I'd done a good job avoiding most of the school's jocks, and hoped I could keep it that way through graduation.
Though, I could do worse than being assigned to the girl's swim team...
Ignoring my staring off into space and fantasizing, Nadia continued, "I want you to be one of those writers."
"So, you're saying I'm one of your best?" I asked, looking, and feeling, a little smug.
"You know you're one of my best, and don't pretend otherwise," Nadia said, smirking some herself. "There were a number of places I could have put you, but after putting my feelers out there, I actually got a special request from a faculty advisor for you to cover their club, and after a little further digging, I've decided that it would be an excellent place to put you."
This made me raise an eyebrow, though I couldn't for the life of me be certain *who* she meant. I'd gotten to know a number of my teachers rather intimately this year, so was unable to truly narrow things down.
"Who am I covering?" I asked, genuinely curious.
Fighting a hint of distaste in her voice that would soon make more sense to me, Nadia continued, "Ryan Collins... I regret to inform you that, for the month of March, I'm going to be embedding you with..."
She paused for dramatic effect, waiting for me to lean in. Still curious, I indulged her and did precisely that.
Smirking, Nadia finished, "...the drama club."
Well, wasn't this an interesting development? When it came to school events, the Puma Press and drama club had always been something like rivals. At homecoming, fundraisers, and of course this year's Halloween Scream carnival, we were usually competing with each other to see who could get the most money. Nadia in particular seemed to always have it out for them, so the look of amusement on her face was curious, to say the least. Honestly, aside from knowing some of the drama kids as running a little intense, I had nothing against them other than Puma Press pride, and had spent my fair share of time screwing the drama teacher, Mrs. Wanda Harker, who had once told me she might need me as a helper with the coming year.
It seemed that promise I made to her might be about to come due.
Clearing my throat and crossing my legs to keep the erection Josie had given me at bay, I asked, "Is that so?"
Behind Nadia, Josie restrained some quiet laughter at Nadia being forced to in any way play with the drama club. I'd be lying if I said I didn't want to join her, but I also didn't want to give Josie away.
"It is so," Nadia replied. "Mrs. Harker asked Mr. Hopkins personally if you would be up for covering the pre-production of the spring musical. Isn't that right Mr. Hopkins?"
Our faculty advisor, Mr. Hopkins stuck his middle-aged, balding head out of the office. "Whatever she said, that's right!"
He disappeared just as quickly.
"I'm sure there's a story to it that I'd want to hear off school grounds..." Nadia said, a hint of mischief curling the edges of her smile. "...but apparently Mrs. Harker wanted to give you 'special access' to the show as it develops. Apparently, she credits you with removing some of the obstacles that were hindering the musical's progress, and wants to thank you by giving us behind-the-scenes access. I'm sure that this is all self-promotion on her part, but... it could certainly make an interesting article, wouldn't you agree?"
I didn't have to think about this very long. "I'll agree to that."
"Good," she replied, standing up from the table. "She wants a quick meeting with you after school to touch base, but from there, I wish you luck. I want you to check in with me every few days, give me your notes, tell me of the progress, share all the hot gossip from the drama kids that I can use to my advantage, the usual."
We both shared a chuckle at her joke, but I stood up with her and prepared to head out. "I'll make you proud, chief."
"I knew you would... now, I know I've held you here long enough, I don't want to take up too much of your time. Surely you must be hungry..."
I looked to see that Josie had also joined us in standing up... and fuck did she look good today. Her long black coat was open, showing off her tight black tank top that beautifully molded to her D-cup tits and dark cutoff shorts that looked painted onto her immaculate ass. She pursed her black-painted lips at me, then smiled with dark, delicious intent.
I answered Nadia. "Yeah, I could eat..."
***
I may have been on my knees in that closet next to Mrs. Lynn's class, and my lunch may still have remained untouched in my backpack, but that didn't mean I wasn't eating.
Bracing her hands against a shelf of cleaning supplies, Josie groaned. "Fuck, Ryan!!! Keep eating my goddamn ass!!! FUCK!"
I obliged her this humble request, burying my face between her bare ass cheeks as I thrust my tongue in and out of her tight, delicious asshole. Josie's coat, shorts and panties were on the floor, her tank top pulled just above her big, bare tits.
I pulled my face out of her ass for just a moment. "Really gotta be quiet here... if Mrs. Lynn's in her room-"
"Then the slut'll get one hell of a show..." Josie groaned, pushing my face into her ass again, before she quickly added, "If you're listening, no offense, Mrs. Lynn!"
I'd have laughed if my mouth weren't so full. I kept my mouth right where it was, worshipping Josie's ass for the utter work of art it was while I quickly stroked my cock, spreading precum in preparation for what was to come. In all the time I'd known them, I had to acknowledge that Josie and Brooke were probably the two biggest anal whores I knew, though it was hard awarding a true champion in that contest. At the moment, though, Josie's big, round ass was edging out a lead, but I was probably biased.
"God... that's it... keep eating my ass, keep eating me, fuck, give me that tongue... give me everything..." Josie groaned, reaching between her legs with one hand to furiously rub her clit. "I want it... I want it all... fuck, I want you..."
Grabbing a handful of my hair, Josie pulled my head from her ass and said, "Give me that cock, Ryan..."
While sex with Brooke this morning may have been sweet playfulness, with Josie, there was only a brutal need. The two of us had always had something hot and direct like this, and knowing exactly what she wanted, and how to deliver it, got me truly fucking horny.
I stood up behind Josie, pressing my cock against her reasonably lubed asshole, then pushed it inside of her. She looked up at me, grimacing and moaning pleasurably as I violated her asshole, not stopping until I had every inch buried inside of her. Those black-painted lips of hers opened in soft ecstasy, her eyes boring into mine as I violated her tight, beautiful hole.
The moment I'd sunk all the way inside of her, we kissed deeply. It was a brief moment of intimacy in this dirty exchange, a slow, hot kiss, which we soon broke. Then, staring into her eyes, I began to fuck her ass.
Hard.
"Goddamn... fuck, how'd I go more than a week without this?" I grunted, reaching around and squeezing her bare tits.
"I dunno, man... that's really your problem, though, isn't it?" she laughed. "You gotta spend all your time with the MILFs, then recovering from the MILFs... even throwing in a quickie with the pizza girl-"
"Not a quickie," I corrected, slapping Josie on the ass.
Josie bit her lip to hold back a yelp. "Fine... not a quickie... but here you were, doing all that shit, when you could've been fucking your hot, slutty girlfriends in their amazing asses... and every other hole, really... god, like that, keep going, harder, right there... yeah, fuck that's good cock..."
"And I don't regret a goddamn thing..." I laughed, kissing her forcefully as I kept railing her ass.
"You'd better not," she replied, laughing. "Otherwise I might get somewhere in the vicinity of feeling bad about how much fun I had at the glory holes."
Josie seemed to delight in filling me in on *that* exploit she'd partaken in over the long weekend in some detail, something I rather enjoyed. Thinking about her in such a position... fuck, it might have gotten me fucking into her even harder.
"Nothing to feel bad about there..." I grunted, smacking her ass again.
"Good... because I'll do it again... especially if it gets you fucking me this hard..." Josie groaned, her voice spiking higher when I slapped her ass yet again.
"Bring Brooke next time..." I replied.
"Of course..." she moaned. "Speaking of... you're gonna make it to the study group thing at Sarah's tonight?"
I smacked Josie's ass, feeling my balls swelling on the verge of another orgasm. "That was the plan... I need to do this Nadia thing first, but that should be quick, touching base, I think... after that, I'm with you guys..."
"Cool..." Josie replied, biting her lip and looking away from me. "'cause it's kind of important..."
"I'm getting that vibe... fuck, I'm gonna cum soon..." I warned.
"Give me a sec... just hold on... almost there, just, hold on, another second... please... keep going... keep going..." Josie replied.
Holding on was something of a challenge at this point, mostly because Josie's ass was a work of fucking art. Perfectly round and firm, it jiggled beautifully with every impact as I rammed my cock home inside of her, while her clutching hole felt as tight now as it did the first time we'd had sex in one of our school's bungalows. I didn't just fall in love with Josie because of her ass, but if I'm going to be honest, in those early days of our sexual relationship, it was definitely one of the big things that kept me coming back to Josie.
Now, though? Getting to share this with her was one of life's great pleasures for me.
I watched her face screw up in concentration, almost ready to lose it, and I knew I had to make my move quickly. I wrapped my arms around her, grabbing her tits tightly and kissing her deeply as she came. My lips stifled what would have no doubt been a very loud, intense orgasm on her end, while hers certainly quieted my own loud moan as I came deep up her ass. I slowed my thrusts, wanting to savor these overwhelming waves of pleasure that flowed over both of us while her spasming ass milked my cock.
"Fuck..." I murmured, kissing her.
"Fuck's right..." she replied, breathily, before smiling up at me cockily. "Sorry I stole your lunchtime?"
I laughed. "Nah, I've got, what, five minutes? I can eat that before my next class. I'm more worried about you with all that cum that'll be leaking out of your ass."
"It wouldn't be the first time," Josie replied, kissing me again, and squeezing my cock with her ass for emphasis. "I'll make do."
"Good," I replied, kissing her once, sweetly, before an overwhelming surge of love swept over me, and I kissed her deeply. I held Josie close, massaging her breasts as I held onto her tight, not wanting to lose this moment, or, indeed, any moment with her.
My sudden surge of fire took her off guard for a moment, but soon she was returning the kiss with a passion. Even if lunch was ticking away a minute at a time, that didn't matter to either of us in the here and now. We had each other, and what we had was great... and something that no one could take away from us.
I kissed her again, quickly and softly, swiftly darting my tongue against hers as I teased her.
Josie looked up at me with dreamy eyes. "Not that I'll ever complain about making out like *that*, but, anything in particular bring that on?"
"Love's not enough?" I proposed.
"Oh, love is fine, I was just making sure..." she replied, biting her lip playfully. "...because, I get up to my own fun... my own, crazy, dirty, fun... but nothing compares to what you, me, and Brooke have. When we're together, when it's just two of us, whatever... we've got something good. Something worth..."
Josie darted her eyes to the side, a strange look on her face. "...well, something worth talking about in more detail when we've got the time. Come on, pull out of my ass, and let's get a move on... still got some classes to go, and I want to make sure you're fed before you get to any of them, don't want you coming into study group starving..."
There was something cryptic to the way that she spoke, something that actually worried me for a moment, but I shook the thought off, thinking that I had to be overthinking the situation.
"Yeah, that's probably wise..." I replied, forcing a smile as I pulled out of her.
Josie hissed at the sudden emptiness. "Ooh, that's... oh that's gonna leave a mess of cum, isn't it?"
I chuckled. "Probably. Like you said, you'll make do."
"I will," she said, smirking. "And so will you, tonight. Good luck with the drama geeks."
Now properly laughing, I replied, "Thanks. Something tells me I might need it."
***
Regan Hills High School had two main venues for artistic performances, the main auditorium, which could easily fit half the school, and the 99-seat little theater. The little theater also doubled as the school's drama classroom, home of the drama club, and Wanda Harker's private little fiefdom. She was a woman who I knew to be as intense as she was curvaceous, and by reputation, she kept a pretty tight leash on the drama kids. This was something I mostly knew secondhand, but was willing to believe based on my own familiarity with her.
It was after school when I entered the little theater looking for Mrs. Harker. It was dimly lit, even darker in here than I remembered, slightly more foreboding, with the shadows cast by the mismatched pieces of furniture on the stage looking particularly unsettling and heightening my existing unease with being in this room. Rationally, I knew there was nothing actually wrong with this place, and that the drama club was, on the whole, made up of perfectly normal people I knew as classmates, but after years of thinking of them as weirdos, and the odd mood my earlier encounter with Josie had put me in, I was a little disoriented.
Taking a breath, I shook my head and hands quickly, wanting everything to be normal as I pressed forward down the theater's aisle.
From experience (i.e. the time I was caught naked in here by her after an encounter with Dakota Lewis and wound up getting seduced by her), I knew that Mrs. Harker kept an office just off the back end of the cluttered stage. I could even hear faint voices up there, possibly in the office... maybe Mrs. Harker? Something to pursue, anyway.
I hastened my pace toward the stage.
"I really wouldn't do that if I was you."
I startled at the voice coming from the seat beside me, turning to see the figure I hadn't seen in the darkness. The way she looked out at me, pale and dark all at once, I almost took her for a ghost, but as my eyes further adjusted to the light and she leaned toward me, I realized that I knew this girl.
Olivia Raine-Goldblum.
Alright, strictly speaking I didn't *know* Olivia, but she was in my senior class, and I'd had her in a few courses. I knew her mostly as a know-it-all with one hell of a chip on her shoulder who would go out of her way to make sure that everyone knew that she was correct when called upon in class (and she generally was correct), and that she took most of her pride from being part of our school's stage crew team, but this was about the sum of my knowledge of her.
Well, that, and the fact that she was cute as fuck.
While she may not have immediately turned heads like some of the girls at Regan Hills High, if you gave her even half a glance it wouldn't take much to know that eighteen-year-old Olivia was quite beautiful. A pale and slender 5'9", she had a naturally elegant look to her that was usually hidden behind a gray hoodie and a pair of earbuds. Her narrow, angular face was framed by dark, long black hair, while big, clever, hazel eyes stared out from underneath well-maintained bangs. Her full lips rarely smiled, as her face generally had a resting "bitch please" look on it, but some girls can pull it off, and Olivia was definitely one of them. Her sweatshirt couldn't hide her pert, B-cup breasts any more than her jeans could hide her modest but prominent ass.
Yeah, she wasn't one of the first girls you'd find yourself looking at at Regan Hills High School, but once you saw her, you could never unsee her.
Finally remembering where I was and what I was meant to be doing, I replied, "I'm sorry, but... what?"
Olivia pulled her earbuds out and pocketed them and her phone. "The stage. Going there's a bad idea now for... well, maybe two more minutes?"
"Two more minutes?" I asked, still confused.
She rolled her eyes at me. "Are you always this easily confused?"
"Often," I replied.
"Okay, then," Olivia replied, sighing and leaning forward in a confidential fashion, her voice now considerably lower. "Micah Burke's adding Amy Temple to his list up there... they've been at it for a few minutes, and he doesn't usually last long, even if she probably wished he did. You go up there, and you'll see a lot more of him than you ever wanted to."
It took a second for that to sink in, as it became clear that those soft voices were intermingled with moans and grunts.
I said, "Oh."
"Oh's right," she replied, waving beside her. "Grab some seat, this won't be long."
I grabbed a seat near Olivia, leaving a chair between us while I considered this girl. She looked at me, slightly annoyed, but also understanding.
"And before you fumble around asking, yes, I know from experience," Olivia sighed, sounding thoroughly unimpressed. "I should've known better, he was cute and I was in need... but I'm not making that mistake again."
I nodded. "If that tone's any indication of him... I'd hope not."
She didn't exactly crack a smile, but I could tell she was tempted. "Mrs. Harker called you here, right? For the paper, but a little more than that too?"
This suggestion gave me a little bit of a chill, but aside from her book club friends, I knew Mrs. Harker to be discreet.
I tried to play it cool. "I'm not sure what you mean."
"I'm sure you do," Olivia replied, quickly and sharply. "Mrs. Harker, she's got control over the kids in the drama club, ones who think that she'll make them stars... and there's a few that likely could go that far. Because of that, though, she also doesn't exactly *trust* them for unbiased opinions, especially when it comes to her plays. They'll all just nod and agree with her and say that whatever she says is brilliant, when what she actually wants is truth and honesty and the best people for the parts in her plays. As such, sometimes she likes to call in 'helpers' who she thinks she can trust to offer outside perspectives and keep that truth alive. I've been doing that for her this year, and if I'm not mistaken, you too have been recruited."
Huh. When Mrs. Harker had first asked me to be one of her helpers, I was expecting something considerably kinkier than this. I mean, there was bound to be some kinkiness in the mix as well, but, that that wasn't the majority of what was expected of me here was certainly a surprise.
"That's... not exactly what I was expecting," I replied.
Quickly, Olivia responded, "What were you expecting?"
This was something I had to nip in the bud before it became a problem; thankfully, it was also something I had a ready-made excuse for. "Just... you know, that I'd be writing a profile on the play's production. Casting and sets and rehearsals... all that other stuff that goes into it."
The soft voices and moans from the stage had gone quiet, now replaced by the hushed sounds of people hurriedly trying to pull themselves together and get dressed.



"You really know nothing about theatre, don't you?" Olivia asked.
"Not a thing," I admitted, figuring that was the best way to approach her.
"Then I'll predict, and by predict, tell you, how this is almost certainly going to go," Olivia continued, sighing in exasperation. "That she called both of us here at the same time means that Mrs. Harker is likely to want us working together as her 'helpers'. She will have us offer outside perspectives under the auspices of you writing an article and me showing you the ropes, and probably ask us to put out any fires that might pop up, all while I try to rein in my annoyance at being asked to be your babysitter, and you work your charms on as many of the girls of the drama club as you can, because that is your way, and there are plenty of choice pickings here for someone of your... talents, even if I think you'll find the competition stiffer around here than you're used to."
So, my reputation preceded me. This was nothing new. I wasn't expecting this kind of hostility for it... but I guess it wasn't that much of a surprise, either.
"I'll try to keep up, so you don't have to babysit that hard," I said.
"Appreciated," Olivia replied, nodding her head in my direction.
"And... if we're supposed to work together, I want you to know in advance that I also appreciate all of your efforts," I said, really hoping to smooth things over to the best of my abilities. "I truly do. I'm in an unfamiliar land here... I don't know what I'm doing... I'm not even sure I know what exactly I'm supposed to be doing... and I could use a guide."
She looked at me, skeptical. "Only a guide?"
I shrugged, smiling a bit sheepishly. "I mean... I'd prefer a friend, but a guide will suffice."
Olivia continued looking at me, raising a still skeptical, but also vaguely intrigued, eyebrow. "You, Ryan, are a genuine curiosity of the highest order."
Her tone and meaning of this was almost impossible to gauge.
"I'd say I get that a lot... but I don't think I've ever been called quite that before," I admitted. "That's... is that a good thing?"
"It's a thing," Olivia replied, now sounding slightly amused as the first figure got up from the stage and casually strolled in our direction.
The girl was blonde, slender, and athletically lean, dressed in jeans and a black bra that held her rather pert B-cup breasts nicely. Her long hair bounced behind her in a simple ponytail, while she had an utterly carefree, confident look on her cute face that was kind of impressive. She carried her shirt and backpack with a casual shamelessness, looking like she had no intention of putting the shirt on anytime soon, especially once she saw us.
I knew Amy Temple as something of a daredevil, but this was new to me.
"Hey, Liv," she said in passing, tipping her a nod, and a quick wink at me when she saw my reaction.
"Hey, Amy... be careful with... well, whatever you're planning on doing now," Olivia replied.
"You know I'll never make that promise!" Amy shot back as she left the little theater.
Olivia shook her head, muttering to herself, and possibly me. "That girl... I've spent half this year trying to make sure she doesn't get hurt... and hooking up with Micah? Oh, Micah, Micah, motherfucking Micah..."
I knew less of Micah Burke than I knew of Amy, but that was soon to change.
Another figure soon dropped down from the stage, though this one was considerably more put together than Amy had been. He was tall and compactly muscular with wavy, shoulder-length blonde hair, wearing meticulous and certainly expensive clothes that went well with his movie star handsome face. At a glance, you'd think that he might have been a surfer dude who once might have once been preppy, but there was a lack of easygoingness to him that ruined that image quickly. I could tell that there was something to him that was cocky and arrogant and neither of those things in a charming way, even with his big, friendly smile.
I wanted to give him the benefit of the doubt, but something about Micah seemed off to me.
First looking at Olivia, he said, "Ah, sweet Olivia, how long were you waiting and listening and wishing you were there in Amy's place and..."
Then, when he noticed me, his eyes went wide and he said, "You're Ryan Collins? *The* Ryan Collins? Holy... wow, man, can I shake your hand?"
"Uh, sure," I said, offering my hand.
He shook it eagerly, though Olivia, still between the two of us, seemed less than thrilled by this interaction.
"You're an absolute legend, man... give a lot of us something to look forward to. I mean, you're my hero... haven't I said he's my hero before?" Micah said, letting my hand go.
"You say many things," Olivia answered, uncomfortable.
"And I mean them all, except the ones I don't," Micah replied, turning his attention back to me. "Hey, I'd love to buy you a drink and talk shop and compare lists sometime... but I've got lines to rehearse for when I win the spring play's lead and a line of honeys around the block, so can't linger. Let's do lunch!"
Before I knew all of what had happened, he jogged out the back of the little theater, leaving Olivia in the dark, sitting in awkward silence.
"Did he just say 'let's do lunch'?" I asked.
Olivia thought this over. "He has dreams of Hollywood."
"Justified?" I asked.
Choosing her words carefully, and certainly trying to determine if she could trust me, she answered, "There is some debate over that matter. *Heated* debate."
"I see," I replied.
Looking behind us to make sure we were well and truly alone, Olivia turned her attention back to me and warned, "Micah will smile and tell you everything you want to hear, all the while holding a dagger behind his back. He is an actor, and he is ambitious. Ever since his eighteenth birthday he has focused some of that ambitious energy on sexual conquest, which not only involves expanding his list, but crushing any obstacles that might get in the way of *any* of his ambitions."
Olivia was saying a lot without saying much of anything, yet I understood her warning clearly.
"That's... that's a lot to take in," I said, before nodding gratefully. "Thank you for your concern, and the advice."
With the faintest hint of a cocky smirk, Olivia replied. "Forget it, Ryan... that's drama club."
***
I had this to say for Olivia: she had Mrs. Harker down to a T. It wasn't long after Amy and Micah had left that the massive-chested drama teacher entered the little theatre like a force of nature and repeated pretty much everything Olivia had told me, about liking outside perspectives, and trusting mine in particular, especially after everything I had done to help make sure the play happened. This bit of info seemed to surprise and intrigue Olivia, but neither I nor Mrs. Harker made the meaning of this clear, leaving it mysterious to my dark, slender classmate.
I doubted that Olivia was one who approved of mysteries, so I understood that this could well be a matter of some concern down the line, especially if Olivia and I were expected to work as closely together as Mrs. Harker seemed to want from us.
But, down the line was down the line, and today was today. Now fully understanding of both my Puma Press and drama club obligations, I made as quick and polite an exit as I could, ran for my bike, and pedaled swiftly for Sarah Kent's house.
It wasn't a short ride from school, but I like to think I made pretty good time. It wasn't too late after school, and when I got to her home, I saw neither Josie's nor Brooke's cars there, so at least I wasn't late, either. I hopped off my bike, wheeling it to the front of the house and rang the doorbell.
Sarah opened the door quickly, almost as if she'd been waiting behind the door for this exact moment.
"You came!" she exclaimed. "I'm so happy you came! I've needed... wait, why don't you come inside so we don't have to talk out here?"
There was something in her tone that was... elusive. It wasn't that her excitement sounded false or anything like that, but it did sound like there was something more that she was hiding from me. Combined with Josie's tone earlier, alarm bells were ringing particularly loudly in my head.
This was especially irksome, as quite simply, Sarah looked absolutely amazing today.
The 5'2" blonde continued to look livelier every time I saw her, a distinct improvement from the shy, withdrawn girl who'd rather hide behind her hoodie than really engage in a conversation with anyone other than her closest friends I'd met earlier this year. Her beautiful face was alive, with a friendly smile, and delighted green eyes behind her horn-rimmed glasses. She wore a light purple dress that had a scooped-down neck showing a hint of cleavage (stopped only by the laces just above her breasts) and flowed to just below her knees, an outfit that was comfortable and airy, practical yet thoroughly feminine. It utterly flattered her tight dancer's body, with her shapely legs, round, firm ass and B-cup breasts (that at a glance I knew weren't constrained by a bra today). Her skin, so pale when I met her in her band geek days, had taken on a very light tan over her time with the cheer squad, a look that she pulled off quite well.
If I weren't so vaguely nervous, I'd have been hard at this sight alone, and ready to ask if she wanted a quickie before the others got here.
Alright, so, I was a little hard, anyway. She was really hot.
"Thanks," I said, wheeling my bike just inside the foyer before bending over to take my shoes and socks off. "Do you know when the others are going to get here?"
"Josie and Brooke?" Sarah said, still not doing an amazing job of hiding her own nerves. "Oh, they're gonna be here in a bit. I asked them to wait a little while first because, I, um, wanted to talk to you for a minute before they got here."
This was... well, fairly nerve-wracking, and had all my alarms up. "Sure. We doing this in the living room, or-"
"My bedroom?" she suggested, quickly.
Well, even if something secret was going on, at least I might get a little fun out of this first. "Sure."
I followed Sarah, unable to keep my eyes from darting down her swaying ass, to her tight legs and bare feet. I'd had the honor of having been with Sarah a good many times over the course of senior year, and found myself looking forward to more time with her... I wasn't getting anything from her that felt like a warning to stay away, or that she wanted to break off our friendship or anything like that, but... there was something that had me wary.
"Mom's been in a much better mood ever since she got back from her retreat... I assume you had something to do with that?" Sarah asked, her tone slightly teasing.
"Some of it," I admitted. "There was a lot going on there, honestly. I don't know how much of it I can take credit for."
"So modest..." she replied, continuing to force a more jovial tone than she clearly felt. "Well, if you were hoping to ditch study group to screw Mom again, tonight's not the night; she took a shift down at her friend's club, and will be out late."
"Hey, that only happened one time!" I retorted.
"I know, I know, but, you know, teasing you like this, it's fun..." Sarah replied, waving me into her bedroom as we reached the door. "But, seriously, thank you... I'm grateful you can help make her happy. She's been, well, positively glowing ever since just before Valentine's, and I *know* that that's your doing."
I stepped into Sarah's bedroom, a familiar haven that was equal parts girly and geeky, with framed pictures of her in both her marching band and cheerleading outfits, band and movie posters she enjoyed, and plenty of pictures of her with her best friends: Hope, Fatima, Mia and Josie. I'd spent a lot of time in this room, and was pretty familiar with it, dropping my backpack by the door as I hopped over onto Sarah's king-sized bed, stretching out on it in an attempt to relax.
"Well... I try," I answered her.
She sat down a couple feet away from me, crossing her legs and denying me a view up her skirt, yet looking absolutely lovely as she sat there, smiling at me a little awkwardly. There was... a moment of silence between us, as we sat there, looking at one another and trying to figure out just who was going to say what, when.
Sarah broke the stalemate.
"Can I ask you to... I mean, would you sit up? There's something I want to talk about with you, something important, and, I think it'd be easier if we did this face to face?" she said, gripping a teddy bear to her chest tightly, almost as if it was a defensive shield.
This did little to help my anxiety, but I did sit up and turn to face her, trying to look a lot less nervous than I was. "Shoot. I mean... what's on your mind?"
Sarah's smile kept flickering, and she held her teddy bear tighter, before loosening up, slightly. It still seemed like she was having a hard time breathing properly, but it didn't look like her distress was too terrible.
Finally taking a proper breath, she said, "It's... it's been an unexpected year for me. I know it's been for you, too... and I don't mean to make this a contest or anything, but where I am now is not where I ever thought I'd be. I thought that my year would end the way it started with me being just another quiet girl on the marching band who only had four real friends and only ever *really* had sex with them, or the occasional band guy when I got up the nerve for it... I had my dreams, dreams of dancing, of cheerleading, but they were dreams, dreams that couldn't be more than dreams. I could dream them, but when I woke up, everything would be the same. That... that probably sounds familiar to you."
"A little," I acknowledged.
Truthfully, this was a lot more familiar than I wanted to admit in the moment, but she was on a roll, and I didn't want to interrupt her. Nevertheless, to say my year hadn't followed a similar arc would have been a lie.
"But!" Sarah exclaimed, before she quieted down. "But... but... sorry. I'm sorry, this is all so hard to put together."
"It's alright," I said. "Take a breath, relax..."
"I know how to breathe," she replied, smiling nervously. "And relaxing is close to physically impossible right now, so, I think I'll just say what I have to say and put it out there and we'll see..."
"We'll see?" I asked, a million different possibilities swirling through my mind. This was sounding less hazardous a meeting with every passing second, but I won't lie that I was definitely confused.
"Okay, alright..." Sarah continued. "I can... I can do this... and that's what's important, really. There was a lot I couldn't do before this year that I can do now, and I think the common element that kind of ties all of them together has been... you."
Her voice dropped as she looked back down to her teddy bear, having a distinct challenge meeting my gaze.
"I didn't... I didn't do anything but give you a little push in the direction you already wanted to go. Everything you did, everything you accomplished, that's all you. Your awesome year... that's all yours," I said, smiling.
"Maybe some of it was, but I wouldn't have known who to contact... you put me together with Kaitlyn... I couldn't have done that..." Sarah said. "But you made it possible, and now... now I'm leading the kind of year I think I always wanted. I'm on the cheer squad. I'm making all kinds of new friends. I'm having fun, and feeling alive, and... well, I can never thank you enough for that."
I reached over to her, taking her hand in mine. "Your friendship is all the thanks I need."
Gently, she squeezed my hand back, looking up at me timidly. "I think... I think I might want more than friendship with you."
My heart beat more rapidly as this situation felt altogether familiar, and strangely welcome.
"Ryan..." Sarah said, taking a breath. "I think I love you. I think I have for a really long time, and I haven't known what to do with that, but I wanted to... *needed* to say it now, so... yeah. I love you. And maybe I'm crazy, but, I think you might love me too. And not just friend love, but, like, 'in love' love. I mean I could be wrong... but I don't think I am."
I gulped, certainly nervous at this development, but also feeling a certain thrill that I couldn't deny either. Sarah had been one of my dearest friends over the course of this year, and I'd be lying if I said there wasn't a deep, distinct connection between the two of us. I had tried to tell myself over and over that it was just one of those things that happens between people who've had as much sex as the two of us had had (and we had had a *lot* of sex), but there was something deeper than that. A spark of energy between us, a certain kinship because at the end of the day, we really did understand each other more than just about anyone here. I looked forward to seeing Sarah every time the opportunity came up, and nothing thrilled me quite like making this once shy girl smile in that way that lit up her entire face.
"Is that, uh, stunned silence a good thing, or a not good thing?" Sarah said, chuckling nervously. "Because I just opened my heart to you and now you're staring off into space and it's got me a little frightened."
Crap, my internal monologue had happened in real time again.
I shook my head to straighten out my thoughts. "Fuck, I'm sorry, please, please don't be scared! Sarah... I love you too!"
"Yeah?" she asked, her face brightening in that way that made my heart swell.
"Oh, god, yes! I have... fuck, for a while!" I said.
Relief flooded her voice as she laughed, throwing her teddy bear at me. "Then why didn't you fucking tell me!"
"Well, I've been a little busy, and still trying to sort out all my feelings about everything, and about Josie and Brooke and... fuck... do they know?" I asked.
Sarah and Josie went back a long way, and I know that Sarah and Brooke had become quite good friends on the cheer squad, but the fact that my two girlfriends didn't come to mind immediately while we were making our emotional pleas to one another felt like a distinct oversight.
Sarah grabbed her teddy bear back from me and placed a calming hand on my wrist. "Relax... I've actually had some long talks with both of them about this..."
"You have?" I asked, feeling relief again.
"Yes... I'm sorry you're the last one to know, but... yeah," she replied.
"Good talks?" I asked.
Sarah smiled broadly and nodded. "Uh huh. Josie and me... well, we already loved each other, and this is, uh, kind of a different way for it to develop, and one we're willing to explore... and Brooke, she's like the coolest person I know, and so much fun, and we have so much fun together, and I adore her and... we've talked. We've all talked. They're willing to bring me into this weird and crazy group thing the three of you have. I have their votes, but yours matters, too-"
I made my vote clear when I closed the distance between the two of us, grabbing her teddy bear and tossing it aside as I pinned Sarah down to her bed, kissing her deeply. She moaned against my lips, wrapping her arms around me as we made out.
"This is... god... this is amazing... and what I want..." Sarah panted between kisses. "But can we stop for, like, a second? I need to text Brooke and Josie, let them know how this went, so they can come over..."
I didn't want to stop kissing Sarah, not after we'd just gotten started, but, that seemed practical. "Okay."
I climbed off of her, watching her sit up as she grabbed her phone off the nightstand and fired off a quick text.
She explained. "I said I wanted some time with you first, so, it's not like they'll be on their way here right away... those two are probably getting it on over at Brooke's anyway... so, we'll have some time..."
"Uh huh..." I said, tugging at the laces at the front of her dress, undoing the bow at the top and revealing more cleavage.



I'd created just enough space to slip my hand down the front of her dress, confirming with a squeeze that she wasn't wearing a bra.
Sarah moaned softly, quickening her fingers over her phone's screen before setting her phone aside. "Alright... they've got the text, they'll be a little bit, so..."
"Sex?" I suggested.
Her face brightened even more. "Sex."
"And getting to say 'I love you' a lot?" I proposed.
"I'd like that," Sarah said, standing up beside the bed and tugging at the shoulders of her dress. "Because, you know, I *do* love you."
I tossed my shirt aside and quickly got to pulling off my pants and underwear, never taking my eyes off of Sarah as she disrobed. "I love you too... fuck, do I love you."
She dropped the shoulder straps down over her upper arms, swaying to music that only she could hear as she gave me a playful striptease. Sarah turned around, better giving me a view of her back with its extensive winged tattoo and her swaying ass as she began to drop the top of her dress a little at a time, looking over her shoulder at me with hungry eyes.
Sarah spun to face me again, still playfully swaying, but lowering her dress a little more at a time, exposing her cleavage and breasts an inch at a time, until her perky nipples were plainly visible.
Now fully naked and stroking my cock, I growled slightly, wanting to see more (and do quite a bit more after that). "Moves like that, you could be up there with your mom on stage pretty soon."
Smiling mischievously as she now revealed her now completely uncovered breasts to me, Sarah toyed with dropping her dress down even more while keeping her lower half thoroughly covered. "Honestly... I've been thinking about it."
This perked up my interest. "Yeah?"
Still swaying, she dropped her dress a little more, exposing her toned abs a little at a time. "Uh huh... I mean, not *with* my mom or anything like that, because that'd be weird and for a *very* different audience, but, I've been thinking I might give stripping a try. I've got the moves... and the body... and it's good money... semi-respectable work... a girl's gotta pay for college somehow..."
Sarah had dropped her dress down to her hips, leaving it there tantalizingly as she continued to rock from side to side. She knew she had me drooling, and that both of us wanted to jump each other, but she kept stretching this out because she knew she had me.
"Definitely... money's good..." I said, my voice dreamy as I anticipated what came next.
"And the way I got you going... I think I could definitely coax the big bucks out there," Sarah giggled. "You really wanna see my pussy, don't you?"
I looked up to her eyes for a moment, acknowledging how obvious the answer was, before dropping my eyes back down again. "I've lost count of how many times I've seen your pussy, touched it, tasted it, fucked it over and over until you've screamed and I've filled you deep with cum... but even now, you have no idea how fucking badly I need to see you naked."
Her smile practically sparkled at my words as she tugged her dress downward. "Good answer!"
The dress puddled on the floor around Sarah's ankles, giving me the familiar, and forever welcome, sight of her beautiful shaved pussy. Those pink lips, so full and moist, glistened and made my mouth water.
"Get up here..." I growled, grabbing her by the wrist and pulling her toward the bed. "I want you sitting on my face, NOW!"
Sarah laughed, but was all too happy to oblige, pushing me onto my back as she climbed over me. "Ooh, I knew there was a reason I loved you..."
As she glided her pussy over my cock, being sure to rub along the shaft, she amended, "...one of many reasons..."
Quickly, she climbed over me, her pussy now hovering inches above my mouth. I saw those glistening folds, smelled her overpowering sweet, savory and utterly intoxicating aroma, feeling a surge of ecstatic joy at being in this position and that pure satisfaction that I knew I loved this woman.
I saw her looking down at me, that sweet, tender smile of hers never looking more lovely to me than it did in that moment.
And then she sat on my face.
"Mmm, yes... please..." Sarah moaned, reaching up to squeeze her tits as she rode my face. "More... please... fuck, I want it, I want more, please, give me more... you know how to make me feel good, please, do it... I need it more than you know..."
I might have started delicately exploring her folds, but with all the need that coursed through both of our bodies, it wasn't long before I had my tongue buried up her pussy, at least in those moments where it wasn't running hard circles around her clit. Sarah's conversational skills soon dried up, as she became a quivering, breathy mess, riding my face as she moaned and squealed and writhed, looking down on me with the sexiest look of need on her face as she bit her lip and kept me going.
I loved pleasuring her, and the way she tasted and responded... fuck, I could have kept going like this for a while, and I doubted even God could stop me at this point.
As that look of desperation on her face took on a particular intensity, Sarah quickly changed that plan, climbing off of my face just long enough to turn around and straddle me facing the opposite direction, leaning down to press her body into mine.
And, not long after that, inhaling my cock to the root.
Though I may have enjoyed looking up at her face as I pleasured her, the sight of Sarah's asshole winking at me and the feeling of my cock disappearing down her talented throat was more than enough to keep me appropriately excited. I wrapped my arms around Sarah, holding her close as we 69ed, thoroughly enjoying this closeness as we pleasured each other with our mouths. For all of our fire and excitement, I had to admit that there was a certain... unhurriedness, to how we were handling this. We wanted each other, *needed* to express our feelings on this newly changed status quo we had embraced, and yet, we also wanted to stretch this out and make each other feel good. Sarah suckled at my cockhead with a slow precision, swirling her tongue around the head in a way she knew would drive me wild, while I gave equal attention to her swollen clit.
I knew that if Sarah had her way, she would have made sure that the two of us came at the same time, but when it came to receiving pleasure, she had a distinct head start on me. Her body was already quivering on the edge by the time she turned around and initiated the 69, and by the time I'd just gotten started in this position, she messily came on my face. Her body jolted and shook against mine, and though her moans of pleasure were stifled by my cock being buried down her throat, I could tell that they were quite pronounced.
I kept licking and sucking at her clit until she went slack, falling against me and breathing heavily after she pulled her mouth off of my cock. Wordlessly, we laid there like that for a moment, holding each other like this, Sarah occasionally kissing or suckling my cockhead while she caught her breath, while I lay there, occasionally taking a playful swipe at her clit with my tongue.
Wordlessly, she climbed off of my face, turning around and moving down to straddle my hips. Sarah looked down into my eyes as she rubbed her drenched pussy lips against my cock, spreading her juices up and down my shaft. Every time her clit came into contact with my cockhead, she bit her lip and held back a slight moan.
"Goddamn... you're so fucking beautiful..." I said.
Sarah giggled. "You're just saying that because we're about to have sex."
I smiled back at her. "Not *just*."
"Well, that makes you sweet as hell..." she said, sliding back until she was straddling my legs. "...but I know you're horny as fuck, even if Brooke and Josie already drained your balls today."
"Heh," I chuckled. "You guys really have been talking."
Sarah stroked my cock, thoughtful. "I mean, they *are* my friends, and we've been debating a four-way relationship, so, yeah, of course we're talking."
"Point," I replied, hissing at the contact as she continued stroking my cock.
She looked amused at my predicament. "And yet, even if they've made you cum a bunch already, here you are, already at full strength... I bet if I were to keep stroking you, you'd probably just cum and cover me with a big, thick load of cum, wouldn't you?"
"It's... uh... a distinct possibility," I stuttered, easily distracted in this state.
"It's tempting," Sarah admitted, stroking me with an unhurried patience, swirling her thumbs over the head on every upstroke. "*Very* tempting... I mean, who doesn't love getting covered in cum? But... that's not what I want... not today... not when we've come to such a wonderful understanding..."
She shifted her position so she was squatting over me, raising herself over my cock until she lined the head up with her pussy lips. Then, without once breaking eye contact, she began to settle down on me.
I watched, groaning, as her pussy lips spread to accommodate my massive cock, and as the familiar, wet, warmth of Sarah's cunt embraced me once more. Her voice took on a higher, whinier tone as she took inch after inch of my cock, until she settled down with her hips meeting mine, having fully taken all ten inches of my cock once more. I had done this with Sarah more times than I could remember at this point, but there was something different, now... like a switch had been flipped between us. This wasn't just an ordinary fuck, no, this was something more.
Now that we had admitted our love, these feelings of pleasure at our joining felt infinitely more intense. Looking up at her, seeing a similar look of ecstasy on her face, watching as she ran her hands up and down her body as she shivered on me before reaching up and squeezing her tits. Fuck, she was gorgeous. I would do anything for her.
And, in this moment at least, it seemed 'anything' would mean giving her one hell of a ride, because it didn't take long for Sarah to start bouncing up and down on my cock.
"God, yes... fuck, fuck, fuck!" she moaned, riding me like her life depended on it as she bounced up and down on my cock roughly. "I love it... I love it... I fucking love your cock... I love you... goddamn do I love you!"
I reached behind her, gripping her ass as she fucked me, groping her and guiding her as she gave me everything she had. "I love you too... so fucking much... god... you're the fucking best... keep going... keep going, please... you'll make me cum..."
"I know I will... I want you to... soon... not yet... but soon..." Sarah moaned, quickening her pace as she rode me, reaching down with one hand to rub her clit. "Come on, please... fuck me... fuck me, keep fucking me... I want you... I want your cum, but... please..."
I knew what Sarah wanted, and I was pretty sure that I could hold out on her for a little while longer, but I also knew that making her cum would be a lot easier if she had less to be distracted by.
So, I chose that moment to grab her and hold her close, rolling over so that I was on top of her, and giving me a better angle to fill her. Sarah looked up at me, first surprised, but then beaming as I took this new position, fucking down into her hard. I could feel her hand up against her clit, fingering herself with blazing speed as I pumped in and out of her.
"So... fucking... hot..." I grunted, squeezing one of her tits and leaning in to kiss her.
Sarah wrapped her legs around my ass, holding me close and tight and making it really clear where she wanted me to cum.
"I'm... I'm... I'm..." she moaned against me. "Pleeeeeeeease!!!"
I didn't let up, pistoning in and out of her clutching cunt as I kissed her. She was so hot, so tight, and so desperate for me, that I couldn't hold back anymore. I could only hope she was close enough, but by this point, I was also well past any rational thought. Holding on to Sarah tightly, I buried deep and grunted, letting the pleasure overtake me as I came deep inside her pussy.
Sarah cried out in her own mutual orgasm, shaking and shuddering as her pussy massaged my cock, coaxing every last drop out of me as I pumped it deep into her. I thought I'd had some big cums today so far, but this... fuck... this had to take the cake. It felt like I was flooding her, filling every part of her that could be filled as the cum just kept coming, and the two of us could only stay there together, kissing and shaking as we saw this intense sexual act through to its conclusion.
Finally, she released her legs from behind me, and I nearly collapsed on top of her. We were giddy, smiling and breathing heavily, kissing each other and looking into each other's eyes like we might have been the luckiest two people on Earth.
Almost simultaneously, we said, "I love you", and then laughed at the timing, kissing each other sweetly.
It was a nice moment for the two of us, but like so many things in life, it didn't stay just the two of us for all that much longer.
"Well, I guess that's the end of the throuple then, isn't it?"
Sarah and I both looked over my shoulder to see a deeply amused-looking Josie and Brooke standing in the bedroom doorway, watching us. They couldn't have looked more different, with Josie the curvy, Asian goth girl, all pale skin, tattoos and tight black clothes, next to petite blonde Brooke, whose hair was done up in pigtails and wore a hot pink crop top and matching miniskirt, looking like a cross between a ray of sunshine and Barbie come to life. It was Josie who'd spoken first, breaking the tension in the room while adding some of her own.
I pulled out and rolled off of Sarah, lying down next to her and hoping for some enlightenment by just what exactly Josie meant.
Brooke soon offered that, laughing. "Totally. I mean, like, there's four of us now, and you can't just go with a thr- in front of a word like that, and quadple sounds weird as hell-"
"I still think 'throuple' sounds weird as hell," Josie interrupted. "Was never really fond of that word..."
Brooke was undeterred, "-but English itself is, like, a totally weird mongrel language of stuff stolen from a whole bunch of places and throwing new words together to totally fit whatever you need, so, like, if we really, really wanted to, I could totally get behind quadple."
"I'm not getting behind quadple," Josie replied.
"You haven't even tried it out yet!" Brooke protested.
I looked over at Sarah quickly while the other two argued. "You sure you want in on this relationship?"
Sarah chuckled. "More than anything."
"Goodie!" Brooke exclaimed, bouncing on her feet before dropping her purse and bounding over to the bed, practically taking a flying leap onto Sarah and pinning her down with a number of eager kisses.
I could have watched the two petite blondes make out for some time, but my attention drifted over to Josie, sighing and rolling her eyes as she dropped her coat to the floor. "That's alright, Brooke, you go and jump Sarah first without taking your clothes off, I'll stand here getting naked."
"I mean... I won't complain about that," I said.
Josie rolled her eyes again, but this time a smile crossed her black-painted lips. "Well, I'm glad someone here appreciates the process."
"Fuck process!" Brooke exclaimed, sliding her fingers into Sarah's gaping, cum-dripping pussy. "Sex is, like, wild and can be whatever you want it to be! If I'm too horny to take my clothes off, then I'm too horny to take my clothes off!"
"She makes an excellent... point..." Sarah moaned, kissing Brooke back passionately.
"I'm not saying she doesn't," Josie said, pulling off her tank top, then unzipping and dropping her leather skirt to the floor, leaving her deliciously naked. "I'm just saying that if you leave your clothes on doing what you're doing, love, that you're gonna get them all kinds of messy from cum and juices and-"
Brooke sighed, dramatically, and straddling Sarah's hips, sat up. "Fine, fine, if you're gonna, like, complain about it the entire time..."
Reaching under her small breasts, Brooke grabbed the edge of her crop top and pulled it up and over her head, tossing it at Josie, who caught it one-handed.
"That better?" Brooke asked, smiling and exasperated all at once and looking absolutely delicious with her bare breasts and rock-hard nipples.
"View's pretty nice from down here..." Sarah said, her eyes sparkling.
"Here too," I said, reaching up to grab one of Brooke's breasts as well.
Playfully, Brooke batted my hand away. "Nuh uh, Ryan... you got to have alllllllllllll of us today, but now Josie and I wanna play with Sarah!"
Confused, I looked at Josie as she crawled up on the bed. "Seriously?"
Josie wrestled Brooke out of her skirt and panties until she was as naked as the rest of us. "'fraid so; we're gonna have some girl time here, but, we're not monsters, we're not gonna kick you off the bed or anything like that. There's room for all of us."
"Yeah!" Brooke agreed, squealing as Josie playfully smacked her ass.
I looked to Sarah for support.
Surprised, she asked, "I get a vote here? Oh, right, I do!"
I was hoping she'd want me to join in, but considering the fact that she was getting fingered by Brooke and soon had Josie pressing in beside her, stroking her and making out with her, I shouldn't have been surprised with her response.
"Sorry, Ryan... they're really convincing... but we'll let you play, soon..." Sarah moaned. "We *will* let him play soon, right?"
"Oh, yeah, thoroughly," Josie replied, pinching one of Sarah's nipples, pulling a long, luxuriant moan out of her.
"Yeah, just let us play, first!" Brooke protested, kissing Sarah deeply. "Like, we gotta formalize this arrangement, ya know?"
I knew exactly what she meant, and, frankly, I got it, but when you saw three women you regularly had sex with *and* considered to be some of the sexiest people on Earth screwing around a matter of inches from you, not participating took some intense restraint.
Especially when Brooke pulled her fingers out of Sarah's pussy and sat up on her suddenly, smacking her hand against her forehead. "Like, O-M-G, I totally forgot the oil!"
My eyes went wide at this pronouncement, but Josie was too busy groping and making out with Sarah to do anything but mutter, "Then get the damned oil... and Sarah's wand... let's make this messy..."
Brooke hopped off of the bed and padded over to her purse, bending over and giving one hell of a nice view at her firm, round ass. Sarah and Josie and I all took a moment to appreciate that view, but Josie soon decided to take advantage of the moment, quickly climbing on top of Sarah to better top her and make out.
Brooke stood up and looked at the bed, putting her hands on her hips, disgruntled. "Hey! No fair!"
"You were gone, I took advantage," Josie said, forcing her tits into Sarah's face and enjoying how her friend sucked her pierced nipple. "Oil!"
Brooke tossed the bottle of oil, and barely looking, Josie caught it.
"Nice," Josie said. "Vibe's in the bedstand."
Brooke sighed. "I, like, *know* where Sarah keeps her wand. It's not like this is my first time here, or anything."
"Whatever," Josie chuckled, kissing Sarah before sitting up. She opened the small bottle of oil and squeezed a generous amount onto Sarah's chest and stomach, while Sarah moaned and writhed.
"That stuff's cold..." she moaned, rubbing it into her body.
"Thanks for the head's up," Josie replied, pouring some onto her own tits and grimacing pleasantly. "But it also feels so damn good..."
Josie dropped the bottle beside her on the bed and then began to rub the oil into her own tits, then further down her body. It wasn't long before both Sarah and Josie were gorgeous and glistening, with Josie leaning down on top of Sarah and rubbing their well-oiled tits against each other. It was a sight that I so desperately wanted to touch, but knew I couldn't. It was maddening, being in this "look but don't touch" situation, but it was one I was willing to hold back on if I had to.



I knew I'd get my chance with all three of these beauties soon.
Until then, I just lay back and stroked my cock, watching as Sarah and Josie kissed, and groped, and rubbed their glistening bodies against each other.
"Found the wand!" Brooke exclaimed. "Now I get to play, too!"
She climbed up on the bed next to Josie and Sarah like a conquering hero, holding the magic wand vibrator over her head triumphantly. When neither Josie nor Sarah paid her much attention, Brooke took on a familiar disgruntled look and humphed.
"I mean, I'd help you out, but I'm supposed to stay right here and not touch," I said.
"I'm, like, totally starting to regret that plan... but I can figure something out... I can always figure something out..." Brooke said, setting the vibrator down and picking up the bottle of oil.
She debated the bottle for a moment, before inspiration hit her, and soon she upended the bottle on Josie's back. Josie moaned against Sarah's lips, and soon Brooke spread both girls' legs and knelt behind Josie, leaning down and sandwiching Josie between her and Sarah. It was an unconventional, and certainly messy way to get herself oiled up, but soon Brooke was glistening with the others, smiling and laughing and reaching around to squeeze Josie and Sarah's tits, and even stealing a few kisses from both of the other girls between their moments of making out.
It was one of the most beautiful sights I'd ever seen, these three glistening goddesses of beauty in this sandwich of carnal delights, writhing and moaning as they kissed and pleasured each other. It may have been a challenge not touching them, but not wanting to interrupt a moment this beautiful, I was certainly able to restrain myself and just lie here stroking my cock, enjoying every bit of entertainment I could get from watching these women I loved just completely and utterly getting it on.
And then Brooke remembered the vibrator.
She reached for it, then triumphantly held it over her head as if she'd just pulled the sword from the stone, then turned it on to one of its medium settings and thrust it between Josie and Sarah. The two of them were pressed close enough to each other that they were both able to grind on the vibrator with ease, rocking their hips against one another as Brooke rubbed the toy against their clits as if it were a giant cock. Brooke giggled and smiled as the other two made out and moaned, seemingly enjoying her position of power in this equation as she pleasured these other two girls.
Surprisingly, Josie broke first this time, cumming hard against the vibrator, soon to be followed by Sarah. Over the past year, I'd learned that simple fact: no matter what kind of restraint a girl might think she has, everyone breaks sooner or later whenever a magic wand gets involved.
They came loudly, and messily, their juices gushing onto the vibrator and Brooke's thigh as she giggled and urged them on in her sweet, dirty voice, making them shake and shudder for a long time before giving them mercy and letting them collapse. The two girls lay there, catching their breath for a moment, while Brooke took the moment to put the magic wand between her own legs, change it to the highest setting, and cum ridiculously hard before she fell onto the other girls, laughing.
Now, if I'd had any sense, this might have been the moment where I would have inserted myself into the scene. Or, well, inserted myself into at least one of the girls. Seeing the three of them, glistening with oil and all cummed out, was an unbelievably hot sight, and maybe I was a little hypnotized by it. I loved these three girls, and seeing them all together, naked and basking in the afterglow of their orgasms... fuck, I was lost. I was lost, and so I just lay there, stroking my cock and watching as they regained their strength.
I watched as they regained their strength and began a truly marathon threesome.
The three girls were an absolute mess of oil and pussy juices, limbs entangled with one another, mouths and fingers everywhere as they passed the vibrator around and made each other cum over and over again. The room soon began to smell intensely of pussy juice, the sound of their moans and cries of pleasure a symphony I couldn't get enough of as I slowly stroked myself.
I lost count of the sheer number of times the three of them came while getting it on, but I was impressed how they took their turns with each other in those moments that they weren't in a completely ravenous frenzy with one another, the ones I just had to stop jacking off and get immortalized on camera.
Josie on her back getting fingered by Sarah and Brooke simultaneously, while each of them sucked on one of Josie's nipples.
Brooke kneeling in a 69 with Sarah while Josie saw how many fingers she could fit up Brooke's ass (and oh could Brooke take quite a few).
Sarah sandwiched between Brooke and Josie on the bed, making out with them passionately as both girls groped her tits and fingered her ass and pussy, ensuring that she was positively spoiled.
It was one of those moments that I grew to enjoy more as a spectator as it went on, snapping pictures and growing harder with each passing act of girl-on-girl excess, their cries of ecstasy and screaming orgasms ringing in my ears in the most beautiful fashion. I kept quiet and simply enjoyed the show, feeling this intense affection for these girls growing with every lewd moment.
I wasn't a spectator for too much longer, though. There was a lull in the action, a moment when all three of them were catching their breaths while Brooke was on top of Josie, making out slowly, and Sarah was all on her own, lying on her back and lightly fingering her well-used cunt. Looking tired and satisfied, her eyes locked onto mine, a lazy, joyful smile crossing her face. She cocked her head to the side, motioning for me to step forward.
Not like I needed much encouragement at this point.
I crawled into bed between Sarah and the others, feeling their oiled-up bodies sliding against my own as I fit in to my place. With one hand finding Sarah's breasts, I soon began kissing her, enjoying the slow, decadent pace of her deep, soft kisses as we made out, discovering that I could very much enjoy sharing a bed with her and these other two.
It wasn't long before there were hands on my chest, Brooke's and Josie's, insistent and rolling me onto my back, allowing me a fine sight of all three of these beauties with me at once. Josie and Brooke struggled, briefly, with Josie coming out on top and indeed climbing on top of me. She slid my cock into her pussy, closing her eyes tightly and moaning pleasantly as I bottomed out inside of her.
I slid my hands over her body, shaking with awe of the situation I was in, before reaching down and roughly grabbing Josie's ass.
This got her motor running again, and soon she was riding me, hard.
With Brooke and Sarah pressed against me on either side, and Josie bouncing up and down on my cock eagerly, you could say I was in heaven. I was actually glad, at this point, that these three had spent so much of today draining my cock, because it meant I could keep going longer than I might have otherwise. Josie looked down at me, those dark and mischievous eyes of her burning with desire as she pushed herself to the edge, and with Brooke's and Sarah's fingers coaxing her nipples and clit, Josie came pretty quickly.
Brooke soon took her place, leaving Josie panting on the bed beside me while Brooke slid herself down on my cock. Her pussy stretched around me, tight as ever, while she giggled and squealed as she rode me.
Sarah took the opportunity to climb on top of Josie next to us, grinding against her thigh and squeezing her friend's tits as she watched Brooke ride me. Though it was difficult turning any attention away from the tight, pigtailed blonde impaled on my cock, when Sarah took one of my hands and squeezed me tightly, I felt a swelling of warmth deep within me that was difficult to overcome.
Brooke smiled at this sight, reaching down to hold my other hand as she rode me harder, fingering herself with her free hand until she came. It was a quick, relatively quiet cum for her, no doubt due to the distractions present in the room, but the way her pussy squeezed my cock rhythmically, it was almost enough to make me cum.
Almost.
I realized the only way this could end, and when Brooke crawled off of me to rest, I got up on my knees behind Sarah as she continued to make out with and pleasure Josie. She didn't even need to look at me, only feeling my presence, but it was enough that she pushed herself up on her knees to better present her pussy to me. Already lubricated with precum and Josie and Brooke's juices, my cock slid into her tight cunt easily, and once I was satisfied with my position, I grabbed hold of her hips and began to fuck into her.
I was thoroughly aware in the madness of all this that this was one of those kinds of sexual encounters that many a guy would dream of and never have, yet for me, for *us*, it felt normal. It felt right. Whatever forces drew the four of us together were making this a fuck for the ages as we cemented our relationship.
Soon too unfocused to properly give Josie attention, Sarah propped herself up on her hands and knees so I could really give it to her doggystyle. She looked back at me, biting her lip to hold back a wail, then losing all restraint and letting one out. Josie locked her eyes onto mine as she reached up to grope Sarah's tits and finger her clit, offering dark and dirty and thoroughly foul-mouthed encouragement, and it was only a matter of seconds before I felt Brooke pressing in behind me, rubbing her hands up to grope my chest and press her tits into my back as she kissed the back of my neck and offered similar, if perkier encouragements.
I couldn't last much longer, but thankfully, Josie's ministrations soon had Sarah breaking and cumming loudly. Acting in perfect concert, Josie and Brooke then pulled Sarah off of my cock, forcing the three of them into position in front of me as I jerked my cock and came explosively all over their faces. I might have lost all reason in this moment, but I could swear that seeing the three of them, tired and fucked-out and looking up at me with those weary smiles, their faces thoroughly drenched in my cum, I had never seen a more beautiful sight in my life.
Energy seemed to drain from my body after this orgasm, and if granted the opportunity, I likely would have passed out and not woken up for a couple days.
But then Sarah leaned in, sucking my cockhead into her mouth. Brooke leaned into suck my balls, while Josie soon licked some cum off of Sarah's face before licking my shaft.
It was then that I understood that we had only just begun.
***
It was a while before the four of us finally collapsed to the bed, covered in cum and juices and oil and barely able to move. Josie's lipstick was well-smeared around her lips, Brooke's pigtails had come undone, and Sarah, at some point, had lost her glasses, with none of us feeling mobile enough to go looking for them.
I was tired, but also riding high and unable to remove the idiot grin from my face.
It had been a while since anyone had said anything, so I felt the need to fill that void by saying, "I dunno about you guys, but that was some of the best sex of my life."
"Totally," Brooke agreed, gently rubbing my cum over her abs.
"Definitely," Sarah replied.
Josie shrugged. "It was *pretty* good, I guess."
I rolled my eyes. "Brooke?"
"I got this," Brooke replied, reaching over and tickling Josie furiously.
"Gah! Bitch!" Josie yelped, too tired to adequately shield herself and simply batting at Brooke while laughing.
Curled up in my arm and with a recently wiped-down face, Sarah looked up at me while the other two battled.
"Is it always like this?" Sarah asked.
"Better, usually," I said, smiling back as I ran my fingers through her hair. "And sure as hell gonna get a lot better now that you're here."
"Cool... cool..." she said, looking back at Josie and Brooke. "It's just that I've never done anything exactly like this. I'm not sure how it's supposed to work."
"We're making this up, taking it a day at a time. It's worked pretty well so far," I said.
"Cool..." Sarah repeated, kissing me gently. "I guess I'm just nervous."
"Awww, like, don't be nervous!" Brooke exclaimed, shifting her position on the bed so she was straddling Sarah. "You've got us now! We love ya, and anyone who's weird about it, well, fuck 'em!"
"I'd advise against fucking them, actually," Josie agreed, climbing on top of me to better look at the rest of us. "But the sentiment's the same. None of us know what we're doing here, but we're making it work, and if we're all together on this, then we've got a better chance at making something pretty bitchin' out of this."
Josie put her hand on Sarah's chest, comfortingly. "I love you, Sarah. I've always had your back, and I always will."
Grateful, and maybe trying to hold back tears, Sarah put her hand on top of Josie's and said, "Thank you."
Brooke put her hand on top of Sarah's, grinning broadly through a cum-covered face. "The throuple may be dead, but, we're gonna make something bigger and better and, like, waaaaaaaay cooler."
Waiting a moment, I put my hand on top of Brooke's. "I don't have as much to add, but it seemed like we were doing one of those teambuilding things where everyone puts their hands in the middle, so-"
Alright, now it was my turn to be tackled and tickled and poked by all three of them, with no amount of protestations of love saving me from getting ganged up on.
The school year may have been winding down a day at a time, but it felt like a new beginning in our lives. Sarah, Josie, Brooke and I... we may have made a rather unconventional relationship, but it was right for us, and I knew that it would help make the final months of senior year better than anything that had come before for us.
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. It's been a rough few years, and in times like this, it becomes very easy to give in to anger and let that rule your life. I ask that, instead of letting anger run your life, take a breath, ask yourself if anger is really best in this moment, and if it isn't, try to guide it more constructively. When given an opportunity, try to spread a little kindness in the world instead of hate. Do something nice for a complete stranger. Brighten the day of someone you care about. Talk to a friend you haven't talked to in ages. Help someone who is having a hard time. It's a rough world out there these days, and while that doesn't look like it will change anytime soon, it doesn't take much to make it just a little bit better. Please be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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It was late August, well past the point anyone would consider the "glory days" of summer, and certainly a less than ideal day to go to the beach. The heat was oppressive rather than exciting, threatening to tip over into a miserable triple digit temperature any moment now. In spite of this, the beach was packed with people, families with screaming kids, elders who lived at the beach and had skin that looked like well-cured leather, and the younger hardbody crowd trying desperately to impress anyone, yet more often than not going on ignored.
No, it may not have been a good day to go to the beach, but all of these were elements that Dexter Markes could have overlooked if the cards had lined up right. It was hot, to be sure, but the water looked fine, and a lot of the women prancing about in their swimsuits were worth drooling over. The handsome, 21-year-old college student had always had a way with the ladies in the past, and it wouldn't have taken a lot of work for him to get a number or two, and maybe even seal the deal with a little luck. If he had had that kind of freedom, this would have easily been a *great* day to go to the beach.
He didn't have that freedom, however.
No, today, like much of this summer really, Dexter was a *chaperone*. He had to be the responsible one, all because of his little sister, Deirdre.
Fucking Deirdre.
Looking up from his phone on their loose collection of beach towels, Dexter shifted the angle of the beach umbrella to better ensure his spot in the shade, and made sure once again to check on the pile of purses that Deirdre and her noisy fucking friends had tossed at his feet, asking him to keep an eye on them while they went to go do... well, whatever it was a bunch of incoming high school senior bitches did for fun. Currently that fun seemed to involve having taken over someone else's volleyball net and playing some very poor volleyball, prancing and shrieking and generally thinking they were a lot cuter than they actually were.
Alright, so, some of Deirdre's friends might have been a *little* cute, but that was beside the point.
For what felt like the millionth time today, Dexter sighed and shook his head.
Though all of this misery could have been predicted, that didn't mean it was right, but that was kind of how things had always gone in the Markes family, hadn't it?
Dexter was the eldest of two children, but the fact that his parents had wanted a daughter was apparent enough when Deirdre got treated like the golden fucking child no matter what he did. Him graduating near the top of his class at Blair Valley High School didn't matter nearly as much as the entire family supporting Deirdre at every dance recital. Becoming captain of his school's football team and earning a full ride scholarship to the college of his choice didn't compare to Deirdre just barely making the senior cheer squad. Taking the summer off, he had hoped that he might be able to get some congratulations out of his parents for all of his achievements at school in the midst of his relaxation, and instead he was forced to act as the personal chauffeur for Deirdre and her ever-changing group of equally shrill and entitled friends at all hours of the day, and getting all the shit whenever something didn't go perfectly.
And now, when he would have liked some time to swim and flirt, he was parked on their towels, watching a pile of purses and hoping his phone battery would last as long as it would take a bunch of teenaged girls to get bored of being bitches to everyone around them.
Fuck, was this gonna be a long day.
"You wind up looking any more miserable, you're gonna make me sad."
A girl dropped down onto the towel in front of him. A slender 5'9", she seemed the very definition of a pale redhead, with flaming red hair cut short, and bright blue eyes behind a pair of large, nerdy glasses. Her body looked anything but nerdy, however, as she had the tight build of a dancer, with a nice ass, and firm C-cup tits, all put on display with her bright magenta bikini.
Taking in her pale, freckled skin, and feeling a gentleman, Dexter offered, "Well, I'm less miserable now; join me in the shade so you won't have any misery to tend to yourself later?"
The girl put a hand to her chest and smiled a broad, goofy smile that he couldn't help but find charming. "Well, thank you! I think I'll do that!"
The girl slid over next to him, hunkering down in the shade and looking up at Dexter appreciatively. "I'm actually covered head to toe in sunblock, but if I find a cute guy I want to get to know better while I'm out and about, I'll take any excuse I can to get close, especially if shade's involved."
She was pleasantly giggly, and definitely on the hot side of cute. Her body language was promising, as she leaned toward him ever so subtly and seemed to angle herself in such a way that he got the best possible view of her. As a guy who had been with his fair share of women, he was getting nothing but encouraging signs from this mystery redhead, enough to make him smile welcomingly.
Alright, maybe this day wouldn't be a complete waste after all.
"Dexter," he said in introduction, nodding her way. "Dexter Markes."
The girl somehow managed to broaden her smile, giving him the slightest bow in greeting. "Sasha Pearl, pleased to meet ya."
"Charmed," Dexter replied, offering a partial bow in return.
Sasha continued smiling pleasantly, leaning ever so slightly toward him, but keeping a respectable, maybe even *teasing* distance. He would have liked it if she'd gotten closer, and it looked like even she would have been interested in the same, but right now they were dancing the dance of various social niceties, and there were a few more steps before closer would be appropriate.
Thankfully, Dexter knew this dance well. "So, you here all by yourself?"
"No, out with some friends, celebrating our last days before school starts up by making a beach weekend of it..." Sasha replied, biting her lip and looking around as if in search for them. "They're around here somewhere, but since I don't like being alone, and it looks like you don't like being alone, I thought we could both enjoy not being alone together."
He'd heard worse pickup lines. "Well, I thank you for all of your consideration for my wellbeing."
"My pleasure," she replied, biting her lip again. "So, is your day absolute, complete and utter unsalvageable misery, or have you at least managed some fun so far?"
Dexter laughed. "Mostly misery, but I've had my fun. Plenty of people watching opportunities from this vantage point, of course, and I got a little time in the water before I was made to park here."
"I see," Sasha continued, darting her eyes to the side. "So, are you some kind of thief, or something?"
"Huh?" he asked, before realizing that her attention was on the purses at the edge of the collection of towels. "Oh, those! No, ha, not a thief."
This only seemed to make Sasha more curious. "So, you're here with your girlfriend, or something?"
Dexter laughed again. "No, I'm not that lucky... just here with my miserable little sister and her friends."
She nodded, understanding.
"So that's what's got you looking so forlorn?" Sasha proposed.
"Pretty much, but the day's improving quickly," he said, eyeing her up and down again. She was a tight little number, he had to give her that, landing in that comfortable zone between hot and nerdy that he'd found often indicative of a girl who's secretly a freak in the sheets.
Sasha eyed him in a similar appraising capacity, and dressed as he was in only swim trunks, he knew he gave a fair bit to look at. A gym rat when he wasn't playing football or baseball at school, he was a muscular 6'0", with a handsome face, chiseled jaw, and blue eyes that more than one girl had called steely. His dark hair was more unkempt than usual by the beach, but if Sasha minded, she didn't let it show. She quickly assessed his pluses and minuses, and didn't seem to find too much to complain about over the playing cards (the dead man's hand, to be precise) tattooed on his right shoulder, or the prominent scar on his chin he got from a fall off a bicycle some years back.
If anything, looking at those seemed to make her like what she saw all the more.
"You're pretty quick with those lines," she replied, playful.
"I've got some experience," he shot back easily. "That a problem?"
"Oh, hardly. Experience is usually a good thing, and you hardly radiate trouble, so, if I were doing even a cursory examination, I'd rule that you don't even have a hint of red flag to you. While some girls might enjoy a flag or two, I don't, so, that definitely works in your favor," Sasha replied.
She had an easygoing playfulness that Dexter rather liked, and combined with her body... well, if he wasn't stuck here with Deirdre and her friends, he would have done everything he could to get Sasha somewhere private for some fun.
He smirked, replying in his smoothest tone, "Well, this day keeps improving by the minute."
"Pretty sure I could improve it even faster," Sasha said, looking down at his trunks, seemingly appraising his bulge. "Like I said, I'm here with my friends, bunch of beautiful, unaccompanied, 18-year-old high school cheerleaders, and even with all that going for us, this day's kinda falling apart. Beach is a little crowded, day's a little too hot, and some of the people here... well, anyway, you mind if I invite my friends over so we can all improve each other's days?"
Admittedly, Dexter looked around quickly, wanting to make sure he wasn't being filmed for a prank, or about to be robbed (since, come on, this *did* feel too good to be true), but not seeing anything suspicious, and not getting that kind of vibe off of Sasha, he said, "Sure, what the hell?"
Sasha looked around the crowded beach, before raising her hand and waving, calling out, "Gwen! Brooke! Over here!"
A pair of blondes approached through the crowd, and though both of them had that same kind of dancer's body look as Sasha, they couldn't have looked more different from one another.
The first was lithe and petite and nearly as pale as Sasha. Her face was angular and elvish, with pointed features and big green eyes, her shoulder-length blonde hair bouncing on either side of her face in a pair of matching pigtails bound up with hot pink hair ties. She looked bubbly and cute and energetic, smiling brightly and rocking the hell out of a bright pink bikini with a barely-there skirted bottom. While her A-cup tits may not have normally gotten his attention, her bubbly confidence seemed to fit them well, and even with her slight skirt, Dexter could tell she had a nice, round butt. She practically bounced on her feet as she approached enthusiastically, only adding to her cute appeal.
The other girl was tanned, and carried a considerably worse attitude, her full lips curled in a sneer. Long, dirty blonde hair trailed down her back, with stray locks framing her gorgeous face and ample chest. Her eyes were a warm brown in color, but couldn't have looked colder or angrier, accentuated by slightly too makeup (much like the rest of her face for that matter). Dexter knew plenty of girls like her, and also knew that he wouldn't have chosen to spend time with her if he didn't have to... but her body was pretty damn convincing. Large and full D-cup tits and a luscious ass were barely held in by her tight, American flag patterned bikini, a trashy cherry on top of the trashy look she'd cultivated well.
She sauntered with a slow, arrogant superiority, with a nice rock to her hips and her tits held high, reminding Dexter why he sometimes enjoyed bitchy, trashy girls like her.
"Well, like, hi there!" the pigtailed blonde exclaimed, waving lightly to Dexter. "My name's Brooke!"
Her voice was high and sweet and every bit as energetic as he would have imagined on seeing her at a glance.
"Dexter," he said, grinning slightly.
"Cool!" Brooke replied, dodging under the shade of the umbrella and sitting right down on Dexter's lap.
To say he was surprised would have been putting it lightly. Though she hardly weighed anything, her sudden presence on his lap added a certain unexpected distraction, especially as she giggled and eyed him hungrily.
"Ooh, he's so totally hot," Brooke squealed, flashing a thumb's up to Sasha before turning her attention back to Dexter. "This isn't, like, inappropriate or anything to you? I know I can get a teensy bit overenthusiastic sometimes and don't want to cross any boundaries if you've got them, but if you don't, please, like, know, that I'm all kinds of happy to keep sitting here in your lap! It's so comfy!"
She swung between ditzy and a friendly, caring tone so quickly it almost gave Dexter whiplash, but he was together enough to reply, "No boundaries have been crossed."
"Yay!" Brooke exclaimed, leaning in to peck him on the cheek.
Again, the thought that this might be some kind of setup grew in his mind, but at this point he wasn't really in a position to care, especially as Brooke began wiggling her ass against him gently, ostensibly to get comfortable, but the way she kept pressing against his hardening cock made it clear that she might have been interested in a little more than that. The way she looked up at him, he knew it was thoroughly intentional, and he couldn't complain.
She did have an exceptional butt, after all.
With some pleasant confusion in his eye, he turned back to Sasha.
Sighing with amusement, Sasha explained, "Brooke's... affectionate."
"I can tell," Dexter replied, eyeing the blonde minx in his lap appreciatively.
"And what am I?" the blonde with the bad attitude, Gwen, responded as she sat down on the towels, looking at Dexter, Sasha and Brooke. She made no effort for the shade, yet sat down with enough unearned confidence that you might have thought you were looking at a queen sitting on her throne.
"Bitchy yet delightful?" Sasha suggested.
Gwen did not seem to like this answer very much, so Sasha quickly added, "My friend?"
This answer didn't seem to satisfy her much, either, but it did remove some of the active hostility from her face, for a few moments at least.
Still, Gwen's resting bitch face looked decidedly less resting as she turned her attention to Dexter. "So, how do you know those bitches from Blair Valley High?"
"Oh, come on, Gwen, don't, like, be so *totally* mean," Brooke replied, before turning her attention back to Dexter to explain, "She doesn't mean to be so mean; she just finds a certain kind of safety in bitchiness and ignorance that, while I can't, like, totally condone it, I can understand as a defense mechanism for someone who's had some intense negative experiences with people before."
Gwen scowled. "That's not true... I'm mean 'cause I wanna be, 'kay?"
Brooke rolled her eyes playfully. "What-ever!"
Undeterred, Gwen leaned toward the others. Though her posture was certainly hostile, the fact that this position certainly showed off her impressive cleavage certainly didn't hurt Dexter's attention.
"And now you're making me repeat myself! You know how much I fucking hate repeating myself, Brooke!" Gwen said, anger rising, before she turned this back to Dexter. "Like I said, how the fuck do you know those Blair Valley bitches?"
He could tell that the bustier blonde definitely meant her point, but that didn't make any of this make any more sense to him. "I'm kinda starved for context here."
Sasha sighed, scooting slightly closer to Dexter and Brooke as she explained, "Right, I guess you would be. Well, you *do* know those Blair Valley girls, right?"
As someone who seemed easygoing, Sasha was trying to keep the hostility from her voice, but it was undeniably there. Dexter knew he might have to tread lightly if he wanted to keep his options open.
He nodded. "I wouldn't say I *know* them all, exactly... I'm just their ride to the beach and 'chaperone' if my parents have anything to say about it. I know one of them. My little sister, Deirdre."
Sasha and Brooke winced at the mention of the name.
Even Gwen's face seemed to soften some when he said that, as she sympathetically replied, "I'm sorry."
Dexter smirked. He was beginning to like these girls more with every passing moment.
"Thanks," he replied, chuckling softly. "She is... well, she's Deirdre. I manage, sometimes, and am glad I go to college out of town the rest of the time. Though I still don't fully see what that has to do with anything... why, did she mess with you?"
This seemed likely. Deirdre had always had a jealous streak and a poorly regulated temper. It, along with her looks, had allowed her to become a queen bee of sorts at school, but had also gotten her into a lot of fights with other girls she felt threatened by. Of course, Dexter and Deirdre's parents had always managed to get her out of any serious trouble, since she really could do no wrong in their eyes, and she would always find a way to get into some new trouble again.
Starting something outside of Blair Valley was a new escalation for her, though, and one that annoyed Dexter greatly, since any trouble she got in, he'd almost certainly be blamed for.
"Kinda, sorta..." Brooke replied, wiggling her butt against Dexter's lap again. "Oh, who am I kidding, she totally messed with us."
"The bitch fucked with us is more like it," Gwen replied, moistening her lips and balling her fists. "She picked the wrong girls to fuck with, lemme tell ya..."
Sasha reached over, grabbing her friend by the wrist calmingly, and even though it seemed like she did so with difficulty, Gwen soon unballed her fists and let out a sigh.
"Easy, Gwen," Sasha said, turning her attention back to Dexter. "Though she's not wrong, we really *are* best not to fuck with... but you wanted context, so here's the context. Gwen and Brooke and I, and our friends Kaitlyn and Addison who are around here somewhere, we didn't go looking for trouble, truly we didn't. Even Kaitlyn and Gwen were on their best behavior today, and they're usually looking for trouble!"
"Hey!" Gwen exclaimed.
Sasha shrugged. "What? It's true. But today, our only crimes in this case are that we're also cheerleaders, that we just so happen to look better than Deirdre and her friends, and that we attend Regan Hills High School."




That actually put a lot of puzzle pieces together that Dexter needed. Blair Valley and Regan Hills High Schools were longtime rivals in... well, pretty much anything that anyone could be rivals in. Football mostly, but any sport that they could go head-to-head in, any academic contest, hell, even decorating for Homecoming and similar events, the schools would go all out in competing with each other even when there was really nothing to compete over. Even Dexter was overtaken by a swelling over Blair Valley pride when it was mentioned that these girls went to Regan Hills High, but that feeling was overtaken by the swelling in his shorts that Brooke was still enthusiastically rubbing against.
Brooke looked up at him with innocent eyes, though it wasn't difficult to tell that her thoughts were anything but innocent. It was almost enough to distract him from where he was and what was happening.
Putting Deirdre's temper together with some Regan Hills cheerleaders did provide the context he needed, and started to paint a picture of why these girls might be here.
He replied, "So... uh, that makes some sense, why there would be tension between the two of you."
"You don't know the fucking half of it," Gwen glowered, her eyes going over toward the collection of Deirdre and her friends' purses and looking very much like she wanted to steal from them.
Gwen continued, "We were just hanging out here, minding our own business and having a fun fucking beach day, when Deirdre and her other cunt friends-"
"Gwen! Language!" Sasha interrupted. "We're making a new friend here..."
Dexter shrugged. "I'm not offended. It *is* accurate. Deirdre and her friends are exceptional at being cunts."
Gwen laughed. "See, Sasha? Even he agrees."
Sasha rolled her eyes. "Fine, let me be the crazy and diplomatic one while you finish the story, Gwen."
Gwen grinned. "I will! Like I was saying, the Blair Valley cunts came up on us when we were playing volleyball and said they wanted our court. Kaitlyn and me, were the ones here who really know how to throw the fuck down, we told those bitches to fuck the fuck off and go fuck themselves and I think there were some other fucks in there too because we both like saying fuck a lot. The Blair Valley cunts didn't like that, though, and said that the court and the ball and all that stuff was theirs now, when we'd brought it all ourselves!"
"Well, actually, like, Addison brought it, 'cause she's rich and's got all the good stuff," Brooke corrected. "But the rest of that's true."
"Whatever," Gwen replied, shooting Brooke an annoyed glare. "We told them to fuck off some more-"
"And said a lot of totally creative and other not so nice things," Brooke interjected.
Gwen rolled her eyes. "Am I telling this story, or do you wanna? Because I can tell it better."
"Sorry, sorry..." Brooke giggled. "I mean, I can tell it better, but you're all hot and bothered by it, so, you know, you finish it while I continue totally enjoying my seat."
For good measure, she wiggled her ass against Dexter again, something that he had no reason to complain about.
Gwen sighed. "Anyways, Kaitlyn and me could've made a fight of it, but Addison and Sasha were all, like, 'there's too many of them' and 'we'll get our asses kicked' and 'there's cops over there and I don't wanna miss the first day of school being in jail' and all that shit, so, we didn't fight, and your sister and her friends got to be all cunty and win that shit without needing to throw a punch or even grab some hair."
Now it was Sasha's turn to sigh. "There *were* more of them, and they *would* have kicked our asses."
"Also, jail's bad," Brooke admitted, enjoying wiggling her ass on Dexter some more.
Gwen shook her head. "I mean, you're wrong, but, think what you think... I'm just sayin' that we lost because *some* of our group didn't wanna fight some bitches who needed fighting, so your sister and her friends just stole *Addison's* volleyball stuff and kicked us out, and it got us all sore."
"Some of us are sorer than others," Sasha interjected, before turning to Dexter. "As you can tell... but the point remains the same. Your sister and her friends wronged us, and though our temperaments are kind of all over the place about it, the general tenor of things has us not in the best moods."
This felt like something that could have been predicted, but that didn't mean that Dexter had to like it. Still, he'd spent so much of his life taking crap and cleaning up Deirdre's mistakes, what was one more?
He rubbed the bridge of his nose. "I'll talk to Deirdre. I don't know what I'll say, or what it'll take, but... I'll get your stuff back. She shouldn't have threatened you, or taken anything, or... honestly, she shouldn't have been anything that makes her who she is. That was a real shit move she pulled on you there. I'll get your stuff back, maybe even get an apology if I threaten to leave them here without a ride, and I think I can make this right."
The three girls exchanged a quick smile between them, and Brooke wiggled her ass a little more insistently against Dexter's growing erection. She was well aware of what effect she was having on him, but she wasn't close to slowing down on him. Her gyrations were making it hard to focus, and while Dexter could have easily picked her up and set her down wherever he wanted to, he was enjoying the contact too much to even think about doing that.
"What's... what's all that smiling for?" Dexter asked, holding back a groan. "You look like I just said some magic word."
"Oh, it's not a magic word per se," Sasha clarified.
"But it's really, really, *really* close to what we were hoping for! Like, pretty much exactly!" Brooke exclaimed, bouncing up and down on his lap slightly.
"I'm... not following you," Dexter replied, though with this trio of hot girls surrounding him, he could certainly come up with a few ideas for how he'd like this to go.
Gwen took over explaining, "Well... we were thinking about a lot of different ways we could respond to what Deirdre and the others did, mostly car related, like letting the air out of the tires and keying some fucked up shit into it, but when we got one good look at you and realized it was your car and not theirs and that'd be kinda fucked up, we all changed our minds and kinda had the same thought about how this should go..."
"Oh yeah?" Dexter replied, not wanting to let his imagination get away from him. "What's that?"
"REVENGE!"
This declaration came from a new arrival, a girl so hot that it felt impossible to keep his jaw from dropping. With a similar tight body to her friends, this lightly tanned, 5'3" girl had a beauty that was simply mouthwatering. Her gorgeous face carried clever brown eyes and a full-lipped smile, all framed by long, silky black hair. Her body, especially displayed in this skimpy black bikini she wore, would have stopped traffic, with long, firm legs, a juicy ass, and round, DD-cup breasts that threatened to burst through her bikini top at any moment. Though stunning in a way that pushed all thoughts from Dexter's mind, he knew to be cautious around her... she had a certain meanness to her that she seemed to share with Gwen, but a clever intelligence that her dirty blonde friend certainly lacked.
"Come on, Kaitlyn... isn't *revenge* a little strong way to put it?" the other girl who'd come along with the dark-haired stunner proposed.
This girl may not have been quite as jaw-dropping as Kaitlyn to Dexter's eyes, but that didn't mean she wouldn't have turned a lot of heads. A Latina just slightly shorter than her friend, she had a kinder, friendlier, and no less beautiful face, with expressive dark eyes, curly black hair that fell to her midback, and thick lips that looked like they took easily to smiling, even if they were more turned in a look of concern at the moment. If it was possible, she was also somehow curvier than Kaitlyn, with a thick ass and enormous, E-cup breasts. Her black bikini did a much better job than Kaitlyn's at holding back the tide of such intense curves, but that didn't mean it didn't look impressively tight on her.
Kaitlyn sighed. "It's strong, but it's also right, Addison, because that's what we need now, some fucking revenge."
Kaitlyn looked Dexter over quickly, then turned her attention to Brooke, who still sat blissfully excitable in his lap.
"Is he?" Kaitlyn asked, darting her eyes down to his groin.
"Totally!" Brooke giggled, grinding on his lap again. "Completely and totally!"
Dexter looked around with anticipation and confusion. "I'm still kinda lost here."
Addison and Kaitlyn joined their friends on the towels.
Sasha sighed. "I was hoping to handle this a little more diplomatically, but since she's here and clearly been waiting for the perfectly dramatic moment to jump in... Dexter, meet Kaitlyn Pruitt, our ringleader for the day, I guess."
Kaitlyn laughed. "When Dakota's not here, there's no 'ring' to it. I'm just the leader."
She said this with a confident, smooth arrogance that not even Gwen blinked at. Dexter had grown up knowing a lot of girls like Kaitlyn, and had even dated a few, too. She was probably a lot of trouble, but he also knew she was probably a lot of fun.
Sasha cleared her throat. "...and this is Addison Gonzalez."
The curvy Latina smiled at him, a little bashful. "Hi. I know you probably hear this a lot, but you're really, really, hot."
Gwen rolled her eyes. "Smooth, Addison."
Addison humphed. Dexter grinned.
"I've heard that some, but it never hurts to hear again," he said, smiling his charming smile and nodding to Addison, loving how much it seemed to make her blush.
Dexter turned his attention back to Kaitlyn. "And while it was a pleasure to make your acquaintances, that doesn't change how lost I am."
Kaitlyn slapped her hands on her knees playfully. "It's all good, we did kinda gang up on you, so I'll break it down... or Sasha can... even if I'm the leader here, we're both kinda the brains of this operation."
"Hey!" Brooke exclaimed, her voice taking on a particular tone of ditzy indignation that would have probably annoyed Dexter if he didn't find the beauty in his lap so hot.
Kaitlyn rolled her eyes. "I said the brains of *this* operation; we all know you and Sasha are the brains overall."
"Ah, okey dokey!" Brooke said. "Then carry on... whoever's, like, talking here."
Kaitlyn and Sasha exchanged glances, and with some unspoken language they shared, Sasha clearly decided to take this one. She took a breath, and then began speaking in a perfectly confident, even tone, as if she had spent time rehearsing this particular speech.
"So, yeah, your sister and her friends messed with us, and we're not the kinds of girls you mess with, I think you got that already... and while there's a lot of destructive and even illegal stuff that we could totally do under the circumstances, after seeing you and how dissatisfied you looked with how this day was going, we came up with what we thought would be a much more exciting alternative that doesn't really get anyone in legal trouble, would be a lot of fun for you, and also allows us our revenge. We'd really like you in on this plan, and we think you'll be happy with it, too," Sasha explained.
Given the way that Brooke continued to rub against his groin, Dexter wouldn't have required a lot of convincing to do pretty much anything at this point. "Go on..."
Sasha straightened herself out, as if she were preparing to give an important speech.
That it happened to make her breasts look amazing was a nice bonus.
She said, "Well... you look and sound miserable, and we want to get our revenge on Deirdre and company, so I think we can help each other. You can help us, really, by packing up all of your stuff and driving off, leaving your sister and her friends behind here to sort their own way home. Maybe even get some good sunburns in the process too, since that wouldn't be a good look for any of them."
"A terrible look..." Addison said, sounding a little regretful, before remembering why they were here. "But they deserve it, don't they?"
Dexter had a hard time disagreeing with their logic. It was a tempting way to get back at his sister and her friends for making his summer vacation a living hell... but it wasn't exactly danger free, was it?
"And since I'm putting my neck out there and sure as shit going to get in trouble with my parents for pulling this, what's in it for me? You said there was a part of this I'd like," Dexter said.
Sasha looked around her group of friends, before locking eyes on Kaitlyn. "I think you're the most qualified in explaining the rest of the plan."
Kaitlyn smirked. "Damn right, I am..."
She turned her attention to Dexter, and toward Brooke sitting in his lap, not hiding for a second that she was leering at him and thinking some properly dirty thoughts.
"Well, it's like this. All of us have been spending the last couple-few days hanging out at Addison's parents' beach house..." Kaitlyn explained.
Addison felt the need to jump in, "It's a really nice place, plush furniture, stocked fridge and liquor cabinet, huge TV, lots of nice beds, fancy as hell and... I'm not good at describing this, am I?"
"You're doing fine, Addison!" Brooke replied, peppily.
Directly ignoring Brooke and Addison, Kaitlyn continued, "...yeah, all that stuff's pretty fun too, but the best part of it is the privacy since it allows us to party like we want to, and believe me, we're five bitches who *really* know how to party. We think you should ditch Deirdre and her friends, and join us. Instead of watching towels and purses and whatever and acting like a chauffeur when that would be a fucking waste of all your talents, you come with us to Addison's place..."
Kaitlyn's smile took a dark, thoroughly pleasant turn as she lowered her voice, "...and you can spend the rest of the day, and the night, and maybe even tomorrow, fucking all five of us until none of us here can walk straight. Fuck us again and again and again, any position, any combination, any hole... and believe me, we're flexible cheer sluts, we do fucking anything and *everything*. We'll make this the best end of summer party anyone's ever had, and you'll be right at the center of the action."
Dexter's eyes widened as this suggestion graduated from a delightful fantasy to an almost certain reality. He looked around to each of their faces one at a time, trying to see if this was a joke, and finding out that all of them looked serious. Kaitlyn and Gwen were certainly enjoying the revenge of it, while Addison and Sasha seemed to take their own, less mean amusement from the setup, and Brooke... well, Dexter had a hard time imagining Brooke being capable of anything but being a peppy and perky smiler, and she seemed to be having the time of her life grinding against his cock, so she was truly hard to read, though she certainly seemed enthusiastic when sex was involved.
The fear of getting in trouble with his parents was certainly there, but given the fact that it wasn't that difficult to get in trouble with them, that wasn't enough to dissuade him for more than a second or two of consideration. Facing Deirdre's wrath for leaving her and her friends' stuff behind (especially if someone did decide to make off with their purses) was something also not to look forward to, but looking at the five girls surrounding him was enough to convince him that sometimes wrath was worth it.
Addison.
Gwen.
Kaitlyn.
Brooke.
Sasha.
All of these beautiful girls looked amazing in their bikinis, and he couldn't even begin to think what they'd look like out of them.
Looking first into Brooke's eyes, before turning his attention to Sasha, the one who had started this all, he had one simple question. "Help me pack my stuff?"
***
Packing didn't take long with the help of five 18-year-old girls motivated by lust and revenge, and soon Dexter had his umbrella, cooler, clothes and the towels he'd contributed to the day packed away in his car. Deirdre and her friends' towels still held their place along the beach, along with all of their purses, and unless one of them came to claim them soon... well, Dexter was willing to bet that someone would find a good new home for them.
While Sasha, Kaitlyn and Brooke piled into the car they'd driven over in, Addison and Gwen joined Dexter in his. They insisted it was to help give directions to Addison's family beach house (even though they all knew well that GPS would have no problem guiding him there), but the way both girls looked at him, he could sense they had their own intentions in the mix as well, especially once they made a mad dash for the shotgun seat, and Addison emerged triumphant in a way that seemed to thoroughly annoy Gwen.
Even though Addison had told him it would only be a ten-minute drive or so to the house, Dexter got the idea that it might seem a lot longer.
"So, you girls pick up strange guys to pile on and fuck often?" Dexter asked as he drove, amused.
"Well, not like *often* often," Addison said, giggling slightly. "But we know how to party. I love throwing parties, when I've got the time and my folks aren't in the way... I mean, most of them we keep our clothes on and just get good and drunk, but sometimes you can't help but get a little naked, or a lot naked, and... god, we've had some fuuuuuun in those, haven't we, Gwen?"
Dexter looked to Gwen in the rearview mirror. The brown-eyed blonde in the American flag bikini certainly didn't seem all that interested in replying to Addison, but she rather enjoyed locking eyes with Dexter. She moistened her lips with her tongue, fluttering her eyelashes at him seductively. Running her hands up her body, she stopped for a good, luxuriant moment of squeezing those immaculate D-cups of hers, groaning softly as she toyed with the fabric of the cups.
Watching this show might not have made Dexter the safest driver in the world, but he was certainly enjoying himself.
Especially when Gwen teased the fabric down underneath her tits, exposing her hard, dark nipples to him. She pinched them, flicking them and groaning audibly.
Dexter had to shift himself in his seat so his erection wouldn't prove too distracting.
"Is she being a slut back there?" Addison asked, turning to look at her friend. "Yeah, total slut. This isn't a surprise. I mean, you're really good at being a slut, but, you couldn't wait until we got to the beach house? You know, where we wouldn't have people looking?"
She looked around at the traffic around them as if to make a point, but considering there was barely any traffic at the moment, Addison hardly made her case convincing.
"Oh, come on, Addison, you call me a slut? That's like a pot calling another pot a pot and thinking it's an insult," Gwen groaned, pinching her nipples again.
"Pretty sure that's not how that saying goes," Addison replied.
"Whatever," Gwen replied, slipping one hand beneath the front of her bikini bottom, clearly fingering herself. "You fought to get a seat next to him, and all you do is sit there calling me a slut and talking about how you party? Fuck, if I'd gotten up there first, he'd be balls deep down my throat by now..."
Dexter coughed in surprise at Gwen's brazenness, and even Addison seemed shocked.
"Gwen!" she exclaimed.
"Addison!" Gwen jokingly taunted back. "You say you know how to have fun, well, fucking prove it!"
"I know how to have fun!" Addison retorted. "I just know there's a time and place for everything, and this... I don't think..."
Gwen's eyes rolled back as she groaned. "Please... I have my tits out and just got two fingers buried up my cunt, and you're there complaining like a prissy little princess when we got a good slab of man just sitting right fucking next to you, when you could be doing something about it!"



Dexter thought it was a pretty significant miracle that he hadn't crashed the car yet, or missed a turn on the way to Addison's place. It wasn't going to be a long drive at this rate, but he kind of wanted to see how this would play out.
"Do something about it..." Addison grumbled softly, to herself. "I can do something about it... I *do* know how to have fun..."
She turned her attention to Dexter, slowly shifting her body to better face him. The look of consternation on her face evolved quickly into a playful determination. She parted her lips, licking them gently as she looked down at the bulge in the front of his shorts.
"Do I look like fun to you?" Addison asked Dexter, bluntly.
Considering the curvaceous body of this light brown-skinned goddess sitting next to him, it was easy for Dexter to reply, "Very."
Addison smirked, looking back to Gwen. "See? He thinks I'm fun."
"*Thinks*," Gwen emphasized. "You can think anything about anyone... fucking prove it."
While not normally one to enjoy watching girls fight, the way this one was going, he thought he could make an exception. Especially once Addison let out an exasperated sigh, and forcefully pulled her bikini top up and over her tits, revealing them to him bare.
"There, you happy?" Addison challenged Gwen.
"I don't know about her, but I'm happy," Dexter chuckled, trying to keep his eyes on the road while also getting a good, long, hungry look at Addison's bare tits.
Her nipples were a few shades darker than her skin, prominent and hard, with wide areolas. They looked like the kind of tits you could get lost in for days, sucking and licking at them and making Addison moan. From experience, he knew that she was almost certainly a loud one in bed, and that if given the opportunity, he would very much like to make her squeal.
"Good," Addison replied. "Then you're really gonna love this..."
With a slightly shaking hand, she reached over and grabbed his cock through his shorts, almost causing him to swerve slightly on the street. Those pretty eyes of hers went wide with shock as she looked to Gwen.
"He's fucking huge!" Addison exclaimed, reaching over with her other hand to pull at the ties of his shorts.
"I could've told you that... I saw him stand up after Brooke got off his lap, you'd think he had a tree trunk in there ready to tear a hole in his shorts," Gwen laughed, before moaning as she kept fingering herself.
Addison licked her lips, hungrily. "I need to see this... I fucking need this and... HOLY SHIT!"
The lucky timing of a stoplight allowed Dexter to arch his back to better let Addison tug his shorts down, freeing his erection. As a man who had long been proud of his cock, he always enjoyed the moment when a girl saw it for the first time, and Addison's reaction proved no different. Getting her first look at his thick, 9" cock with its prominent, full head, she looked like she might have been shocked into silence.
"So, he's got a big cock, why don't you do something about it?" Gwen challenged.
Addison licked her lips, looking uncertainly from Gwen to Dexter, before looking back to his cock.
Quietly, to herself, she whispered, "So much bigger than Kyle's..."
Addison shook her head decisively, then said, "Fuck it."
And it was at this point that she dove in with her mouth wide open and sucked half of Dexter's cock into her mouth with one expert bob.
"Fuck!" he exclaimed, having some genuine trouble keeping the car moving straight as she messily slurped on his cock.
Addison's full lips were clearly well-suited to the task, as he soon found his cock to be in heaven from her thoroughly enthusiastic treatment. She may not have been an expert, but the way her lips felt as she bobbed gently on the first few inches of his cock, combined with the way her tongue swirled energetically over his head every time she bobbed up, he could hardly complain. Addison knew how to suck cock, and she knew how to make it feel fucking amazing. With every bob she took a little more at a time, moaning softly as she pleased him, before she was soon taking his entire length into her mouth and down her throat with each bounce.
"Holy shit... holy fuck..." Dexter groaned, looking from Addison, to Gwen in the rearview mirror. "My mother always warned me about Regan Hills girls..."
"Yeah?" Gwen taunted, still squeezing her tit and fingering herself. "That we were all hot-bodied sex maniacs who would drag poor, young, innocent men like you astray?"
"Uh huh..." Dexter groaned, taking one hand off the wheel so he could put it on the back of Addison's head and better control fucking her face.
"Pretty fucking accurate, I'd say..." Gwen laughed, fingering herself lustily.
Between the hot blonde fingering herself in the back seat and the huge-titted Latina who was currently deepthroating him, Dexter felt like he was going to lose himself at any moment. What had been a pretty fucking crappy day so far had improved immensely in a matter of minutes, only improving further when Addison pulled his hand from her hair and pulled it down to grab one of her massive tits. He squeezed the massive, soft breast, pinching her nipple and loving the way she moaned appreciatively around his cock. Her enthusiasm only seemed to increase as he began to finger her nipple, flicking and pinching it.
"Uh, we're here," Gwen grunted.
When you're getting a blowjob, most other considerations in the world kind of have a way of fading into the background. As a guy who'd had his share of roadhead in the past, Dexter liked to think he was more capable than most, and would be able to make the correct decisions at the right time.
He hadn't anticipated Addison Gonzalez's oral skills, however, and as she engaged in a thoroughly enthusiastic and utterly sloppy blowjob, he was positively distracted, feeling the pleasurable pressure building inside of him as he felt near the edge.
"DRIVEWAY ON THE RIGHT!" Gwen yelled, annoyed.
Brought somewhat back to reality, Dexter slowed down and pulled into the indicated driveway, practically slamming on the brakes before putting the car in park. That nobody got thrown out of their seats felt like a miracle, but one with its own unpleasant downside, as Addison soon pulled his cock out of her mouth and sat up.
"Ooh, we're here!" she exclaimed, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.
"But, but..." Dexter complained, looking down at his cock.
Addison smiled, leaning in and kissing him quickly. It was a nice kiss with her full lips, and the light darting of her tongue into his mouth, so he calmed slightly.
"Come on, put that thing away, we'll have much more fun inside!" she replied, pulling up her bikini top before opening up the passenger door and stepping outside.
The way she skipped along playfully, you wouldn't have had the slightest clue how dirty she just was... but the way her body jiggled, he knew that he would make sure she was good to her promise.
As he readjusted his shorts and put his cock away, Dexter eyed Gwen in the rearview mirror as she too readjusted her bikini to look about as respectable as he imagined she was possible looking, licking the fingers she'd been fucking herself with clean with a slight groan.
Locking eyes with him through the mirror, she said, "Yeah, we can be bitches, and teases, and all that shit that's bound to piss most guys off, but if you can man up and have some fucking patience for us, we'll get you behind closed doors and fuck you like no other bitch ever has. So, are you gonna sit there whining about Addison not making you cum, or are you gonna storm inside and show us bitches what you can do with that tree trunk between your legs?"
Holding her gaze, Dexter grinned darkly into the mirror.
***
After giving himself a moment to calm down, and for Gwen to rejoin her friends, Dexter got out of his car and entered Addison's family beach house through the front door.
It wasn't one of the bigger or newer beach houses on the street, but it was clean and every bit as nice as promised. It looked like the kind of place that a family with some money might visit four or five times a year and have cleaners come by every other week or so in the meantime just to make sure it was in good shape.
It wasn't exactly in the best shape now, from the line of bags, shoes and sandals by the front door, to all of the takeout boxes and bags and stray beer cans and liquor bottles that appeared to have been slowly overtaking the place. It looked like a few parties had gone down here in the time these girls had been staying here, the kind that Dexter wouldn't have minded joining in on, especially with the air conditioning humming as it was on such a hot day.
These girls did seem to keep things a lot cleaner than most of the frats he'd partied at, at least.
He found the place weirdly empty for how eager these girls seemed to be to get him over here, and for a moment, at least, that feeling that this might be a trap kicked in.
Then a bouncing blonde head peered out from a nearby doorway, breaking into an enormous smile.
"Yay, yay, yay! You came!" Brooke squealed, bouncing down the hallway toward Dexter and jumping up to wrap her arms around his neck. She smothered him in enthusiastic kisses, her lips leaving quick, light traces against his own as the hyper blonde tried to smother him.
Thankfully, Dexter found her kisses delightful, and that it was all too easy to kiss her back.
Especially once her hands started squeezing his erection through his shorts.
"Mmm, you're totally huge!" Brooke exclaimed, kissing him deeply.
If that was how she wanted to play this, then Dexter could play along. He reached behind her, untying her bikini top and pulling it off of her, freeing her tiny A-cup tits. They may have been modest, but they looked cute as hell on her, and feeling her nipples digging into his chest might have only made him harder.
"Yeah... your friend Addison blew me in the car ride over... didn't finish the job, though, so, yeah, I'm probably pretty fucking hard right now," Dexter explained, grinning roguishly and gently thrusting against her hand.
Brooke squealed, then dropped her mouth open in mock surprise. "She did that to you? Oh, that wasn't very nice... that totally wasn't very nice at all... come on, let's fix that..."
She grabbed him by the hand and led him to a nearby living room of plush couches, a handful of bookcases that might just have been there for decoration, and a large flat screen TV. If he weren't being led in here by a petite, pigtailed girl who looked like she got all of her fashion advice from Barbie, he would have been interested to look around more, but when Brooke dropped his hand, and then dropped her skirted bikini bottom to the floor, there was only one thing he was interested in looking at.
"I know I'm, like, tiny and all that, but I got a great butt, don't I?" Brooke said.
For emphasis, she reached back and slapped one of her round, full ass cheeks, leaving the room echoing with a satisfying SMACK! She was very right about her ass, as it was impressive for a girl as small as she was. Dexter couldn't help but reach out and grab it with both hands, massaging her ass as she moaned and cooed and leaned her head back into him.
"Got an *amazing* ass," he whispered into her ear, dropping his voice into a pleasant growl.
Brooke giggled. "That's nice, but... not what I had in mind."
She stepped away from him, turning around in a light twirl and allowing him to see her completely naked for the first time. His eyes drifted down her pert tits, across her tight abs to her cute pink pussy, given a particular exclamation mark by her light thatch of blonde pubic hair shaved into a heart.
He chuckled at the sight, simultaneously surprised and unsurprised.
"And what *did* you have in mind?" he asked.
"This!" Brooke exclaimed.
She dropped down to the floor in an impressive side split, before rotating her legs and hopping up onto her knees in front of him. Eagerly, Brooke grabbed at the waistline of his shorts, dropping them to the floor and leaving him completely naked in front of her, his erection almost smacking her in the face.
"Oh, hell yeah!" Brooke squealed, reaching up and grabbing his cock with her tiny hands, steadying it before sucking it into her mouth.
Dexter moaned in surprise as she eagerly sucked down his cock, inhaling most of his length in one go, before bobbing back and forth and taking more in. She was quicker and more precise than Addison, avoiding much of the mess that the busty Latina seemed to enjoy, and also sucking down his entire length much quicker. Seeing such a tiny girl with his immense cock buried down her throat, her shimmering green eyes bright and cheerful, her lips stretched to the max (though no doubt she would be smiling, if she could), it was so sudden and intense that it was almost surreal. She was quick and efficient, bringing him back to full strength, and a fair bit past that, as her pigtails swayed and she seemed to have hardly a care in the world.
Between Brooke's efforts and the blowjob he'd gotten from Addison earlier, Dexter knew that he could get too close, too fast, if he didn't take control of this sooner rather than later. He grabbed her by the pigtails with both hands, pulling her off of his cock as she looked up at him, her lips still working and sticking her tongue out hungrily as she kept trying to get more of his cock.
"You like that fucking cock?" he taunted.
Brooke nodded, her tongue still trying to lick at his head. "Uh huh..."
"Would you prefer it down your throat, or with me taking you on the couch over there?" Dexter asked.
She withdrew her tongue, looking up at him, beaming with the world's brightest, most brilliant smile.
Dexter bent down to pick her up in his strong arms, tossing Brooke over his shoulder as he held onto her legs. She giggled and laughed, running her hands over his muscles as he carried her to the nearest couch in the living room, then tossed her down onto her back on it.
Brooke kept giggling, looking up at him in some awe as she spread her legs and fingered her pussy. She already looked impressively wet, and as she spread her lips for him lewdly, he could only look on with hungry eyes, idly reaching down to stroke his cock in anticipation.
"You're pretty big!" she stated, smiling broadly. "And I'm, like, about as tight as it gets... I've fucked plenty of guys, plenty of *big* guys, but you got a lot of them beat... I think I wanna see what you'll do to my pretty little cunt. I think you might destroy me, but, like, that kind of being destroyed might be soooooooo fuuuuuunnn..."
Brooke slipped a few fingers into her pussy, fucking them deep inside of her as she giggled and moaned. "Come on, don't you, like, wanna see if your cock'll destroy my cute little pussy?"
Normally, Dexter was the kind of guy who liked a little bit of conversation before he climbed on top of a girl, but he was so charged up at this point, and this naked little nymph was pushing every button he had that could be pushed, so he didn't waste any time.
Climbing on top of Brooke, Dexter spread her legs further with his thighs and leaned down into her, kissing her passionately as his body melted into hers. She moaned with his attention, kissing him deeply and reaching down to grab hold of his cock. He broke the kiss, looking down into her eyes as she rubbed his cockhead against her wet slit.
Fuck, she was cute. Dexter had been with a lot of girls, and doubted that he'd ever be with another who was quite as cute as Brooke. She lay there, looking so genuinely *excited* to take his cock... and when a girl looked up at you like that, you could never deny her.
He pushed his cock forward, the head pressing firmly against her tight, wet lips. Though it seemed like she might be too tight for a cock of his substantial size, she rocked her hips against him, giving him the ideal angle for penetration, and with a little extra coaxing (and plenty of their mutual lubrication for good measure), he pushed inside of her, feeling the unbelievably tight embrace of her pussy as his cockhead and several more inches pushed inside of her.
"Oh... fuuuuuuuck..." he moaned lowly, still getting accustomed to the tightness of her pussy.
Brooke, on the other hand, was far less patient. "Yay! Yes! Feels so... totally... amazing! More! More! Give me more, pleeeeeeeeeeeeease!"
She might have asked nicely, but she had no intention of waiting for an answer, locking her ankles behind his ass and pulling him forward with her remarkably strong legs. Dexter groaned as inch after inch disappeared into her cunt, feeling greater pleasure as each inch of her hot, wet pussy embraced him, until he was buried to the hilt inside of her.
Dexter shivered, closing his eyes for a moment. "Fuck... you weren't kidding about how tight you are..."
Brooke giggled, massaging him with her inner muscles. "I, like, barely ever lie, at least when it comes to fucking, 'cause I love fucking soooo much..."
She leaned up to kiss him, squeezing his cock with her pussy again and encouraging him to get moving with her legs.
Chuckling, Dexter replied, "I think I'm beginning to get the picture..."
"Get whatever picture you want," Brooke giggled, "I just wanna get fucked by your huge..."
She emphasized her point by squeezing his erection again. "...fucking..."
She squeezed him one more time, before kissing him playfully and finishing, "...cock!"
Dexter grinned. If the tight little blonde wanted to get fucked, fine, he was going to give her the fucking of a lifetime. He pulled his cock almost all the way out of her grasping folds, leaving most of the head inside, then drove it back home. Brooke squealed, her mouth first dropping open in light shock, before a huge smile overtook her face.
Squealing was a nice start, but Dexter hoped to make her scream by the time he was finished.
He began driving into her with a fury, trying to make up for all of what he hadn't done with Addison earlier, pumping into Brooke as she squealed and cursed and smiled up at him, taking everything he had to give her as if she did this sort of thing every day. It was equal parts infuriating and impressive, only pushing him to go harder and harder as he truly drove into the tight, blonde slut.
"Oh, that's nice, that cock's nice... give it to me! Harder! Harder! Fuck me harder! Come on, you can fuck me harder than that, I know you can *totally* fuck me harder than that!" Brooke moaned, still sounding perfectly perky through her whiny neediness.
Dexter had thought he was giving it to her pretty hard already, and he might have been annoyed by her insistence if she had been any other girl. There was something about Brooke, though, something so inherently cheerful and sweet that he couldn't actually be angry with her, instead just using her motivation to summon reserves of energy he didn't know he had as he jackhammered into her.
This proved to be something of a challenge, though, when he felt a presence pressing in behind him, as another nude body melded against him, pressing some large breasts against his back.
"Should've known that Brooke would've gotten to you first..." Gwen said playfully, nibbling on his ear.
Dexter was undeterred, though the feeling of Gwen's hard nipples, and the undeniable moistness of her pussy, rubbing against his back was enough to drive him even wilder.
"Awww, come on, Gwen, it's not like, ya know, that you didn't have a chance! I just jumped in and seized my moment!" Brooke giggled.
Fiercely, Gwen grabbed Dexter's face and craned his neck backward, forcing her lips onto his. Her full, soft lips melted against his with a delightful fury, as if Gwen were trying to leave her mark and make sure that he knew exactly who he was making out with, and what she could promise him that Brooke couldn't. It was an impressive kiss, and one that he would have given his full attention to most of the time, but being balls deep in a sweet and sexy blonde of Brooke's caliber had a way of making sure you knew exactly where you were.



The way he didn't break stride with how he railed Brooke, Gwen must have understood this well. "Ugh, fine... are you at least gonna cum soon, Brooke?"
She giggled. "Uh huh..."
"Good... then I'm getting my turn?" Gwen asked, as much to Dexter as to Brooke.
He was at a loss for words, grunting and in need of his own release. If he could have fucked Brooke until he came, he would have... but he couldn't deny that holding out a little longer did have its charms, too. For all of her unpleasantness, Gwen was fucking gorgeous, and one look at her could tell you that she knew how to fuck.
"Hmmm... maybe..." Brooke taunted, trying to sound noncommittal as she teased her friend, but nonetheless reaching between her legs to play with her clit.
Brooke's tone took on a decidedly higher, even more enthusiastic vibe as she fingered herself, her pussy walls tightening and further encouraging him to give her his best. With Gwen behind him, rubbing her hands over his muscles and teasing Brooke's nipples every so often and whispering dark enticements in his ear, he found it surprisingly easy to bust out extra stores of energy and enthusiasm.
"Fuck that bitch," Gwen said breathily.
"Yes! Yes! Yes! Fuck me!" Brooke squealed.
"Fuck her slutty little hole like that little bitch deserves..." Gwen continued.
"Do it, please, make me cum, make me cum, please fuck me and make me cum!" Brooke wailed, her fingers flying over her clit.
"Do it!"
"Fuck me!"
"Fuck her!"
"Fuck me!"
"Make that little slut scream!"
"I want it, I want it!"
"Fuck her slutty little cunt!"
"Give it to me!"
"Break that little bitch!"
Click!
Wait, "click?"
Dexter looked to the side away from the couch to see Kaitlyn, still wearing her black bikini, standing over the three of them, watching with a shit-eating grin on her face while holding her cell phone out. It was enough to confuse him, slightly, but he was on such autopilot at this point that it didn't even slow him.
Smiling proudly, Kaitlyn explained, "I saw your darling sister send you a text asking where the fuck you were... I couldn't unlock your phone, but was able to track down her number... thought I'd send her some pictures to explain why you're unavailable for the rest of the day. Keep doing what you're doing, it's hot as fuck and I'll make sure we immortalize all this excitement."
Before he could protest in any way, Brooke cried out loudly and her pussy tightened around him with insane strength, fluids gushing as she came, hard. She wrapped her arms and legs around him, groping at Gwen as she spasmed and kicked and pulled Dexter in for an intense kiss. He could do nothing but return that kiss, ignoring the other pictures that Kaitlyn was no doubt taking as he enjoyed this unconventional threesome.
When Brooke finally slackened and they stopped kissing deeply, the tiny, pigtailed blonde laughed and giggled, planting quick, sweet kisses on his lips.
"That was totally awesome! Thanks for the fuck... promise me we'll, like, do more of that later?"
Wild horses couldn't have dragged him away from another opportunity at fucking Brooke.
Kissing her quickly, and deeply, he replied, "You got it."
Brooke squeezed his cock with her pussy muscles again. "Yay!"
Before he could kiss her again for good measure, there was another, more insistent nibbling at his ear, almost painfully so, but not crossing that line. Then Gwen grabbed his face and twisted his head just enough so she could kiss him.
"Alright, Brooke got your cock, now it's my fucking turn..." Gwen said, pulling Dexter insistently off her friend.
Now, normally Dexter would have liked to savor this moment for a while longer, or at least do what he had to to get off himself. Between sex with Brooke and Addison's blowjob, it felt like he was on the precipice of one of the biggest orgasms of his life, and that the slightest touch might make him explode.
On the other hand... there was Gwen.
As he pulled out of Brooke and let Gwen rotate him into a sitting position, he finally got to get a good look at the naked blonde next to him and thoroughly take in *all* the goods. Her firm D-cup breasts looked a lot nicer close up, and her pussy, moist and prominent beneath a prominent bush of dark pubic hair... fuck did it look an intoxicating sight. Her face was gorgeous even through her annoyed sneer, especially when she leaned down and fucking inhaled his cock. It was a quick, rough action as she sucked and slurped on his cock, properly tasting his precum and Brooke's juices as she filled her mouth, and soon throat, with his throbbing pillar.
"Brooke always gets what she wants because she's all sweet and cute..." Gwen grunted, slurping some more as she sucked on his cock, then letting it out of her lips while she jacked him. "...but some of us bitches want that good dick, too... and believe me, I'm better than her..."
She sucked his cock again. "...better than all of them..."
Gwen took his cock all the way down to the root, forcing it down her throat so hard that he thought she would gag, before she came up for air gagging and coughing. "...hotter... sexier... better..."
She arched her neck to look up at him with a cocky look on her face, jacking his cock with a dominant possessiveness. "...I'm a greedy bitch, and I *want* this fucking cock..."
Roughly, she pushed Dexter onto his back. He was worried for a moment that he might land on Brooke, but when he wasn't looking, she'd seemingly made her escape, leaving Dexter lying down, looking up at Gwen as she climbed over him. With those large tits of hers hanging down, and that arrogant sneer on her face, she looked unbearably hot. Seeing the way his eyes landed on her chest, Gwen teased him, leaning into his face and smothering him with her breasts, something Kaitlyn seemed to particularly enjoy as she snapped some more pictures.
Dexter knew well what to do when a pair of perfect teen tits were shoved in his face, and eagerly sucked and kissed them, roughly nibbling on one of Gwen's nipples.
She cried out in pain, then moaning. "Fucking asshole... god... feels so fucking good... asshole..."
Gwen reached down between her legs, grabbing hold of Dexter's cock and lining it up with her pussy, before she sat down on it. She wasn't nearly as tight as Brooke, but that wasn't to say she still wasn't tight as hell as she settled down, first moaning, then making a high, whining sound as she buried his cock inside her to the root.
"Fuck!" she groaned. "So... so fucking big..."
A lot of her confidence seemed to disappear the moment she had that much cock inside of her, but fortunately, Dexter was more than happy to take charge. He reached up and grabbed her hips, fucking up into her in a way that seemed to take her off guard at first. It wasn't rough, exactly, but as he stared up at her with his steely eyes, he chose to remind her just what she was doing here, and who she was with. As her tits began to bounce and she began to properly moan, Gwen seemed to remember *exactly* where she was, getting into this fuck as she began to properly ride him.
Dexter pulled her down so that her tits were in his face again, fucking her while he sucked on her nipples for a moment, before changing positions ever so slightly so he could kiss her. Her kiss was softer now, and certainly more eager, enough to make Dexter smile against her lips. He'd been with plenty of girls like Gwen before, and admittedly even liked a lot of them, those that talked a big game but then positively melted once you got going. He could have probably done anything with her at this point, and she would have complied... but he had to admit, that having her ride him like this was pretty sweet.
Kissing her again harshly, he pulled her close enough so that he could whisper in his ear. "You think you're some real hot bitch, don't you?"
Moaning softly as she rocked her hips to better take his cock, she could only reply, "Mhmmmmm..."
Dexter smiled, happy with this development, even if she couldn't exactly see his grin. "Just so you know... if you call me an asshole one more time... I'll fuck you like a bitch... I'll make it hard... I'll make you fucking scream..."
Gwen managed to push herself up so she could look him in the eye, wanting to keep some of that smug, superior look she seemed to enjoy, but unable to hide how much she was loving riding his dick. He saw her think about this for a moment while they roughly fucked each other, before she nodded, seeming to have made up her mind.
Smiling weakly, Gwen almost whispered, "...asshole."
Dexter grinned up at her darkly, pulling her in for one passionate kiss, before acting very, very quickly for the next part.
Roughly, he grabbed Gwen and pulled her off of his cock, pushing her away from him so that she landed on her back on the couch. He then quickly got up onto his knees on the couch and flipped Gwen over, before pulling her up onto her knees in a face down, ass up position, before sinking his cock into her pussy once more, fucking her with a brutality she clearly did not expect.
"OHHH, FUCK!" Gwen cried out, somewhere between absolute agony and ecstasy as he gave it to her.
Dexter could feel her reaching between her legs to roughly finger her clit while he pounded her, something that gave him immense pride as he got her into this state. She was a moaning, groaning wreck, occasionally screaming as she felt something she liked. Dexter was more beast than man by this point, consumed by his primal desires to fuck and cum and past the point of anything that resembled words. His sweat was mixed with the faint mix of sea water and sunscreen from having come freshly from the beach, a strong scent at any other time, but one easily lost in this room full of raw, hardcore sex.
He looked to the side, watching Kaitlyn snapping pictures while Brooke, still naked and smiling like a delighted fool, watched on, idly fingering her clit. While Dexter had been in his fair share of unique sexual situations, he'd never been in one quite like this... never been watched, or passed around, quite like this, and even though it felt undeniably strange, he'd reached the point where it didn't really matter. He was too horny, needed to cum too much, and nothing could stop him from reaching that conclusion now.
Gwen cried out, her body jolting as if she'd been touched with a live wire as she came, messily, on Dexter's cock. He felt her juices splashing against his thighs as he continued to fuck her, her tightening, massaging muscles threatening the last of his willpower. He was going to cum, and soon, he just had to figure out-
Sensing exactly his problem, Brooke jumped into action, clearing the distance to the couch and dropping into a quick side split next to the couch. She smiled up at him with that same slutty cuteness that seemed to define her, sticking out her tongue in anticipation.
Dexter didn't need much more of an invitation than that.
Swiftly, he pulled out of Gwen's well-fucked cunt and aimed his cock at Brooke's smiling face, jacking it aggressively until he could hold back no more. With a loud grunt, he came, pleasure completely overwhelming him as the first shot forcefully blasted her cheek and down the side of her face. The next few shots properly coated the rest of her face, some of them even landing on her pert little tits, before Brooke took over and grabbed hold of his cock, aiming the rest of it at her wide-open mouth. She took his cum eagerly, letting it fill her mouth, and by the time his cum had slowed to only a drop on the head, she happily closed her lips over it and sucked out that last drop as well.
Proudly, she angled her head back to show off how much of a fucking mess she was to Dexter. Catching his breath and drained from having just had one of the most powerful orgasms he could ever remember having, he might not have been able to appreciate this as much as he would at any other time, but he couldn't deny the pigtailed blonde a smile in return.
Brooke then turned her attention toward Gwen, who still lay exhausted in her face down, ass up position, her breasts cushioned out beneath her and her ass at an odd angle from her partially collapsed knees. Her face was almost completely covered by her tousled hair, but Dexter could see that she was turned to face Brooke, her full lips open as she too caught her breath.
Brooke looked to the other blonde with a distinct look of mischief on her coated face.
Gwen's eyes went wide. "Don't you fucking dare..."
Dexter didn't know what had silently passed between the two girls he'd just fucked, but whatever Gwen didn't want Brooke to do, she was powerless to stop. Brooke quickly rotated out of her splits and got up on her knees, pulling Gwen's hair to the side before she leaned in. She then proceeded to drop the cum she'd gathered in her mouth on the side of Gwen's face.
"FU-"
Gwen didn't get out more than a half-hearted curse as the impressive amount of cum fell from Brooke's mouth and onto Gwen's own face, soon trailing into her own open mouth. She struggled and complained for a moment, but soon gave in, gulping down the cum that Brooke fed her from this unconventional facial.
Dexter fell back, watching this delightfully depraved display as he caught his breath, before turning his attention to Kaitlyn. The bikini-clad brunette stood over with some distinct glee, taking some pictures as the cum-covered Brooke and Gwen began to make out, before turning her attention to the naked Dexter. Grinning weakly, he flashed a thumb's up as Kaitlyn took another picture.
"Admit it, you're loving that you gave up on those bitches back at the beach for us, aren't you?" Kaitlyn proposed, smiling devilishly.
"Completely," Dexter laughed, before a bit of reality began to sink in. "Though I probably stink to high hell right now, don't I? Sweat and sunscreen and beach and all that?"
"Eh," Kaitlyn replied, wagging her hand back and forth. "You could be worse, but we got showers if you wanna use one before round two. And three. And four..."
She trailed off for dramatic emphasis, keeping that devilish smile sharp, and full of promise.
Returning the smile, Dexter was more confident than ever that he'd made the right choice today.
***
In a bathroom attached to one of the guest bedrooms, Dexter stood naked beneath the hot, high-pressure spray of the showerhead and felt his second wind hitting him quickly. These girls... these fucking Regan Hills cheerleaders, they'd really run through his life like a fucking freight train, upended his day and made it so much better than it had any right to be. Watching Deirdre should have made this day abject misery, but now... well, it was turning out to be one for the memories.
Of course, his phone was blowing up with texts, first from Deirdre, then from his parents. He'd been ignoring them so far, and might ignore them for the rest of the damn day if he could get away with it. He was an adult, Deirdre and her friends were technically adults, he held no responsibility for them... and really, they fucked around with both him and the Regan Hills cheerleaders. Now they had to make their own way home while he got laid...
He grinned, rinsing shampoo out of his hair, and then started laughing. For once, it seemed, the scales of the universe between him and Deirdre were finally balancing out, maybe even tipping in his direction for the first time in seemingly ever.
As he heard the bathroom door open, he thought they might just start tipping in his favor just a little more.
Though he couldn't see the girl well through the mottled glass of the shower door, as soon as she spoke, his erection returned with strength.
"Seems you take well to being used," Sasha said, sliding the shower door open. "Can I come in?"
Dexter's breath caught in his chest for a moment as he first took in Sasha naked. The tall, pale redhead's body, marked with its smatterings of freckles, was utterly captivating. Her C-cup breasts were full and high, with thoroughly hard, pink nipples, while her pussy was highlighted by a well-trimmed landing strip of flaming red hair, not that it could do anything to hide her bright pink pussy. Though her bold, blue eyes looked different without her glasses to frame them, nothing could hide that big, goofy smile of hers that he had found utterly charming.
"I'm thinking that saying 'no' isn't an option," he replied, keeping his voice low.
"You could try," Sasha said cheerfully. "But would you want to?"
Playfully, the redhead put her arms above her head and did a light twirl on her feet, showing off the rest of her body, especially her small, firm ass. When she faced him again, she kicked her left leg up high in a near split, showing off just how pink her pussy was as her lips spread to accommodate the move, before she dropped her leg back down again.
She knew how easy this would make his answer.
Dexter chuckled. "Not for a second."
"Good answer," the redhead replied, stepping into the shower.
Water cascaded down her long, lean body, practically causing her skin to shimmer. The heat made her pinken swiftly, while soon she leaned back and wetted her hair, causing her bobbed red locks to mold to the sides of her face. Dexter watched this erotic scene as she let the water soak in, her eyes closed as she sighed appreciatively at the temperature, before opening them again and eyeing him.
"So, back to what I was first asking you about... are you enjoying being used?" Sasha teased, smiling at him brilliantly.
"You keep saying that like it's a bad thing," Dexter replied.
"Well, usually it is... its connotations aren't the best, when people are usually looking for some kind of connection during sex and we just wanted to steal you away for revenge... I mean, I'm not sure *I'd* like being used under similar circumstances," she explained.
He smirked. "You're saying that if five of the hottest guys you've ever seen, or girls, I don't care what you're into, walked up to you one day and said that they wanted to use you to get revenge on someone you already hated, you wouldn't be interested?"
Sasha thought on this for a second. "I see your point."
Again, he laughed. "And I mean... I feel like I'm getting a lot out of this too, so I don't know that you can call it *all* being used... Brooke and Gwen... fuck, I'm gonna remember what we did for a long fucking while... but, yeah, I'm having a good time here, I won't say otherwise. If this is what being used by you girls is like, I don't mind being used for one second."
Sasha still looked uncertain, but relieved. It was a far cry from the confident and friendly seductress he'd seen on the beach, but he found it welcome in a way. He'd been with plenty of airheaded bimbo cheerleaders driven entirely by pettiness, that Sasha put even a modicum of thought and consideration to what he would think of this exact situation was actually rather refreshing. She seemed nervous, timid even, as she looked back up at him after thinking the matter over, a little seductive life having returned to her grin.
"Cool... I just had to check in because, you know, ramifications of all this started to hit me and I had to be sure, but if you're cool with it, I'll try to be cool with it too," she replied, looking down and biting her lip playfully. "And I feel really bad that I've been in here a minute or two already and haven't said, wow you've got a really nice cock!"
Dexter smirked. "And you have a very nice pussy from what I can see."
Sasha giggled, looking down and running her fingers lightly over her lips. "Thanks. Normally I like to keep it shaved, but so many people ask me if my hair's dyed or not, I figured I needed a way to prove it to 'em I'm a real ginger, even though my complexion should really be a dead giveaway. I mean, how many gallons of sunscreen do I gotta drown myself in to prove it to people, am I right?"



Dexter laughed, letting his eyes drift over the gorgeous eighteen-year-old before he sighed pleasantly. He had thought Sasha to be painfully hot from the moment he first saw her, and now that she was fully exposed to him, his opinion had only been reinforced. With her playful confidence and relaxed nature, as well as her kind concern, he found her thoroughly refreshing to be around as a person... but he'd be lying if he said she hadn't brought out a dark, carnal hunger in him as well. From the moment she'd staked her claim on his towels in her bikini, he had wanted to tear her out of it and fuck her hard.
As a guy who liked to think he'd had a lot of sexual experience, he had to admit that some of the best sex he'd ever had had been with redheads, as even the most seemingly reserved of them always seemed to have a surprising store of sexual fire inside of them. This joyfully sexual energy practically radiated off of Sasha, and now that he was ready for another round, he was looking forward to seeing what this tight little redheaded slut was capable of...
"I wouldn't have doubted you, but, the confirmation's nice anyway," Dexter said, inching closer to her.
There was barely a foot of distance between the two of them, his bobbing cock nearly reaching Sasha as she looked down. Though she had some of that playful eagerness on her face, there was still a little timidity and hesitation, both of which only seemed to make the moment hotter in Dexter's eyes. Reaching down, he confidently rubbed two fingers gently over her pussy lips.
Sasha groaned in surprise, leaning against the shower wall as he did this. "Glad to hear you believed me... ohgod... but I still feel like I should officially apologize... OH!"
This last exclamation came when he found her clit, rubbing it first gently, then forcefully, making Sasha brace herself against the shower wall. Dexter always enjoyed fingering girls, and liked to think he had a fair bit of talent when it came to that department. So many guys didn't put enough stock in their fingering skills and just did the bare minimum to get by, but Dexter understood that if you did the job right, you could truly put a girl on the hook, driving her wild and making her crazy for you. While he doubted it would have taken much to get Sasha interested, that didn't mean he was going to half-ass what he was doing with her. He would treat her how a girl this hot and sweet deserved to be treated... not that he wouldn't have his own fun in the process, of course.
"Yeah?" he grunted, pushing closer to her and running his free hand up to cup one of her breasts while he pressed his cock against her thigh. "Apologize for what?"
Sasha groaned as he began to squeeze her tit and finger her simultaneously, her pussy soon drenching his fingers almost as much as the shower. "Fuck, that's good... god... I'm... fuck... I'm sorry we used you. I know you're having fun and you've explained yourself well, and that's awesome and all that, but it's still not cool that we got back at your sister through you... we should've just wanted you because you're hot... and..."
She looked up at him with those big blue eyes... those eyes that could have so easily been mistaken for innocent, and Dexter felt his will to not jump her right now crumble.
He pressed his middle finger inside of her, curling inside her hot cunt in a way that made her breath catch in her chest. "No need to apologize, or feel any guilt. Honest. I've been looking for an opportunity to stick it to Deirdre and my folks for a while... and, yeah, I'll get in trouble... but it'll be fucking worth it. So what if you girls are using me? I'm having fun, you're having fun, and we're all getting our chance to take a dig at my sister..."
Dexter leaned into Sasha, planting a long, lingering kiss on those playful lips of hers. She kissed him back with an eagerness that matched every bit of fire he suspected she had inside of her, wrapping her arms around him as their bodies melted into one another and they kissed harder, and deeper. Sasha was a good kisser, and what he'd thought would be the two of them exchanging a few slow, lingering kisses at first transformed into full-on making out, their hands roaming over each other's bodies as he pressed her into the wall, kissing her passionately. Both of her hands soon found his cock, jacking it eagerly and spreading his precum. Her strong, energetic hands soon had him as hot as he'd ever been, and made it very difficult not to jump this girl here and now.
Finally breaking the kiss, he looked down at her with a smug joy that only seemed to get her hotter as he finally finished his thought. "...if we're all getting what we wanted out of this, what's there to apologize for?"
Sasha groaned, her legs shaking as his fingering kept her on edge. "I think you're trying to make me forget about how much I want to apologize to you by pleasuring me..."
"Is it working?" Dexter asked, kissing her again.
The redheaded cutie looked up at him with her goofy grin, a little smugness of her own sneaking in. "You're getting there... but you've got some miles to go if you really wanna distract me."
He liked this confident side of her... part of what had drawn him to her in the first place. Seeing that blazing behind her eyes, and that cocky little curl at the edge of her lips... fuck, he was ready for the challenge.
"Well, I better get started then..." he said, dropping to his knees before her.
Dexter discovered quickly that Sasha's pussy tasted delicious, and that she was very responsive to his confident tonguing of her sensitive sex. He rolled his tongue over her lips, exploring for a moment, enjoying how expressive Sasha's high, catching moans were, before he went in for the kill and pressed against her clit. The tight-bodied redhead moaned loudly as he went down on her most sensitive nub, running her hands through his hair as the hot water from the shower cascaded around him.
"Mmm, fuck, I'm... ohgod... I'm glad you don't hold it against us how we used you... because you're really fucking good at that... and I'm really looking forward to showing my appreciation and... fuck, okay, I'm gonna stop trying to apologize... I won't want it, and... you know what, fuck, I think I'm gonna turn my brain off while you have your tongue inside of me... FUCK!" Sasha yelped, her voice breaking into an almost high-pitched squeal.
Now, Dexter could easily have gone in for the kill quickly, turning Sasha into a moaning and soaking wet mess who could barely stand for how much her legs were shaking. But, what kind of fun would that have been? No, he enjoyed teasing it out, bringing her pleasure out in waves without ever pushing her into that final, glorious climax. Looking down at him with those blazing, pleading eyes, Sasha knew exactly what he was doing with his tongue and fingers, and didn't exactly seem to be complaining, either. She swung one leg up over his shoulder, giving him better access as he slid two fingers into her pussy, fucking them in and out in time with how he tongued her clit.
Breathing heavily, Sasha groaned, "My... my ass... put a finger up my ass... I love playing with my ass... fuck, play nice enough, you can probably fuck my ass later..."
If his mouth weren't so full of pussy, Dexter would have smiled with delight, but since it was, he reached up with his free hand, pressing his middle finger against her asshole. Sasha flexed her ass cheeks around his finger teasingly, and the moment he touched her puckered hole, he thought she might well cry out and cum right there. She didn't, though, holding on with a restraint he rather admired. He forced his finger against her hole, pressing against her tightness until it gave way.
Now double-penetrating her with his fingers, Dexter thought he might stop teasing Sasha, giving her his best oral while he fucked his fingers in and out of her tight holes. The tight-bodied redhead seemed to agree, her body tensing and her moans becoming higher and quicker as he continued.
And then she surprised Dexter, pushing his face from between her legs.
"Fuck... fuck this..." she moaned, encouraging him to stand. "If I'm gonna cum, I wanna cum with your cock inside of me... I want your cock in my slutty little cunt... I want you to fuck me hard and make me cum... I want you..."
Now standing in front of Sasha, Dexter was surprised when she grabbed the fingers that had been in her pussy and then sucked them clean, before taking the other finger that he'd used to toy with her ass and doing the same.
He'd heard about how dirty Regan Hills girls were, but this seemed next level, making his cock harder than it might have ever been.
Smirking playfully, Sasha got some of her bearings back and taunted, "So, you gonna fuck me, or are you gonna make me fuck you?"
For emphasis, she grabbed his cock and lined the head up with her slit.
Dexter kissed her, then smiled. "Well... aren't you an impatient little hottie..."
Before she could reply, he pushed forward, sinking a few inches of his thick cock into her tight pussy. Sasha's eyes went wide in surprise, and she soon bit her lip to help stifle herself from getting too loud. Dexter had to do his best to play it cool himself, because he found being inside of the hot redhead to be a singular pleasure that made it difficult to keep his wits about him. Her pussy was so hot, and so tight, and the way she played with her muscles, massaging his cock, it was like she was pulling him in deeper all on her own.
Dexter thought it would be a little more exciting if he actually did some of the work himself, and pushed more of his cock in, feeding it in a little at a time as he savored every inch of pleasure her clutching cunt provided, before he was buried completely inside of her.
"Yeeeessss..." Sasha grunted, her eyes rolling back briefly before she looked down between them, eyeing the way her pussy stretched obscenely around his cock. "Holy fuck. Hoooooly fuck... god, I never get fucking tired of seeing that..."
"Proud of how much cock you can take?" he quipped.
Sasha laughed, kissing him, then reaching behind and squeezing his ass. "You bet your cute butt that's what I was talking about... fuck... fuck me... goddamnit, fuck me like you've wanted to since the beach..."
He grinned, a little sheepish, a little cocky. "Well... if you want me to fuck you like I wanted to when I first saw you, we might be in for a little trouble... 'cause even if you're every bit the slut your friends are, I take you for a nice girl... and when I saw you, I didn't want to fuck you like a nice girl."
The beautiful redhead looked up at him, a dark curl at the edge of her smile as she kissed him passionately. "I *am* a nice girl..."
She leaned in, biting the corner of his ear before whispering to him, "But never forget, I'm a fucking *slut*... and I fucking love being a slut... and if you don't fuck me as hard as you've fucked my friends, or even harder (because I can fucking *take* it), well... I'll make sure you regret it."
Dexter didn't know what exactly she meant by that promise, but honestly couldn't have cared less. That playful fire that had he'd found so attractive about her stirred something within him. He kissed her, first soft, then harder as they made out. He ran his hands up her body, first squeezing her ass, then sliding his fingertips up her sides, before he reached up and clasped her breasts. He groped them gently for a few moments before pinching her nipples between thumb and forefinger.
Sasha mewled pleasurably at this kind of treatment to her firm, pink nipples, gyrating her hips against his cock. Dexter smirked, changing the pressure on her nipples from gentle, to quite a bit harder. The redheaded teenager looked up at him with big, pleading eyes, biting her lip as he applied more pressure, before she finally cried out, kissing him with an animalistic hunger as she wrapped her arms and one leg around him.
Dexter took this as a good cue to start fucking her like she'd demanded.
He pulled his cock most of the way out of her tight cunt before slamming it home, keeping up a rough, hard rhythm like this as he fucked her against the shower wall. He was giving her almost his entire length with each stroke, and even in this awkward position, supporting most of her weight, he couldn't have been happier. Sasha was every bit the passionate fuck he knew she would be, moaning and crying out and begging for more as he roughly fucked her.
"God, yes, that's it, that's fucking *it* right there, fuck me, fuck me harder, goddamnit, keep going, keep fucking me... feels so fucking good... love that fucking cock... I love it... I want it... I want it, more, give me more, give me fucking more!" she wailed, her nails raking down his back as she hung on for dear life.
Dexter hissed, kissing her deeply before smiling down at her. "Yeah? That's how you fucking want it?"
"Uh huh..." she grunted in response, squeezing his cock with her pussy muscles. "I'm a good girl most of the time... but I love being fucked like a little bitch... give it to me... I want it hard... I want you to fuck me until I can barely walk... I want you to make me cum, hard... I want you to use every bit of anger that you, and all of us, have with your sister... use that anger and guide it into fucking me harder than you've fucked any other bitch before... give it to me! I want it! I fucking want it! Fuck me harder and make me cum... make me cum... make me cum... make me cum and cum inside of me! Do it! I fucking want it! FILL ME WITH YOUR HOT FUCKING CUM!"
Sasha exclaimed this with an almost manic glee that might have given Dexter some pause normally, but he was so lost in the moment that none of this could have mattered to him. Her demand only got him hotter, fucking her harder against the shower wall. He was driving into her with such rough, rapid strokes that it felt like he might just take her off the ground if they kept going any harder.
This didn't happen, but he did hold onto her tighter, fucking into her harder as he felt his balls beginning to swell with need. The two of them didn't need words at this point, their only vocalizations ragged breathing and grunts and moans of need. Sasha began to tense against Dexter, and as he felt her reaching the verge of climax, he knew well what was happening and only held onto her tighter.
It was around this point that she found her words, or, more appropriately, *one* word. Closing her eyes tightly, she began to repeat it over and over, getting a little louder every time as she tensed with every thrust of Dexter's cock.
"Cummingcummingcummingcumming, cumming, cumming, Cumming, Cumming, CUMMING, CUMMIN! I'M CUMMING! I'M FUCKING CUMMING!!! YEEEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSS FUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!"
Her pussy clamped down on Dexter's cock as she came, a gush of her hot juices splashing against him.
Dexter couldn't hold back any longer, managing three more thrusts before the dam broke and he came hard, filling her pussy with shot after shot of cum. Sasha only seemed to moan more lustily with every drop of his cum that she milked from him, reveling in the way he filled her up. It was taking great effort on his end to not completely lose himself in this moment, but being the only thing that kept both of them from taking a tumble in the shower, he stayed strong even though every fiber of his being was telling him to give in to the pleasure.
Finally, the exhilaration of the moment passed, and Sasha dropped her leg to the ground. Dexter pulled his cock out of her and let her go, dropping his eyes to watch the thick load of his cum pouring down her inner thigh.
"That was..." Sasha chuckled, kissing him quickly. "That was fucking hot."
Dexter returned the kiss, smiling. "Yeah. Almost as hot as this shower's gotten."
She laughed back. "Yeah, I think that's going to start having a negative effect sooner rather than later if we stay here, and not just because the others will start battering down the door to take you back..."
Sasha leaned in, nibbling on his ear again. "So... why don't we finish cleaning off, then dry off, and then find a bedroom to get nasty in, assuming my friends don't find you and grab you for themselves first, which they almost certainly will?"
There were a lot of moving parts for Dexter's cum-addled mind to process, but when he could finally put a few words together, he gave her a charming smile and replied, "Sounds like a plan... though what do you wager the odds are we won't make it to that bedroom before I'm grabbed?"
She thought about this for a moment before flashing her big, goofy smile, "I'd wager those odds are pretty fucking high."
***
Sasha had wagered correctly. After properly finishing the shower and drying off, he and Sasha didn't make it more than two steps into the bedroom before he was jumped by Addison and Kaitlyn, each of them grabbing one of his arms and dragging him toward the king-sized bed only a matter of steps away from the bathroom and throwing him onto it while they laughed. He rolled over onto his back to get a better look at his attackers, and oh what a look it was.
While Kaitlyn still wore her signature black bikini, Addison was now completely naked, showing off her big, bare, E-cup Latina tits and shaved pussy, an entirely intoxicating sight that made Dexter's cock bounce with some enthusiastic life. Similarly naked, Sasha looked put out by this for a moment, humphing and putting her hands on her hips.
"Come on, girl, it's our turn!" Addison teased, walking next to the bed and reaching down to gently stroke Dexter's cock. He hissed his approval at her expert touch, thrusting gently against her caresses and strokes as she toyed with him.
Sasha sighed and rolled her eyes. "Oh, like you deserve a turn after sucking him and not letting him cum? That's a real bitch move, Addison... Kaitlyn, I'll distract her, you show him a *real* good time..."
Kaitlyn smirked. "No problem."
Addison's mouth dropped open as Kaitlyn pushed past her and landed on the bed next to Dexter. She didn't have much to complain about for long, though, as soon Sasha took her in an embrace, deeply making out with the busty Latina, much to Dexter's delight. No matter how many times he saw it, he always enjoyed watching two hotties making out with each other. Although Addison didn't seem all that into it at first, her eyes darting over to his nudity, it didn't take long for Sasha to break down her defenses and for the two of them to really get into this, their hands exploring each other as Sasha soon was groping Addison's ass with one hand while fingering her with the other.
Kaitlyn chuckled. "Pretty fucking hot, right? I mean, Addison can be such a dumbass sometimes, and it's not like she knows how to throw a party or anything, but she's good at some things and is a really hot bitch, so... she's fun sometimes. When she's not being a pain in the ass, and I'm not talking the fun kind there, either..."
Her words were noise in the back of Dexter's mind as he watched Sasha and Addison make out, something that Kaitlyn caught on to quickly. She lightly ran her fingers down his chest before wrapping one hand around his cock, squeezing it with some insistence.
"Do I have your attention now?" Kaitlyn asked, her voice full of bitchy exasperation.
Dexter looked to the ravishing, busty girl with the shimmering black hair, and realized just what a fool he'd been making of himself for not giving her his undivided attention the moment she dropped down onto the bed next to him.
"Sorry, sorry, yes, you've got my attention," he said, wincing slightly as she continued to grip his cock roughly.
Smiling, Kaitlyn let him go. "Good. Because I like attention, honestly, I really fucking like it... but I get it. You're just a guy, and they are really fucking hot, so, it's easy to be distracted... but I can give you something else to be distracted by..."



With that, she sat up on the bed and reached behind her, untying her bikini top and tossing it aside.
Dexter's eyes went wide at the sight of her exposed DDs... they were so perfect and round, with firm, dark nipples... fuck, they were perfect tits. They were the kind of tits you dreamed of, the ones you wanted to squeeze, to suck, to fuck... yeah, you could say at this point she had his undivided attention.
Seeing this, she smirked again. "There we go. That's more like it."
Before he could think of any kind of response, she pulled at the ties on her bikini bottom and stripped it off, leaving her completely naked. Though it was hard to see from his current position, the faintest hint he did see of her pussy told him that she might be deliciously shaved.
Reaching between her legs and letting his fingers explore, Dexter confirmed this. And that she was wet, and so very hot.
Kaitlyn groaned. "You don't mess around, do you?"
"I never was a timid sort," Dexter replied, slipping his middle finger deep into her grasping pussy.
"Good," she purred, dropping herself onto him and pressing her tits against his chest. "Because I've never been shy either."
With that, she kissed him, and soon had her tongue deep in his mouth as the two of them made out. Dexter was surprised by her aggressiveness at first, but adjusted quickly to this new attack of hers, wrapping his strong arms around her and pulling her in close, returning her kiss in kind. He'd been with plenty of different girls, some who were shy and waiting to burst, and others who had a ton of experience and really knew how to rock a man's cock, but he could only think of two girls in his life who he'd actually call "sex goddesses", the kinds of girls who had stunning beauty, curves in all the right places, and the experience and confidence to use them to get what they wanted while giving absolute pleasure in return. When he first saw Kaitlyn Pruitt, he suspected that she might have the potential to be one of those girls.
Kissing her only confirmed it.
She moaned softly against his lips as they made out, reaching down to stroke his cock while his hands found her ass, squeezing, and then slapping it.
"Mmm," Kaitlyn groaned, breaking the kiss to nibble on the side of his neck. "You know what you're doing."
"You too," he replied, swatting her ass again and admiring how slight her reaction was.
She nodded, looking into his eyes with that understanding that she'd found a kindred spirit. They continued making out and groping for another moment, not even caring when Sasha and Addison landed on the bed next to them as they savored this intensely hot moment.
Finally unable to take it any longer, Dexter said, "Suck my cock."
Kaitlyn gave him her best 'bitch please' look before replying, "Suck my cunt."
He laughed. "Touché. Sixty-nine?"
She raised an eyebrow. "Sixty-nine."
"Good," Dexter replied, grabbing hold of Kaitlyn and helping her twist around, her legs now straddling his face while his cock bounced against her cheek.
With a dripping, hot pussy as perfect as Kaitlyn's, Dexter didn't need much motivation to stick his tongue out and lap at her sweet, savory juices. It was a tentative swipe, but the moment her scent filled his nose and her taste hit his tongue, it was like his body had been struck by an electric charge. Kaitlyn tasted fucking good, and as he ran his tongue over her folds and toyed with her clit, he felt a greater, growing excitement fill him as he lapped up her juices.
"Yes, yes, yes... fuck..." Kaitlyn moaned, rocking her hips against his face wantonly. "That's it, eat my pussy, eat my slutty little pussy... fuck, you make me feel so good... now I'm gonna make you feel good..."
Dexter didn't doubt her abilities for a second, and found his faith rewarded when she soon sucked the entirety of his cock down her throat, almost causing him to cry out in surprise and pleasure into her pussy. Her mouth was, quite simply, magical... her lips were made for cocksucking, her tongue perfectly swirled around his cockhead every time she drew back, and she had perfect rhythm. There was very little hesitance or worry or doubt on her part as she practically attacked his cock in a sloppy, loud blowjob. This girl knew exactly how to treat a man, and he sought to return the favor, licking her pussy energetically as he alternated between tonguing her slit and suckling on her clit. The way she moaned and groaned around his cock, he thought he might just be doing a job worthy of such a perfect slut.
Even though he was nearly lost to this perfectly messy 69, he wasn't blind to the fact that there were two other beautiful, naked 18-year-olds screwing around next to him. Sasha and Addison were working up something intense that, even if he couldn't adequately see it, he could certainly feel as they wrestled on the bed, and definitely *hear* as their moans (particularly Addison's) gained a high, desperate tone. Occasionally the two of them would roll into Kaitlyn and Dexter, and while he certainly didn't mind the contact, Kaitlyn pushed them away without thinking.
The way that Kaitlyn sucked his cock, he knew that she wasn't trying to draw this out. She wanted his cum every bit as much as she wanted him to make her cum, but having had a couple good cums already today, he had some additional stamina that she didn't. Despite her best efforts to drain his balls, he soon had her quivering and quaking on his face, her hips rocking and shaking as she tried to get more of his tongue. He reached down with both hands, grabbing her tits and squeezing her nipples as he did this, wanting to push the tight little bitch over the edge.
It worked. Even with her lips stretched to the max and her throat full of cock, it was undeniable that she screamed around his cock as she came, her whole body shaking and shuddering as she rode it out. A gush of juices pretty well covered Dexter's face no matter how much he tried to lick it all up while Kaitlyn continued to rock against him, gushing and moaning and shuddering uncontrollably with her orgasm.
Finally sensing that she was finishing, Dexter slowed up his tonguing of her pussy, while Kaitlyn soon pulled her mouth from his cock to better breathe. He wrapped his arms around her, holding her gently as she came down, while Sasha and Addison were being anything but gentle beside them. The bed shook with their struggle for dominance while they made out and fingered each other, with Sasha seemingly coming out on top of the busty Latina as she roughly fucked down into her, calling her friend all sorts of dark, playfully mean names. It was a situation that Dexter normally would have loved to have jumped into, but one that was made all the more difficult by one singularly hot obstacle.
An obstacle named Kaitlyn Pruitt.
Having regained some of her senses, the ravenously sexy girl with the silky black hair first looked back at Dexter, her eyes blazing with sexual fire, before she swung her leg over his head and twisted her position around on top of him so that she now straddled his hips. She rubbed her freshly soaked pussy against his cock, running it up and down his shaft eagerly as she locked her beautiful brown eyes onto his. Her face was a mask of post-sex bliss and raw, animalistic hunger, her pouty, wet lips slightly parted in a pleasantly needy look.
Dexter was familiar with this hunger, and he knew there was only one way to sate it.
Kaitlyn understood this well.
"We're gonna fuck," she said.
This wasn't a question, or a demand. It was a simple statement of fact, and one that Dexter was hard-pressed to argue against. She continued to grind against his shaft, her wet pussy bringing extra life to his already overstimulated cock as she effortlessly glided over him. He groaned as she kept this up, looking her beautiful body up and down, but soon he was unable to look away from her beautiful DD's.
Dexter understood that he was far from the first man to be hypnotized by Kaitlyn's tits, but he was happy to be their most recent victim. Especially when it meant he could so easily lean up and suck one of her perfect nipples into his mouth.
"Yeeeeeeessssssss..." she hissed, grinding more insistently against his cock. "Suck my tits... suck my perfect fucking tits... this is soooooooo muuuuuuch better than sticking at the beach with your cunt sister, isn't it? I bet she's been just blowing up your phone, all wondering where you are and pissed, not knowing you're having the best fucking day of your life while she's stuck there wondering what the fuck she's gonna do..."
Kaitlyn laughed darkly at this, seeming to enjoy the juxtaposition of Deirdre's plight and how much fun she was having, rubbing her slick pussy against Dexter's cock while he sucked her tits.
And, to be fair, Dexter had to admit that Kaitlyn had hit the nail on the head with how Deirdre was handling this.
After he'd finished showering with Sasha, he'd had a chance to look at his phone and saw that, quite aptly, his phone was blowing up with texts from Deirdre. The first wave was simply demanding to know where he was and complaining that some of hers and her friends' stuff had been stolen because he abandoned them and that half of them were pretty well roasted by the sun. For a girl who had prided herself in seeming like an innocent princess in front of their parents, her colorful language was truly impressive and aggressive.
Her tone changed significantly around the time that Kaitlyn had started sending her sex pictures, and if Deirdre had been raging before, it now seemed like her head was on the verge of exploding with indignation that he'd abandoned his own sister and her bitchy friends to be with some Regan Hills sluts. The ensuing wave of angry texts from his parents demanding he go to Deirdre's rescue right *now* matched her tone, if not her language.
Yeah, Dexter was fully aware of how much trouble he was going to be in when he got home, but for now, he couldn't have cared less. He was sucking the tits of one of the most beautiful women on Earth, and in a matter of moments, he was going to be balls deep in her bare cunt.
Trouble or no, life was pretty fucking great for Dexter Markes right now.
He reached down and grabbed hold of his cock, grabbing it and angling it to better press his cockhead against Kaitlyn's entrance. The beautiful, perfectly slutty cheerleader cooed appreciatively as he did this, teasingly settling down slightly, letting his cockhead part her lips ever so slightly without ever actually letting him inside.
"Mmm..." she purred, rocking her hips as she teased the tip of the tip of his cock inside of her. "You've got a really thick cock... just how I like it... a real fucking pussy pleaser, isn't it?"
"I've never gotten any complaints before," he growled, trying to arch his back to push inside of her.
Kaitlyn knew how to tease, however, and used her strong thighs to push away with every bit as much force as he pushed forward. His cockhead still teased the folds of her slit open, however, and she seemed to enjoy this position, toying and teasing with an expertise he had to admire.
"Mmm, a lot of guys I've fucked have said that, and in the end, all they proved was that they knew how to talk a big fucking game without actually sealing the deal... but I think you might be real... you don't feel like you're putting on a show like all those assholes, and my friends all seem to think you know how to fuck... and it seems like you seem to like how *they* fuck..." Kaitlyn taunted, continuing to rock her hips over him.
"I am real..." he confirmed. "Please..."
Kaitlyn leaned down, pressing her body against his as she first kissed him, then leaned to whisper in his ear. "These girls are hot, and they're my friends, but when it comes to sex... they don't fucking compare to me... they can fuck at a pro level, but I'm the fucking sex master!"
Growling hungrily, Dexter reached around Kaitlyn with both arms and pulled her in close, kissing her deeply.
He was more than happy to show her she wasn't the only one who knew what she was doing here.
"You think I'm the one talking a big game and then you drop that?" he laughed, kissing her again. "I've had sex with plenty of girls who thought they were god's fucking gift only to find them lacking, and believe me when I say that you sound a lot like them right now. You want me to believe you're the 'fucking sex master'? Prove it, *slut*. Prove to me that you're worthy of my fucking cock."
Gambling, Dexter pulled his cock away from Kaitlyn. As she moved back to keep teasing him with her entrance, he grinned.
He had her. Her eyes widened with surprise as she revealed the truth of her tease, causing her lips to curl in a playful grin.
"Enough playing?" he proposed, sliding his hands down to her hips intently, but without forcing her onto his cock.
Kaitlyn nodded softly, rocking her hips ever so slightly to allow just a little more of his cockhead inside of her.
"Enough playing," she agreed, her voice husky. "We're gonna fuck..."
Finally, she pressed down, pushing his cockhead inside of her hot, wet pussy. "...right..."
Now gripping onto her hips, he helped pull her down inch by delicious inch as he filled her perfect pussy. "...fucking..."
Gritting her teeth, Kaitlyn forced herself down the last couple of inches until she had every bit of his cock buried inside of her and their hips met, letting out one final, triumphant roar, "...NOW!"
Kaitlyn took one breath, then another, as she got accustomed to his cock. Being on the breathless side himself right now as he was buried inside of this fucking goddess, he was happy for the momentary reprieve, as he began to run his hands up her body in the hopes of getting another good squeeze of her tits.
However, when Kaitlyn said she was going to fuck him *now*, she fucking meant it, as she didn't wait for her third breath to start bouncing up and down on his cock energetically. What may have been a tease before was now the definition of hot, wild sex, as Kaitlyn bounced up and down on his cock without abandon. Every time her hips met his, her ass jiggled and her tits bounced beautifully, and Kaitlyn couldn't help but let out a low, grunting moan of pleasure as she rode him.
She wasn't alone.
"Holy fuck..." Dexter groaned, his eyes opening with some awe as he watched her pussy expertly devouring his cock. "Holy FUCK!"
Kaitlyn laughed, continuing her wild ride. "Yeah? You fucking like that, huh? Bet you've never had pussy this good before."
The way she could rhythmically tighten her muscles with every bounce made him tempted to agree with her, but as he soon got his bearings, Dexter soon grabbed hold of her ass and taunted her back.
"You're good," he grunted, smacking her ass with a pleasantly loud CRACK!, "but you're hardly the best, yet."
He looked to the side, and saw that Sasha and Addison had taken a break to watch them, their eyes looking on with some wonder as Kaitlyn and Dexter fucked. Briefly, his eyes locked with Sasha's, that certain sexy sparkle in her big blue eyes visible even behind her glasses. She was loving the show, and he was happy to provide it, especially when that show involved Kaitlyn.
The dark-haired girl impaled on his cock, however, was far greedier for his attention, turning his head so that he was once again focused on her.
"Bullshit," Kaitlyn moaned, leaning down so that her tits were smothering his face while she rapidly rocked her hips against his cock. "I'm the fucking best... best fuck... hottest body... most beautiful fucking face... and you're loving this... you fucking love this not just because we're pissing off your sister, but because you've never had a fuck like meeEEEEEEEEEEEE! AH, FUCK!"
This exclamation came from Kaitlyn when he bit down on one of her nipples, hard, before he went on sucking it into his mouth. Though she cursed him for the pain, he couldn't help but note that she only fucked him harder, and harder still after he bit down on her other nipple.
"Please..." he grunted back, lowering his tone to a thoroughly cocky, arrogant chuckle. "You think because you're the head bitch in charge at Regan Hills that that means you're the best? Ha! Fuck you're tight... no, I'll admit, you ladies got me changing my mind about Regan Hills girls, but that doesn't mean I haven't seen better... you're the best in your small town high school, but me? I'm a college man, I've seen things, and while I won't argue that you're impressive..."
Suddenly, and without warning, he pulled Kaitlyn off of his cock and dropped her on her back between him and Sasha and Addison. Kaitlyn let out a confused, animalistic wail of hunger and need at her sudden emptiness, before Dexter climbed on top of her. Roughly, he grabbed each of Kaitlyn's legs and put them on his shoulders before pressing down, effectively folding her in half as he teased his cock at the entrance to her pussy.
"...I'm better," he whispered confidently, nibbling her ear.
Kaitlyn looked like she might have had something to say about this development, but before she could, he pushed his cock back home inside of her with one powerful thrust. She moaned, loudly, her eyes rolling back briefly before fluttering open on him. Her face had taken on a decidedly submissive look of ecstasy as he began to pound in and out of her, a look that Dexter thought suited her well as he gave her everything he had. She kissed him, softly, pressing those full, moist lips of hers against his. Briefly, her tongue tentatively darted against his, no longer having that kind of control she'd enjoyed only moments ago as she let herself get lost in pleasure.
Dexter grinned at her submission, kissing her back more passionately as he groped her heaving breasts and fucked away at the dark-haired bitch even harder, loving the way this afternoon had evolved.
These girls may have started off using him, but now he had every intention of making his mark on these hot, high school sluts.
Putting even more weight on her as he bent the flexible slut in half, Dexter held onto Kaitlyn tight as he fucked her mercilessly, wanting to show her what sex with a real man was like. She took to it well, moaning and letting out high, pleading sounds as he roughly fucked in and out of her pussy.
"You like that? You like that, huh?" he grunted.
"Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes!" Kaitlyn wailed. "Oh, fuck, yes! I love it! I love it! I fucking love it! Please, give me that fucking cock! Give me everything! I want it! Fuck, I want it! Yes, yes, yes! Give it to me, fuuuuuuuuuuuck...."
Her eyes rolled back again, and suddenly Kaitlyn was trembling, her legs shaking uncontrollably on his shoulders as Dexter continued to fuck her. It may not have been as powerful an orgasm as her first, but it seemed undeniable, especially the way that her pussy gripped him and gushed and the way she was losing all control. Kaitlyn, it seemed, came pretty easily, and messily, and all of this only made him want to fuck her harder. He suddenly wanted to see how many times he could make her cum before he did, and with the audience of Sasha and Addison watching them and offering growling encouragement, he was more than willing to see how he could make it work.
In this position, he made Kaitlyn come twice more, and another time shortly thereafter on her hands and knees. It was around this point that Dexter was beginning to truly appreciate his own athleticism, while also feeling the cum beginning to boil inside his balls again. He felt proud to have found a girl who could keep up with him as well as Kaitlyn could, and the way she looked at him, worn out yet hungry for more, he couldn't stop himself if he wanted to.
When it finally came down to it, it was the bedroom door opening and Brooke and Gwen joining the fray that really began to push him over the edge.



"Ooh, I missed him fucking Kaitlyn? That, like, sooo sucks!" Brooke complained, bouncing up onto the bed next to Kaitlyn and Dexter.
"Please, this guy? He's a beast. I doubt it's the last fucking time you'll see him destroy her cunt," Gwen replied, climbing up behind Dexter and pressing in behind him. "Ain't that right, stud?"
Feeling those massive tits pressing into his back while so many other naked girls watched him... it was too much for Dexter. Quickly, he pulled out of Kaitlyn, forcibly rolling the girl onto her back (an easy feat considering her limbs seemed as soft as Jell-o at this point). He moved to grab his cock to jerk himself onto Kaitlyn, but Addison and Brooke were quicker, each of them reaching out to grab hold of him and expertly jerk his cock over the prone brunette.
The sensation too much for him, Dexter moaned, loudly, and unleashed. This wild fuck of pent up cum exploded out of him forcefully, spattering over Kaitlyn's pussy, stomach and chest, with some of the higher-pressure shots even splashing her pretty face. Though thoroughly worn out, Kaitlyn seemed to revel in this, moaning and rubbing herself down with his cum and writhing with an almost religious ecstasy. Truthfully, Dexter was feeling pretty close to heaven himself as this happened, and it took all of his strength and will not to pass out from how amazing it felt.
As his orgasm abated, and Kaitlyn appeared positively covered in cum, Dexter soon found himself fortunate that he hadn't passed out, as he watched the feeding frenzy commence. The moment Kaitlyn began to scoop up and eat his cum, Addison, Gwen and Brooke all fell upon her, licking and kissing her and guzzling down his cum as they fondled their friend. It felt like watching piranha feed, and as glorious a sight as it was, it was one that Dexter could only watch for a moment.
Soon, his knees felt weak, and he fell on his back on the bed, trying to catch his breath and reconcile the complete insanity of what was occurring here. As exhausted as he felt (and with Kaitlyn, it was easy to exhaust oneself), he couldn't help but spend this moment staring up at the ceiling and laughing. This wasn't supposed to be a good day. Honestly, it was supposed to be quite the opposite. This day was going to be a day of living misery to round out what had been a mediocre summer at best, and now?
Fuck, he couldn't imagine how it could get any better.
Of course, the moment one wonders such a thing, life has a way of proving you wrong.
Soon he felt a mouth sucking on his deflated cock, eager and happy, and when he looked down and saw that familiar shock of red hair and those brilliant blue eyes looking through that less-than-stylish pair of glasses, he found himself thoroughly pleased to see Sasha sucking his cock. She may not have had Kaitlyn's mouth, but she had enthusiasm to make up for it, sucking and slurping and helping bring his cock back to life in no time.
Letting his cock go with a pop, she explained, "You looked lonely. And less than erect. Thought I could fix both of those things."
He groaned, running a hand through her hair and forcing her back into sucking his cock. "Good guess."
Dexter lay like that for a moment, enjoying Sasha's oral skills as she sucked his cock, and finding it very easy to lose track of where he was and who he was with.
This changed when he lay back on the bed, only to see the towering shape of a busty Latina kneeling next to his head. While Sasha only kept sucking him, Addison looked down at him, smiling kindly. She licked her lips, still with a few odd drops of his cum sticking to them, while she ran her hands down her insanely curvaceous body.
"If I'd have known you tasted that good, I would have finished you off in the car..." she groaned, pinching one of her nipples. "If I'd have known that, I'd have never let you go..."
"Yeah, but you did, dumb bitch," Kaitlyn complained, swatting Addison on the ass.
"Yeah, like, between that and crushing on Kyle when all of us know how bad an idea that is, I think, like, you totally have to reassess all of your judgment calls this year," Brooke giggled, dropping onto Kaitlyn and kissing her.
Addison rolled her eyes. "You guys are always on me... I like to make my own decisions... but I can say when I was wrong. And I was so wrong about you Dexter. Lemme make it up to you..."
Now, Dexter couldn't exactly see how Addison straddling his face was her making it up to him, but since she'd given the vibe of a rich little princess so far, he couldn't say it seemed out of character. As she straddled his face and lowered her pussy down onto his mouth, however, it wasn't like he was in a position to complain or anything. She was pretty damn tasty after all, and let out some delightfully high and whiny moans as he began to lick and suckle on her folds.
Addison was easy to impress, but given how hot she was, he wasn't going to complain. Looking up at her, at those massive, heaving breasts, and the way her pretty face would screw up in ecstasy whenever he would play with her clit, she was a responsive lover to say the least. Greedy, to be sure, always trying to angle her hips to try to force her clit between his lips, but considering how she had teased him earlier, he was more than happy to toy with her here to his heart's content.
She whined, "Heeey... come on... please... I want it, don't keep playing like that, please? I wanna cuuuuum..."
Gwen laughed. "Well, you fucked around, now you're finding out. Should've finished him in the car."
"Totally," Brooke replied.
The sound of a high five improved Dexter's spirits even more, and though he couldn't see who took part, he agreed with it. Still, he didn't mean to be cruel to Addison, at least, no crueler than he had to be. He didn't really hold any ill will toward her for leaving him hanging in the car, but that didn't mean he wasn't above playing this right, taking advantage of this opportunity and waiting for the right moment...
When the idea came to him as clear as day, he knew he had to act fast for how hard he was. He gently put his hand on Sasha's head, pushing her away, and she was more than happy to obey, crawling away. Now with his cock free, he smiled into Addison's pussy before taking her clit into his mouth, sucking on it hard. Addison cried out at this, moaning and rocking on his face as she thought she might be getting some of that much-needed relief.
It was then that he sprung the trap, grabbing Addison and throwing her down on one of the rare empty spaces on the bed, before pushing himself up onto his knees. Addison had landed on her back, but he quickly flipped her face down, then forced her to her hands and knees. She was still too surprised to do much of anything about this, while the other girls around them seemed amused.
Looking down at Addison, he had to agree with them. This girl's curves were intense, and in her soft brown skin, she certainly was an enticing sight. On her knees like this, her pussy and big Latina ass were on full display, and he couldn't help but grab and massage those cheeks with dark glee.
Enjoying his audience, he appealed to the other girls, "Who here thinks it's high time I actually fucked Addison?"
"Totally!" Brooke exclaimed, giggling.
"Do it..." Sasha agreed, "Fuck her brains out. She plays nice, but she's a fucking slut... do it... fuck her..."
Kaitlyn shook her head, unimpressed and quite possibly wishing she was in Addison's place. "Oh, please, that's just giving her what she wants... the way she left you high and dry? I think you should make her pay."
Addison shot Kaitlyn and Dexter a confused, worried look, while Dexter turned his curiosity to Kaitlyn.
Kaitlyn grinned darkly, "Make her pay with her fucking ass..."
Dexter looked down at Addison, seeing that worried, yet also vaguely turned on look in her eyes as she took Kaitlyn's meaning. He'd have been a liar if he said he didn't get harder at the thought of fucking this curvy Latina's ass, and in the heat of the moment, he had to admit the thought of giving her a little rough anal was pretty enticing.
While Addison still looked conflicted, Gwen and Kaitlyn each grabbed one of her arms, while Brooke and Sasha quickly pounced to grab her legs, holding her in place.
"Come on, guys, you don't gotta be mean like this!" Addison protested.
"Do it!" Brooke exclaimed.
"Fuck her ass," Kaitlyn said, looking into Dexter's eyes seductively.
"Give it to her. All told, she really does love it up her ass," Sasha added, alleviating some of his conflict.
Gwen, however, had far less interest in calming the situation. "Fuck that bitch's ass. Make her legs give out and make her fucking *scream*!"
"Fuck her."
"Do it."
"Destroy her."
"She wants it."
"Tear her fucking ass apart."
"She'll love it!"
"Violate her slutty ass!"
"You got this!"
"This is gonna be sooooooo fun!"
"Come on!"
"Fuck her ass!"
"DO IT!"
Their tone got progressively less playful and more insistent, almost as if they were insisting on some ancient, wild ritual rather than some good, old-fashioned anal. Dexter took hold of his cock, still glistening with saliva and precum, and ran it between Addison's epic ass cheeks, teasing, testing.
Addison looked up at him, and he cocked his head, questioning, as he teased his large cockhead over her tight hole. Her lips opened, and a soft moan escaped, as she felt his cockhead running lightly over her tight, forbidden hole. Addison closed her eyes for a moment before looking back up at him again, and he cocked his head once more, questioning and wanting to make sure this was really what she wanted. She bit her lip, considering, her eyes darting from his face, to his cock, then back again, before she nodded slightly.
That was all Dexter needed.
Keeping hold of his cock, he lined it up with her tight asshole and pushed.
It was not easy going. As much as they might have claimed that Addison loved this, her asshole was almost unbearably tight, and nearly unyielding. Try as he might, it didn't feel like this was going to work at first. Still, the Latina cheerleader was determined, and her four friends holding her in place certainly helped Dexter do what he felt needed to happen. He kept taking their encouragement, pushing forward a little at a time, rocking back and forth as he alternated between gentle and forceful pressure, before he felt her hole beginning to give way. Addison grimaced at this, then cried out, shaking and pushing back against Dexter, finally allowing his cockhead to break through and lodge inside of her.
"Fuck," he hissed, the word drowned out by Addison's loud, low moan as she pushed back and took a few more inches of his cock.
It was around this point that Dexter realized that it had been a long while since he'd had a girl's ass, let alone an 18-year-old's ass. If he'd thought that these girls' pussies were tight, Addison's asshole blew them all out of the water, as her tightest hole gripped him intensely. If he hadn't cum several times already, he probably would have emptied into her by now, and for that he was glad. He loved the sensation as his cock disappeared inch after snug inch, every little extra push bringing him greater pleasure as Addison cried out and thrashed and kept pushing back against him.
Soon, he was buried all the way inside of her, a sublime pleasure that made him shiver with anticipation. The girls watching and holding Addison let go at this point, getting a chance to look at what was going on themselves and looking on impressed at what their friend could take.
Taking hold of Addison's hips, Dexter began to fuck her properly hard.
Though he would have thought it difficult, it only got dirtier from there.
The girls let go of Addison and got into the moment. Gwen and Kaitlyn tackled each other, kissing and fingering each other intently, and otherwise seeming to greatly enjoy running their large breasts against one another. Sasha got in front of Addison, lying down in front of her and forcing the Latina's face between her legs. While Addison looked like she wanted to spend most of her time grimacing and fucking back against Dexter, Sasha was determined, and soon Addison was eating her redheaded friend out, moaning into Sasha's pussy while Dexter fucked her.
Left all to her own devices, Dexter didn't doubt that Brooke would have probably found someplace to make her own, maybe under Addison or perhaps thrusting herself in between Kaitlyn and Gwen, but instead she crawled up next to him and Addison, completely unmindful of the bodies slapping up against one another as he brutally fucked Addison's ass. Smiling cutely, Brooke pressed her body into his side, grabbing his hand and pressing it between her legs so that he could finger her while she whispered into his ear.
"I gotta admit, like, we made a good choice when we went after you! This went totally better than it had any right to, like, we've done the revenge thing before, and the revenge thing can be fun, but you never know how much fun *actually* doing it's gonna be. Sometimes you totally gotta take your pleasure from the revenge itself, because what you gotta do to get it is actually not *that* fun... mmm, your fingers are sooooooo gooooood..." Brooke moaned, kissing his shoulder and giggling as he fingered her.
While fucking Addison had most of his attention, he was happy to provide whatever pleasure he could to the cute, pigtailed blonde. "And... fuck... how do I stack up?"
Brooke giggled, throwing her head back and squealing when he gently squeezed her clit. "Ohhhhhhh, you're the best as revenge goes... sometimes they wanna do something with a nasty guy or girl, but you're hot, and you're good... soooooo fucking goooooood..."
She smiled up at him mischievously, looking to Addison and playfully spanking her friend. Addison yelped, quickly, but Sasha pulled her friend's face into her pussy, muffling any protests that Addison might have had.
"So, like... how's her ass? Honest answer," Brooke asked, her tone playful.
"She's... god... one of the best I've ever had," Dexter admitted.
"Neat!" Brooke exclaimed. "I'm not a guy, so I never know how we, like, compare or anything, but it's a lotta fun hearing that perspective... glad her ass is so much fun to fuck, it looks like she would be, but... fuck..."
Brooke leaned in, purring gently for a moment while he fingered her, before she said sweetly into his ear, "My ass is even better, and tighter, and I'm, like, totally an anal whore. You hold yourself together, I'd love to show you..."
Dexter's eyes widened, and before he knew what was happening, he was railing Addison's ass without abandon, utterly pummeling her as she couldn't help but wail and moan. With wide, hungry eyes, Brooke reached down underneath Addison, fingering her while Dexter fucked her ass, and that was all the Latina princess needed. She pulled her mouth from Sasha's cunt, crying out loudly as her body shook from a sudden, harsh orgasm, her ass squeezing Dexter's cock so hard it felt like she might pull him apart.
He slowed as she came, and soon she had no choice but to collapse, shaking and spent and mewling as if she had just had one of the best fucks of her life. For Dexter to have done that to a tightbodied slut as hot as Addison, well, he'd be lying if he said it didn't fill him with some small amount of pride.
Things happened pretty fast in this next moment. Unable to hold herself up any longer, Addison fell face forward onto the bed, her ass sliding off of his cock. Kaitlyn seized her moment, rolling Addison onto her back before climbing up and burying the Latina's face between her thighs as she forced her pussy onto Addison's mouth.
Brooke then pushed Dexter onto his back playfully and straddled his hips, grabbing hold of his cock and lining it up with her ass before sitting down on top of him.
She was right that her ass was tighter than Addison's, but with greater experience, she seemed to be able to handle what he had to give a little better than her friend, squealing and laughing and smiling a little as she took him into her tight little ass. Dexter looked on with awe as he watched his large cock disappear into the tiny blonde. It felt impossible that she could take everything he had to give, but there she was, taking every inch of his cock and sitting down on his lap with what could have been mistaken for ease.
"Ooh, wow... that's good... that's soooooo fucking big!" Brooke giggled, wiggling her ass in his lap as she squeezed his cock. "Oh goodie... I'm gonna love fucking you with your cock up my super tight ass!!!"
With an energy that he thoroughly expected, Brooke began to bounce up and down on his cock, expertly fucking him as she seemed to destroy her ass all on her own. He would have loved to help her, to grab her and squeeze those tiny tits, sucking on her pert nipples, or at least getting a chance to grab her ass while he fucked it, but soon another girl was straddling his face, and another soaking wet pussy claimed his mouth. He didn't get a chance to see the girl, but by what little he could see, he could make a fair guess that it was now Gwen riding his face. He ate her pussy on instinct, and in taking in her flavor, and the way she moaned, soon he was content with his identity of the girl.
"Godddddddd, you look, like, so fucking hot riding his face, Gwen!" Brooke complimented.
"I know..." Gwen moaned, "...and you ain't looking too bad yourself, girl."
"Thanks! His cock's, like, the best in my ass! We should totally make out!" Brooke exclaimed.
"We so should..." Gwen moaned, leaning forward.
Dexter wished he had a chance to see them do exactly what they just promised, but he had no doubt it was hot as hell. Fucking up into one blonde's ass while eating out her friend may not have been the kind of fantasy he ever seriously entertained, but actually being here he had to admit was pretty fucking sweet, especially once he felt another mouth teasing one of his nipples.
He was wondering what Sasha had gotten up to, and this was all he needed. Her mouth was insistent on his nipple, and enough to really drive him wild as he ate Gwen out.
Gwen came on him, messily, and it wasn't long before Brooke joined her, her juices gushing onto Dexter as she slowed down on top of him. He had almost hoped that he'd get the chance to cum up Brooke's ass, since she was an impressive little slut, but when his vision cleared and Gwen and Brooke climbed off of him looking thoroughly well-fucked, there was only one girl who held his attention.
Sasha.
She lay next to him, smiling at him dreamily. "You look a fucking mess."
"Speak for yourself," he replied, though she obviously didn't look nearly as fucked up as he certainly did.
"No, it's a good look for you, drenched in girlcum. I like it," Sasha replied, reaching down to playfully tweak his cock. "Now, I know that Addison and Brooke have some pretty great asses, and if your cock's all tired from them, I get it, but... if, you know, you still got a little gas left in the tank..."
Smiling her sweetly goofy smile, she rolled onto her side, presenting her butt to him. "...I could go for a good assfuck."
She rolled back onto her back, letting him consider this, but really, what was there to think on? Dexter rolled onto his side, squeezing one of Sasha's tits while he kissed her. She moaned gently, seemingly enjoying the taste of Gwen's juices on her lips, before she rolled onto her side again.
As Dexter pushed in behind her, she reached behind her, taking hold of his cock and lining it up with her ass, before sliding his cock between her cheeks. She turned to look at him expectantly, biting her lip through a smile. Gently, he rubbed his cockhead against her asshole. Sasha let out a low, soft moan, her eyes fluttering briefly, before she arched her back to push herself against him more firmly. Spreading her legs just enough, she began to press his cockhead inside of her a little at a time.



When he finally entered the redheaded beauty, this time it was Dexter's turn to moan. She wasn't that much tighter than Addison, and certainly wasn't as tight as Brooke, but there was something about being inside of Sasha's ass that felt different, somehow more... intimate. He slid his cock inside of her more slowly than with the other two, wanting to burn this memory into his mind. He wrapped his arms around her, cupping her breasts as he fed his cock into her an inch at a time, and while Sasha looked like she wanted nothing more than to just fuck him into oblivion, she held out patiently as he filled her, letting out little slight moans and squeaks as he claimed another inch of her ass, finally sighing with satisfaction as he filled her completely.
They held together in this moment of satisfied, agonizing bliss, ignorant of the world around them and the other girls having sex mere inches away. She turned to look back at him, her lips quivering and her eyes watery with pained pleasure. She leaned in to kiss him, and with this kiss came a different kind of fire than one they had experienced so far. It was indescribable, and so completely and utterly perfect. If Dexter had been any less horny, this might have been the kind of moment he would drag out as long as possible to ensure the two of them didn't forget what had gone down here, but nearly fit to burst, he soon began to thrust in and out of Sasha's ass.
While fucking Addison's ass had been savage, and Brooke's had been energetic fun, there was a distinct intimacy to pumping in and out of Sasha's that felt... well, it felt *right* in Dexter's eyes. It almost made him feel bad that he was going back to school so far away, as it seemed like Sasha might be the kind of girl who'd be worth knowing outside of an orgy.
Grinning, he thought that whatever guy landed her would be truly lucky indeed, and before he could linger too much on that thought, he began to fuck her a little more urgently, reaching around to finger her clit as he did so. This seemed to work particularly well in their spooning position, and if Sasha was wet from her fooling around with the other girls until this point, she was starting to get properly soaked now.
"Yes, yes, god yes... fuck... it's so good..." she moaned, laughing and smiling as he fucked her. "Godddd... there's nothing like a cock up your ass... always makes me cum so hard... you're gonna fuck me 'til I cum, right? You're gonna make me cum hard, aren't you?"
Smiling, Dexter kissed her, quickening his pace. "You bet your ass I will..."
"Awesome," Sasha replied, kissing him back, and then surrendering to her moans as he fucked her.
He quickened his pace, spurred on by Sasha's response, and his increasing awareness of the girls fucking all around him. With Kaitlyn's and Brooke's and Gwen's and Addison's moans filling the room, their naked bodies pressing in against Dexter and Sasha, there was no way to pretend that he and the redhead were alone anymore, but, if anything, it only pushed him to go harder, and finger Sasha's clit more insistently. This was reaching a close soon, and what form it took depended entirely on whoever came first.
While it felt like it could have gone either way for a bit, it was Sasha who broke first, crying out and shuddering as her ass squeezed his cock tightly, her pussy gushing against his hand as he continued to piston in and out of her tight ass. He kept this going for as long as she came, but by the time she was beginning to relax, he couldn't hold back any longer.
"I'm gonna cum..." he warned her.
Sasha might have seemed like she was about to be as meek as a kitten, but the moment he gave this warning, she couldn't help but light up like it was Christmas. "Pull out of me... and stand up!"
He'd heard weirder commands, and even though he was hesitant to comply, there was something about the command in her voice that made him understand that disobeying would not be a good idea.
So, he pulled out of her and stood up on the bed, slowly jerking his cock as he wondered what Sasha had planned next.
"Hey, girls, he's cumming!" Sasha declared.
Though it seemed like it would take the end of the world to pry the other four off of each other, at this announcement, Kaitlyn, Brooke, Addison and Gwen got up on their knees with Sasha, all five girls crowding around Dexter in a half circle so tight their tits were pressed against one another. Brooke, Sasha and Addison had their mouths open expectantly, their tongues sticking out awaiting his cum, while Kaitlyn and Gwen kept the dirty talk going, urging him, encouraging him, as they touched themselves and the other girls.
Seeing those five faces looking up at him expectantly, all gorgeous, all horny fucking sluts, Dexter couldn't hold back anymore. He jacked his cock swiftly, and when the orgasm came, it felt like it might well have been the end of the world for the sudden surge of pleasure that hit him.
Truth be told, it wasn't quite as voluminous as his other orgasms of the day, but he still managed some good shots that splattered over the girl's faces and tits. They moaned and groaned, rubbing their cummy tits against each other as they licked and swallowed the shots that landed on their lips, or on their neighbor's mouths, even some on Sasha's glasses, the girls soon moaning and making out as they licked his cum from each other while he still shot it over their faces and tits. For a man as experienced as Dexter, even he could never recall a moment as singularly erotic as this, nor did he imagine he ever could match it.
As his orgasm abated, and he struggled to stand, Dexter looked down at the gorgeous sight of cum-drenched carnality in front of him as the girls smiled and licked, giggled and groped one another, each of them taking their glances up at him before laughing and going back to each other.
Today was supposed to be a shitty end to a shitty summer, but with these five girls... Dexter thought it might have all been worth it. This might even have been the best summer ever, by his reckoning, now. Being used by Kaitlyn, Gwen, Brooke, Addison and especially Sasha to get revenge on his sister... it was likely one of the highlights of his life, and one he sincerely hoped wasn't over.
Briefly, Kaitlyn and Sasha leaned in, with Sasha slurping the last few drops from his cockhead while Kaitlyn sucked at his balls.
Amazingly, he could feel life twitching in his cock, and he laughed. It was a loud, high sound, that managed to get each of the five girls looking up at him curiously, naked and horny and wondering just what, precisely, came next.
Addison.
Gwen.
Brooke.
Kaitlyn.
Sasha.
Licking his lips, Dexter reached down to stroke his rehardening cock and said, "Alright... who's next?"
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing these stories is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going. Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying my works. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. It's been a rough few years, and in times like this, it becomes very easy to give in to anger and let that rule your life. I ask that, instead of letting anger run your life, take a breath, ask yourself if anger is really best in this moment, and if it isn't, try to consider putting some kindness out into the world instead. It's a rough world out there these days, and while that doesn't look like it will change anytime soon, it doesn't take much to make it just a little bit better. Please be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: After returning from the epic Book Club long weekend getaway, 18-year-old Ryan Collins got his life back to normal with his girlfriends, Brooke King and Josie Wong, even as they hinted at a cryptic surprise for him that made him nervous. At school, Ryan found his senior year workload only increasing, as editor for the Puma Press, Nadia Barclay, assigned him to shadow the Drama Club as they set about their spring musical production of Little Shop of Horrors. He found out this was more than a newspaper assignment when leading stage crew member Olivia Raine-Goldblum told him that they would be secretly advising drama teacher Mrs. Harker, who respected both of their outside opinions on what might help make a good play. Going home, Ryan was then confronted by close friend Sarah Kent, who admitted her love for him, Brooke & Josie, feelings that Ryan reciprocated. While the "throuple" may be no more, the four of them are charting a new course for senior year in their poly relationship, ready to face whatever challenges come next together.
***
When many of the bigger changes to my life occurred during senior year, they always seemed like they would really shake up my status quo, only for me to be pleasantly surprised with how quickly things got back on track.
When Josie and I decided to start dating, I thought there was a good chance that would change our social lives, but, nope, we both still screwed around like crazy, and had a lot of fun sharing our exploits with each other.
When Brooke joined our relationship and we decided to give the poly thing a try, I thought that the more moving parts we added to a relationship, the more complex it would be, but Josie and Brooke were fucking great with each other, and as a team we made each other stronger than ever. Plus, the sex, together and with others, managed to get even dirtier, which was great for a trio as sex-crazed as us.
Sarah becoming the fourth in our little polyamorous collective felt like it would be a major speedbump. We all adored her, and she was a sweet (and surprisingly horny) addition to our relationship, but... that really had to change the pace of things, right? I mean, relationships with two people were difficult enough as is, let alone trying to make *three* work, but four? How was that supposed to function?
Well, even though it was still a new relationship, the four of us managed to make it work. Even with busy school schedules and social calendars, we managed to get the four of us together at least once a day either after school, or at school. Sometimes there was sex, sometimes it was just us hanging out or doing homework, but we were making it work in our own way. In this rare case, it really was the more the merrier, since we could have each other's backs and there was always someone to support whoever needed it, and the sex we did have... fuck, it was amazing. *Beyond* amazing.
I knew that I was one of the luckiest guys alive, and thanked my good fortune every day.
Not that there weren't those who had questions about that luck.
"*Three* girlfriends?" Alice Talbot chuckled in that lightly Australian-tinged accent of hers as I threw her to my bed.
"Yeah, three..." I replied, stripping off the last of my clothes as I stood before her.
My beautiful, 18-year-old neighbor, classmate and friend, lay on the bed looking up at me, positively gorgeous wearing only black panties and a matching tank top that conformed tightly to her lean, fit body, and showed off her C-cup breasts beautifully. A dark-skinned black girl with a beautiful face and a loose, dark afro splayed about her head as she laid there, looked up at me with a playful smile as she raised her shapely legs and pulled off her panties, showing me her shaved pussy.
Though she may have just gotten home from school like I had, the way she glistened, it looked like she was already horny as hell. It might have explained why she came here immediately... and this was not an offer I was going to turn down, especially when my girlfriends weren't going to be around.
The way she licked her lips when she saw my thick, 10" erection... well, I can't be blamed for practically jumping onto the bed with her and burying my face between her thighs, could I?
"Goooooddddddd... fuck yes..." Alice moaned, leaning her head back into the pillows. "Glad they haven't fucked you out completely yet."
Licking eagerly at her clit, I replied, "It'll take a lot for me to ever be completely fucked out."
She groaned, running her hands through my hair as I continued eating her out. "Yeeeeeeesssss... and on behalf of all the women of Regan Hills... fuck, keep going like that... I thank you... and them, I would say, for not *completely* fucking you into a coma..."
"Mhmmmmph..." I agreed, my mouth too full of her tasty, and thoroughly wet cunt, by this point to really care.
Alice had always been an expressive lover, partially due to her exhibitionist side, and that expressiveness always made our encounters particularly memorable for me. She moaned, quite loudly, wrapping her legs tightly around my face as she humped against my mouth, smiling down at me when she could and just staring at me with those beautiful brown eyes of hers.
"Three girlfriends..." she mused, gripping my hair tightly. "Fuck... aren't you a greedy boy..."
Alright, she was seeming horny enough, and I was fucking horny at this point... time to get this moving. With some effort, I unlocked her legs from behind my neck and crawled over her, pushing her tank top up and over her tits as I kissed my way up her abs and to her beautiful breasts. Her nipples were exposed to me, dark and firm, and I took my moment to feast on them one at a time, sucking each sensitive nub until she cried out pleasurably.
Well-sated on her tits for the moment, I climbed up until I was face to face with her, pushing my cockhead against her pussy lips until I was inside of her, continuing on until I had buried every inch inside of her clutching, hot cunt. We both groaned in mutual pleasure at this joining, and soon I began building a rhythm, fucking down into her as she moaned.
Grunting, I felt the need for some clarification. "I'm not greedy... wasn't expecting, or looking for, this many girlfriends... and this just all kind of fell together..."
Alice locked her legs behind my pumping ass, her eyes rolling back briefly as she moaned. "Yes... yes... fell together... a likely fucking story..."
"It's true!" I replied, kissing her forcefully. "We were all friends, then we were friends who were fucking, and now we're friends who fuck who also happen to be boyfriend and girlfriend... and girlfriend... and girlfriend..."
Even through her squeals, she laughed. "I'm not judging... if you want a harem, you get yourself a harem!"
I kissed her again, forcefully, and maybe a little annoyed, as I clarified. "Not a harem... harems imply a power imbalance and often exploitation... the four of us, we're in this together, for each other, all of us... partners..."
"Sorry, sorry, I'm sorry..." Alice apologized in time to each of my thrusts. "Poor choice of words, I watch and read a lot of porn and the kink terms for these sometimes seem a good shorthand... you've shown me the error of my ways..."
She said this with a little playful sarcasm, but knowing that Alice was a good-hearted (and sexually *very* open-minded girl), I wasn't going to hold this against her. It was a reminder that I would have to occasionally remind people who wanted to call us a "harem" how things actually worked with us, but, well, I guessed that was going to have to be a fact of life.
"Good," I said, forcefully leaning in to kiss her as I fucked her even harder.
Fuck, I loved sex with athletic girls like Alice. She had stamina to spare, and her pussy muscles were exceptionally strong, massaging my cock forcefully as they tried to coax an orgasm out of me.
It also meant, though, that she was in an excellent position to turn the tables on me, unlocking her legs and quickly pushing me over so that she was now on top of me, riding me forcefully. She finally grabbed her tank top and tossed it aside, sitting up on my cock in her glorious nudity, a beautiful, black goddess with one of the loveliest smiles I had ever seen. Watching her ride me, hearing her moan and watching as the ecstasy took her over... fuck, it was an erotic sight.
If I wasn't so blinded by the pleasure as she eagerly fucked me, I might have wanted to immortalize this moment.
"So, it just fell together? Not like you got Sarah pregnant or anything and that forced this to be official?" Alice joked, leaning forward to brace her hands on my chest as she rode me.
"Not as far as I know," I grunted, reaching back to grab Alice's ass, before playfully swatting her on one cheek.
She squealed as her ass stung, and rode me a little harder. "The amount you cum in girls... it really wouldn't be a surprise, would it... fuck, I'd be amazed if there wasn't at least one girl at school already with a bun in her oven courtesy of Ryan Collins..."
Alice said this teasingly, but I wasn't in the mood for that kind of teasing right now. I swatted her on the ass again, only making her squeal louder, and that lustful blaze in her eyes burn brighter. I realized this was most likely her goal, and smacked her ass even harder.
She cried out, in pleasure and pain, riding me harder as I began to fuck up into her even more eagerly.
"Yeah?" Alice grunted, smiling down at me beautifully. "Teasing your irresponsibility gets a real fucking rise out of you, doesn't it?"
"I guess it does..." I replied, swatting her ass again. "And if that's how you fucking want it..."
Laughing, she shrugged, before leaning down to bury her tits in my face. "Guilty. You caught me... I want you nice and rough and excited with me today... god, keep going like that... fuck... give it to me like that..."
I could have retorted, but was too busy groping her ass and nibbling on her nipples, wanting to make her scream.
"Yeah..." she kept teasing me, enjoying this particular angle of attack and what it brought out in me. "You got them all lined up and knocked up, don't you? Josie and Brooke and Sarah and... how many others in our class?"
"Don't forget their moms and our teachers, too," I added proudly, and joking, before I went back to attacking her tits. "I'm a real fucking slut, ya know..."
"Oh, I know it, and I love it, I fucking love it, Ryan... I love how dirty a fuck you can be..." Alice moaned. "Fucking give it to me like this, make me one of your dirty sluts... fuck me, fuck me, fuck me hard and proper... I can take it, I can fucking take it!"
I wrapped my arms around her and held on tight, flipping her over so that I was on top again, before I grabbed her legs and rotated them so they were now on my shoulders. With her bent in half, I pressed Alice into the bed and began to fuck into her as hard as possible, looking down into those pretty eyes of hers. We were past coherency at this point, kissing and breathing heavily as we took this fuck to the next level, my hips a blur as my cock slid rapidly in and out of her beautiful, soaking wet cunt.
"Do it..." she whispered. "Do it... cum for me... make me cum... cum for me... cum in me... do it..."
Soon, I couldn't hold back any longer, and I buried my cock deep, unleashing the first shots of a thick, powerful orgasm inside of her in time with her own orgasm. We were a couple of moaning, grunting beasts by now, blinded by our lust and our mutual release as I kept going, draining my balls into her clutching, sucking cunt.
Soon, as both of our orgasms had run their course, I pulled out of her and collapsed on my back next to Alice, breathing heavily as I reached to pinch one of her nipples.
Breathy, Alice said, "You got some lucky fucking girlfriends."
I nodded. "I'm a lucky fucking guy."
She stared at the ceiling for a long while as if in deep thought, catching her breath.
Then, with a smile that seemed strangely timid, she joked, "So... is there, like, an application to be one of your girlfriends, or what? Asking for a friend."
I rolled my eyes. "You're not asking for a friend."
She seemed almost relieved that I took it as the joke she intended.
"You caught me again, I'm not... but, hey, having options open is always good in life, yeah? Not like I'm set on joining your sexy little fuck cult or anything, but, could be fun to consider, I think," Alice suggested.
I nodded in agreement, honestly able to see a lot worse options to join our delightfully unconventional relationship. "Totally."
With both of us still staring at the ceiling and catching her breath, a moment passed between us before Alice said, "So, how much more do I have to playfully tease your irresponsibility before you fuck me that hard again? Because there's a lot of other angles I could attack that I think would really get you fucking me har-"
Laughing, I threw a pillow at her, before I reached down and buried two fingers in her well-used cunt, still dripping with a river of my cum.
***
The next day at school, I sat at one of the lunch tables toward the edge of the cafeteria with Josie, Brooke and Sarah, the four of us looking... an unconventional bunch, to say the very least.
I was the tall, lanky nerd with glasses who happened to be surrounded by three absolute hotties.
Josie was the Chinese goth princess, wearing pale makeup, a whole lot of black, and a delightfully bad attitude that kept a lot of those who might wish us ill away.
Brooke was the petite blonde cheerleader dressed all in hot pink, her hair done up in a pair of pigtails and otherwise looking like Barbie was her chosen god.
Sarah... well, she looked a little more at place with me, at least. Though she no longer dressed like she was actively trying to hide from the world once she joined the cheer squad, she still was as undeniably nerdy as she was beautiful, with modest clothes and horn-rimmed glasses that she refused to change now that she had popular friends.
For all our differences, conversation was easy with the four of us. We made each other laugh, and smile, and occasionally frustrated (as talk of homework can always do), but we were happy to be here together in our own corner of the school that might as well have been our own private island away from the world. It felt... well, it felt pretty fucking perfect.
Even if scheduling remained a bit of a challenge.
"So, everyone wanna get together after school? Maybe get some snacks, watch a movie, have a light orgy or something?" Josie suggested.
"If we do, it'd have to be kinda late; Brooke and I've got cheer practice," Sarah explained.
"Can it really be an orgy if there's, like, only four of us?" Brooke, ever the student of English, asked. "I think that just counts as a foursome."
"I did say *light* orgy," Josie clarified.
"I'm not sure that's a real thing," I replied.
Playfully, Josie kicked me under the table. Given her heavy goth boots, that playful kick felt more like a real kick, something she realized as her eyes went wide and her mouth dropped open in surprise.
"Oh, shit!" she laughed. "I'm sorry! That wasn't supposed to be *that* hard."
"It's all good. After being coldcocked by Kyle, or a good round with Mistress Hope, that's nothing," I joked. "I think I can take anything at this point."
For all of you fond of literary tropes out there, this boast is one you could call "tempting fate." But I wouldn't know that until day's end.
"Oh, speaking of which, Hope's been talking about wanting to do something with you again sometime, said it's been a while?" Josie suggested.
Thinking on Josie's band geek friend (who happened to be a creative budding dominatrix), I replied, "I'll have to text her."
"Do that, and get her off my ass," Josie laughed, before saying, "So, just you and me then, Ryan?"
I sighed. "I'm gonna be late too. Doing a round of interviews with the drama kids today, and rounding up everything I need... well, it'll probably take a while."
"Well, that's awesome," Josie said, annoyed. "Guess I'll have to recharge my vibrator. Or see if your dad's home, Brooke."
"Oh, he's between job sites this week, so he's totally home," Brooke said, smiling mischievously.
"Oh, sweet!" Josie replied, shuffling with a certain pleasant uncomfortableness in her seat.
"Just tell him and mom if you see her that I'm gonna, like, be a bit late today?" Brooke said.
"And bring back my backup phone charger if you can? I think I left it in Brooke's room last time I was over," I added.
"Totally," Josie replied, laughing playfully as she poked Brooke in the side and flashed her sexiest damn eyes to me.
Sarah looked from Josie to Brooke, then to me in a kind of playful, awestruck fashion. "Well, this is a totally normal conversation to be having."
"It is here," I said, shrugging.
"And I fucking love it," Sarah said, raising her bottle of water triumphantly. "Fuck, I love you guys!"
Laughing and declaring our love for one another, we all raised our drinks in a joyous, celebratory toast. The four of us... we may not have been a conventional relationship by any metric, but damn it if we didn't feel whole together. We were all deeply sexual creatures, and in a town with as many erotic peculiarities as Regan Hills, the more people you surrounded yourself with who were on your wavelength, the better off you were, it seemed. We all had similar interests, similar tastes, and a similarly casual attitude toward who did what with whom so long as we all communicated openly about it and... well, for all our differences, it truly felt like we were made for each other.
Especially when new, delightful opportunities popped up.
"Hey, guys... I hope I'm not interrupting anything important or steamy, or steamily important?" a familiar voice said from behind me.
"Not at all," I replied, turning to face the familiar presence of Leah Sartori.
The 5'4" beauty of Italian descent had just enough contradictions to her that she probably wouldn't have looked out of place at our table. With a style that somehow fell somewhere between preppy and bohemian, she wore a comfortable dark, flowing skirt and t-shirt today, with a more lightly colored cardigan on top. As usual, she wore her crystaled jewelry and pentacle necklace, marking well her proud Wiccan beliefs, while she looked on our motley grouping with clever eyes and an intrigued, black lipstick painted smile.
I'd known her mostly from the paper, but I'd be lying if I said that her presence didn't bring me fresh memories of a February night where the two of us, naked save for colorful body paint in ancient pagan designs, had a fair bit of debauched excitement summoning the spirits.



"Hey, Leah," Josie replied. "We're done talking personal stuff for now, so if you wanna join us, there's plenty seating available."
"A fine offer," Leah admitted. "But actually I was hoping to steal Ryan for a few minutes, if it wouldn't be an imposition? Nadia assigned us some pressing Puma Press matters together, and I'd like to talk it out."
Brooke giggled in amusement. "Oh, come on, if you wanna, like, steal him for a minute, then steal him for a minute! He's horny and totally good for it, it's not like you need to lie and make up an excuse or anything."
"Preferably more than a minute; take it easy, there's still time!" Sarah encouraged.
I mean... Brooke wasn't wrong. Witchy Leah with her delicate features, soft olive skin and septum piercing was incredibly sexy-cute, and I'd already finished lunch... I could make some time if the girls were good with it.
Leah looked down at me, sighing and shaking her head slightly. "Actually, I was telling the truth. I really did come here because Nadia asked me to help you out today, and if you want me to get into all the wonderfully dull minutiae of-"
I stood up and grabbed my backpack. "I'll... spare you all the trouble."
Making my goodbyes, I stood up and walked away from the table.
"See ya, Ryan! Have fun!" Brooke called out after us.
I glanced back, seeing Brooke's excitability, Josie's smug grin, and Sarah shooting me a playful thumb's up, and I couldn't help but shake my head and chuckle.
"You've got some good girlfriends back there," Leah said, smiling.
"The best," I replied, letting the warmth of the thought of them flow over me for a moment before I turned back to Leah. "So, what does Nadia need so urgently today?"
She laughed. "Well, its importance is hardly about matters of life, the universe and everything, but all the same, she knows you're going to be doing some preliminary interviews with the drama kids today who are trying out for the lead roles in the spring play, and she wanted some photographic accompaniment. Since I'm friends with a number of the people there, and Nadia would prefer more practical and less artsy pictures than Josie would take, I made sense."
"Nadia does love her logic," I said.
Leah nodded. "Quite."
There was something to her smile that felt like a little more than just wanting to update me on our editor's whims, so I decided to prod her. "I can't help but notice that we're still walking... and that what you said really could have just been sent to me via a text."
"This is true," Leah said, darting her eyes to me mischievously. "This is all completely, and utterly, true. I *could* have told you everything by a text, but I thought the personal touch would be more exciting."
I teased her, "How personal a... *touch*?"
"Very," Leah answered, grinning.
I knew that look in her eyes, and nodded. "Oh, so you *were* lying."
"I didn't lie!" she protested. "I did come to you to discuss matters of importance to the Puma Press, that was my primary intention, and there are matters that we still need to hash out... but that doesn't mean we also can't find a dark corner of this school to have those discussions with our clothes off..."
I had to give it to her. Leah made an excellent pitch, and with the natural energy that passed between the two of us whenever we were in close proximity of each other, I was definitely eager to see just what form our conversation would take.
I smirked. "Got a particular dark corner in mind?"
Leah's smile brightened considerably. "I might have an idea or two..."
***
Regan Hills High School's soccer field, disused and weed-choked ever since a renovation some years before I attended meant that most of the school's classes had relocated to bungalows on said field, was not a part of the school you'd see proudly shared on any brochures. Mostly used as a place where students (and some faculty) snuck off to smoke, it occasionally hosted school events and still held nine portable bungalows as holdovers from that construction period. Though some still held classes, most were now used as overflow storage.
As much as I liked to avoid this part of school, I had to admit that I had fond memories of this area now, particularly Bungalow 237. Having been tasked by Nadia to help transform it into a haunted house for our school's Halloween Scream carnival had softened my feelings on this ugly stretch of our school, especially after it became the place where Josie and I had had sex for the first time. Yes, even though Bungalow 237 had since been transformed back into something of a cluttered storage room, it still held a warm place in my heart, and was a place I was all too happy to make some new memories in.
And, as new memories went, sitting on the room's disused couch with Leah straddling my hips, my cock buried deep in her pussy as she rode me hard wasn't bad at all.
Her panties pulled to the side and her skirt bunched up around her waist, Leah rode me vigorously. She'd pulled off her top and bra, exposing her delicious B-cup breasts to me and forcing them into my mouth whenever she wasn't kissing me. As someone I knew to be generally easygoing and friendly, watching her completely cut loose during sex was an unexpected pleasure, and I tried to match her energy in kind. While she fucked me with a rough passion, I grabbed hold of her ample ass, squeezing and spanking it and fucking up into her with all of my intensity, moaning and loving absolutely every moment of it.
And Leah... fuck, she was a force of nature by this point. With eyes blazing and her face brought to new life by the raw, carnal delights that we indulged in, she looked painfully beautiful. It was only experience that allowed me to not cum in a matter of moments, but looking into those deep brown eyes of hers, seeing the way ecstasy overtook her pretty smile, fuck, I could have easily lost myself to sex with this girl. Hell, I could have thrown away the rest of my classes for the day and stayed here with her like this, my eyes captivated by her beauty. Every so often I would look down and see where we had joined, watching as my thick cock penetrated her tight pussy, framed ever so delicately by her dark, well-trimmed pubic hair, watching as she rode me in a seemingly desperate need to drain me of every drop of cum that I had.
Honestly, I'd have been content to see the rest of the day (or, you know, lunch as it may be) unfold exactly like this, but I had to give it to Leah.
When she said she wanted to talk to me about the drama kids she knew, she really meant it.
"So... fuuuuuck..." she whimpered, clinging close to me and forcing her tits against my face again. "Suck my nipples... suck my fucking boobs... yes, like that... and where was I?"
"Riding my cock?" I grunted, trying to joke and finding my capabilities limited when I was this distracted.
She laughed, leaning in to kiss me. "I meant... besides that."
I paused for a second, thinking as best I could under the circumstances. "...really riding my cock?"
Leah rolled her eyes.
I smiled, kissing her. "Last thing I remember you saying was 'crazy'?"
It was as if a lightbulb appeared above her head. "Yes! I was telling you... please keep squeezing my ass like that... I was telling you that the drama kids, they can be a little crazy... everyone knows they're a little crazy, but what most people don't know is that that's what makes them *fun*... and even though they're crazy, they're mostly good..."
"Mostly good?" I said.
I could work with mostly good.
"Uh huh..." Leah groaned. "Keep sucking on my nipple like that, and I'll keep squeezing your cock with my pussy... yeeeeeeeeeeaaaaaahhh... like that... you like that, don't you?"
"Mmmmmhrmphhmmmmmmmmm..." I replied, as eloquent as anyone who didn't want to remove their mouth from an amazing nipple could be.
Leah seemed to take my meaning well enough. She dropped her head back briefly, moaning and rocking her hips as she massaged my cock with her pussy with every bit of expertise that she promised.
Through her moans, she laughed. "I don't say crazy like it's a bad thing for them... I mean, it's the crazy that makes them fun, right? Adds a little of that spice of life that keeps things interesting... but there's a little madness to go around them all, even the sweethearts. Zahra's one of the loveliest people you'll meet, and has her head on pretty straight for a LARPer... get past Doreen's jokey side and she has a pure soul (and an amazing body)... Cecilia's one of the coolest people I know, everything seems so easy for her... Mikayla may look like a blow-up doll bimbo, and since she's very ditzy and naïve that's not all wrong, but she's also so incredibly sweet... and Chloe... she's so intense, that it seems like intense is all she could ever be, but if you give her half a chance to talk about her truest self... you'll meet one of the kindest girls in school..."
Leah leaned in and kissed me, nice and long and slow. Our lips melted against one another for a moment, the roughness of the sex disappearing as we slowed to linger on this moment before she smiled at me.
"Wanna mix this up?" she proposed. "Get me in a position so you can *really* fuck me?"
"Totally," I replied with a bright grin, wrestling her off of me.
Playfully, I tossed her onto her hands and knees next to me. She moaned lustily at this change in position, while I was more concerned with finally kicking out of my shoes, jeans and underwear that had puddled around my ankles. Briefly, I looked over as she reached up and pulled her skirt up over her bare ass and... goddamn it if that wasn't a sight to behold. For a girl who was otherwise petite as she was, Leah had an utterly epic ass, a true work of art.
Licking my lips, I got up on my knees behind her, sliding my cock into her cunt with one firm thrust as I gripped her hips and began to fuck her properly hard. There wasn't a sound quite as satisfying to me in that moment as the quick slapping of our nearly naked bodies against one another, save, perhaps, for Leah's moans and curses.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuck..." she moaned lowly, pushing back against me as best she could as I thrust in and out of her.
"Good?" I grunted.
Leah looked back at me, her mouth wide as she groaned. "So fucking good."
I smirked. "Glad to hear it..."
My eyes drifted to her ass for a moment, watching those magnificent cheeks of hers quake and jiggle with every thrust. It would have been easy to get hypnotized by, had I not remembered the vague hint of what had brought us here.
"So far..." I groaned. "The drama kids don't sound so bad."
Playfully, I smacked her ass, getting a loud, pleasant moan out of her.
Leah turned to look at me again, flashing me those deep, seductive eyes of hers as she bit her lip. Seeing her meaning, and without breaking stride as I fucked her, I smacked her ass again.
Then once more, harder.
Her moans got particularly high and loud at that contact, so loud I feared we might be overheard, but I was too lost to really care.
Finally dropping her head again, Leah continued, "They don't sound so bad, because I'd only just begun. There's a rogue's gallery to be found there, to be sure. Like Faith... fuck, keep going, harder... harder... yesssss... Faith... that girl's hot, and talented, and a diva, and she fucking knows it... Amy's a hellraiser and a troubleseeker who lives for danger... she's got all the energy in the world, and could be a real talent if she ever got out of her own way... keep going... keep going... keep doing me like that and you'll make me cum soon..."
"I'm trying," I grunted, smacking her ass again.
"Oh, I know it..." she practically purred, before adding. "...and I hear you've met Micah?"
I didn't know how she knew that I'd run into Micah Burke, but I'd also learned not to question a lot about Leah. She was a savvy one...
I replied, "Yeah, I've met him... can you spread your legs a little more... there... think that'll help both of us... fuck..."
"Agreed... yes!" she cried out, pounding the arm of the couch. "Oh, you were right... that's so fucking good... and... and where was I? Right. Micah. Fucking Micah. I probably don't need to warn you if you've met the guy... but, please be careful around him. He may not be as big as Kyle Bowman... but he can be just as dangerous when he wants to be. He's all ego, and ambition, and entitlement... helluvan actor and triple threat, really... but manipulative as fuck."
It hadn't been long since I'd seen Micah, but the aura he carried around him, that of an oily used car salesman with an empty smile who just so happened to know how handsome was, still hung around me like an unwelcome odor. I'd gotten more or less that exact vibe off of the guy after just a moment of meeting him, and the fact that that aura hadn't yet abandoned me was enough to tell me to heed Leah's warning.
"Sounds right... and Olivia gave me... comparable warnings about him... oh, fuck..." I grunted, slapping Leah's ass again.
"Good... fuck... getting close... and good to hear that you're talking to Olivia. I know that you're supposed to be working together off the books, and I know... I know... I know she can be an acquired taste... but keep her close... be good to her... and you'll get to know one of the smartest, and most fiercely loyal, girls in school who knows how to get things done like no other... you couldn't ask for a better friend..." Leah grunted as I fucked her.
Huh. That wasn't exactly the vibe I'd gotten from the dark-haired stage crew girl whom I'd met in the little theater. Olivia felt fairly standoffish and like she might have an ego of her own. She didn't seem like she was the type who easily made friends, let alone one as easygoing as Leah... but if Leah vouched for her, that was all I needed, really. I was happy to acknowledge that I didn't know nearly enough about Olivia Raine-Goldblum, and that I should probably take my chance to get to know her.
"Good to know..." I panted, leaning down against Leah as I picked up my speed. "Are you-"
"Yeah... whenever... please..." Leah moaned, turning her head to better kiss me.
I kissed her back, holding her close as we both reached that final plateau toward our orgasms. Leah, mercifully, came first, her body bucking up against mine as I held her close. Her body pressed against mine, I could feel every muscle spasm, every jolt that traveled through her body as pleasure exploded from her pussy. With only a few thrusts of my own left at this point, I buried deep inside of her, cumming explosively as I filled her cunt.
We kept kissing through this until breathlessness demanded that our lips part from each other, the two of us gasping and grunting as I remained buried inside of her.
"Fuck... thanks... thanks for that," Leah said, kissing me sweetly.
"Thank *you*," I replied, laughing to myself. "We, uh... really gotta do that more often."
"Funny, I was thinking something similar," she chuckled, wiggling her ass against me.
I groaned, kissing her deeply, in a long, slow, lingering kiss.
Leah broke it first, looking up at me dreamily as she wiggled her ass against me again. "And we really should be getting ready... lunch should end at any moment."
"Yeah, I know," I replied, sighing. "But I'll see you after school. For the drama thing."
"For the drama thing," Leah replied.
"And more, if you've got the time?" I said.
"Oh, promises, promises," she replied, pushing away from me and forcing my cock out of her pussy. "I won't deny how good that would be, but let's be honest... you're about to surround yourself with beautiful, somewhat crazy girls, do you honestly think I'll find any time with you?"
"You, uh... should be able to... I mean, it's not a guarantee that I'm going home with someone else," I said.
"Not a 'guarantee'," Leah said, smirking with amusement. "But, be honest, your year has had a certain amount of good fortune to it, and this feels like an ideal setup to your narrative. Twenty bucks says you're getting some today from a girl you've never fucked before."
I sighed. I may not have been as close to Leah as I was to some girls, but I couldn't deny that she seemed to have a pretty good read on me. Maybe she saw something about me in her cards, or runes, or crystal ball, and it was likely that I should have taken all of that into account as I considered this matter, but in my post-orgasmic haze, I felt pretty fucking invincible.
"You're on," I replied, playfully smacking her on the ass again.
And that, ladies and gentlemen, is how I lost twenty dollars.
Never bet against a witch.
***
I went to the little theater after school in considerably better spirits than the last time I'd been here, possibly because I was now rather familiar with it, but more likely because I was still riding high after sex with Leah.
I got there almost before anyone else, though when I arrived, I saw Leah already setting up her equipment to get the shots she wanted of the drama club kids, while Mrs. Harker fretted around backstage, setting up a curtained off area. Seeing the raven-haired drama teacher with her titanic tits, I felt the beginning of a stirring erection.
I'd had some fun with her in this exact room some time back, and even more at a recent retreat with her book club. I shivered at the memory, and I'd be lying if I said a goofy smile wasn't overtaking my face.
"What's so funny?"
I started again as Olivia Raine-Goldblum snuck up in my blind spot, looking at the stage as if trying to find something she'd missed.
"Jesus... you, um, really know how to sneak up on someone..." I said, laughing softly.
"Yeah, I get that a lot. Come on, they're setting up a place for your preliminary interviews on the stage," Olivia said, cocking her head as she led me down the little theater's aisle.
At a glance, Olivia was not as stunning as many other girls in our school, but that wasn't to say that she didn't carry a certain understated beauty to her. With a pale, angular face, she had a natural elegance that she usually hid rather well behind a gray hoodie and a pair of earbuds, though for this occasion she was decent enough to remove the earbuds. Her narrow face was framed by shiny, long, black hair, with well-groomed bangs resting just above her observant hazel eyes. As ever, her full lips looked like smiles were a completely foreign concept to her, settling more into a perpetual "bitch please" look that managed to look really good on her. A lean and slender 5'9", I wouldn't have guessed at a glance that this girl was a part of something as hands-on as a stage crew, but as she jumped up onto the stage, she looked as completely at ease as anyone ever could.
The fact that her jumping up onto the stage gave me an excellent view of her prominent ass certainly didn't hurt matters either.
"You're not going to be interviewing *everyone* today, because not everyone matters as much as everyone else here," Olivia explained, offering a hand to help me onto the stage. "But you'll still be interviewing a lot of people."
I didn't take it, instead awkwardly climbing up onto the stage in front of her.
For how much a fool I made out of myself climbing up, I really should have taken her hand.
"What does that mean, exactly?" I asked, awkwardly stumbling to my feet.
Olivia offered no judgment on my poor footwork, instead continuing, "You'll be talking to all the people who are up for major roles. Seymour, Audrey, Audrey II, Oren, Mushnik, the backup singers... some of the roles have already been decided, some are still up in the air. Mrs. Harker has her ideas, but she wants our perspectives, so this is also an opportunity to get to know them and see who might be best for what roles so we can offer our input. Have you seen Little Shop of Horrors before?"



"It's been a while," I admitted. "Not one of my favorite movies."
"Don't watch the movie," she replied swiftly. "They mangle the ending and the tone, letting their heroes off more easily instead of making the movie the bleak fucking tragedy it is. I'll send you some good links to off-Broadway bootlegs, they'll give you a better idea of what to expect."
"Thanks," I replied.
"Of course, we're also breaking some hearts today," Olivia replied quickly, her eyes darting to the theater's entrance as if looking for an intruder. "Some people don't like hearing they're relegated to chorus, even when they normally love being in the chorus. Mikayla was heartbroken when she heard you weren't interviewing the chorus..."
Curiously, she looked me up and down. "You two probably would've had fun with each other."
I raised an eyebrow. "What's that supposed to mean?"
Olivia raised an eyebrow back at me. "It means that you've obviously never met Mikayla Matsumoto before, because if you knew her, you'd know *exactly* what I was implying."
I shook my head, slightly frustrated. I could tell that Olivia was going to find every way she could to test my patience, and if it hadn't been for Leah vouching for her, I might have been even more annoyed than I was. Wanting to give her the benefit of the doubt, I decided to try to nip this in the bud.
I said, "Look, I don't know what you think I'm doing here-"
"I believe you're here for interviews, and that as a talented writer, you'll do your interviews well," Olivia interrupted, swiftly. "But I also understand your reputation, and that such reputations come with their own set of difficulties. Not to sound ironic, but I'd really like this play to go off without any 'drama', and given your reputation, you could easily instigate all sorts of trouble, intentional or no. Don't take this as hostility, because for now, it isn't... but if you cause problems while embedded with us, I will happily reconsider offering you hostility."
She craned her neck past the curtain partition that Mrs. Harker had been setting up, then looked into my eyes earnestly.
"Until then, I will treat you with every bit of professional courtesy I have, and I have quite a bit. Can I expect the same from you?" Olivia replied.
This was a moment where I seriously considered a joke or two, and this might have shown on my face for the way it seemed Olivia was preparing for battle. Rather than engage that, I nodded understandingly.
"I'll give you everything I've got," I replied, holding out my hand. "I know I might not knock it out of the park, but I promise you that I'll try, and that if I fuck up, I'll own up to it."
Olivia considered my hand for a moment, before reaching out and grabbing it, shaking my hand with a few swift pumps. Feeling the vague roughness of her hands, I could finally understand that this girl was a builder, and a pretty no-nonsense one at that.
"Ryan, you remain a genuine curiosity of the highest order," she said before letting go of my hand.
Finally feeling comfortable enough to grin, I said, "I'm going to be hearing that a lot, aren't I?"
"Until you've done something to change my opinion," Olivia admitted.
The door at the entrance of the little theater swung open as several shadowy figures walked inside.
Olivia cocked her head toward our improvised interview area. "Come on. Let's get you in place to talk to some drama kids."
***
For the next hour and change, I interviewed more than fifteen members of the school's drama club who were front-runners for the main roles in the spring production of Little Shop of Horrors. If I were to go over all of them, no doubt this would get boring fast, as only so many of them actually wound up playing a noteworthy part in the month to come, so, in the spirit of a getting things done montage, I'll give you the most important interviews of the day, as these ones would shape the play's (and my) month to come.
***
After getting a few fun pictures taken by Leah, a curvy, 5'3" girl with shoulder-length dark hair and lively hazel eyes sat on the stool before me, her smile full of life and mischief. She straightened out her comfortable skirt as she sat down, eyeing me with amused curiosity, as if there was some great joke in which I was the punchline which she knew and I didn't. This was not an unfamiliar look on this girl's face, as I had had her in a number of classes before and seen this exact side of her, but I was curious to see what it might mean now.
Turning on my small, handheld digital recorder, I encouraged her to speak.
"My name is Doreen Bell," she explained. "I'm trying out for Audrey, but in a pinch I'm happy with being one of the backup singers, or even Audrey II. I'm not set on anything really, so it's no skin off my ass if I don't get the lead, but how cool would it be to see a girl with a little meat on her bones win the part?"
Doreen laughed, and I had to keep quiet for the sake of journalistic integrity, though I could easily see her point on this matter.
"And *you*," she said dramatically, turning her attention completely to me, "You're the one who's slept with half the school?"
I choked, slightly, "I-"
"Far fewer than half," Olivia corrected. "Not even close to half our class, but still not an insignificant amount."
Doreen laughed loudly, clapping her hands. "That's what I'm talking about! So, you've finally decided to sow your wild oats among us drama bitches, huh?"
Trying to stay noncommittal, I replied, "...no?"
"Why not? Pickings around here are slim, guys are either timid, pigs, or gay and off the table; we could use some fresh blood. I mean, preferably other bodily fluids, but..."
Standing over my shoulder, Olivia cleared her throat and said, "The interview, Doreen?"
Doreen rolled her eyes dramatically. "So on task, this one... work, work, work... you're lucky I love you, Liv, or I'd so be ready to ask someone to throw down with you in my place."
She turned back to me, "I'm terrible at fighting, but despite my modest heft, I'm surprisingly fast! Better at hiding, though."
Straightening out her skirt again, Doreen smiled a pretty smile, fluttered her eyelashes cutely and said, "So, what does the Puma Press want to know about little-but-not-so-little ol' Doreen Bell?"
***
The next girl took her time with Leah, making sure that she got all of her best angles down and, well, holding up pretty much everyone else who was waiting to get interviewed.
When she was finally finished (after demanding that she get final call on whatever picture we wound up using for her), the girl walked over to me like a force of nature, which, to be fair, she had somewhat earned for her beauty.
The 5'9" Latina had the face of a model, with expressive, soulful dark eyes, pouty lips, and just enough makeup to accentuate every element of her beauty. Long, silky black hair cascaded down her shoulders, over a stylish blouse that molded well to her full breasts. When she sat on the stool before me, she crossed one leg over the other, perhaps in an effort to show off that her jeans were both tight and from a designer brand.
"My name is Faith Serrano, and I will be playing Audrey," she said, her voice calm and confident and filled with an arrogance that she made sure translated to her face.
"So, you're confident you're getting the lead?" I asked, raising an eyebrow.
"Yes," Faith replied. "No offense to any of the others, but I *am* the best. I'm the best singer, the best dancer, the best actress... and it goes without saying that I am the most beautiful. And I am willing to do whatever it takes to win the part. Honestly, no one here even compares, so why shouldn't the part be mine?"
If she was putting on a front, she hid it well. Faith said these things as if reciting a list of facts, not opinions based on her own inflated view of herself, eyeing Olivia and me as if we were simply lucky to be in her presence.
I looked to Olivia. She shrugged, confirming this seemed about normal.
***
A tall and leggy lighter-skinned black girl sat before Olivia and me, looking perfectly relaxed. With her long hair hanging loose behind her in a mix of braids and casual dreadlocks and dyed blonde, it was clear she had a style all her own, and one that I rather liked at a glance. Her pretty face held a wisdom beyond her years, while her dark violet lipstick and septum piercing continued to add to her distinct look. Combined with a pair of loose, distressed jeans and a button-up, sleeveless top that looked tight over her ample chest, and I was ready to admit that I was deeply curious to get to know Cecilia Dunwich.
"You guys got any weed? I could go for a little weed after all this... set up a mellow afternoon with some tunes and friends..." Cecilia said, stretching her arms above her head.
Perhaps a little overly dramatic, I reached into my pockets before saying, "Sorry, fresh out."
"It's all good," she responded with a pleasantly casual tone. "I can probably scrounge some edibles from my older brother when I get home, but thanks for thinking about it."
Being this close to Cecilia's unconventional beauty had me surprisingly uncomfortable, so I tried to steer things back on course. "So, the play?"
"What about the play?" she asked, before grinning in amusement. "Is it still the thing?"
I sat there confused for a moment (it would take some time before I understood the Shakespearean undertones of her wit), before replying, "We're here to-"
"I know why we're here, I'm just messing with you," Cecilia replied, chuckling softly before leaning in the direction of my recorder. "My name's Cecilia Dunwich, and I'm trying out for one of the backup singers. Chiffon, Crystal, Ronette, doesn't matter which one... they may not be the flashiest characters, but they get the best songs, and they'll let me shine in my own way..."
Blushing slightly, I spoke before I thought when I said, "I doubt it takes much for you to shine."
Cecilia's smile broadened. "And I'll bet you get a lot of practice with that sweet tongue you got there."
We might have sat like this for a while, because before I knew it, Olivia was clearing her throat behind me.
"Right," I said, straightening myself up. "Moving on..."
***
"I know a lot of people don't think I can do this part, but I can. I'm ready, I just need someone to believe in me. I need Mrs. Harker to understand that I am ready, and if she gives me a shot, I won't let her down," the petite blonde girl sitting before me said.
She was a nervous thing, conservatively dressed and with eyes that darted easily behind her glasses. She licked her lips hesitantly as if compelled to make sure they couldn't go dry, while one finger toyed with a lock of her long blonde hair unconsciously. She was cute, yet like many of my classmates, I couldn't help but hold a little annoyance for know-it-all overachiever Chloe Marcus, who was always too eager to prove to everyone how much she knew. Standing behind me, Olivia seemed barely able to hold back her vague contempt, but was staying on her best behavior.
And since Chloe also seemed to be trying to put her best foot forward, I kept my quiet as well.
"You see... I get Audrey," Chloe said. "I know what it's like to be in a rut and to want something more. Everyone thinks they know who and what I am because I've done everything I can to make them think this one thing about me... but I can be more. I can be so much more if I'm given a chance. I don't ask for much. I'd *like* the lead, but if I don't get it, I'll be happy with anything, really, so long as I can be seen, and acknowledged, and is that really so much to ask for?"
Well, this had certainly gotten interesting for a preliminary interview.
I leaned in, smiling, "Not at all..."
***
The girl of Middle-Eastern descent sitting before me now was cute, with her long-sleeved shirt and loose pants giving her a more modest look than some. Her brown eyes, looking from behind a pair of glasses, were simultaneously lively and a little nervous, matching her broad smile as she toyed with her long black braid.
"I mean, I know I'm not exactly perfect for Audrey," Zahra Dashti admitted, looking down at herself before turning her attention back to me. "The part doesn't exactly scream for a Kuwaiti girl with big boobs who LARPs on weekends, but wouldn't it be cool if the lead of the play got to be someone that no one expected? I mean, that would be so fun, wouldn't it? And, yeah, I know, I don't got a shot really next to those other girls, but if I could get it... wouldn't that be a fucking adventure?"
Her eyes widened. "I shouldn't have said fuck, should I? And I certainly shouldn't have said it again like that! Fuck!"
Zahra clapped a hand over her mouth to stifle her giggles, which I couldn't help but laugh along with.
"I can bleep you out, or, just, you know, lie about what you said. It's not journalistically sound, but I don't have to say you said fuck if you don't want me to," I said, turning to Olivia for emphasis.
She was impassive as ever, which seemed to calm Zahra. "That's cool... it's not like my folks would kill me or anything, but they'd be pretty worked up, and I really like to have fun and adventure and..."
Zahra continued on for some time, but with an attitude as lively as hers, I wasn't going to stop her anytime soon.
***
Olivia excused herself from one of my final interviews, and when she did, I understood why. The boy who entered our little interview alcove was tall and muscular in a lean sort of way, with gloriously blonde and wavy hair that went to his shoulders. He was dressed in a stylish, collared shirt and jeans that probably cost about as much as a new bicycle (a good one, at that). Everything about him was cultivated to make him look like a handsome, easygoing surfer type, but the lack of life behind his broad, toothy smile, still kept me uneasy about Micah Burke.
Especially when he slapped a hand on my shoulder, gripping it slightly too tightly, before he sat down on the stool.
"We all know I'm gonna get the lead... I mean, Seymour's mine, so it's not like we need to linger on that when we can talk about everything else," he said, laughing. "And we still gotta do lunch! I keep telling myself I gotta do lunch with Ryan so we can, ya know, shoot the breeze, understand each other, divvy up territories around school and things like that!"
"Ummm... territories?" I said, confused.
"Yeah!" he exclaimed, as if what he was talking about were obvious. "I mean, you're my hero! I told you you're my hero, right?"
He had mentioned this once before. "Uhhh..."
"Well, it's true! Guys like us who weren't all popular at the beginning of the year got something to hope for now after you opened the legs of nearly every girl in class, and a guy like me can clean up now. I mean, I don't wanna brag about my numbers, but, I've been with a bunch of girls..."
Micah smiled smugly, crossing his arms over his chest. "Eleven girls. Pretty damn sweet, right? Maybe even knocks you out of the water."
I was too polite to indicate that I'd recently crossed fifty, and explained, "It's not about numbers."
"Oh, yeah, definitely! Quality over quantity, I get it, man, no shame in that!" he said, leaning in close to me. "But, if you could do a guy a solid, I'd like to ask it if you could respect me and not touch the drama girls, alright? There's still some names I gotta fill out for my list, and if I gotta compete with you, well... look, I don't want things to get ugly, you don't want things to get ugly, so, don't mess with any of the bitches here, leave 'em for me, and we'll be golden!"
As if we had an understanding, he leaned forward and clapped me on the shoulder again, laughing. "And we still gotta do lunch! I'm sure I got some stories I can tell you that you wouldn't believe!"
He kept laughing, but I felt no need to join him. I'd been threatened enough in my life to not like how it felt, no matter how big the person threatening me smiled afterward.
***
It took a little over an hour to get through everyone who had come in for interviews, and looking over the list of names I'd been given, I had to admit that I was a little confused. With Leah already gone and Mrs. Harker packing up, I drew this to Olivia's attention.
"Hey... where's Amy Temple?" I asked. "She's on the list, in the running for one of the main roles, and she's not here?"
Olivia sighed, shaking her head and pinching the bridge of her nose. "I told her what time this was. I was really hoping she'd be here. But she wasn't."
She sighed again, disappointed. "That girl... she's got talent. *Raw* talent. To spare. But she's always got this need to show off and prove herself to a point where she's always getting in her own damn way... misses her obligations because she forgets, or she didn't forget and just decided to have fun instead, or got hurt doing some stupid, foolish thing and..."
I thought about this, at first for the sake of completing my list of interviews, but more for Olivia. While she may not have been someone who was easy to "click" with, I felt for her, and understood what it was like having friends who found their ways of disappointing you, even if they didn't mean to.
I pocketed my recorder and slung my backpack over my shoulder. "You know where she might be right now?"
"Probably across town at Prescott Paintball getting shot," Olivia said bitterly, before she turned her eyes to me and asked, "Why?"
Walking away from Olivia, I explained, "I'm gonna get the last name on my interview list."
***
Wedged in a small, semi-wooded area between Regan Hills and Blair Valley was a small stretch of land that had, for a while anyway, been sort of a half-assed dump. After World War II, disused aircraft had been left to rot on it for decades, stripped of parts until nothing but rusting metal remained. At some point in the 1980s, most of the more dangerous airplane husks had been carted off to be properly disposed of in the hopes of making this stretch of green into something resembling a park, but a loss of funding dashed those dreams, leaving it now only *partially* filled with wreckage.
However, from this disused chaos, someone found opportunity, and Prescott Paintball was born. By merely adding some additional, intentional obstacles around the stripped airplane hulks, and having everyone who went inside sign a hefty liability waiver saying that they couldn't be held responsible for anything that might happen while people were dodging and shooting each other around said rickety airplane hulks, they had turned the place into a semi-popular hangout for local youths whose after school activities tended toward the violent. Dad had taken me there a few times, but since he's basically John Wick with a paintball gun and I decidedly am not, I didn't find a lot of point in the place.
But, I had my interview list, and damn it if I wasn't going to get that last name. And, maybe, with a little luck, I could try to appeal to Amy's better angels and talk her into staying out of trouble. She really seemed to be upsetting Olivia, and with how much work Mrs. Harker had put into getting this play off the ground, I really wanted to help prevent any foul-ups if I could.
I'd made it to Prescott Paintball by mid-afternoon, and with some luck, I identified Amy's car in the small parking lot by the facility's entry building.
This was about where my feeling of accomplishment ran out, for that was also the same time I saw the first of the victims.
A handful of teenaged boys I didn't recognize stumbled out looking haunted and a little worse for wear, those who had custom armor and helmets they carried out with them being nearly completely covered in paint.
"I didn't see her... came out of nowhere... and Jimmy! It was like the forest came alive and took him..." one of them bemoaned, shaking his head as he limped toward me.



Another guy walked out behind him, one arm in a makeshift sling, the other around the shoulders of a friend who supported him, and his eyes staring into the distance as he repeatedly muttered two words to himself.
"The horror... the horror..."
I assumed that this meant I was on the right track, even if it did fill me with a certain trepidation.
Still, after making my way to the box office, I signed my waiver and paid my fee for entry, as well as rental of coveralls, a helmet, a paintball gun and ammunition. The coveralls were a little too form-fitting in some areas for my taste, and there was a strange smell to the helmet, but I was as ready as I would ever be.
The front desk person who saw me off into the arena did so skeptically, letting me know that I'd be almost alone in there, which wasn't exactly the best place to be given the company I'd have. It wasn't exactly a warning, since they understandably wanted my money, but the "good luck" they offered me sounded a lot closer to "abandon all hope, ye who enter here" than I'd have liked.
Once I was inside, and the entry gate shut behind me, I felt the adrenaline coursing through my body and hunched over, darting quickly between pieces of cover with my rented paintball gun held defensively.
I ran over the well-trodden ground among the sandbags and airplane hulks and other obstacles that made up the arena, keeping an eye out for movement and an ear out for trouble, and finding neither. This in itself was close to terrifying, if I'm being honest. If I'd been immediately opened up on in a flurry of rapid-fire paintballs, I would have been in pain, but at least I would have known what the score was. This anticipation, this waiting, this vague sense that I was being watched by a superior hunter who was just waiting for me... that was the worst.
It was around the time that I was looking at the high mounted clock at the center of the arena that I discovered this anticipation period would only last about two minutes.
"You're new around here, and I'm feeling in a particularly generous mood after what I did to all those Blair Valley pussies, so I'll give you a head start before I start shooting."
I whirled around and saw a figure sitting on top of one of the airplane fuselages. She was a skinny thing in her own, slightly loose coveralls and sleek, custom helmet, painted to look like the head of a bird of prey you might see on the side of one of these planes and with a reflective visor that completely obscured her face. She held a paintball gun in one hand, casually pointed at me, while she stretched out and lounged as if she didn't have a care in the world.
There wasn't much to identify her by, obscured as she was, but the voice sounded familiar enough from school, and her slender, 5'6" frame made me feel comfortable in taking a guess.
"Amy Temple?" I asked.
She cocked her head, curious. "Who wants to know?"
"Ryan Collins," I explained. "From school? I was supposed to do some preliminary interviews for the Puma Press with the people trying out for lead roles in the play, and you were on the list, but you weren't there, so..."
Amy cocked her head again. "So, you thought you'd go the extra mile and try to interview me here?"
Lowering my weapon a little shamefacedly, I admitted, "Pretty much."
She chuckled. "That's an awful lot of work to put into something very few people are going to read."
I shrugged. "I know, but... I don't like leaving things undone."
"Oh, believe me, I know what you mean... there's still a few more Blair Valley assholes hiding out there, and I'm hoping I find them before they can escape, or before this place shuts down. They had some mean names for me that I'm looking to pay them back for," Amy replied, her voice dripping with bravado.
"Well, far be it from me to get in your way, but, I'm still determined to interview you today," I said, standing up straight and hoping that meant something to her. I thought she might respect my bravura and give me a chance to do what I came here to do.
Amy considered me for a moment, then nodded. "Neat."
SPLAT!
I didn't have time to react as she pulled the trigger, the bright yellow splash of paint splashing against my chest as I felt the impact hit me square in the sternum. I yowled in pain, doubling over before looking up at her.
"Motherfucker!" I exclaimed, grabbing at the painful spot on my chest.
Yeah, that was definitely going to leave a welt.
With half-assed strength, I raised my paintball gun to point at her.
Amy waved a finger at me, chiding. "I wouldn't do that if I were you. I got the drop on you, and before you get one shot at me, I'd have you looking like the aftermath of a Rambo movie if, you know, everyone bled neon green."
I lowered my gun, slightly. "You surprised me. How was I supposed to react."
"Fair... but it shouldn't have been a surprise. I said I'd give you lead time," Amy replied, casually sliding down the top of the fuselage without ever once taking her gun off of me. "I didn't say how *much* lead time you'd get. I think I fulfilled my side of the bargain there."
I protested, "Maybe, but-"
SPLAT!
That one got me in the shoulder. I cursed and yowled and jumped up and down in pain again, getting some amused laughter from Amy in the process.
"Oh, come on, it's only a paintball! It's not that bad!" she said, chuckling in amusement. "I've got some scars from serious shit I could show you... *those* hurt. A paintball? That's nothing. I'm not gonna tell you to 'man up', since that's a pretty stupid fucking thing to say, but, come on, walk it off! We're here for fun!"
"I'm here for an interview," I replied.
"No, you're here for an interview with *me*," Amy replied, her voice playful and cutesy for a moment as she dropped her gun, letting it hang by her side on its sling and put her hands beneath her chin and raised her elbows playfully. "And I'm fun! Exciting and pretty and all that good stuff, so don't pretend it won't be fun interviewing me."
"Speak for yourself," I replied, trying to flex out some of the pain, "but-"
SPLAT!
At least I had an indication this time that she was going to shoot me as her hands darted for her gun, and was able to pivot just enough that she hit me in the outer thigh rather than in the balls. That didn't make it hurt any less when it did actually hit, but I felt some relief at knowing it could have been so much worse.
"Fast on your feet; that's good to know. It'll really help you out here if you don't want to get hit too much while being hunted," Amy said, pointing her gun mercifully in the air for a moment.
"I didn't come here to be hunted," I said.
Her voice told me that she was rolling her eyes. "Yeah, yeah, you came here for an 'interview'."
"YES!" I exclaimed. "That's what I've been telling you!"
Amy cocked her head again, leaving her gun pointed in the air. "Then... oh, wow, you really came here to get an interview?"
"An interview for starters," I said, shaking my aching leg out. "There were some other things I'd like to talk about with you as well, but... an interview, for starters."
Without turning her back on me, Amy took a few steps away, laughing. "Ooooh, let me guess... you're Mrs. Harker's new helper, right? Her fixer? And she sent you here to try to keep me out of trouble for the next couple months because she only has eyes on me playing, Dr. Oren Scrivelo, D.D.S.?"
She chuckled. "And why does she think you'll work any better than anyone else she's sent after me?"
"I came here on my own," I said.
"That's what she wants you to think, but Mrs. Harker, she's a tricky bitch, she'll make you think something was your idea and then you'll do exactly what *she* wants," Amy explained. "And, to be fair, I respect it, do what you gotta do to be a badass bitch... but I'm not falling for it."
I sighed. "Maybe that's how it works, but I didn't even talk to her about this. I came here on my own, which was probably a terrible idea..."
"A wicked terrible idea," she nodded.
I continued, "I know this was a bad idea, but if you insist on talking about it here, and now... then yeah, I wanted to see if I could talk you into taking it easy until the play's over. Not getting hurt, or maimed, or anything else you might find yourself up to... not disappointing so many people who put so much work into this... their hopes, and dreams? Yeah, that's kind of why I came here," I said, taking a step toward her.
Amy shrugged, spreading her arms out theatrically before dropping them to her sides, "Yeah, so what? If I get hurt and can't play the part, that's what understudies are for."
"Maybe," I said. "But can any of them play the part half as well as you?"
I thought this was an effective approach, and it genuinely caught Amy off guard. She thought about this for a moment.
"Huh," she finally said.
"Yeah," I replied. "You're good. Everyone knows it. Everyone wants to see it. Why disappoint them."
Amy thought about this for another moment. "You've got a point, there."
"Thanks-"
SPLAT!
She'd aimed at me so fast that I didn't have time to see her take a shot at me, this paintball impacting loudly against my stomach, forcing me to double over.
"And now you've got paint on your belly," Amy taunted, dancing around slightly. "Oh, you're gonna have to be quicker on your feet..."
"I noticed," I replied, standing back up and trying not to look too pained. "But you're... not gonna stop me that easily."
"You're not gonna tell me you can do this all day, are you?" she replied, chuckling. "Because I don't think you've got the muscle mass to pull that line off..."
"Good thing I wasn't going to say it, then," I said.
I actually had briefly considered saying exactly that, but she didn't have to know that.
"Well, good," she said, nodding slightly as she eyed me. "You seem determined."
"I am," I replied.
"And so am I," Amy continued, pointing her gun back in the air. "Life without thrill, excitement, danger... that's not a life worth living, and sure as hell one I can't live. I'm not sure I can promise *anyone* that I can live without it for as long as you're asking. I just... I can't. Not even Mrs. Harker could convince me, and sure as hell not you. I mean, no offense, but, I don't even know you, so you're not all that convincing to me right now."
This... well, it was actually proving exactly about as difficult as I'd feared. "Risk will still be there when you're done with the play... and you'll have the satisfaction of making all the people in the drama club, all your *friends*, happy."
She laughed, her hand twitching on her paintball gun making me jump slightly. Luckily, she didn't aim it at me.
Yet.
"It's gonna take a lot more than me to make most of those people happy. Have you seen my friends? They're a little cuckoo for Cocoa Puffs if ya know what I mean," Amy said, pointing her paintball gun at her head and twirling it around in a cartoon indication of someone being crazy. "They all got so many different ideas of what is and isn't fun and worthwhile that I doubt any of 'em could agree with each other, so how the hell am I on my lonesome supposed to make them all happy?"
I doubted her friends were the only cuckoo ones in this equation, but I got where she was coming from. "Well... couldn't you do something else for thrills, at least until the play comes out? You know, other than risking life and limb? I mean, there are *plenty* of ways to have fun around Regan Hills..."
I didn't mean to add any hint of innuendo to what I was saying, but I understood right after I said them how my words probably came out. Amy looked at me for a good, long while, cocking her head briefly as if the pieces to a grand puzzle were coming together.
After cocking her head to the side one more time curiously, she arched her back in a loud laugh. "Ohhhhhhhh!!! You're him!"
"What? Who?" I asked.
"Yeah, him! The guy! The one that Micah's all jealous of!" she laughed, casually dropping her gun back to aim it at me. "The guy who's been getting all the action this year even though nobody knew he existed before, but then, BAM, BAM, BAM! You've got all the girls lining up for you! You became *the* guy because it turns out you frickin' know what you're doing better than pretty much any other guy here! You're *the* guy! And you privately annoy Micah, which kinda-sorta really has me wanting to shake your hand, if it didn't mean I would have to drop my guard."
Well, this threw me for one hell of a loop. "Weren't you having sex with Micah the other day?"
Amy laughed. "Well, it was more like he thought he was having sex with me, and I was just there doing my own thing. Thank fuck I know how to do my own thing, because if left to his devices..."
She shuddered dramatically for emphasis, but then added, "But you... you're *the* guy. The way I hear it, you could actually probably take care of me if you set your mind to it because, well, you're... *the* guy!"
Now it was my turn to cock my head with slight confusion. "I think... I think I'm the guy you're talking about."
Amy laughed again. "Frickin' fantastic! So... lemme get this straight. You came here today, tracked me down to try to talk me out of danger for a couple months so I could see the play through, and decided to bribe me with sex?"
That was far from what I meant, and I wanted to clear that up with her. "I-"
She interrupted me before I could say anything, "Because that would totally work on me! I mean if you're as good as everyone else seems to think you are."
This was about the point where I heard a needle scratch in my mind, as we'd come to what, at the time at least, felt like a bit of a plot twist. I mean, given my year, it shouldn't have felt that way, but, I'd been hit with a number of paintballs by this point, so my reasoning may not have been its sharpest.
"What?" I asked.
"Yeah. I can be distracted with good sex, and if you're as good as your reputation insists, being *the* guy and all that, I could probably be persuaded to take things a little easier for the next couple months, but... you know, I don't think I'm ready to give up on all risk just yet, and I am feeling kinda tricksy today..." she said, mulling this over.
I didn't like how long it took her to think about this, because I knew it was likely to mean more pain for me.
SPLAT!
Yeah, like that.
I kicked the ground as the shot to my left shin hurt like hell, and instinctively raised my weapon toward her, only for her to give me a warning shake of the head. In spite of my clumsy almost attack and even over my yowling, she was happy to lay out whatever game she had in mind for this.
"So... I'm mostly sold on this plan, but not 100% sold, so, I've got a proposal. Let's make this sporting, have some fun with it on the chance this is the last danger I'm gonna have for a time. You've got five minutes to hit me. You only need to hit me once, but if you do, all bets are off. I'll be a good girl until the play closes, and you and me get to screw around to your heart's content. And I'm a pretty good fucker, so if you manage that, you're in for a great frickin' time," Amy explained, enjoyably shameless in how she hyped herself up.
"And if I don't hit you in five minutes?" I asked.
"Status quo; I seek danger, we all take our chances," she said, before quickly adding, "And you wash my car for the next month. And wax it. By hand. And maybe in some cute shorts, I dunno, I haven't seen your body so I don't know how much that's something I'll wanna see, but I think there's an above average chance you'd look good in the shorts I got in mind."
After how well today had begun, I didn't quite expect that I'd be going in for my own personal version of "The Most Dangerous Game" (or, at the very least, Hard Target) to try and help out Mrs. Harker and Olivia put on a play, but here I was, ready to do exactly that.
"And you can shoot me as many times as you want, and the five minutes still keeps going?" I clarified.
"Yeah," she responded, pointing up at a clock on a tall pillar at the center of the arena. "Five minutes, starting... NO-"
SPLAT!
WHOOSH!
Her shot hit me square in the side of my helmet, while the shot I'd quickly fired at her missed by a mile. Cackling with manic glee, Amy disappeared behind a nearby fuselage, leaving me scouring the wreckage of the arena in a desperate hunt for her.
"Gonna have to do better than that!" Amy called out, her voice echoing eerily well around the obstacles. "Come and get me!"
These taunts I could deal with, but after a time I started hearing something else, was she... was she singing?
Yes, she was definitely singing "Dentist!" from the Little Shop of Horrors soundtrack. As psychological warfare went, it was certainly novel.
And, as I dodged behind an obstacle, I did have to admit, she did have a pretty decent singing voi-
SPLAT!
I cried out, "SON OF A..."
The following five minutes were among the most hellish minutes of my senior year, honestly, because I suddenly understood quite well how most of the survivors of horror movies I loved must have felt being hunted. Every time I thought I got Amy, she would get in an extra quick shot, and all I'd have for my trouble was more pain and a whoosh of a sprinting girl as she disappeared, laughing and continuing to sing as she taunted me.
Time seemed to crawl and sprint all at once, moving slowly whenever I was given a new pain to shrug off, and a new awareness of the minutes ticking down. Amy knew the lay of the land, and she was swift and a great shot on top of that, getting in shot after opportunistic shot as she hit me again and again. In those first four minutes alone, she must have hit me something like twenty times, but it was in those final moments that she really had me.
I thought I'd lost her for a moment as I ran between a pair of airplane fuselages that narrowed into a V-like shape. I thought I might be able to crawl between the narrow gap at their end at first, but soon realized that exit had been blocked off by a layer of chicken wire welded to the frames to prevent people from doing exactly that. Suddenly, my escape path had become a trap with my back to a corner.
Nearly a whisper, she taunted me from quite close by, "Over here... turn around..."
I gulped, and I turned, seeing her standing at the mouth of the V made by these fuselages, and realized just how fucked I was.
As she unleashed on me, I imagine I looked a lot like a dying Sonny Corleone in The Godfather, only covered in bright green and yellow paint. Amy was utterly merciless, firing rapid shot after rapid shot, practically knocking me to my knees as she attacked without a hint of remorse. She reloaded quickly, only to unleash more shots at nearly point-blank range.
Looking up at the clock and seeing that I had less than twenty seconds remaining, I fell to the ground on my face. She fired a few more shots at my back, but then approached me.
"I yield," I gasped, breathing heavily.
Amy chuckled. "No one would blame you, after what I did. And you did well, I'll say. A lot of the boys around here, they'd have tapped out a long time ago, but you're *the* guy, and you kept going because this mattered so damn much to you. *So* damn much. I admire that. Truly, I do. Doesn't change how it all played out, though... but you should know, there's no shame in losing to me, and I think you'll enjoy the shorts I imagine-"
SPLAT!
Clearly, she didn't think I had it in me to do a cheap shot, but cheap shot her I did. It was wild, and chancy, and in the last couple seconds, but I took it and hit her square in the chest. In surprise, Amy actually yelped, then pointed her gun at me and fired a few more shots to my back.
"MotherFUCKER!" Amy yelled through her laughter. "You hit me in the fucking tit!"



"Correction," I gasped through my laughter, still aching and catching my breath. "I hit you in the tit... within the motherfucking time limit!"
She looked up, then back down at me. "Huh. You did."
"I did," I replied, with as much triumph as my wounded voice could muster. "And now you gotta hold to your end of the bargain."
Sighing, Amy said, "I guess I do. I was really looking forward to seeing you in those shorts, too... but a promise is a promise. I'll be good for the show."
She reached down, offering me a hand to help me to my feet. Grateful, I took it, slowly and achingly getting to my feet with her aide.
"You're gonna be bruised like crazy tomorrow. Ibuprofen and icepacks are gonna be your friend," Amy explained, slinging an arm under my shoulders as she helped me along.
"Thanks for the advice," I said.
"Don't mention it," she replied. "You fought well."
"Really?" I said, my tone sarcastic.
"Not really, but... you did it with heart," Amy laughed, leading me to a nearby handwash station.
We both took a moment to wash our hands, as she looked at me with a curious cock of her head in her helmet.
"So... I gotta stay out of trouble for a couple months-"
"And submit to at least a preliminary interview, and more as my editor demands," I replied.
"Right, all that stuff," Amy continued, letting a breath out through her teeth. "That's a lot of work."
"I'll try to keep it fun," I replied.
"I bet you will..." she said, her voice tinged with a dark playfulness. "And you're still gonna do what you gotta do to keep me out of trouble? Because you don't *have* to... the thrill of today was really enough to hold me for a while if I'm being honest... but if you really *wanted* to try to keep me out of trouble, well, I'm sure your attention could certainly help ensure I stay that way...
I thought about this. Even without the firmest memory of what Amy looked like under her helmet and coveralls, I knew she was pretty in a girl next door kind of way, if a little rough and tumble. I could definitely see some good times with her in the cards.
"I mean..." I said, my voice teasing. "If I have to do that to keep you out of trouble... well, I guess that's what I'll have to do."
"Sounds like it," Amy teased back, cocking her head to look down at my waistline. "And it's all true what they say about you? Down there?"
"Not knowing exactly what 'they' you're talking about... yeah, it's still probably true," I replied, before realizing. "Thanks for aiming away from my junk when you were blasting me with all those paintballs, incidentally."
"No problem," Amy said. "You winning wasn't likely, but it wasn't impossible, either. I wanted to hedge my bets and make sure you were functional in case I lost and you were still interested in boning me."
"Very considerate," I said.
"Even though my friends might tell you something else, I do think ahead, sometimes," she admitted. "But..."
I dried my hands on a paper towel, tossing it into a nearby trash can. "But what?"
Drying her hands as well, Amy grabbed me by the wrist and began to drag me along. "Come on! I got an idea!"
I sighed, "You're not gonna hunt me for sport again, are you?"
"No, silly..." she replied, before adding, "Unless you consider that foreplay..."
"I don't," I said, quickly.
"Well, not with that kind of attitude, it isn't," Amy said, her tone playful. "There's a place here I wanna show you... I think you'll like it."
While I was intrigued, and admittedly starting to get a little turned on by the rough and tumble, slightly crazy girl leading the way, I was also suddenly aware that we weren't technically alone out here. Amy had said there were still some Blair Valley kids in hiding, but if they caught us in the heat of the moment... well, that had potential to get a little ugly.
Even so, though, Amy definitely had my interest, and how much safer could I get than being with a girl they all seemed afraid of?
So, I followed her as she dragged me halfway across the course. Occasionally, I heard some movement in the darkness, but that was likely from the other players looking to get the hell out of wherever Amy was dragging me, quite possibly one of her newest victims. I didn't mind the dragging, honestly, especially if it meant a little time getting down and dirty with Amy Temple.
Finally taking me toward an isolated plane fuselage toward the edge of the arena, Amy quickly looked from side to side before pushing me inside one of the open doorways, before following me in.
I looked around this new hideaway she'd led me into before saying, "This... doesn't look all that different from all the other planes."
"True. If you're not looking closely, it looks exactly the same as the rest, I'll give you that," Amy said, waving a hand around to show off the features she could see that I couldn't. "But it's got one side to the outer edge of the arena, meaning the paths to sneak up on us are halved, the openings in the side facing inward give us a great view of what's going on and lets us see anyone coming this way before they have a chance of seeing us, and the tail section is nice and dark and private and usually pretty free of spiders."
I looked around and had to grant that she was right about all these points. "You paint a really romantic picture, you know."
Sauntering toward the tail end of the plane, she clarified, "Oh, please, Ryan... I didn't bring you here for romance. I brought you here for *fun*."
Backing herself against one of the walls of the tail, she began to unzip the front of her coveralls. "Now get the fuck over here and touch me."
I was in pain, but I'd be lying if I said watching her unzip didn't arouse me past the point of feeling a lot of that pain. Watching a girl undress for the first time was one of life's most distinct pleasures, but seeing this aggressive, powerful girl who'd been chasing and hunting me moments before indulging in her teasing side... well, that was pretty fucking exciting, especially since this was hardly a conventional encounter.
I was used to girls in a variety of private spaces, in street clothes, or nicely dressed, or barely dressed by the time they got ready to strip down. Amy, however, was still in her paint-spattered coveralls and helmet that completely obscured her face, and armed, at that. She looked less a typical girl I would be with and more a post-apocalyptic warrior, and with my blood up as it was, I was down for this.
Amy lowered her zipper teasingly, a little at a time, slowly exposing her light blue tank top. She parted the coveralls just enough that I could get a good look at her pert, B-cup breasts behind her tight top, the fabric strained by the imprint of her firm nipples. She continued to lower it a bit at a time, exposing her fit abs, before stopping just at the point that a dark pair of stretchy athletic shorts became visible.
She cocked her head right after she stopped. "Didn't I tell you to get over here and start touching me?"
"Right," I replied, closing the distance between us. "You did say something about that, didn't you?"
"Duh," Amy teased, beckoning me closer.
I began to take my helmet off, but she was quick to stop me. "No... leave the helmet on. You don't wanna chance one of those Blair Valley bitches taking a cheap shot at you while you're busy... and besides, it's kinda cool, isn't it? Keeping it on?"
"It does limit our options in making out..." I said, stopping with only a matter of inches between the two of us. "...but I can work with that if you can."
Slinging her paintball gun over her shoulder again, she grabbed my hands forcefully and placed my left on one of her breasts, and slid the other down between her legs. "I'm working with that. I'm *so* good to work with that..."
I chuckled. "Good..."
It didn't take much with this kind of encouragement to jump in with full enthusiasm. I already had the impression that Amy wasn't the kind of girl to go in for anything gentle, and as I began to squeeze her tits, I jumped right in for squeezing them hard, feeling the firm, yet soft, flesh yielding to my hand as I squeezed, and taking moments to see just how hard I could pinch her nipples before it became a problem. Amy's body tensed as I did this, but it took a moment for her voice to yield as she soon moaned, arching her back to better press her tits against my hand.
"Mmm, that's fucking nice... you really know how to handle a painslut, don't you?" Amy groaned.
I laughed. "You wouldn't be my first... but you would have to be my first in a disused airplane fuselage."
"Fucking knew it," she replied triumphantly, moaning as I switched breasts and pinched her other nipple.
With that hand busy, I had nearly forgotten that my other was resting just beneath her coveralls between her legs. I felt around, rubbing my fingers over the stretchy fabric of her athletic shorts as I teased her pussy. She rocked her hips against me encouragingly, and rather than tease this out, I took the hint and swiftly slid my hand underneath these shorts and her panties, finding her perfectly shaved pussy quite ready for me.
"You're fucking soaked..." I grunted enthusiastically. "Really gets you off hunting guys down, doesn't it?"
Amy laughed, then moaned as I gently probed her outer folds. "You have no idea... so many guys think they can take me because I got this blonde, all-American girl next door fucking look... I've had to spend a lot of my life learning how to give it back to them, and enjoy myself while I'm doing it... so, yeah, maybe I get off on giving a little pain, and getting a little pain... anything wrong with that if everyone's cool with it?"
"Hardly," I said, pinching her nipple hard again, causing Amy to hiss pleasurably. "I just like knowing what I'm working with."
"So far you're working pretty fine... OH!" she exclaimed, surprised when I slipped two fingers inside of her hot, wet cunt.
I fucked my fingers in and out of her while I rolled my thumb over her clit, getting her going pretty damn quickly if I say so myself. She was moaning and rocking her hips against me harder, very much enjoying herself.
"Goddamn it... keep doing that... keep using your thumb like that... fuck, that's fucking good... goddamn... yes, yes... fuck... so you really do know what you're doing, don't you?" Amy said, rolling her head to the side since she couldn't lean back any further against the wall she'd braced herself against.
"Yeah... I've picked up a few things this year..." I boasted, fucking my fingers in and out of her even harder.
"And, fuck, am I glad for that!" Amy moaned, rocking her hips against my hand harder and harder, trying to get everything that I could give her. "Come on, finger me harder... I want it... I can fucking take it... come on, give me another finger, and more of that thumb... FUCK, YES! Three fingers! Three fucking fingers, oh, god, I feel so fucking full... but that's nothing on your cock, is it?"
She reached between my legs and grabbed my cock a little too forcefully through my coveralls. Registering that my grunt was a little more from pain than she intended, she let off the pressure slightly and began to rub me. Even through the coveralls and my jeans, I couldn't deny that it felt pretty great, though I was looking forward to removing some of these layers and really getting down to business.
"That obvious, huh?" I replied, thrusting against her hand as I kept fingering her more energetically.
"That obvious," Amy confirmed. "Even if I hadn't heard all the fucking stories from, like, everyone... it's pretty obvious you're packing, especially when you get hard and think nobody notices. You got a big fucking cock... bet you wind up destroying all the sluts with that."
"And if I do?" I countered, rubbing her clit more firmly.
She groaned. "Then I wanna be one of those sluts... in the worst possible way..."
Amy began to quake and her pussy started spasming. She was on the verge of one hell of an orgasm, and even if I couldn't see her face, I was loving the way her body responded and the way she began to moan more insistently. For a girl who seemed to pride herself in how in control she was at any given moment, seeing her on the verge of losing it was a powerfully erotic moment.
It was one I could've gotten completely lost in if Amy hadn't chosen that moment to raise her paintball gun with her free hand and shout out, "DIE, BLAIR VALLEY SCUM!"
She unleashed a flurry of paintballs in a variety of directions through her moans, getting two distinct, yowling voices in the distance for her troubles as she sent the Blair Valley assholes running with their tails between their legs.
This was also enough, it seemed, to push her over that final edge as she cried out in ecstasy, her body bucking and jolting against me as she came loudly and messily. Her pussy flooded as she jerked and shook, thoroughly coating my hand in her juices as I continued fingering and groping her. She was a loud, unrestrained lover, and her complete lack of fear and absolute freedom she enjoyed in this moment... fuck was it hot.
Finally, the tension left her body, and she regained her strength on wobbly legs. Insistently, she pushed me away, even though it meant pulling my hand out from her pussy. She stood there for a moment, still wobbling, still uncertain as she breathed heavily and bathed in the afterglow of her orgasm.
"That... that was fucking amazing... holy... holy fuck..." Amy moaned, laughing and touching her breasts with her free hand. "Oh... fuck... oh, my nipples are gonna feel that for fucking days."
"That a problem?" I asked. "'cause it sounds pretty fucking fair for all those paintball hits you gave me."
She laughed again. "No, that's very, *very* fine..."
Amy then looked from side to side, making sure we were clear, before she commanded, "Take off your helmet. No one's gonna take any cheap shots at you now."
Though a little hesitant, slowly, I took off my helmet, looking down at her with what must have been a pretty goofy fucking smile as I enjoyed my own afterglow from the intense moment.
She nodded at me. "Yeah, you definitely got a geeky cute thing going. I like it. Geeky cute guys fuck way better than guys who know they're cute, since those guys, they're so fucking full of themselves. Probably one of the big reasons why you're so much better than Micah."
"Yeah?" I asked, enjoying this moment of taunting the smug boy from a distance.
"Oh, yeah, completely," Amy said, reaching up to remove her own helmet. "That asshole, I don't think he even knows the clitoris exists... not exactly a shining example of your gender, if I'm gonna complain..."
I didn't have a moment to respond to this, because this was when she pulled off her helmet and I first got to see her nice and close up. She shook out her hair, straw blonde and shoulder length, tied back in a ponytail. Bright, lively blue eyes that were used to their fair share of mischief looked up at me from a cute, girl-next-door face that mostly had delicate features save for her strong jawline. Her smile was big and cocky, a look that I'm sure was hard to tear away from her, while her lightly tanned skin was currently flush pink from exertion and orgasm.
"You're pretty fucking hot yourself," I replied.
"Thanks, I know, it's pretty cool, right?" Amy laughed. "I'm gonna kiss you now for the good hunt and the orgasm, alright?"
"Alr-"
Before I could get a word out, she threw her arms around my neck and pulled me in close for a fiery, deep kiss as her tongue probed my mouth intently. We both shared a pleasant groan at this, before she let go of me and dropped down onto her still shaky legs, wobbling and looking me up and down.
"Wanna come back to my place and take this to the next fucking level?" she proposed, biting her lip a bit playfully. "And by taking this to the next fucking level, I mean getting naked as fast as we can and fucking like rabbits?"
I didn't need a whole lot of prompting to share my own soft laugh, before pulling her in for another kiss and replying, "You know, Amy... I fucking love direct girls... and I don't think they come any more direct than you."
She kissed me back. "It's one of my many charms, and I've got a lot of charms. So many that most guys don't know how to handle them, but I think you'll be able to handle them."
Amy reached and playfully squeezed my cock through my coveralls again, then pulled her helmet back on. "Come on, let's get out of here so we can get naked and fuuuuuuuuuuck!"
I watched her saunter out, so cocky and energetic, and though I knew I was about to be run through the ringer, I also couldn't deny that I was about as turned on as I'd ever been. Amy was something different... something exciting and special, and even if I was probably going to pay for it tomorrow, goddamn was I sure the two of us were about to have fun.
***
With my bike stashed in the trunk of her car, Amy drove me quickly back to her place. I probably should have been worried about any number of traffic laws that she was breaking, but by this point, I was too damned horny to care too much about this. The wild, tight-bodied blonde sitting next to me eyed me with a fire that I couldn't help but return, even if it meant I was going to be eaten alive.
For how far she had to drive across town to get to her place, we made it there in impressive time, finding her home to be an unassuming suburban house. She led me inside, checking the whiteboard in her garage to see that her parents had left with her younger brothers to go see a movie, and that they would be getting in late. This only seemed to increase the fire in Amy's eyes as she led me to her bedroom, slamming the door behind us as we got in.
I didn't get a lot of time to take her room in, but I saw enough to know that it was definitely her. Crudely taped up posters of Terminator 2, Kill Bill, Mad Max: Fury Road and Battle Royale, a borderline altar of cut-open casts that she'd nailed to the wall like trophies, framed photos with her and some of the other girls from drama, piles of clothes on the floor, an unmade queen-sized bed... yeah, everything about this room seemed exactly how I should have imagined it.
Untying her boots hurriedly, Amy said, "Take off your clothes."
"You first," I replied, though I made an effort to pull off my paint-splattered sneakers as well.
"Fine, fine, get the girl naked fast. All you guys are the same," she joked, kicking her boots off, unmindful of them hitting a nearby dresser.
Though she bent back down quickly to remove her socks, she then stood up, smiling and proud as she unzipped her coveralls once more. This time there was no tease, no hesitation, she tore that zipper down and dropped the coveralls around her ankles, showing off her tight, toned body to my appreciative eyes. Her lean legs, tightly muscled arms and toned body looked good in her tank top and stretchy booty shorts.
"Yeah, yeah, I know..." Amy said, turning around to show me her butt with some level of pride. "I don't look as porny as a lot of the girls around school, but, I got it where it counts."
Since she turned back to face me and looked on expectantly, I nodded and removed my t-shirt, dropping it to the floor.
Amy raised an eyebrow. "Not bad."
"Ditto," I replied, smirking as I looked her up and down again.
"Thanks," she said, grabbing the bottom of her tank top. "But this? This is nothing. Let's get to the good stuff."
If "the good stuff" meant her taking her top off to show me her bare breasts, well, I can't say that she waited long on doing that. Amy tossed her tank top at me, blinding me momentarily as it landed on my face, but once it fell, I got a nice look at her firm, B-cup breasts, looking as tight as the rest of her, with her hard nipples sticking out proudly and begging to be sucked. Now that she was fully exposed to me, I could see a number of scars, some small, some not so small, on her arms, abs, and the exposed parts of her legs. While she did this without shame, I couldn't help but take them in and wonder the kind of pain she'd gone through to get them.



Amy looked down at her tits with some amusement, gently holding up her left breast. "Fuck, you bruised my tit."
"Sorry," I said, absentminded.
"Why're you sorry? It was a good shot, and I got you plenty first," she replied, motioning at my own chest.
To be fair, she was right about this, since she'd really done a number on me. While most of the paintball shots she'd hit me with would only leave minor welts that would clear up in the next day or so, there were a few decent bruises that'd take a bit longer.
"Well, I'm glad it didn't scar, at least," I said.
"Why?" Amy laughed. "I love my scars. Badges of honor."
She showed off a large burn scar on her left wrist. "See that? Fireworks accident when I was eight."
Next, Amy put her right foot up on the bed, bending her knee to best show off a jagged, round scar on her ankle. "Shark bite, two years ago."
She then pointed to a long, straight scar on the left side of her abs. "Scottsdale... oof, that was a mess."
Finally, she reached her thumbs into her shorts and pulled them, and her panties, down around her ankles, standing before me completely naked. Amy put her foot up on the bed again, raising her knee high as she lewdly displayed her shaved pussy to me.
"So..." Amy said, looking down at my straining bulge. "You do want this, right?"
Wordlessly, I pulled off my jeans and underwear, letting my thick, ten-inch-long cock bounce out to properly show my enthusiasm as I joined her in being naked.
She groaned, softly, licking her lips. "Well. There's my answer."
"Uh huh," I replied, taking an inspiration from her and closing the distance between us quickly. I quickly grabbed her by the shoulders, throwing her to the bed roughly with every intention of jumping on top of her for some fierce kisses right afterward.
However, Amy wasn't going to let a simple throw take her to the bed easily. Landing on her back, she swiftly pulled up her legs and rolled backwards off the bed, landing on her feet on the other side with her hands on her hips and a cocky grin on her lips.
"You're gonna have to do better than that," Amy taunted.
I was momentarily taken aback by this move, but once my senses returned, I charged around the bed, looking to grab this tight little bitch. Laughing and playfully taunting me, Amy did a quick parkour leap over her bed, landing on the other side with eyes sparkling with mischief.
"Come on!" she teased, dancing from side to side. "Do you wanna fuck me or don't ya?"
Amy was making my blood boil with horny frustration, which, considering that that was clearly her intent, well done on her. That didn't stop the fact that I wanted to be in her sooner rather than later, and so I darted for her again, for Amy to simply avoid me by dodging over the bed again.
This became something of a pattern, her effortlessly evading me and laughing like hell as we played this game, while I made progressively clumsier attempts to get at her.
Soon, I realized that there was no way I'd ever outrun her, but if there was one thing I had, it was height. I had longer arms and legs than Amy, and decided that if I was going to take her, I was going to have to use those to my advantage rather than pure speed.
Teasingly, Amy stood on her mattress, looking down at me tauntingly. "If it makes you feel better for being so slow and all, I'm getting really wet from all this... always love a good chase."
To prove her point, she reached down to spread her pussy lips apart, showing off her arousal about as lewdly as she possibly could.
I inched closer to her, only a little, not enough to scare her off, but enough to press my advantage when I was ready to make my move. "You like making this hard, don't you?"
Amy shrugged, then laughed. "I like making you hard. And a little challenge. Why, you got a pro-"
Before she could finish her sentence, I swung my left arm at her legs, low. As expected, Amy jumped up, and slightly away from me, easily letting my arm swing beneath her feet.
This was where some planning and height came in handy, however, as soon after swinging my left arm, I swung my right even higher, reaching out for her and grabbing her ankle. It was a clumsy attack, but effective, and as I gripped her foot, I pulled toward me, causing her to awkwardly, and heavily fall on the bed. Though she rolled onto her front to try to crawl away, she was still stunned enough by my clumsy grab that she wasn't as quick as she usually was.
That was when I pounced.
Grabbing hold of her ankles, I spread Amy's legs and climbed up onto my knees between them, before grabbing her by the hips and pulled her up onto her knees. She put her hands beneath her, I thought to crawl, but then looked behind me with determination.
"Cheap move. Effective, but cheap," Amy said, looking back at me.
I grabbed hold of my thick cock and slapped it against the side of her ass, making her moan.
"I'll show you what else is effective," I replied, lining it up with her pussy and teasing it over her folds.
Now, as you know if you've read my story this far, when I'm with a girl for the first time, I tend to enjoy teasing out that first push inside of her. I like to savor the moment, understand what makes her pussy so special and really encode her in my memories. A lot of my best memories come from that first time I'd ever entered a woman, and with a little more patience, I could have made this one of those moments as well.
In the best of ways, though, I'd run out of all patience for Amy, and decided that the slow and steady approach might not be the best with her. If I went slow with her, she might laugh and wriggle out of my grasp, and I wasn't looking forward to another chase.
No, I was going to fuck this painslut before she could get away.
With my cock still in hand, I teased it over her wet slit briefly, making her moan like a bitch in heat, before I pushed forward without mercy. Amy cried out in surprise, and pleasure, as my cockhead was soon spreading her folds, then popping inside of her. I might have lacked any gentleness as I did this, but the way she eyed me and cried out pleasurably, beating her fists against her mattress, this was the right move.
Amy was oh so ready for me, and had no objections as I pushed forward roughly, not stopping until I'd buried every inch inside of her tight, grasping cunt... and oh, was she tight. You could tell how much this girl worked out at a glance, but you couldn't know with any real certainty until you've been inside her pussy, let me tell you. Her muscles gripped my cock tightly, never wanting to let go, and seemingly not wanting to let me move.
"Pretty cool move, right?" Amy teased, gripping my cock with her cunt muscles. "Fuck... that's some good fucking cock... knew it would be... I fucking knew it..."
I growled, grabbing hold of her hips and trying to pull back, only for her to grip me tighter. Blazing with need, I reached back and slapped her ass.
Hard.
Amy barely flinched, looking back at me with those playful, taunting eyes.
I was really going to have to get rough with her, wasn't I?
I reached back again and slapped her ass again, harder.
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
She looked back at me, impassively, but let up some of the pressure on my cock, letting me slide in and out of her a little. This caused her eyes to flutter slightly and her body to relax even more as a moan escaped her lips, allowing me to begin fucking her properly.
Well, if those slaps had gotten her this far...
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
That last one got an actual squeal of pleasure out of her, and I knew I was on the right track. With her pussy thoroughly relaxed and ever so hot and wet, I could fuck in and out of her with abandon, really giving it to her in a way that brought out the beast in me.
I wrapped her blonde ponytail around my hand and pulled her up so that we were both on our knees, her back to my front as I roughly fucked up into her cunt. I reached around her with my free hand, squeezing one of her tits hard and getting a proper moan out of her when I pinched her nipple even harder.
"You fucking love this, don't you?" I hissed into her ear. "Getting it rough? Being so tough, but being made to surrender? Being my little fucking painslut?"
Moaning louder, Amy replied, "Guilty as *fucking* charged."
I tugged harder on her ponytail, arching her neck so she could better look at me as I spoke with a low voice full of dark intent, "Good."
I claimed her mouth with my own, holding this fiery bitch against me as our bodies collided in a wild, frenzied fuck. Amy was good... so fucking good. Even though I was in a dominant position, she fucked back against me perfectly, squeezing my cock with her cunt in a complimentary way that only increased my pleasure as I railed her, the two of us making out as if we had just found out that the world was ending in a matter of moments.
"There we go! There we *fucking* go!" Amy growled as I roughly fucked her. "Come on, fuck me! Fuck me hard! Fuck me like a bitch, 'cause I can fucking take it! That's it, harder, harder, fuck me harder! Fuck me like I've always wanted to be fucked!"
I ran my hand up from her tits to her neck, wrapping it gently around her throat for stability as I continued brutally fucking up into her. "And how do you want to be fucked, *slut*?"
You can't say that Amy Temple lacked passion.
She answered me, "Like I can't be fucking broken! Like I'm not some pretty little doll who's gonna be wrecked if she's mishandled! I can take it! I want it! I love it! Squeeze my throat, like that! Yes! Yes! Yes! Give it to me! Fuck, I love it! Harder, keep giving it to me harder! Goddamn it, like that! Fuck me! Harder! Harder! Fuck me hard, fuck me harder, wreck my fucking holes, make it so I can't walk straight tomorrow! Make me fucking cum so hard I'll never forget it! Do it! Give it to me!!!"
Reaching back, Amy pushed out of my grasp, falling face-down onto the bed as I continued to fuck down into her.
"Goddamn it, motherfucker! So fucking good! Your cock's so fucking big... so much bigger than Micah's... and you fuck me like I wanna be fucked! That asshole just made it all about him, but you're giving me what I want, and I love it, I love it! Grab my wrists!" Amy yelled, putting her wrists behind her back as I fucked her.
I grabbed them like she demanded, and I pulled, slightly. It was a bit of an awkward position, but the awkwardness of it combined with how roughly I fucked her seemed to be exactly what Amy was looking for. She'd collapsed face-down on the bed, a yowling, rutting mess, forcing herself back against me as I continued fucking her and enjoying the way her body tensed against mine. Her words had devolved into muffled cries of "harder" and "fuck" and "cum", becoming unintelligible whenever she went facedown into her mattress, but I liked to think I got the gist of it. I was fucking about as hard as I'd ever fucked any woman as I gave it to her, pulling her back by the wrists at her insistence as I got more and more into it.
And at the moment it felt like this was reaching a crescendo, two things happened in very quick succession.
The first was Amy cumming with apocalyptic strength. Seriously, the way she shook the bed and squeezed my cock with her violently gushing pussy, you'd have thought the world was ending, or at the very least that whatever demon apparently possessed her had some serious vendetta against her bed.
The second was Amy jolting so hard that I heard a devastating and sudden pop. I thought I might have broken part of her bed, at first, but a quick assessment told me that the bed looked fine, and that I quite possibly imagined the sound.
Amy slowed down, collapsing onto the bed briefly after I let go of her arms. She breathed heavily, laughing lowly to herself as she basked in the afterglow of such a hard orgasm.
"Ohhhhhhh fuck... oh that was fun," she said, pulling off of my cock and crawling away with her right arm, while her left trailed beside her and-
"Holy shit!" I said, goggling at her left shoulder. "Are you alright?"
"Oh?" Amy said, turning her head to look at her left shoulder. "Ah, I thought that might've happened again."
"Again?!?!?" I exclaimed, looking at her lopsided left shoulder with some alarm.
On her knees, she crawled up to the headboard of her bed. "Yeah, it goes in and out all the time when things get a little rough. Sex, go-kart crash, throwing myself off a building, you name it. Barely even hurts anymore."
Amy turned her body to look at me with a cocky grin, before swinging her shoulder intensely at the headboard. I heard another devastating popping sound, and suddenly Amy looked a lot more limber, rocking her now appropriately-shaped shoulder around as she tested her flexibility.
"*Barely*," Amy repeated, rocking her shoulder again, before looking at me with hungry eyes. "You didn't cum yet? Well, gotta fix that."
I was still trying to comprehend the fact that Amy's shoulder had managed to pop out of place during sex, and that she was barely concerned with it, when she grabbed me and threw me onto my back on the bed. She crawled over me, grabbing my cock and lining it up with her pussy. Her eyes never leaving mine, she settled back down on my cock, ensuring that every inch was buried inside of her before she began to ride me.
Still amazed, I said, "You can just do that like... like it's nothing?"
"Take dick?" she laughed, bouncing up and down on my cock enthusiastically. "Duh! Kinda what pussies do, right?"
"No, I mean... fuck, your shoulder!" I exclaimed between moans as she rode me with impressive ferocity.
"It's really nothing," Amy moaned, leaning down to push her tits into my face, groaning softly when I began to suckle on one of her nipples. "First popped it out of place, like, six years ago, and ever since then I realized it I could kind of do it at will. I figure that if I'm ever forced into a straightjacket, I'll be able to Houdini or Riggs my way out of it pretty easy... why, it a turn-off that I can do that?"
I had to be honest. "I mean, it's not like it's a turn-*on*... it's just kind of a surprise."
She laughed, sitting back on my cock again as she continued to bounce. "Hey, you stuck around, that's something! I've been with guys who completely lost their shit and just ran or tried to call 911 or whatever, but sticking around... that makes you special... and just makes me wanna fuck you more... and I already liked fucking you a ton because of this cock!"
Amy groaned, reaching up to squeeze her nipples with both hands as she continued rapidly bouncing on my cock. "I mean... I know that doesn't exactly make me special, liking your cock... but, so fucking what! We're here now! Living our fucking lives and fucking because we can, and that's fucking beautiful!"
She had a point I couldn't argue with. I'd spent a lot of my life inside my head, not living in the moment and letting a lot pass me by. Amy didn't live like that, and I kind of envied her. It seemed like she'd always been so sure of herself, while I was always questioning and second-guessing everything. Maybe it meant she took some dumb risks for that thrill she always wanted to chase, but she also fucking *lived*. I couldn't *not* envy her for that certainty, but that didn't make me want her any less.
If anything, it only turned me on more. I grabbed her hips and only continued to fuck up into her harder.
I looked at one of her posters on the wall, and couldn't help but feel a little inspiration as I paraphrased a quote through my grunts and moans, "You really know how to ride historic on my cock."
A look of bright, unrestrained joy overtook Amy's face as I said that, as she raised her fists in triumph over her head. "And he can quote action movies while fucking! I got a winner here! Fuck yeah! Witness me, motherfuckers!"
With that, she collapsed onto me, her hips a blur as she rode my cock and kissed me with a passion that could have sucked the life out of me if she really wanted to. It was at this point that I first became aware how on the verge of bursting my cock was, a fact that Amy must have been acutely aware of for some time, as soon she was leaning in and whispering into my ear, her voice almost tender when she spoke while her hips and pussy were doing things that were very far from tender to my cock.
"I want you to cum... cum for me... you can cum in me if you want, or on me, whatever, wherever, I just want to make you cum... you make me feel so fucking good, give me what I want, what I fucking *need*, and now I want to return the favor. Please cum for me... however you want, wherever you want, just let me know... please cum, please, cum for me..."
After that, she put her face above mine, smiling down at me prettily in a look that almost shared some of that girl-next-door innocence that you would have expected of Amy if you only just glanced at her.
I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her close as she continued fucking me hard, keeping her close so I could kiss her deeply. Don't ask me why, but in this moment of closeness while she savagely fucked my cock, the simple act of her sucking on my tongue finally set me off. Unable to stop myself, I came deep inside of Amy Temple, an act that seemed to set her off as she once again came messily on my cock. Pleasure overtook me as her expert pussy muscles threatened to drain every ounce of fluid in my body, pulling every last drop of cum deeper and deeper inside of her, her moans of absolute ecstasy matched only by my low, uncontrolled groans as I pumped every drop of cum I had inside of her.
We both slowed down more quickly this time, with Amy collapsing pleasantly on top of me, the two of us catching our breaths as we made out. To say we'd worked up a sweat at this point would be a grave understatement, as her sheets seemed to be pretty fucking soaked through at this point, and not just because we both cum pretty explosively. If this was a problem, Amy didn't let it show, as she soon climbed off of me and lay down next to me.
"Fuck... that was awesome," she said, fanning herself off with one hand.
"So awesome," I agreed, laughing and turning my head just enough to look at her.
For a girl who I was used to seeing on the rough and tumble side, I doubted I'd ever seen her more beautiful than I had in this moment. Amy had a glow of self-satisfaction and pleasure as she basked in the aftermath of such a devastating fuck, but even through that pleasantness, there was a hint of mischief in her grin that indicated that we were far from done.
"So, this what you expected when you were hunting down an interview today?" Amy asked, reaching down to toy with the leaking river of cum pouring from her cunt.
"Expected?" I said, taking a breath through my teeth as I considered a diplomatic approach, before settling on honesty. "Never. But with the weird as fuck year that I'm having, I always have to consider the possibility that something like this will happen."
"Sounds like a rough fucking year," Amy said, rolling her eyes at me.
"Oh, the roughest," I replied, chuckling sarcastically. "I mean, I never know when I have to be at the ready for some new adventure, some girl who needs to experience my cock for the first time..."
"Which is pretty fucking amazing," Amy continued. "Can't say that enough. That is an awesome, *awesome* fucking cock. And you know what to do with it, which is a bonus. So many guys are so useless, I gotta use them if I wanna get what I want."
"You gotta find better guys," I said.
"Good guys are hard to find; sometimes a girl's gotta use whatever she can get her hands on, and make the best of it," she said, smiling as she reached down to grab my cock. "Speaking of... how soon will you be ready for more?"



I didn't know if I'd adequately survive more sex with Amy, at the pace we kept, but looking at her, I responded, "Pretty soon."
"Fuck yeah," she replied. "Guys are usually even more useless after I'm done with them. I make 'em wear condoms and everything, try to dull their cocks, I even go easy on them, but even then they're just fucking done because they can't keep up with all this..."
Amy waved down her body for emphasis, pointing back down to her cum-filled pussy. "...but you, you go at me bareback, make me cum twice, fill me up, and you're ready for more? Goddamn... no wonder you're so fucking popular."
"Heh..." I chuckled, that last word hitting me with surprising strength.
"What?" Amy asked.
"Popular still sounds like a dirty word to me sometimes," I admitted, reaching over to squeeze one of her breasts while she continued to toy with my cock. "I remember when popular used to mean something I'd never have, and that the people who had it are all assholes I couldn't stand, but now... fuck, I don't know what a lot of things mean anymore, and I think I like it that way."
She nodded, then moaned softly as I pinched her nipple. "Yeah, fuck labels... I mean, some of 'em are good, but, like as guidelines... to see a real person, you gotta go further than that."
I grinned. "Like fucking them?"
Amy laughed. "That's one way... *one* way... one of the best ways, in my opinion, but not the only one, especially depending on the person... but, yeah, especially fuck people who take labels too damn seriously. People have tried to do that my whole fucking life, tell me who they think I am and what I ought to do to be that person they think I am..."
"And what did you do about them?" I asked.
Amy smirked. "Told them they can all go to hell... and that I'd kick their ass once I met 'em there."
We both shared a laugh at that one, then a kiss... then a few more kisses, and some groping, and some light moaning, before Amy asked, "So... *how* ready are you?"
With my cock now back at something resembling full strength, I was more than happy to figure out just how ready I was. Grinning roguishly, I rolled on top of Amy, pinning her down because I knew that if I didn't, there would likely be some playful fighting in my near future. This proved accurate, as even though I pinned her hands above her head, she still writhed beneath me.
"That ready, huh?" Amy proposed, rocking her hips against me, her pussy lips grinding against my erection.
Arranging both of her hands so I could pin them down with one, I reached down with my other hand to try to line my cock up with her cunt. Though Amy continued to grind against me, she squirmed just enough to make it a challenge.
"And you aren't ready?" I questioned, slowing my attempts at entering her.
"Oh, I'm ready!" Amy shot back. "But if you want this, you're gonna have to take it... I made it easy for you before-"
"You call that easy?" I laughed.
"Yeah," she said, struggling more, and proving difficult to hold in place. "But if you want me this time, you're gonna have to take me. What do you think about that?"
I could have gone on at length about what I thought about that, but instead of fighting her on the matter, I leaned in for a deep, long kiss. This caught Amy off guard, but in a way that she seemed to like, closing her eyes and moaning softly against my lips.
This was when I took my opportunity to pounce, pushing my cockhead against her outer folds and sliding back inside her again. This was enough to make Amy's eyes go wide, and through our kisses I could feel her curses as I buried the last of my cock inside of her once more.
Amy broke the kiss, moaning. "No fair, you plied me with kisses. I want a do-over..."
I let go of her hands, then wrapped a hand around her throat as I pinned her to the bed. This got a look of surprise, then a nice big smile from Amy.
"But do you really?" I asked, starting an impressive pace as I began to roughly fuck in and out of her.
"Fine... fine... you got me..." she moaned, wrapping her arms around me tightly, pulling me in so she could whisper in my ear. "...but that doesn't mean I won't make you pay... just a little..."
The bright, stinging sensation of her raking her fingernails down my back hurt at first, but only fired me up even more. If she wanted to make this rough, make this *hurt*, well, I was happy to oblige her.
This commenced some of the most unhinged, violent sex I think I had ever had. Amy was a creative little slut, that was something I could never take away from her, and she had no problem having me contort her into whatever position I wanted, or she wanted, or that either of us could think of. Though she didn't dislocate her shoulder again, it felt like we would get close a few times for how hard she wanted me to go at her. Unassuming at a glance, I found out that she was the very definition of insatiable, cumming frequently and messily and always wanting more. She added teeth to her arsenal, giving me some intense hickies and bite marks to add to the scratches and bruises she'd given me.
Every time she did this, anger would flash in me, and I would only wind up fucking her harder, making sure the pleasure and the pain intertwined were being well distributed between the two of us. Every time I'd squeeze her neck, or bite her, or take her over my knees and spank her until her ass glowed bright pink, Amy would squeal and scream and beg for more, and I had no choice but to give it to her. She fucked hard enough and long enough that I could say with confidence that I'd had foursomes that took less out of me, and afterward, she would *still* keep going. God only knows how many times I'd cum in her mouth and pussy or simply painted her... fuck, this girl was a cumslut, screaming and loving it every time I pulled out of her and made a mess all over her.
By this time, Amy was unrecognizable as the girl who'd brought me here from paintball. She looked like she had been to war and only barely made it out with her life, a look I'm sure I shared. I took my moment in this period to grab a few pictures of her, at her most tired and vulnerable, thinking that I was finished and that it'd be days before I could get erect again.
And there, as I stood over the bed, looking down at her prone and exhausted, battered and cum-covered form, Amy smiled her cutest smile and grabbed my cock, stroking me back to life until I was at full strength once more, keeping this going until I came on her face once more.
I think even she could tell after this point that we'd hit a certain wall, as I sat on the bed next to her, catching my bearings. Smiling and covered in cum, Amy sat up next to me, flexing her shoulder.
"So... I'd say you earned it," Amy said.
"Earned what?" I replied weakly, looking at this cum-covered goddess in some awe.
"I mean, first of all, me staying out of trouble... hoo boy, you keep fucking me like that and I won't have the energy to get into trouble... but more than that, you've earned your questions? Your interview?" she laughed, licking a band of cum off her lips. "I'm ready for 'em whenever you are, so, you know, fire away!"
An interview at this point felt like the furthest thing from what I was capable of, but I had come here on a mission, hadn't I?
Nodding, I scrolled through my phone, looking for the right document, while Amy sat beside me touching herself lewdly, teasingly, loving the naked absurdity of our interview.
Snapping one last picture of her like this, I said, "Let me find my questions..."
***
In the end, I got my interview, though as I made my way home, I wondered if the price was worth it.
And then I slapped some sense into myself and realized, yes, the cost was entirely worth it. I'd spent the better part of the evening having some of the roughest, wildest sex I'd ever had with Amy Temple, and had the battle scars to prove it. In addition to all the welts I still bore from paintball, I was scratched up, had a collection of intense hickies, and had sore muscles that would be giving me trouble for days. I'd been with some girls before who liked their sex rough, but I had my doubts that I'd ever be able to match up with Amy... fuck, I honestly looked forward to the next time I could hook up with her.
After, you know, a respectable recovery period.
I was probably ambitious when I declined Amy's offer of a ride home, opting to take my bike instead since, well, that had always served me well in getting around Regan Hills. Normally I loved that rush of air, the feeling of freedom. Now, after about a mile away from her place, what had happened between us caught up all at once, and I felt like hell. My muscles stopped agreeing with me, my balance was shot... yeah, I wasn't going to make it home on my own.
I nearly called one of my girlfriends, but after checking our group text and seeing that the three of them were out having a girl's night, I didn't want to interrupt.
Dad was a *maybe* option, but at this hour, I didn't want to drag him out of whatever state of rare relaxation he'd found himself in.
After running through them, the next call seemed obvious, and though I wouldn't be interfering with a date, I was hopeful that calling her was the right idea.
Lo and behold, when I needed a Valkyrie to descend from the heavens to save me, there was Tori McNeil in her beat-up car, here to come to my rescue.
Helping me load my bicycle into the back of her car, my redheaded best friend, wearing her best and comfiest worn tie-dyed shirt and sweatpants, was quite sympathetic to my plight.
"Ooh, I could've warned you about Amy Temple. Her and I hooked up once back during summer and... well... I think I actually looked exactly as bad as you do now," Tori said, her voice even and kind.
Achingly making my way over to the passenger side door, I flashed Tori a thumb's up. "Worth it."
She laughed. "Oh, god, yeah, so fucking worth it. Just take your time to recover."
"Yeah, that's not gonna be a problem this time," I laughed, sliding into the passenger seat, and finding that Tori had set up a kit on her dashboard in case I needed it.
Taking her place in the driver's seat, she was all too happy to overexplain everything she'd set out. "Didn't know what state you'd be in, but, I got bandages, ice packs, hot packs, painkillers, Gatorade, water, hand soap, hand sanitizer, wet wipes, protein bars that don't taste like ass, and some Twinkies that are on the older side but, not like a *thousand* years old or anything, so they should still be edible."
Thoroughly relieved, I grabbed one of the Twinkies and said, "Thank you."
"Hey, what are friends for, right?" Tori replied, laughing nervously. "Especially friends you've made up with after a few months of falling out with and all that?"
I chuckled. "I did make the right call tonight, right? You're not going to drive me into a telephone pole or something, are you?"
"Nah," she said. "December Tori would've considered it, even though she wouldn't have done it even then since even she wasn't that vindictive a bitch... March Tori, though? She wouldn't even consider considering it. I much prefer March Tori."
"Good to know," I said, polishing off my Twinkie in another couple bites before settling back in my seat. "I might pass out on you soon."
"Then feel free to pass out," Tori said. "Wouldn't be the first time."
"No," I said, my words feeling softer and further away as the day's exhaustion began to take me. "But..."
"You don't have to talk if you don't want to. I know the way to your place," she said. "I just feel happy that you called me when you needed help... I've missed helping you, and I want things to be right, so... yeah, you don't have to talk, I'm just happy to have you here."
"Yeah, but I like talking with you. Wanna make up for lost time, too," I said, too tired to sound nearly convincing enough that I wouldn't pass out on her.
Tori looked at me with a pleasant skepticism and said, "Alright... what do you want to talk about?"
Closing my eyes, I said, "Well, you know how my day was... how was yours?"
"Not as exciting as yours," Tori said. "But it still had its eventful moments..."
And so, I found myself slowly drifting off into a pleasant doze as Tori told me about her day, telling me about her assignment from Nadia, her hanging out with April and some friends, even her taking a call from her older sister, Rachel. I was far from the greatest conversationalist at this point, but she didn't mind, lulling me into sleep as I reflected rather happily on where my life was now compared to the misery I'd feared senior year would be.
Josie, Brooke and Sarah, the most amazing girlfriends a guy could ask for.
Friends again with Tori.
Respect and responsibility with the Puma Press.
A life of sex, adventure, sexy adventure and adventurous sex...
I knew that as the school year wrapped up, things would no doubt get rougher, and crazier, but for now...
My life felt pretty fucking amazing.
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. It's been a rough few years, and in times like this, it becomes very easy to give in to anger and let that rule your life. I ask that, instead of letting anger run your life, take a breath, ask yourself if anger is really best in this moment, and if it isn't, try to guide it more constructively. When given an opportunity, try to spread a little kindness in the world instead of hate. Do something nice for a complete stranger. Brighten the day of someone you care about. Talk to a friend you haven't talked to in ages. Help someone who is having a hard time. It's a rough world out there these days, and while that doesn't look like it will change anytime soon, it doesn't take much to make it just a little bit better. Please be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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"Officious little prick."
All it took was those three little words. Well, two little words and a bigger one that did little to improve 18-year-old Gwen Savage's already foul mood. It was Halloween night, and with the streets dark and glowing with jack-o-lanterns and decorations, Gwen knew she should've been in the kind of festive mood that Halloween always put her in. Unfortunately, she'd drawn the short straw to be the night's designated driver, so things started off in a pretty miserable state. Though most of the trick-or-treaters had gone in for the night, there were still some out there, and she didn't need to be missing one not looking both ways before crossing the street in front of her because Sasha *fucking* Pearl had to throw out two little words, and one big one and making Gwen think harder than she wanted to tonight.
"What?" Gwen asked, lowering the volume on the car's speakers and (quieting "Don't Fear the Reaper did little to improve her mood) looking in the rearview mirror at her fellow Regan Hills High School cheerleader.
And Sasha was probably her friend, she guessed.
As ever, the willowy redhead with the unstylish glasses could've been mistaken for a fucking nerd if you didn't know how hot she was. Gwen was certain that Sasha's slutty Little Mermaid costume, combined with her hot body, was sure to get her some dick tonight. Sitting behind Gwen, she leaned forward to better get her point across.
That she was clearly already a little buzzed, even before the party, did little to settle Gwen's annoyance of having to be the "responsible" one.
"'Officious little prick'. That's what Jackie called Mr. Ullman after he tried mansplaining when she could and couldn't go to the bathroom in math class," Sasha explained. "And she's right, I mean, he had no right doing that."
"Who's Jackie?" Gwen asked, more annoyed at having to ask follow-up questions.
"Nice girl. Brown hair, decent-sized boobs, walks with a bit of a limp? She's smart, so she probably doesn't travel in your circles," Sasha chuckled sheepishly, eyeing the girl who sat next to her in the car's backseat for backup.
The stacked Latina, and fellow cheerleader, Jade Alvarez, was wearing her own take on a slutty Snow White costume (which Gwen had to say she was fucking *rocking*), looked from Sasha to Gwen, gauging the room before giving her own response. Seeing the blaze in Gwen's eyes, Jade soon turned her attention back to Sasha.
"Come on, that wasn't very nice, Sasha," Jade said, her voice friendly yet stern.
Chastened, Sasha turned her attention to Gwen. "You know I'm just messing with you, right? 'cause I'm a little buzzed? I didn't mean to make it seem like I thought you were... fuck..."
Sasha looked convincingly miserable, which gave Gwen a little thrill. She knew that people thought of her as a bitchy, big-titted blonde, and that she was hardly the smartest girl in school, and while there were times where it felt fine to joke about it, tonight was not one of those nights. As much as she was Sasha's friend, being called dumb by her, even jokingly, tempted Gwen into considering leaving her on the side of the road to walk the rest of the way to the party.
As usual, it was up to Jade to play a rather apt peacemaker. "She really didn't mean anything by it. Sasha?"
Jade eyed her redheaded friend sternly. Nodding, and understanding that she'd clearly pissed off their designated driver, Sasha leaned back in her seat.
"I'm sorry, Gwen. I didn't mean to piss you off, or be a bitch, or, fuck, man, I'm sorry. I just wanted to share the moment and let it make me stupid, but don't let my stupid make your night worse, yeah?" Sasha said, smiling that huge, goofy smile that Gwen always claimed to hate, even though it secretly warmed her heart.
Gwen rolled her eyes. "Whatever. It's Halloween. Good night for some fuckups, and you could've fucked this one up worse."
"Well, I'm still sorry," Sasha replied, leaning forward to squeeze her friend's shoulder. "And you're still the best, and making a huge and awesome sacrifice for us tonight, and we love you for it, and I'll do whatever it takes to pay you back."
"You can start by telling me, uh... that thing she called him?" Gwen said, trying to steer the conversation back on course.
After a moment of trying to remember where they'd left off, Sasha suggested, "Officious little prick?"
"Yeah, uh..." Gwen said, trailing off in her bitchiest tone, not wanting to admit that she didn't know a word.
Thankfully, without having to say it, her friends understood that side of her.
Jade reached up behind Gwen and put a calming hand on her shoulder. "Officious means an asshole, like, a guy who can't stop sticking his nose where it doesn't belong and thinks that he's the end-all, be-all of hot shit and big ideas."
That helped it click for Gwen, and though it did little for the bitchy sneer on her face, as she lined up the word with her impression of Regan Hills High School's least favorite math teacher, she agreed, "Yeah. He *is* an officious little prick."
"Fuck yeah, he is," Jade agreed, leaning back in her seat and smiling.
"See? Something we can all agree on. And we taught Gwen a new SAT word!" Sasha said teasingly, rubbing her friend's shoulder from behind again.
"Do you want me to poke her for you, Gwen? Because I'll *totally* poke her for you," Jade suggested.
"Poke away. Bitch's just asking for a good poking," Gwen replied, amused.
Jade was good to her word, poking Sasha in the side of her bare midriff enough to make her squeal in surprise and delight. Soon there was a full-fledged tickle fight going on in the backseat, full of enough laughter and gropes that Gwen wouldn't have been surprised if Sasha and Jade had just started getting it on back there.
It wouldn't be the first time, after all.
Gwen rolled her eyes and turned the volume back up on "Don't Fear the Reaper" so she wouldn't have to linger on her friends. Sasha was already a couple drinks in to enjoying Halloween night and not afraid to let it show. Jade was going to be a good girl, as always, and wait for the party before she got drunk and started slutting it up with Sasha. It wouldn't even take more than a drink or two for them to get lucky, by Gwen's estimation, while even a light buzz wasn't in the cards for her this Halloween.
She'd have to find another way to cause some trouble tonight... and oh, would there be opportunities. Halloween was an *excellent* night for mischief, after all.
As long as she could remember, her small hometown of Regan Hills, California, had always taken Halloween seriously. Even though October in Southern California was more like an extension of summer with every passing year, things looked enough like a spooky kind of Fall tonight that you could easily ignore the heat. It wasn't uncommon to see streets where every house had multiple lit jack-o-lanterns and other assorted decorations, with some homes going fairly over the top in an effort to attract as many trick-or-treaters as possible. There were entire blocks known for giving out top quality candy, meaning you'd get kids trucking in from several towns over looking for the best damn trick-or-treating you could find.
When she was little, Gwen loved to go trick-or-treating, and then maybe go for a good scare or two at the Halloween Scream carnival they held over at Regan Hills High School. The cheap, hastily thrown together haunted houses of the carnival used to scare the hell out of her, but now seemed to her the stupidest damn thing that someone could do with a night like this.
Growing up, Halloween had become less about seasonal adventure, and more about one thing and one thing only: parties. There were always a few good Halloween parties being thrown in town by one of her classmates, and after a few bad experiences at mediocre celebrations, Gwen had finally narrowed down the best, and for that matter, *only* party she was willing to attend.
"There's Scarlett's house," Jade instructed, pointing to a large suburban house up ahead.
Gwen's eyes widened on seeing the place. "It's lit up like the goddamn Fourth of July."
Projectors threw images of ghosts in windows, while the front yard itself was made up as an elaborate graveyard, with a number of static and moving figures of zombies used to further accentuate the scene. Dozens of lit jack-o-lanterns seemed to be crammed into every crevasse, while a smoke machine gave a decent foggy effect to the darkened cemetery. It wasn't exactly "scary", but spooky enough that the Halloween spirit was pretty thick around the place.
With music blaring from inside and a few of their classmates milling around out front, Gwen would've found the right place even without Jade's directions.
"Fuck yeah," she muttered to herself, grinning darkly.
It took a minute to find a decent parking spot, but when they did, the trio of cheerleaders exited the car with a determination that seemed more appropriate for storming a castle than it did approaching a local Halloween party. In their respective Snow White and Little Mermaid costumes, Jade and Sasha stepped out and straightened themselves, strolling toward the party with a clear eagerness.
As hot as Gwen could admit those two looked, she knew that tonight she was easily the hottest of the trio. At 5'0", Gwen was quite the stunner, in a vaguely trashy sort of way. Her long, dirty blonde hair fell about her pretty face, with sultry brown eyes that were lively in the way of a predator looking for their next prey. She wore slightly too much makeup even for the night, with heavy eyeliner, fake eyelashes and a crimson shade of lipstick that she mostly managed to pull off. Years of dance had given her a tight body, offset only by her impressive ass and full, D-cup breasts that looked all the more impressive in her slutty Little Red Riding hood outfit. Her corset was tight enough to make her boobs look fucking awesome, and the skirt short enough that it barely covered her ass. Combined with her flowing, hooded cloak, and she knew she looked positively gorgeous.
Yeah, there was no fucking way she wasn't getting some tonight.
"Anyone wanna take a bet on who's gonna get laid first tonight?" Gwen proposed, smirking as the trio crossed the street.
"Bets make things mean," Jade said, shaking her head.
"Yeah, but that's part of the *fun*," Gwen shot back. "And I'm all about *fun* tonight. Fun, or trouble, whatever's easier to find."
"If I say yes and then make a bet that you're gonna get laid first, then I can do nothing and still make some cash, right? I mean, Jade's looking fucking hot, but, you're gonna get it in like ten minutes, right? Yeah. I'm betting on you," Sasha said, toying with her purse as if she actually meant to pull out money.
"No, that's not how this fucking works," Gwen said, shaking her head. "I mean... fuck, why do I even try with you guys anymore?"
"Because we're your friends and we love you?" Jade said, fluttering her eyelashes playfully.
"And we know how to make you have fun even when you're determined to be a grumpy bitch, and it always, *always* works because we know you so well?" Sasha suggested.
Gwen shook her head in annoyance, mostly because they were right.
"Whatever," Gwen grumbled, hiding her smile.
Deciding to change the topic to brighten her friend's mood, Sasha said, "So, Gwen, you finally gonna seal the deal with Jason Torrance tonight?"
The busty blonde shivered slightly at the mention of his name. Jason Torrance was a certified hottie, six feet of toned muscle, a dreamy fucking face, and she had it on good authority from a couple other cheer sluts that he had a big fucking dick. She heard from even more people that he was also an actual dick, but that never stopped Gwen from giving a guy a chance if he was hot enough.
Gwen had been playing coy with him for a while now, teasing him and enjoying when he pursued her just long enough to tease her back, something that he was *very* good at. For a cocky bastard, there was something about him that was naturally intoxicating, and the back and forth pursuit between the two of them had been a lot of fun. But while it had been a game for the last couple weeks, Gwen thought that they were past the point of playing games.
She wanted some serious cock from Jason Torrance, and tonight she planned on getting it.
Playing it cool, she said, "I'm thinkin' about it."
"Correct me if I'm wrong, but, won't Jason fuck anything that moves? How is it sealing the deal if all you gotta do is ask, 'hey, wanna see my pussy?' Not exactly like there's a ton of challenge to him," Jade stated.
Gwen rolled her eyes as they approached the front door. "Fuck, you don't gotta be such a bitch about it, alright? I know he's easy, that's part of the draw... kind of makes us a matched set. It's just that getting with him's something I've been meaning to do for a while now, alright? And tonight's gonna be the fucking night."
"If you can pull him away from his bros," Sasha said, noting a problem that Gwen hadn't considered. "Have you ever seen those guys party? These guys can put a frat party to shame at the best of times, and tonight it's frickin' Halloween. They're gonna be *fuuuuuucked* up."
Now, Gwen was not a girl who backed down from a challenge easily. She also wasn't exactly one who was at her best when faced with a challenge, since many of those she faced usually ended in some kind of physical altercation, but her inability to back down was often considered one of her more admirable traits. When presented with the likely problem that Sasha noted, Gwen was quick to respond with a solution, however ill thought out it might have been.
"Fuck it. If they're glued to each other, I'll take 'em all on. It's fucking Halloween! Everybody knows that's the perfect time for a gangbang!" Gwen exclaimed, squaring off with the front door.
Keeping her voice low, Sasha replied, "Nobody says that, or knows that... but, you could still be right..."
Aware of the seasonal playlist booming loudly inside, Gwen repeatedly pressed the doorbell to make sure they were heard.
And then, for emphasis, she pressed it in another intense barrage, just to make sure they were heard, and that their entrance was known, because they were motherfucking Regan Hills High School cheerleaders, and they were going to make a fucking entrance.
The door opened soon after, held by a beautiful, 5'1", light-skinned black girl. With dark, curly hair that fell about her shoulders held back by a cat-ear headband tonight, a domino mask, and a skin-tight black bodysuit, Scarlett Bishop didn't make the fanciest retro Catwoman, but that didn't stop the party's host from owning every bit of her costume. Even though Gwen wanted to stay in her foul mood, it was hard not to find Scarlett's positive attitude slightly infectious. As probably the biggest party girl in school, and a damn fine mistress of ceremonies, Scarlett always threw the best parties in town, something that Gwen was looking forward to making their senior year exciting.
"Gwen! Jade! Sasha!" Scarlett exclaimed, offering each of them a quick, polite hug before beckoning them inside. "Come in, come in! God, I was wondering when we'd get some cheerleaders in here!"
As the trio of girls followed Scarlett inside, Sasha explained, "Yeah, a lot of the rest of the squad were roped in to helping out those school paper kids at the Halloween Scream, but, we're here!"
Gwen had to admit that Scarlett had gone all-out for the occasion, with the party's interior being lit by a number of blacklights, more Halloween decorations translating the darkened cemetery from outside to inside, and one of the tech geeks from school working a DJ table to keep the seasonal tunes flowing. The house seemed packed with almost everyone who was anyone at Regan Hills High wearing their most revealing and elaborate costumes, dancing, making out, getting drunk and high...
Fuck, this was gonna be an awesome night.
"Got snacks and drinks in the kitchen, games going on in the rec room, dancing wherever, y'all know where the bathrooms are, have fun and don't fuck my house up, alright?" Scarlett declared, raising her high voice over the music. "Hey everyone, the cheerleaders are FUCKING HERE!"
A cheer went up around the party, and for the briefest moment, Gwen basked in the attention, loving the feel of all the eyes on her, even if most of those eyes were peeking out from behind Halloween masks. Still, their introduction was brief, and soon Jade and Sasha filtered into the crowd looking for drinks and excitement.
Gwen sought to join them, but was stopped in place when Scarlett grabbed her by the elbow.
Before Gwen could say anything, Scarlett explained, "Look, Gwen, you love to party, I love to party, I think we get each other more than most, so I'll be real with you. I fucking love Halloween, and I put a lot of work into this party, and I don't want it ending in a fight, alright?"
"Why would it end in a fight?" Gwen asked, knowing full-well that she'd been in at least three fights at Scarlett's parties in the past, and that she was lucky that Scarlett still invited her.
"I know there's some bad blood between you girls and the color guard, and they're here in force tonight. They're my friends, and I told them to be on their best behavior, so now I'm telling you to be on yours, alright. I don't want you and Daphne starting anything again..." Scarlett continued.
Regan Hills High School's cheerleading squad and color guard had always been natural rivals, but that rivalry had only seemed to increase when Daphne O'Connell, the bitchiest of bitchy redheads in the world, had taken over as team captain for senior year. As arrogantly bitchy as she was leggy, stacked and gorgeous, Daphne was a particular pain in the ass for most of the cheerleaders in general, and Gwen specifically, because she wasn't willing to take that redhead's shit. They'd had their share of arguments in the past, but hadn't had the chance to throw down just yet... but the night was young.
Still, since she liked Scarlett, Gwen said, "I won't start nothing if she won't start anything."
Smiling nervously, Scarlett replied, "I'll hold you to that."
Gwen smiled politely, knowing full well that neither of them actually believed that Gwen wouldn't start something with Daphne if the opportunity arose. Still, she couldn't see the red-haired color guard captain, and there was every chance their paths wouldn't cross in a party this packed.



Especially if Gwen were adequately distracted.
Turning her attention to Scarlett one last time, Gwen asked, "Hey, do you know where I can find Jason Torrance?"
***
It was probably for the best that Gwen couldn't find Jason that quickly, because she certainly wouldn't have liked what she saw, as he was parked in a plush chair off to the corner of the party with a half-naked girl sitting in his lap. Now, Gwen wasn't naïve enough that this alone would bring out the petty jealousy in her, no, she was under no illusions that he wouldn't be doing something like this. After all, the guy was six feet of track star deliciousness, tightly muscled and painfully handsome, and thoroughly cocky and arrogant in all the best ways. He was renowned for his charms as a ladies' man, and it wouldn't have surprised Gwen to find him with one slut or another that she would soon quickly replace.
No, she wouldn't have been shocked to see him making out with any random slut... but the girl sitting in his lap wasn't just *any* random slut.
The girl sitting in his lap with her tongue buried down his throat was none other than Daphne O'Connell.
At 5'10", Daphne was a statuesque stunner, and knew it. Her pale and lean body had been toned by years of dance until she was as flexible as she was strong, making her quite used to having her long, shapely legs bent in all sorts of interesting positions. Dance had also given her a remarkably round, tight ass that offset her impressive D-cup breasts, and while her body alone would have turned pretty much any head, it was her face that could equally captivate and intimidate most guys and girls. Surrounded by long, fiery red hair that was nearly equal parts wavy and curly, she had the narrow, sharp face of a model, with big blue eyes and full, pouty lips. As cunning and bitchy as she was beautiful, she was a force to be reckoned with around Regan Hills High School, and someone you'd be best not to fuck with if you wanted to come out of a conflict in one piece.
She had dressed for Halloween in her most revealing costume, a short, airy white dress that was easy to sneak your hand up while still showing off a ton of her gorgeous cleavage and a pair of matching white high heels that let her tower over even Jason, all of these elements complimented by a clip-on halo and set of wings that easily made her the sexiest angel in town.
What she was doing with Jason wasn't terribly angelic, though. The six-foot-tall athlete with the close-cropped brown hair and pale green eyes had his arms wrapped tightly around Daphne, one hand squeezing her breasts and another up under her short skirt and groping her ass, while she ground against his cock. It wasn't nearly as comfortable for her, given his jeans and letterman's jacket weren't the most comfortable to cuddle up against, but she'd at least gotten him to remove his tacky as fuck werewolf mask so they could make out.
Groaning softly, Jason broke the kiss, smirking cockily at her. "So, I take it that's a 'yes' to my question?"
Horny, and not wanting to talk any more than she had to, Daphne replied, "What question was that, and why the fuck would you want to ask it if we could be making out?"
He chuckled. "Well aren't you a touchy little slut... I was just asking if you were having a fun time at the party. Because I know *I'm* having a fun time, and it seems like you *might* be having fun too."
Daphne rolled her big blue eyes at him. "I think it's pretty fucking clear that I'm having a *great* time, now shut up and fucking kiss me."
She leaned in to continue making out, only for Jason to force some slight distance, tut-tutting her like he'd just corrected her on some class assignment.
"Hey, come on, slow down a little..." Jason replied, squeezing one of her breasts a little more firmly. "There's no rush, yet. Haven't you heard that good things come to those who wait?"
She grumbled in annoyance, forcing herself to look at how handsome he was to remind herself why she was doing this. Jason was one of the better looking guys at school, even if he was kind of a douchebag, and rumors that he had a pretty big cock were confirmed to Daphne as she sat in his lap. Being that she was pretty fucking horny, and not wanting to let anything get in the way of that tonight, she wasn't feeling particularly patient.
"And haven't you heard of having a stacked, and horny as *fuck*, ginger bitch in your lap who'd be happy to take your hard fucking cock in every one of her holes? Why the fuck would you wait on that?" Daphne replied, her voice equal parts angry and sultry.
Jason nodded, moderately convinced. "Alright... you make a good argument."
"I know I make a good fucking argument, but what are *you* gonna do about it?" she asked.
He sat there for a moment, running a finger along his chin in a mockery of thoughtfulness that made Daphne's blood boil. In her eyes, Jason was a fucking fool for not throwing her down on the floor and having his way with her here, but understanding that that wouldn't exactly be proper, even at a Halloween party in Regan Hills, she still wondered why he hadn't suggested going to one of the many guest bedrooms of Scarlett's house.
Sighing pleasantly, Jason grinned wolfishly at her. "Believe me, I do want you, but I'm not ready quite yet... I still wanna party with the boys some before I want to spend my time nailing you, because I like to take my time with that, and when we do get down to it, I'm gonna fuck you so hard that you won't be able to properly walk. Trust me, the wait'll be worth it."
Grumbling, but getting excited at his promise, Daphne replied, "How much of a wait?"
"Well..." he replied, stroking his chin again, "...I could use another drink, maybe two, and I wanna hang with my bros for a while. You know, they're pretty hopeless without a strong leader like me telling them how to have a good time, what girls to hit on, what trouble to get up to... find me in fifteen-twenty?"
This wasn't the timeline that Daphne would have wanted, but it wasn't completely objectionable either. "Fine, I can wait. A *little*. But keep me waiting too long, and I might get swept away by some better cock or pussy, there seems to be plenty to go around at this party. Might even steal some of your 'boys' away from you."
She thought it was a pretty good challenge, but he was quick to retort, "Yeah, but you're not gonna find any cock as good as mine, and you fucking know it... *slut*."
Daphne crinkled up her nose in annoyance at this particular boast (mostly because he might've been right), but couldn't come up with an adequate counter as he soon made his way to stand. She hopped out of his lap, while Jason stood up to meet her, holding her close as he pulled her in for a deep, lingering kiss.
"I'll be right back," he replied, disappearing into the dancing crowd and leaving her standing, thoroughly hot and bothered. With her exposed skin flush from lust, her nipples obviously standing out underneath her thin dress and her tiny, barely-there thong feeling utterly soaked through, she was thoroughly hot and bothered and angry.
Why the fuck would Jason turn her down when she was like this? She was easily the hottest bitch at the party, she knew it, he knew it, pretty much everyone fucking here had to know it, why the fuck...
It was a game to him. Daphne knew this, and had been warned about him by pretty much every other girl who'd ever been with him, but she thought she could control him. Fine, if that wasn't possible, she could have her own fun far away from him. It would take a little doing, but she knew exactly the people who could brighten her spirits ever so slightly.
Or who it might be fun to punish.
She quickly found the three other girls she'd come to the party with in their own little group near the bubbling cauldron punch bowl, all of them from her color guard squad, and all of them looking nearly as delicious as Daphne herself felt, though still not as hot as she was.
Well, in her eyes at least.
Tall and bimboesque Asian beauty Mikayla Matsumoto made up for her somewhat lacking intelligence with sweetness and some insane curves, with a jutting rack and huge ass, both of which were accentuated by her ghostly bride costume. Slender, prim and proper black girl Lexa Reynard normally had an air of preppy polish to her, which made her sexy zombie costume with all of its strategic rips all the more exciting tonight. Rounding out their trio was Cecilia Dunwich, easily the most beautiful of the three in her unique, casual way. The lighter skinned black girl had her long, dyed-blonde hair tied back in a mismatched set of braids tonight, while she wore only a pair of booty shorts that perfectly showed off her long legs and a cut-off t-shirt that simply said "THIS IS MY HALLOWEEN COSTUME."
These three girls should have been getting all the fucking attention at this party, and it seemed almost as much a fucking crime that they were unaccompanied as it was that Jason had decided not to fuck Daphne right away.
"Hey, Daphne," Cecilia said, amused as she got a look at her redheaded friend. "So, Jason ditched you?"
"He didn't ditch me... he just needs a break before we get to the main event," Daphne replied.
"Ooh, main event? You're gonna have sex?" Mikayla replied, her eyes as wide as her voice was high and ditzy.
"Yes, we're having sex," Daphne explained.
Mikayla squealed and clapped her hands excitedly at this information, though the response from the other girls was considerably more muted.
"And yet, you're still mad at him," Lexa mused. "Ah, the mysterious nature of love."
"I didn't say it was love, I said we were going to fuck. There's a big difference," Daphne explained.
"Ugh, I just hate it soooooo much when guys play hard to get like that," Mikayla complained. "It should just be easy, walk up, ask 'em if they wanna see your boobs and put their dick in you... it shouldn't be so hard!"
"Some of 'em love to play the game. I respect that. If you've got worth, no problem with leveraging that to whatever fits your desires," Lexa continued.
Daphne loved playing games as much as anyone else, but tonight wasn't one of those nights. More than anything, she was looking to get laid, preferably by Jason Torrance, but if she had to go that extra mile and find someone else, she'd be happy to rock some other lucky bastard's world.
As ever in situations like this, Cecilia was there to act as a calming influence, chuckling softly as she sought to calm her riled friend.
"Now, I don't wanna police how you're supposed to enjoy tonight, but do I have to remind you that it's Halloween? A night for frights and sexy costumes where we tell all this angry stress shit that it can wait until tomorrow?" Cecilia replied, stubbing out the tail end of a joint she'd just finished. "And, incidentally everyone, Happy Halloween, of course."
She raised her glass of punch, to be joined in a playful toast by Mikayla and Lexa. While Daphne didn't necessarily feel *that* much better, she was slightly calmer.
"Happy Halloween," Daphne said curtly, grabbing a cup of punch and downing it quickly. It was almost more liquor than it was punch, but it was good and strong.
Sensing a change on the breeze, Lexa tried to change the subject.
"You did miss some fun," she piped in, looking around the party a little hopelessly before she turned her attention back to Daphne. "Cheer sluts arrived a few minutes ago."
This prickled more anger in the hairs on the back of Daphne's neck. It wasn't like she didn't expect there to be any cheerleaders here, since, well, the cheerleaders thought themselves the fucking queens of Regan Hills High School, and Scarlett didn't have the decent sense about her (okay, fine, she was just too nice) to kick them out, but that didn't mean Daphne actually *wanted* to see them here tonight. She was too used to having the cheerleaders talking shit about her and the rest of the color guard like they were a second-class spirit group, when Daphne firmly believed the opposite to be true. As team captain, she was as protective of her girls from any outside threats as she was hard on them in practice.
Eyes narrowing, Daphne asked, "Who decided to show their fucking faces?"
"Few of the usual suspects," Lexa continued. "Most of the bigger bitches are working some carnival booth or haunted house or whatever at the Halloween Scream, but I saw Sasha, Jade, and Gwen."
Gwen Savage. The name sounded disgusting even rolling through Daphne's mind. There were a few girls on the cheer squad she hated above the others, and Gwen certainly earned one of those top spots for Daphne's ire. They'd come near to fighting in the past, but something had always come up to prevent them from actually throwing down. Maybe something would change tonight...
Or maybe the party was too packed for them to even cross paths. Daphne wasn't sure what she wanted more, a fight, or the kind of fun evening that Cecilia would certainly encourage.
She shook her head of vibrant red curls, annoyed. She'd be better off focusing on Jason and not giving a shit about what those stupid fucking cheer sluts were up to.
"So, I'm still kinda pissed at Jason and want to make him fucking jealous, show him what he's missing out on. Anyone want to make out?" Daphne suggested.
Lexa, Mikayla and Cecilia all considered this. All of them had made out with each other, and other girls on the squad plenty, with more than a few of them having actually fucked at least once at one party or sleepover or another, but doing it out of vengeance like this was a little less common a reason to make out than usual.
Nevertheless, never one to back down from a challenge, Cecilia replied with her usual calm confidence, "Fuck it. Let's do it."
Forcefully, Daphne pulled her friend in, enjoying the feeling of Cecilia's D-cup breasts pressing into her as she pulled her in for a kiss. While Cecilia may have tasted a little more like weed than Daphne would have liked, she was as perfect a kisser as ever. Cecilia's relaxed confidence was matched by the softness of her lips, and that strong yet gentle feeling of her hands wrapping around Daphne as she grabbed hold of the redhead's ass. It was a hot kiss, hot and wet and full of promise and raw sexuality that actually managed to excite Daphne again in a way she hadn't expected. Fuck, if she wasn't trying to impress or annoy Jason, she'd have easily taken Cecilia off somewhere private and fucked her into oblivion, but this was pretty nice for now...
There were cheers from the party, and even the flashes of a few cameras as they snapped pictures of Daphne and Cecilia making out. Well, Daphne was never one to avoid putting on a good show, and Cecilia was more than game, running her hands up and down Daphne's body, exploring and moaning as the two of them went at it, gently grinding her groin against Daphne's leg. The bitchy redhead, more than she wanted to admit, was really starting to get into this, and even get distracted away from whatever anger and annoyance had held her moments before.
Playfully defiant, she held up one of her hands and flashed a middle finger at the people taking pictures, before going back and sliding that hand between a very enthusiastic Cecilia's legs. Her enthusiastic friend let Daphne take charge, something the redhead took great pleasure in in the moment, almost enough to forget what had brought her to this point in the first place.
Still, even with this delicious distraction, she sincerely hoped that Jason would notice the two of them sooner or later and find reason to say to hell with his boys and grab her and take her away to get fucked every bit as hard as she could take, and she knew he could deliver.
Had she seen how Jason was soon to be intercepted, Daphne probably would have never allowed him to leave her sight.
***
It took Gwen longer to find Jason than she would have liked. She knew that he was going to be here with a bunch of his dudebro jock friends, and yet with a party this packed in a house this big, it took a few minutes to dial in on just where the hell they were, and that was only after she asked her friend Tommy, who was killing it with his cosplay game tonight, where they were.
After discovering that they'd parked themselves by the beer pong table near the edge of where everyone was dancing, she'd started to curse herself for not starting there first, as it was more or less where guys like that tended to park themselves during these kinds of parties.
They were nine of them all told, most of them wearing costumes that consisted of little more than their street clothes, letterman jackets, and pull-over masks they'd clearly gotten from a Spirit Halloween store (save for the one guy who wore a paper bag with a couple of eyeholes cut in it instead of a mask).
The only one who didn't seem to get the memo that there was a lame jock dress code was big and black and unbelievably handsome Peter Nixon, with a fur-lined trench coat and a large hook in place of one of his hands, who made a pretty good Candyman, all told.
With the guys looking as anonymous as they did in their masks, it would have been easy to make a mistake as to who was who, but a little asking around confirmed that Jason was the one in the mix wearing the werewolf mask. Moistening her lips and hiking up her breasts to make them look extra sweet, Gwen made her approach to Jason.
Sliding in beside him as he watched a couple of his bros playing beer pong, Gwen took on her sweetest tone and said, "Why, Mr. Big Bad Wolf, if I didn't know any better, I'd say you've been avoiding me this evening..."
Slowly, the horrible, elongated face of that terrifyingly ugly werewolf mask turned to face her. Gwen couldn't see where his eyes were meant to be, making it all the more creepy to look up at him.
"I'm not the Big Bad Wolf," he growled back, clearly Jason's voice.
It also sounded like he was more than a few drinks in, but that was something that Gwen could still work with.
"Oh?" she teased back, gently running her hand over the arm of his jacket. "Then who would you be?"
"When I bought the mask, the label attached to it said its name was... Peachfuzz," Jason replied, still growly, but unable to hide the amusement from his voice.
Gwen was more annoyed than excited by this, but if she wanted to seduce a guy this many drinks in, she knew that she needed at least a little patience. "Well that's a strange fucking name for a wolfman."
"Kinda what I thought, but, what're you gonna do?" he replied, tilting his mask up and down as he looked her over. "Whoever I'm supposed to be, you look good enough to eat tonight."
"That a promise? Or just something you tell all the sluts partying here?" Gwen teased, stepping away from the table and leading him over to the dancefloor.
Jason eyed her for a moment before following, clearly wanting to stay close to her. "Can't it be both?"
Jason hardly had the reputation of a guy who was into going down on girls, so she knew that was a lie, but with this chase having gone on for so long, Gwen smiled, moving in time with the music as she began dancing, showing off the goods in the hopes of impressing him further. She already knew that he was interested, but she was willing to do what it took to seal the deal.
Considering that Jason began to dance with her, trying to get nice and close to her, it seemed like things were off to a good start.
"So, there have been other sluts tonight?" she teased, smiling seductively.
"Maybe," he admitted. "Ah, who am I kidding, of course there are. They can't get enough of me."
"Or you surround yourself with them," Gwen replied. "But I understand why you'd do that. We *are* more fun, aren't we?"
"Always," Jason laughed, pushing himself nice and close to her, wrapping his arms around her as he got a good feel for her body.



Gwen hissed at his pleasurable touch, enjoying how he took advantage of what her hooded cloak covered as he reached down to squeeze her ass.
"I like girls who know what they want, and don't want to play fucking games... don't get me wrong, the chase is fun sometimes, but most of the time, I'm a man who likes things direct," Jason explained.
Now, this was the kind of opportunity that Gwen would have taken to kiss him, and then keep kissing him while they grabbed and groped at each other until they could find another room, but that did lead to some challenges when he was wearing a mask, and was at least a foot taller than her, and she didn't want to look like an idiot going about it the wrong way.
Still, there were other ways to be direct that she thought he would appreciate.
Grinning seductively, Gwen reached forward and began to rub his cock through his jeans, finding him already enjoyably hard.
"How's that for direct?" she challenged.
Jason nodded his big, wolfy head down at her, squeezing her ass even more obviously. "Better than some girls here. Almost better enough to pull me away from my boys for good; you really know how to tempt a guy."
She rolled her eyes, keeping it nice and obvious so he couldn't miss how he was fucking up his priorities. "Seriously? You've got a hot piece of ass in front of you, one who will do fucking *anything*, and all you can think about is your boys?"
He chuckled, playfully swatting her ass. "What can I say? Halloween's a big night, and this is probably the last one we're all gonna get together. I'm not just gonna abandon my boys, even if it is for a piece of ass as top shelf as yours. I can't miss out on that time with them, but if you want to do something quick..."
Gwen didn't want to do something quick. She had been wanting to fuck Jason Torrance for a long time, and now that the opportunity was this close, there was no way that she was going to let it slip through her fingers.
Gwen thought back to her earlier boast, and then on the kinds of guys that Jason usually surrounded himself by. He surrounded himself by some good-looking guys, maybe not all that smart, but on average pretty hot. Thinking hard on this before coming to a fateful decision, she rubbed his cock a little more eagerly through his jeans before grinning up at Jason.
"Well, if spending quality time with them is soooooooo important to you, why don't you invite them up with us? Everyone's always telling me I'm a 'people pleaser'," Gwen said.
The fact that Jason stopped dead in his tracks, even his groping, seemed to indicate that she'd played her cards well.
Cocking his head, Jason asked, "Seriously?"
"Uh huh!" Gwen emphasized, reaching for his fly and pulling the zipper down. Soon she snaked her hand inside, squeezing and rubbing his erection through his boxer shorts while he slowly thrust against her.
"Fuck... you really are a dirty slut, aren't you?" he groaned.
"Uh huh," she replied, her tone darker as she continued to rub him. "A dirty slut who'll do fucking anything and everything, just name a time and a place..."
Playfully, Jason growled a little before responding, "You know, my friends can be pretty demanding."
"I've been with demanding guys before," Gwen replied, stroking him more swiftly.
"And when they're excited, they can get a little... *rough*," he continued.
"Is that a promise?" she said, smiling up at him.
"It was meant more as a warning, but it's also a promise," Jason said.
"Good thing I like it rough," Gwen boasted, stroking him harder. "And will you be rough with me too?"
He groaned. "Only if you make me."
"I'd make you," she shot back quickly. "I *want* to make you."
Jason looked down at her, groaning as she continued stroking his cock and dancing up against him. Gwen found his indecision, for once, enticing and promising, and even the fact that "Monster Mash" began playing in the background did little to distract her from what was turning into a very promising evening.
"You know, when I came here tonight, I thought I'd spend it playing the field... talking a big game without making any actual promises, waiting to see when the best offer came along before committing to anything. I thought I could play the whole night like this before I made my decision, ending everything on a bang for one hell of a Happy Halloween, and then you come along. You had to fucking come along and blow all those other sluts out of the goddamn water," he chuckled, shaking his head.
"Alright... so, time and place?" Gwen replied, shooting him a cocky, victorious grin.
He nodded, thinking. "I'll need a few minutes to rally the troops, but upstairs, guest bedroom on the left at the end of the hallway, you know the one?"
"I know the one," she confirmed.
"Good. I planned for something like this and put a sign up that it was off-limits, so it should be clear for us to fuck in," Jason explained, reaching down to squeeze her ass lecherously as he dropped his voice into something dark and thoroughly exciting. "I'll get the boys together, and then we'll make sure you get the fucking you deserve."
Gwen quivered at the thought, her body breaking out in gooseflesh and her nipples feeling particularly hard at the thought. The moisture between her legs had increased impressively over the course of this conversation, and she was looking forward to finally doing something about it. If he didn't need to pull things together, she would have dragged him off here and now, but-
"YOU FUCKING BITCH!"
Gwen was faintly aware of the presence storming across the dance floor toward them, but that awareness became sharp and clear the moment she was grabbed by the shoulders and yanked roughly away from Jason.
Looking up at the redheaded fury towering over her, Gwen could only smirk up at her.
"'sup, Daphne? Something the matter?" Gwen teased.
Though she was dressed like a slutty little angel, Daphne looked like she was ready to breathe hellfire and utterly annihilate the blonde in the Little Red Riding Hood costume. Filtering through the crowd were Daphne's concerned-looking friends from color guard, Mikayla, Cecilia and Lexa, making Gwen feel suddenly surrounded. If these bitches wanted a fight, she'd happily give it to them, but that didn't mean she wouldn't have liked better odds.
"Yeah... you're making a move on Jason all because you saw him and me making out? Are you really that much of a petty fucking *cunt*?" the redhead spat, looking like she was two steps away from throwing down with Gwen.
As a matter of fact, Gwen hadn't known that Jason had been making out with Daphne earlier. She looked up at him, only to get his shrug. She couldn't blame him, really, he was a little drunk, and he was trying to tap some ass, and there was worse ass at this party than Daphne O'Connell, but that didn't mean that Gwen was willing to admit any of that out loud.
A small crowd had begun to gather around them to see if this would develop into a good cat fight, with Jason pulling off to the edge toward his friends, while a handful of people pulled out their phones to see how fun this would get. Knowing that she had an audience, Gwen knew that she had her reputation to keep up, and there was no way she could let Daphne get the last word.
"Hey, if you'd kept a better eye on him, maybe he wouldn't have come to me. Snooze ya lose, ya dumb bitch," Gwen taunted.
Daphne snarled, "I thought he'd have at least some better taste than scraping the bottom of the barrel for some little white trash, dumbass *bimbo* like you, but alcohol can make you a fucking dumbass sometimes."
Now, there were only a few things that would send Gwen into an instant fighting frenzy, and being called white trash was easily one of them. Eyes blazing, she looked from one side to the other, looking for anything she could use as a weapon, a jack-o-lantern perhaps, maybe a decorative broom...
Fuck it, she figured. If she was going to throw herself at Daphne, fingernails would get the job fucking done.
She took a step toward the tall, gorgeous redhead in the angel costume, only to have another redhead dive in front of her, hands held out between the two of them.
"Hey, hey, guys, come on, it's Halloween! Do we really need to be doing all this stupid shit now when we're having a really kickass party?" Sasha pleaded, smiling her goofy, friendly smile in the hopes that it would throw them off just long enough to cool down.
Gwen and Daphne, however, were not in a position to be cooled off, throwing themselves at each other and pushing Sasha out of the way. The redhead in the mermaid costume fell on her butt, hard, yowling in pain while Gwen and Daphne tried to attack one another.
"What the fuck!" Sasha complained.
Unaware of her friend's plight, Gwen made to give something for Daphne to remember her by as she aimed to rake her fingernails across the color guard captain's pretty cheek.
Before she could, however, a pair of arms wrapped around Gwen's chest, pulling her back.
"Alright, alright, that's enough of that," Jade said, before lowering her voice to a whisper in Gwen's ear. "Are you *trying* to get us all kicked out?"
Gwen flailed her arms on the chance that Daphne might still try to get a clumsy attack in as well, only to find that Daphne was being restrained and pulled back in much the same fashion by Mikayla and Lexa. Daphne put up more of a fight, which Gwen couldn't be outdone on, so she thrashed and cursed and tried to get to her. At this point it was a show as much as anything else, to help keep up her reputation, while Jade held Gwen back with practiced patience.
Gwen couldn't help but notice that Jason and his boys were standing back, watching and laughing at this with some amusement, and while that *did* annoy her, she was glad that the audience seemed appreciative.
But all good things had to come to an end, and soon Scarlett stormed between them, blasting an air horn over her head.
"Alright, everyone! People! Friends! Color guard and cheerleaders! Listen up!" Scarlett declared with casual authority and quick-worded confidence. "I know we're all having a good time here, but there is such a thing as *too* good a time. Keep the fighting up and I'll have you out on the lawn. I don't want that, you don't want that... now I'm not gonna ask you bitches to kiss and make up, because I know that's not gonna happen, but either stay the fuck away from each other, or take it outside, aight?"
Gwen finally wrestled herself free of Jade and said, "Alright, alright, even if that dumb whore can't be big, I can be. This is a party after all, right?"
Gwen looked to Jason and his friends with seductive eyes, before her gaze turned steelier as she directed it to Daphne. The tall, busty redhead was staring daggers at the shorter, blonde cheerleader, but she made no effort to keep the fight going. Her friends guided her away, but that murderous gaze in Daphne's eyes couldn't be ignored.
This fight wasn't over, merely... postponed. Gwen was fine with that.
Soon, she became more aware of the world around her as Daphne's threat faded away, watching as Peter reached out his non-hook hand to help Sasha off the ground.
"You alright there?" he asked her.
Accepting his hand, and looking up at him with slightly dreamy eyes as he helped her to her feet, Sasha replied, "I'm fine... I'll be even better if you dance with me, I think..."
Considering the willowy redhead he'd aided, Peter grinned his sweet, gorgeous smile and replied, "I'm down for that."
While Sasha might have been staring daggers at Gwen as she was being helped to her feet, Gwen couldn't help but feel proud of her friend. Even after getting tossed onto her ass, Sasha had it in her to make a move on Peter Nixon, easily one of the hottest guys in school. She had no doubt that Sasha and Peter were gonna fuck later... good for them.
"Seriously, Gwen, what the fuck?" Jade said, shaking Gwen by the shoulder. "You've been talking about this party all week, and now you're gonna try and get yourself thrown out? That's fucking stupid."
"Fucking brilliant is more like it," Gwen replied, smiling up at her friend and hugging her. "Made Daphne look like a stupid, jealous fucking bitch, while I'm gonna go get gangbanged by Jason and his friends. *Great* fucking night for me. You want in on it? It's a lot of guys, I could sure as shit use an extra set of holes."
Now, Jade was as open-minded a cheer slut as any other girl on the squad, and even though she looked disgusted with Gwen, the blonde knew that her friend was certainly tempted. That would explain well why she hesitated before finally shaking her head.
"I love ya, Gwen, but you can be a real fucking cunt sometimes. You're on your own, and if you get into trouble again, I'm not gonna bail you out this time. You can get kicked out on your own," Jade said, turning her back on her friend and melting into the party.
While she might have to pay for this tomorrow, and kiss Jade's butt (possibly literally) if she wanted things to carry on like they usually did, for the moment, Gwen couldn't have cared less. Though Daphne was a speed bump she could have done without, Gwen hadn't felt this turned on, or *alive*, in a very long time. There was nothing quite like a fight, or sex, to get her motor truly running, and combining those two things like this... fuck, she was horny. She'd probably have to find some way of thanking Daphne later if this all shook out well, assuming she'd ever have it in her to thank Daphne for anything.
Licking her lips and grinning devilishly, Gwen looked to where Jason and his boys had been, and found them missing. No doubt they were looking for one last round of refreshments before the fun truly began, plenty of time for Gwen to get a little preparation in herself.
And then... then the *real* party could begin.
***
If Daphne were capable of breathing fire, by this point, she'd have burned the entire house down. Her rage had been held back by her friends, but it could not be contained... no, it could *never* be contained, not when she'd gone this far.
Gwen Savage had to pay, that much was clear, but the when and the how of it were something Daphne still didn't know. Perhaps waiting until they got back to school would be best, find some way of properly publicly humiliating her... but a person had to have shame to be humiliated, and the fiery redhead had her doubts that that white trash little blonde had anything that even resembled shame.
No, it had to be tonight... it had to be vicious, and sudden, and conclusive. The bitch had to be put in her place.
Pounding down another glass of boozy punch, Daphne steeled her resolve.
"I'm gonna do it," Daphne said.
Sighing, Lexa replied, "Please don't do it."
"You don't have to be an accessory. I'll do this myself; I don't need other people to fight my battles like those cheer bitches do," Daphne said.
Lexa sighed, putting a hand on her friend's shoulder in the hopes of calming her. "I wasn't expecting to be an accessory, but has it occurred to you that I, and all of us who call ourselves your *friends*, might be concerned for you, and might even, dare I say, have your best interests at heart? Picking a fight, or finishing a fight, however you want to look at it, is only going to put a sour taste on what has been, until this point, an awesome Halloween party. The last one we'll ever have this year. Wouldn't you rather make some good memories here with your friends, have fun, party 'til fucking *dawn*, instead of starting a petty, stupid fight that'll get you kicked out of here over a guy you don't even like all that much?"
Daphne considered making her feelings for Jason Torrance quite clear to Lexa, but had to stop herself when she realized that her friend was right. She didn't really like Jason all that much, nor did she dislike him, really. He was pretty hot, and he was fun to make out with, and she really wanted to feel how big his dick was... but in the end, yeah, he really wasn't that important to her.
Craning her neck, Daphne finally spied Gwen through the crowd, making her way upstairs and looking like she was up to absolutely no good.
Shrugging off Lexa's hand, Daphne said, "In the end, it doesn't matter what my feelings for Jason are. It's the principle of the matter, and that little bitch needs to know that I'm not to be fucked with. That *we're* not to be fucked with. All those cheer bitches think that just because we got into color guard that they're better than us, and that we're just failures who couldn't make it. I'm sick and fucking tired of that fucking treatment, and I'm not taking it anymore."
Lexa sighed. "I'm still pretty sure this is about you wanting some dick... but do what you have to do. If you need an alibi, text me."
Grinning wildly, Daphne pulled Lexa in for a quick kiss and said, "I will. Thanks!"
At that, Daphne stormed off in the direction she'd seen Gwen disappear in, storming upstairs in her general direction.
Although upstairs was supposed to be off-limits, the fact that the decorations and dim lighting translated from downstairs indicated Scarlett had meant that more as something she was supposed to say on her parents' behalf, while fully expecting her friends to take advantage of the entire house. Several doors were already closed, sounds of moans coming from within. None of them had that whiny little bitch sound that would indicate Gwen was inside, not that she had time to get anything started yet, but where was she?
And then Daphne saw it, a door at the end of the hallway that was neither open, nor closed. Pale purple and orange light spilled through the crack, while a cheery plastic ghost hung on it, fluttering lightly from the air pressure inside. It wasn't the best evidence that Daphne could have gone on, but she felt almost certain that Gwen had to be inside. She'd set up some slutty little rendezvous with Jason, or some other guy, and was just in there waiting for them... well, Daphne was happy to give the little bitch a piece of her mind before any kind of fun like that could be had.
Slowly, she crept up to the door and peered through the crack. Purple light bulbs gave the room a unique glow, while several lit jack-o-lanterns provided that orange lit, Halloween vibe. With cheesy paper bats hanging from the ceilings, fake cobwebs across most of the surfaces, and a plastic skeleton sitting in one corner chair, it looked like Scarlett had gone all out on making this room a Halloween haven, or at least the world's cheesiest-looking sex den.
And there she was, standing in the middle of the room, her back to Daphne, still wearing her red hooded cloak. Fuck, Daphne's blood was up... she grinned to herself with an almost maniacal delight, ready to charge in and give Gwen exactly what she deserved.
Pulling the door open, Daphne stepped inside, then slammed it behind her, causing Gwen to startle and turn around.
Gwen turned around, shouting, "What the fu-"
Of course, before she could finish, she had fully revealed herself to Daphne, causing even the redheaded stunner to pause.
Seeing Gwen topless had a way of doing that to people.
She had removed the corset of her costume in an effort to impress the hell out of Jason, or whoever she'd encouraged up here, leaving her standing wearing only her crimson cloak and short red skirt, and stood there looking at Daphne with slack-jawed shock on her face. Daphne's eyes fell to the blonde's tits, and... well, even she couldn't deny that they were pretty fucking great. As a girl who found herself equally attracted to men and women, Daphne could easily appreciate the round swell of Gwen's full D-cup breasts, her nipples already firm and excited. If it were any other girl, Daphne might have had some very different ideas on how to approach the next part of this evening, but as her anger had never left her, she found it easy to guide what came next.



As she approached Gwen, the blonde reached up to cover her bare breasts with both hands. "What the fuck, Daphne?!?! Get the fuck out of here!"
Using both of her hands to cover her breasts was a mistake, as that made it all too easy for Daphne to slap Gwen across the cheek.
Hard.
The sharp, impacting sound echoed through the room as Gwen took the impact roughly, yowling and cursing as she then rounded on Daphne, now no longer concerned with keeping her perfect rack covered.
"What. The. FUCK?!?!?" Gwen roared, rounding on Daphne and moving to slap her.
Laughing, the redhead dodged out of the way. "Oh, please... you'll have to try harder than that."
Daphne was taller than Gwen, which made it easier to get out of her range more easily. However, Gwen could more than make up for this disadvantage by being scrappier, and far more willing to go in for a low blow. When her first slap missed Daphne's face by a mile, she quickly whirled around and landed a hard one on the redhead's ass.
SMACK!
Daphne looked at her, dumbfounded. "Did you just spank me?"
"Fight like a bitch, get treated like a bitch," Gwen snarled, throwing herself at the redhead.
Again, Daphne dodged out of the way, sticking her foot out and tripping Gwen over it. Yelping in surprise, the blonde tripped and fell against the bed, a position that Daphne was all too happy to take advantage of. Pinning Gwen down with one hand, Daphne pulled her hand back and began to spank the blonde savagely through her cloak.
SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
"Two can play that game..." Daphne gloated as she continued to spank Gwen harder.
SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
Groaning and yowling in pain, Gwen shot back, "You do that like you think I wouldn't like it..."
That was enough to throw Daphne's concentration off for just a moment as she asked, "Wha-"
A moment was all Gwen needed, kicking out and hitting Daphne in the shin.
"FUCK!" Daphne cried out, stepping backwards slightly, dodging one of Gwen's clumsy mule kicks backwards.
She didn't dodge the second, however, as Gwen's foot caught Daphne in the side of her stomach, knocking the wind out of her and knocking her sideways. The redheaded beauty fell to her knees on the floor.
This gave Gwen the chance to hop up from the bed, as she grabbed at Daphne's costume, tearing off her halo and wings.
"Stupid fucking costume!" she yowled, grabbing Daphne by the hair and yanking hard. "Stupid fucking dress!"
With that, she ripped at the fabric of Daphne's white dress and spilled the redhead's own immaculate D-cup breasts out. Had she been more aware of such things, Daphne would have understood that her nipples were rock hard right now, but with Gwen still holding tight to her hair, she had other concerns.
"Stupid fucking BITCH!!!" Gwen roared.
Retorting in kind was certainly an option, and one that Daphne had the vocabulary to do, but it wouldn't have helped turn things in her favor. No, this required some creativity, and the kind of brute strength that Daphne could summon that Gwen couldn't. Reaching back, she grabbed tightly to Gwen's wrists and pulled, hard, wrestling the blonde to the ground in front of her, before Daphne tackled Gwen and tried her best to pin her down. It was something that was easier said than done, as Gwen was a wriggly and strong little spitfire, but Daphne managed to hold her down for a moment.
As strength and stamina went, it seemed the two of them were evenly matched, and if they let this go on any longer, there likely wouldn't be *any* winner, just a whole lot of pain and suffering in which they would share. Though Daphne wouldn't admit Lexa was right to her face, right here, though, she had to admit that her friend had some points. Now that her blood had cooled slightly, stupid reality was returning, and with it, a desire not to waste the rest of this night.
So, while Gwen yowled and struggled and repeatedly cried out "Bitch!" and "Cunt!" and "Slut!", among many other choice words, Daphne angled herself to keep the topless blonde pinned, and sought to end this.
"Alright! Alright! I think we can agree we fucked each other up and won't take shit from anyone, yeah?" Daphne grunted. "And that we didn't solve anything. And if we keep going at it like this, nothing will change, we'll just get more pissed and everyone will end up more hurt than we already are, and this night will end only in misery. We both got our licks in, proved we're bad bitches and all that and can let our friends and everyone else know that we got to fuck each other up. We call this a draw, we go our separate ways, yeah?"
Panting angrily, Gwen looked up at Daphne with a furious rage in her eyes. If her eyes could actually blaze, Daphne imagined that they would melt steel. Even then, though, there was a distinct consideration in Gwen's eyes that Daphne couldn't ignore, and it felt like she may have gotten through to the bitchy blonde.
"You're really calling for a truce?" Gwen panted, eyes darting around defensively.
"Fuck, no," Daphne replied. "We both know this is going to keep going one way or another, all I'm doing is suggesting that we go back to our corners for now, and pick this up again later when we've both had time to recover. Nothing has to change, nothing *needs* to change, we just stop fighting for tonight."
Gwen thought about this. "I don't like this."
"I don't like it, either. It's a lot easier to stay pissed at you and want to fuck you up, but here we are. It's a lot less fun fighting in costume than I'd have expected, and we *are* missing the party," Daphne replied.
"Yeah," Gwen admitted, nodding slightly. "You're right about the costumes."
"Thanks," Daphne replied. "And you looked really fucking good in yours."
This was hard for Daphne to admit, but it was true, and she was hoping that it might buy her a little credit with Gwen toward ending the fight. The blonde looked up at her with some consideration and expectation, before her eyes went to Daphne's exposed breasts hanging above her.
"You too," Gwen admitted, grumbling. "Alright, fine... maybe you're right. But I got a different suggestion for you, ya know, about this fight?"
Daphne raised an eyebrow, considering as she let some of her weight off of Gwen. "What is it?"
Eyes flashing with that steely rage again, Gwen hissed, "This!"
As quick as a snake striking, Gwen arched her neck upwards and bit Daphne on her left nipple, clamping her teeth down hard.
Though it might have felt good for a fraction of a second, soon Daphne cried out in pain, "Fucking bitch!"
The pain, and Gwen's persistence, was enough to force Daphne to let up in pinning Gwen down, letting the blonde wiggle one of her hands free to slap Daphne across the cheek. In their current position, it was an awkward attack given her position, but it was still enough for her to wriggle herself completely free from Daphne's grasp.
Daphne reached up with her hands to cradle her painful cheek and tit while Gwen scrambled away, hopping to her feet and tossing aside her hooded cloak as she got into a fighting stance. Honestly, she knew she should have known that a cheer slut like Gwen would have fought dirty, but this was a trick so dirty that Daphne couldn't help but be impressed.
Now also on her feet, Daphne roared in rage and frustration and charged Gwen, wrapping her arms around the blonde and tackling her to the floor. Gwen was ready for the attack this time, however, and used her impressive strength to roll on top of Daphne. By this point, both of the topless girls had their hands in each other's hair, pulling and screaming and yowling while they used their free hands to attack the other. Whatever order this catfight might have had, whatever peace Daphne sought to throw together in the spirit of salvaging Halloween night, none of that mattered. Now they were simply fighting for the sake of fighting, their reasons long-lost.
During one of the occasions where Gwen wound up on top of Daphne again, the redhead took her chance for some revenge for the bite earlier, grabbing and squeezing one of Gwen's nipples hard, forcing the blonde to cry out in agony. She slapped Daphne for this again, but Daphne held on, laughing through her pain as Gwen continued to fight and squeal.
It was also about this point that something changed between the two girls, as the heat of the moment made certain things clearer and clearer. The first, was that they began to understand that they were incredibly turned on, with both of them dealing with stiff nipples and soaked pussies as they fought. The second thing was that they weren't turned on because of what promises Jason had made, but mostly because of how good it felt to be fighting someone they hated so much who was also stunningly hot and half naked.
There was a moment where the two of them locked eyes, a hint of confusion in the midst of all the hair-pulling. And then, at once, they leaned in and kissed. Neither of them could have said who started it, but they both realized quickly that they were both *very* invested in making out with each other.
The two girls rolled around on the floor, fighting for a dominance that neither was certain they wanted to win or lose. With soft lips mashing against one another and tongues practically battling it out, the two kissed with an intensity they rarely tapped into as their hate became something else. Oh, sure, there was still plenty of hate, as between their kisses they still took moments to grunt and call each other "bitch" and "slut" and "cunt" and "whore", before they would go back to kiss each other even harder.
At some point, the rest of Daphne's dress was ripped off, and Daphne had practically torn off Gwen's skirt. While Daphne wore a white thong that barely covered anything up, Gwen had worn no panties beneath her costume, allowing easy access to her wet pussy, surrounded by its dark thatch of pubic hair.
On discovering this, Daphne sneered. "Such a fucking slut..."
Grunting, Gwen forced herself on top of Daphne and pinched one of her nipples, hard. "Speak for yourself, thong girl."
"Hey, I look fucking *good* in a thong. You probably would too if you had anything like class," Daphne spat back, grabbing Gwen by the hair so she could pull her in for another deep kiss.
As much as she hated to admit it, Gwen couldn't deny that Daphne was a great kisser, and that it was easy to get lost in her mouth. Even if she still hated the redheaded color guard bitch, she knew that fucking her would be absolutely amazing, and that that was very likely where everything was headed right now.
Even with a certain heated brutality to their coupling, Gwen couldn't help but find a certain satisfaction in sliding the front of Daphne's thong to the side and sliding two fingers inside of her in a deliciously dominant move. Not one to be outdone, Daphne forced three of her own fingers into Gwen, the two of them fucking each other lustily, completely having forgotten why the hell they'd come upstairs in the first place.
"Well, boys... I won't say that I expected this, but, I'd definitely say this falls under the 'treat' category tonight, wouldn't you say?" Jason Torrance chuckled from across the room. "Don't stop on our account, ladies..."
Oh, right.
*That.*
That was why they'd come up here.
Turning to Jason and looking like they'd both been caught with their hands in the "cookie jar", Gwen and Daphne saw that the room had gotten considerably fuller since they'd last looked. Wearing his werewolf mask, Jason stood at the head of a phalanx of his jock bros, all of them still wearing their half-assed uniform of their letterman jackets, t-shirts and jeans, while their faces were covered by various off the shelf Halloween masks that concealed their identities. They were all big guys with broad shoulders and muscles that were clear even through their jackets, dwarfing the two girls.
With Peter unaccounted for and Jason easy to identify, both Gwen and Daphne had to go on the masks to give identity to the other seven guys: Ghostface. Clown. Scarecrow. Devil. Teddy Bear. Lizard. Baggy (a.k.a. he who decided to make a mask out of a paper grocery bag with a couple eyeholes cut out).
Sense returning to them, the two girls pulled their fingers out of each other and separated, with Daphne standing up, and Gwen getting up onto her knees. Gwen had to acknowledge a certain pride at hearing a couple of the guys groaning in disappointment as the two mostly-naked girls separated from each other.
"Jason... I'd completely forgotten you were coming..." Gwen said, unthinking.
Jason put a hand to his heart in mock sadness. "That hurts me, Gwen... certainly I'd expected that I left a bit more of an impression on you than that... but given the company you're keeping, I think I can understand your distractability."
"You'd better," Daphne replied, arrogantly, before turning her attention to Gwen. "This your doing?"
Sighing pleasantly as she looked at the wall of jocks, and realized what she'd set in motion, Gwen said, "Yup. I'm gonna get gangbanged. Hey, can one of you guys lock the door? I think eight of y'all is enough in this case."
Putting her hands on her hips as Lizard obediently locked the door, Daphne shook her head. "Fucking slut..."
"Never said I wasn't," Gwen acknowledged.
"It's one of her better qualities, honestly," Jason said, a tad too arrogant and dismissive of the blonde kneeling on the floor.
Though she would have done anything for him a moment ago, Daphne didn't like his tone, and almost chose that moment to send Jason packing so she could continue with what she'd started with Gwen... but she was also horny as fuck, and realized she still wanted dick every bit as much as she wanted to fuck Gwen into oblivion.
Licking her lips, Daphne turned her attention back to Gwen and hooked her fingers into the straps of her thong. "You got one thing wrong, Gwen."
Looking up and down the nearly-naked body of the redheaded goddess standing next to her, Gwen had to stop herself from drooling and said, "What's that?"
"You're not getting gangbanged," Daphne replied, dropping her thong to the floor. "*We're* getting gangbanged."
This wasn't a suggestion, but a command, and one that Gwen couldn't fight as she got a good look at Daphne's beautifully shaved pussy. There were plenty of guys to go around, after all, and the previous fight and makeout session and fingering had created a sort of solidarity between the two of them. While Gwen would have certainly enjoyed having all eight of the guys in the room to herself, seeing Daphne on her side was strangely heartening, and made what was about to happen between all of them suddenly seem less daunting.
While Jason tried to play it cool that Daphne was unexpectedly joining the gangbang, from the back of the group, Devil yelled, "Oh, hell yeah!"
Chuckling, Ghostface fist-bumped Devil and said, "Happy fucking Halloween."
Daphne knelt next to Gwen and squeezed the blonde's hand comfortingly. Before she could stop herself, Gwen leaned in and kissed her quickly and fiercely, getting another round of grunts and cheers from the gathered guys before she turned to face them with a playful defiance.
"So, what, are you guys gonna stand there watching, or are you gonna get the fuck over here and fuck the two hottest bitches most of you are ever gonna see?" Gwen challenged.
Daphne liked this side of her and joined in on the taunting. "Yeah, seriously... we've got the sweetest lips, the tightest cunts and the best asses any of you are gonna find, and we're so fucking horny. If you're not gonna stuff our slutty holes fucking ASAP, then get the fuck out of here."
For emphasis, she reached back and slapped Gwen on the ass, hard. The blonde moaned, and as that sharp cracking sound echoed through the room, it seemed to force the guys out of their collective stupor.
"Come on, boys. It's Halloween, and these sluts are open for tricks and treats. Let's give 'em a bunch of both, yeah?" Jason ordered, unbuckling his belt as he approached the girls.
While Jason was rather shameless in dropping his pants to the floor, shedding his shoes and socks as he stepped out of them and kept moving toward the girls, the other guys were suddenly a lot more reluctant. As their leader was now naked below the waist save for his straining briefs, they suddenly seemed a lot more timid, even with Gwen and Daphne naked and eager and demanding their attention. Most of them were too cocky and macho (or at least intimidated by Jason's leadership) to do or say anything about it.
And then Baggy spoke up.
"So, this is weird, right, guys?" he chuckled nervously. "Like, we've all seen each other in the showers, but this is a whole different kind of thing. I'm not alone for thinking it's weird to want to fuck some really hot girls with all my friends around, right? I mean, come on guys, this isn't exactly usual, right?"
Without breaking stride, Jason walked right up to Gwen and Daphne, looking down at them through his frightening werewolf mask with dark intent. Although the group seemed to consider Baggy's objections, Jason was unaffected by his friend's observations.
"Do whatever you wanna do, man, the door's right there..." Jason said, toying with the waistband of his underwear while Daphne and Gwen looked up eagerly. "...while the *real* men here are gonna have all the fun with these hotties..."
With that, he dropped his underwear to the floor, letting his thick, eight-inch-long cock spring free to the eager girls who knelt before him. He was mostly hard already, but as Gwen and Daphne leaned in for a better look, it twitched fully to life, getting low sounds of approval from each of them. While it wasn't the biggest cock either of them had seen, or would see by the end of senior year, it was still a nice cock, and, in theory, more than enough to satisfy each of the hungry girls who knelt at his feet.
Seeing this cock exposed for the first time, both girls flashed looks at each other, a little of that messy rivalry they'd been engaged in not even ten minutes before flaring as they both found themselves presented with the cock they'd been trying to get their hands on all night. Their eyes boring into each other, the two girls waited to see if their recent peace accord would hold, or if they would get back to fighting with each other. Knowing that Jason would enjoy that certainly seemed to have its charms for both of the girls, but through silent communication, they decided on something else entirely.
Eagerly, the two busty girls leaned in and placed their mouths on his cockhead, kissing and sucking at it before running their mouths up and down his cock. They made sure to coat his cock well with their saliva, worshipping it as they ensured he was properly excited. By the time they next made it to his cockhead, Gwen was slightly faster, sucking the head between her full, practiced lips, before downing several more inches of his cock hungrily. Daphne was unfazed by this, dropping her head so she could suck on Jason's balls.
The recipient of this attention simply groaned, running his hands through their hair as both girls pleasured him with their mouths.
Laughing arrogantly, he said, "Fuck, you guys don't know what you're missing... these sluts' mouths, they're actually kinda alright!"
His words seemed to snap any uncertainty out of the group, as soon the guys began stepping forward, taking off shoes and undoing their pants to join along with their leader.
Lizard and Clown got their cocks out first, with Clown pulling Daphne away by the hair and sliding his cock into her mouth. The redhead eagerly took to it, easily swallowing his cock and bobbing up and down on it eagerly, before switching her attention to Lizard. As these guys had smaller cocks than Jason (and indeed, Jason's was the biggest out of all the guys in the room), it was easy for her to go back and forth between the guys, sucking one while jacking the other, enjoying the way they grunted and groaned and fucked against her face.



It wasn't long before Scarecrow and Teddy Bear had dropped their pants as well, joining Jason as they surrounded Gwen. The big-breasted blonde was happy to alternate between them, sucking and jacking every cock she could get her hands and mouth on and enjoying the rough treatment as the three guys who'd started fucking her face grabbed her hair and really began to go to town on her. While the blonde was happy to receive this kind of treatment, she was soon a complete and utter mess, her makeup smeared and running while drool and precum ran down her neck and onto her tits. Breathing was a challenge as the trio began to fuck her throat roughly, with Jason periodically forcing his cock down her throat and holding it there, watching as she struggled for air.
Daphne wasn't doing much better, especially as Ghostface and Devil joined in. Though she only had one mouth and two hands, whichever of the four guys surrounding her wasn't occupied seemed all too happy to jack off and wait their turn, occasionally taking turns to reach down and squeeze her tits. As a girl who loved being a bitchy control freak at school, something felt so utterly freeing to give herself over to this circle of guys around her, sucking and stroking and being thoroughly used. Being used, and *wanting* to be used, she felt more alive than she could remember feeling in some time.
It was this feeling of goodwill that also kept her from feeling too annoyed when Clown turned his attention elsewhere, his eyes wide as his jaw dropped.
"Dude! You didn't have to get completely naked!" Clown announced. "That's, like, so gay!"
Though Daphne could only barely see it, she caught that Baggy stood near the guys surrounding Gwen, completely nude except for the paper bag he wore over his head.
Baggy cocked his head, confused.
"We're fucking gangbanging these girls! We've all got our cocks out, and even if we find some way to completely avoid touching each other, which is pretty fucking unlikely given all the thrusting and close proximity and all that, it's still gonna be at least a little gay. Or, more bi in this case, since we're all gonna be railing Daphne and Gwen here, but still... I'm just being smart. You're gonna get your shirts and jackets all covered in cum and girl juice and whatnot, while I'm gonna walk out of here clean as a whistle!" he exclaimed, confidently walking up to the guys surrounding Gwen.
Daphne had to admit, the guy had some good practical points, even if his costume had easily been the shittiest in the room. It seemed that Gwen agreed, for soon she was deepthroating Baggy enthusiastically (no idle feat considering he had the second biggest cock here), sucking him down with a particular gusto and seeming to make the other guys jealous. The way she went at him with both her hands and mouth, leaving the other guys high and dry, might have just been her way of giving the last at the party a little more attention, but seemed more likely a ploy to get the other guys riled up.
And in that way, it was successful. While she licked and sucked and deepthroated with a distinct gusto, Jason, Scarecrow and Teddy Bear started to growl and complain, jacking their cocks and tugging at Gwen's hair in a bid for attention and getting none. She must have sensed their frustration, as she only gave more attention to Baggy, stroking his balls as he grunted and thrust into her face, clearly having the time of his life. Gwen seemed to love having her mouth so properly filled, grunting and moaning through her gagging, her eyes as alight with energy as they were watery with exertion.
Frustrated, Jason followed Baggy's lead and pulled off his jacket and unbuttoned his shirt, tossing them aside so that he was now naked save for his werewolf mask. This got Gwen's attention, as she stopped sucking Baggy, jacking his cock while she slurped down Jason's erection. The cocky jock held her head in both hands, fucking into her to make up for his pent-up frustration.
With it now seemingly clear that Gwen wanted the guys naked, Teddy Bear got the hint, ditching his letterman's jacket and pulling his t-shirt over his head with some difficulty and getting a handjob for his trouble. Scarecrow, however, was a little overstimulated from jacking it for so long and grunted, loud and hard as he came on the side of Gwen's face and chest. Though she groaned extra hard as she was partially painted while sucking Jason's cock, she was otherwise completely unbothered by the sudden facial.
Unlike Scarecrow.
He complained, "Wait... it's not fair... I wanted my turn in her mouth again, and... fuck! It's not fair!"
Groaning as he thrust against Gwen's hand, Teddy Bear patted his friend on the back and said, "Better luck next time, buddy. And, uh, it's still not gay that I patted you on the back like that, alright?"
"Whatever," Scarecrow replied miserably, wobbling over to a nearby chair and sitting down, before yelping upon realizing he'd just sat down on a very hard, very plastic skeleton. Drunkenly, he grabbed the skeleton and made to throw it aside, before reconsidering and just settling it down on his lap.
Looking into the empty eyes of the goofy plastic skeleton, the drunk Scarecrow mused, "You won't judge me for cumming fast, would ya, buddy?"
Grunting, Baggy said, "None of us are judging you, man! Happens to the best of us!"
"I'm judging," Jason chuckled cockily. "Can't keep it together, you might as well walk out of here and leave it for the real men..."
Miserably, Scarecrow wrapped one of the skeleton's arms around his shoulders and sulked, lazing into a drunken stupor on the verge of passing out.
While Gwen kept sucking and stroking Jason, Baggy and Teddy Bear, Daphne found that her hands and mouth were pretty full with Ghostface, Clown, Devil & Lizard. These jocks were considerably more patient with the redhead than the others were with Gwen, for the moment anyway, alternating in fucking her face and getting their handjobs while the unattended would jerk his cock or grab Daphne by the hair, or maybe reach down to fondle her tits if it didn't mean he was touching one of his bros' dicks.
Daphne, for her part, was absolutely loving the position she was in. While it may have been a seemingly subservient one (and, though she'd never say it aloud, she did love her submissive side), she relished the power she had over these guys. She knew that she was one of the hottest pieces of ass in Regan Hills High School, and that these guys were lucky to have this kind of chance with her. She took her time with each of them, making sure they all got the attention they deserved, while having her fun as well. Any time one of them tried to rush her, she would simply switch to the next guy until the unfortunate fool who'd crossed her knew his place, something these guys soon began to understand very well.
Still, she couldn't argue the simple fact that these guys were being good, and they all had really nice and clean cocks. Not the biggest cocks she'd ever dealt with, which for a size queen like Daphne was a minor annoyance, but they were respectably sized and delicious all the same. Though she really wished they weren't wearing those foolish jackets and Halloween masks, she wouldn't begrudge them, since Halloween was a night for silly affectations.
Daphne let go of the cocks she'd had in hand and let Lizard's cock fall from her mouth with one good, last, definitive kiss on the head, before she stood up between the four boys and looked at them with an arrogant grin on her face. The four of them took their chances to grab at her, running their hands over her skin, grabbing her tits and her ass, with Ghostface even managing to slide a couple of his rough fingers into her soaked pussy. She groaned at their touch, writhing and enjoying this kind of being surrounded. As a naturally tall girl with a body that could easily see her walking a runway someday, it was a certain novelty to be dwarfed by these four hulking athletes, stirring up a certain excitement in her. As a proud bi girl, she generally leaned slightly more toward favoring women to men, but there was something about being surrounded by all this muscle and testosterone that did it for her like few other things could, making her pussy positively gush at the thoughts of what would come next.
"I don't know about you boys..." Daphne said, keeping her tone playful and sultry as she turned around, eyeing each of their swollen, dripping cocks and lightly grazing them with her fingers to keep the guys nice and excited. "...but I'm ready to actually get this gangbang started. You can keep your masks if that's such a big deal for you, keep it festive or whatever, but the first of you to get naked gets to fuck my slutty little cunt."
The four boys standing around her seemed mostly struck dumb and silent by this pronouncement, save for Lizard's lowly muttered, "Oh, shit!"
Looking impatient, Daphne crossed her arms under her tits and said, "Well, what are you fucking waiting for?"
The four boys who'd been groping Daphne and fucking her face then set about trying to completely strip down in record time, something that amused the busty redhead greatly. They all seemed committed to keeping their masks on that they didn't realize how awkward or silly it made their efforts at stripping down without removing them look. Even so, they did manage, and Daphne enjoyed the show as all of their rippling muscles were exposed. Thick arms, tight pecs, rippling abs... yeah, she'd had mixed sexual experiences with jocks, finding that most of them didn't really know what they were doing, but damn it did they still have some things worth praising.
It was a close race between Ghostface and Clown, but in the end, Ghostface wound up winning, standing proud and erect before Daphne. If he weren't wearing this stupid fucking mask, she'd have made out with him then and there, but lacking that, she was happy to let him squeeze her tits while she grabbed his cock and led him to the bed.
They didn't make it, though, as Jason soon cut in, pushing Ghostface away and grabbing Daphne by the arm.
"What the fuck, man?" Ghostface protested.
Chuckling arrogantly, Jason replied, "Step aside... I had my eye on this bitch for a while... she's mine, first. You guys can have my leftovers, though, when I'm done with her..."
Daphne shot Ghostface a sympathetic look, Gwen looked on thoroughly annoyed (even through her mouth full of Baggy's cock), and while Daphne would have been happy to join her in that annoyance, she was too busy being thrown down onto the bed. After all, she'd still wanted to fuck Jason tonight, even knowing that he was kind of a dick, and as he climbed on top of her with his thick, pulsing cock sliding up against her inner thigh, she was too excited to stay annoyed for very long.
There was a distinct, dark thrill to be looking up at him in his frightening werewolf mask as he reached down, pressing the head of his eight-inch cock right up against her slit. Daphne moaned at the contact, hoping for a little more tease, a little more play, wanting this encounter to be, if not special, certainly memorable as she finally got to fuck Jason.
Of course, that wasn't exactly to be, and with a swiftness and very little buildup, he buried every inch of his cock into her waiting pussy. She counted her blessings that she was as wet as she was, as it meant that him sliding in wasn't complete misery, but she remained ultimately unsurprised *and* disappointed that he immediately went to pounding away as hard as he could at her pussy.
Annoyed, Ghostface still protested, "That's fucked up... that's so fucked up... I won! I won fair and square! I did all that and he-"
After clearly debating about how gay the action would or wouldn't be, Clown patted his friend on the shoulder in commiseration and said, "I get ya, man."
Coming up for air, Gwen gasped and stood up. She was a fucking mess, and she knew that she should have had a bigger problem with Jason fucking Daphne, after that was something she had spent a remarkable amount of effort tonight to prevent, but seeing how he treated his friends, even a girl as bitchy as her couldn't help but feel for them a little. There was nothing wrong with a little group sex with your friends, but if you got too greedy, then no one would have a good time. She couldn't let that happen, not when Halloween gangbangs were one of those things that didn't come around very often.
"Alright, guys, I think I'mma gonna need some of that, too," Gwen said, licking her lips and looking up at all the towering, masked jocks around her.
She had her pick of the litter, but in an unusually charitable moment, she reached out and grabbed Ghostface's hand and pulled him toward the bed.
"Come on," Gwen explained, crawling up onto the bed on all fours. "You get my pussy first... and whoever makes it to my mouth first gets to fuck my face! I wanna be sandwiched between as many of you as I can, so get the fuck in there!"
Not one to pass up a good thing, even if he might have been slightly more excited by Daphne, Ghostface climbed up on the bed behind Gwen and slid his seven-inch erection into her waiting pussy. The dirty-blonde girl moaned lustily, pressing her magnificent ass against him as he grabbed her hips and began to fuck her. He wasn't as rough or impatient as Jason was, taking his moment to savor her tightness and properly give it to her. Gwen, for her part, was a little too far gone to want much more than to be fucked into oblivion, but she liked his technique.
What she liked even more was when Devil dashed around the bed and climbed up in front of her, presenting his own seven-inch erection to her face and rejoicing as she eagerly sucked him down. While it might have taken some adjustment for all three parties to establish a pace and rhythm, soon Devil and Ghostface were fucking into Gwen with a firm, swift rhythm, keeping her nice and enjoyably stuffed as they took out their pleasure on the busty blonde cheerleader.
Soon, thoroughly enjoying their rhythm, the two masked jocks each raised a hand and fist-bumped the other, sealing their camaraderie in this intense moment. Absolutely loving her spit-roasting, Gwen moaned luxuriantly around Devil's cock, reaching between her legs with one hand to furiously finger her clit as they went to town on her.
Turning her head to see the treatment her rival was getting, Daphne had to admit that the blonde bitch looked like she was having a lot more fun than her. Looking up at Jason above her, grunting and thrusting away as he gave it to her hard, Daphne had to admit that she was... underwhelmed. Sure, he had a decently-sized cock, and he was a smooth talker, a good kisser, and fucking gorgeous, but that beauty faded quickly as she realized what a lousy lay he was. He was selfish, grunting and pounding away at her, not caring about what she wanted. When she tried to reach for her clit, he reached for her hands and pinned them above her head, grinning down at her darkly as he used her body only for his pleasure.
Now, if a guy knew what he was doing, Daphne loved being utterly used and even a little degraded if the occasion suited it. As it ultimately turned out, Jason Torrance didn't know how to do any of that. All he knew how to do was rapidly piston in and out of her, pin her down, and think he was god's fucking gift to sex.
"Yeah? You like that, huh? You like me pinning you down like a cheap little slut? You've never had it this good, have you? Never had dick like this? Never had a guy fuck you like you deserve to be fucked, like I can fuck you? I'm the best you've ever fucking had, aren't I?" he intoned, moaning to himself as he sped up.
"Uhhh, sure, why not?" Daphne replied.
Jason missed her clearly layered sarcasm, laughing and kissing her, but at least he didn't last very long. After a few more decisive thrusts, he pulled out of Daphne and jerked his cock, cumming all over her stomach and pussy, before climbing off of her on wobbly legs. For a guy who always wanted to look like he was in complete control, it was a moment of vulnerability that amused Daphne.
"Alright, guys..." Jason laughed, taking an amused, if hungry, glance at Gwen. "I broke the bitch in for all of you, now you can stop jackin' it and get some for yourselves!"
He clearly thought he was the king of, well, everything, not noticing the shaking heads and clearly miserable looks of the rest of his boys. Daphne wasn't absolutely certain, but it felt like she might've heard one of them mutter the word "asshole".
Nevertheless, it became clear to her that if she wanted to be used like how *she* wanted to be used, she was going to have to take matters into her own hands. Luckily, there were still four jocks who were otherwise unoccupied, and Daphne wagered that with a little guidance, she could make good use out of them.
Quickly, she rolled off of the bed and knelt beside her discarded costume pieces, finding her purse and quickly rifling through it until she got exactly what she was looking for, a small bottle of lubricant.
Standing up, she lifted one foot onto the bed and leaned into it, looking every bit a conqueror as she lewdly displayed her pussy to them. They all seemed taken aback by her sudden authoritative stance, but none were quite as surprised as Jason, who seemed to think that he had truly rocked her world.
If that's what he thought, Daphne was more than happy to show him what it really looked like to have her world rocked.
"Alright, guys, I'll put it to you plainly. I've got three holes and I want them all stuffed at the same time, so you better all be up for the task," Daphne explained, eyeing the guys and their cocks as she determined how she wanted it. "Lizard, I want you lying down on the bed, you're gonna get my pussy. I want to ride you hard, so you better be up for the fucking task."
"Fuck yeah!" Lizard exclaimed, scrambling over to the bed and jumping onto his back.
Daphne had to admit that, while his cock didn't seem nearly as big as Jason's, seeing it standing so proudly was exciting. Jason was just looking to claim his dominance among the guys, but Lizard, he was just excited to be here, not even slightly put out by Gwen getting double-teamed no more than a foot away from him.
"Teddy Bear boy?" she continued, turning her attention to her next conquest. "I want you standing over him; I'm gonna suck you off, and if you don't cum, you'll get one of my other holes. I hear anything from you or Lizard about how you think that's gay, and you won't get anywhere near my holes again, am I understood?"
"Yeah," Lizard said quickly.
"No problem," Teddy Bear said, climbing up onto the bed and getting into position.
Looking at the remaining two boys, Daphne quickly continued, "Sorry, Clown, but you won't get my ass. Yet. But if I'm not mistaken..."
With a resounding grunt, Devil then came, hard, pulling out of Gwen's mouth and jacking his cock, painting her face with multiple thick shots of cum.
Grinning, Daphne continued, "...there's an opening with our blonde slut. Don't you think she'd look good sandwiched and double-penetrated between you and Ghostface there?"
"I... I do!!!" Gwen cried out, her own efforts to cum paying off as she had a messy, wet orgasm on Ghostface's cock. It was a fairly hard one, her whole body jerking as she cried out in ecstasy.
If it hadn't been for the visible gush of juices and that special way her legs quivered, Daphne would have thought that Gwen was faking it, or at least putting on a show for everyone, but as a girl who knew what a good fake orgasm looked like, she knew Gwen to be genuine. As much as she was starting to at least respect the blonde, this instead made her annoyingly jealous for having gotten off, which made her next words come out harsher than they might have.



"Hands out," Daphne directed Clown, squeezing some lube onto them. "Go nuts, wreck that little whore's ass."
"Hey!" Gwen protested, wiping cum from her mouth.
"Oh, come on, you *are* a whore, and so am I. And I'm gonna get my ass wrecked soon too," she said, smiling hopefully as she turned her attention to Baggy. "Hands?"
"Seriously?" Baggy asked, holding his hands out. "I've... well, I've never done this before, which actually seems surprising considering all I've heard about the girls around school, and I'm not completely hopeless with the ladi-
"Fucking seriously," Daphne interrupted, squeezing lube into his palms as she kept her tone firm enough to quiet him. "Lube your cock up and get it into my ass ASAP, and if I've got any instructions, you better fucking listen to them. That goes for all of you! I wanna get off here too, and even if some guys here might not know what to do with a woman, I'll make sure you're up to the task whether you want it or not."
She looked at Jason with a playful challenge, maybe hoping to get a rise out of him or make him realize that he wasn't as hot shit as he thought he was, but it seemed as if he was completely unaware that anything he said or did might have had any influence on what he was saying. The guy was hot, to be sure, but getting less attractive by the moment in Daphne's eyes. If she were in a different position at the moment, she would have thought it appropriate to try and teach him a lesson, but the situation was less than ideal. Surrounded by his friends, it might not be the safest course of action to pull something, but Daphne was patient, and knew that the moment would present itself eventually.
Until then, she was more than happy to climb aboard Lizard's cock, burying him balls-deep in her pussy in one simple movement. While his wasn't nearly as impressive as Jason's cock, the jock groaned pleasurably, seeming to enjoy the weight of the moment as she sank down on top of him. He reached up, squeezing her breasts and making her groan.
Teddy Bear then stood in her view, his thick cock bobbing in front of her full lips. Leaning forward slightly, she licked at the head, teasing it with a kiss.
Looking up into his absurd teddy bear mask, Daphne told him, "I'm waiting until my ass is full, and then I'll give you the best blowjob you've ever had, alright?"
With surprising patience, he quietly nodded down at her, running a hand almost tenderly through her luscious red hair. Daphne grinned up at him, thinking that she'd have to do something extra nice for him soon, so long as he didn't cum too quickly, anyway.
Gently rocking her hips as she slowly fucked Lizard, Daphne peered over her shoulder, eyeing Baggy as he crawled up behind her. His nicely-sized cock was hard and glistening with lube, and she quivered at the thought of how good that would feel up her ass in the near future.
"Are you ready, or what?" she taunted.
"Ready for this? Fuck no," Baggy admitted, not that it stopped him from crawling over to her and squeezing her ass in his hands. "Unlike a lot of the other guys here, I've never been up a girl's ass before, and even though I've always wanted to, it's not like I ever expected that I'd only get to do it while a couple inches away from one of my bros fucking that same girl's pussy. It's a little surreal, is all."
Daphne rolled her eyes. "Keep complaining and I'll call Jason over, I'm sure he'd be happy to if he could get it up again..."
Jason chuckled. Daphne's taunt, and his laugh, certainly got Baggy's attention.
"No! No, no, no, I'll fuck your ass, I just like pointing out life's little eccentricities sometimes, and purely in a self-effacing way, I'm ready! I want to fuck your ass, I swear, I do!" Baggy said hurriedly, grabbing hold of his cock and sliding it beneath her ass cheeks.
Daphne enjoyed the feeling of it sliding over her tightest hole, every time his head making contact with her making her shiver. She knew that she was going to be more stuffed than usual, having both her pussy and ass filled by some sizable guys, and that while it would carry its own unique discomforts, that the pleasures would be more than worth it. She tried as much as she could to relax, but there was only so much relaxing you could do before you were double-penetrated, and as she leaned forward to accommodate him, Daphne gritted her teeth.
Thankfully, for his size, Baggy was a lot gentler than Jason would have been, pushing slowly into her ass. She rocked her hips and pushed back against him as best she could, encouraging his cockhead into her tightest hole. It took some focus, and their combined efforts, but soon Baggy's cockhead popped into her asshole, causing both of them to groan loudly. Daphne had never felt this full without the aid of toys before, and felt a delicious electricity overtaking her body. It was as if every nerve ending was on fire and begging for release, and all she wanted was more. Baggy was happy to oblige, pushing deeper and deeper until every last inch of his cock was buried up her ass.
For Daphne, it was absolute ecstasy.
"For the record, I can feel your balls on me," Lizard said, complaining only slightly. "Just making sure we all know this isn't gay."
"Or, like I said, bi," Baggy amended. "But even if it was-"
"Dude, shut up and fuck her ass already before you make this any weirder," Lizard complained, thrusting up into Daphne's pussy.
Amused, and too deliciously filled to complain, Daphne had to laugh a little. This was what she got for fucking around with guys, but in spite of all the playful machoness and gay panic, she had to admit that there was nothing quite like being stuffed full of eager thrusting cocks. In her pussy, in her ass...
...and as Teddy Bear stepped forward grabbing her hair and sliding his cock between her lips, her mouth was claimed as well.
Though inexpert at this exact action, it only took a moment for the three guys to develop a rhythm, all of them fucking and groping and using Daphne to the redhead's content, delightfully defiling her as she moaned lusciously and had the time of her fucking life. Though she wanted to put on a bit of a show to let Jason know how lousy he was by comparison, soon she didn't need to act, surrendering to this uniquely dirty moment as she had all of her holes filled by thrusting, throbbing cocks as she let rapture overtake her.
Gwen, for her part, was mostly having a pretty good time as well. She was on her knees with Clown in front of her, fucking her pussy, while Ghostface was behind her, thrusting away at her ass. That Ghostface hadn't cum yet seemed a miracle to the blonde cheerleader, and she found herself thinking that she had to look him up after the fact. Right now, though, with two decently hung boys double-penetrating her in a kneeling sandwich, fucking away more or less in sync with each other while Ghostface reached around and roughly groped her tits, she was in a pretty good place, more or less.
If only these guys could remember where the hell they were.
"Fuck... she's so tight..." Clown groaned, dropping his head back before looking back over Gwen's shoulder at Ghostface. "You see those plays Coach wants us to run in next week's game?"
"Fucking bullshit, right?" Ghostface answered. "You think her pussy's tight, you should feel her ass, it's wicked tight... and if we go with those plays, we're gonna fucking lose."
"Lose *again*," Clown clarified. "I keep telling everybody they gotta fire Coach. They gotta fire Coach and let my dad take his job, 'cause my dad once almost played minor league and-"
"Yeah, we all know, he blew out his knee and didn't get to be the biggest and best in the whole wide world," Ghostface replied, annoyed, yet still mercifully pounding Gwen's ass.
If she weren't feeling as much pleasure as she was, she might have given these guys a piece of her mind. After all, they were double-teaming one of the hottest bitches in school, why the fuck wouldn't they be giving her their absolute attention? She'd fucking earned it, hadn't she, with her tight body, good looks and amazing fucking sex skills. They should have been all about her right now, and they were worried about the next game and who should've been coaching their team? They were lucky they had great bodies and nice cocks, or Gwen would've fucking torn them a new one.
"Fucking seriously, guys?" Gwen grunted, reaching around and grabbing Clown by the ass and smacking him with a little less playfulness than he was expecting. "I'm here and ready and hotter than any other slut you're gonna find at this party, other than Daphne maybe, and that's what you're talkin' about? For fuck's sake, I should just ditch you right now and make you finish yourselves off."
Admittedly, she knew this could go a lot of different ways, as most guys like this that she knew didn't like to be confronted by their shortcomings. These guys, at least, were decent and dumb enough that they didn't let her words anger them.
"Sorry, Gwen," Clown said.
"Really sorry..." Ghostface grunted, fucking her harder. "You're really, really fucking hot, and thank you for letting me fuck your ass like this, and... fuck... you're gonna make me cum... please make me cum, you feel so fucking good and I don't think I can hold it anymore..."
That was better. She liked these guys when they knew their proper place, and when they filled her so nicely. Ghostface had apologized decently enough, she thought that was enough for a reward.
"It's all good..." Gwen replied, reaching back to stroke his muscles. "You can cum in my ass if you want. I'd like to be nice and filled."
Thrusting slightly quicker, Ghostface grunted, "Cool... cool... fucking cool!"
With a firm thrust and a deep grunt, Ghostface squeezed her tits and came hard in Gwen's ass. It was a decent, thick load, and she groaned at the feeling of the spreading warmth inside of her. Fuck, it turned her on... it got her going in a way where she wished he'd taken off that stupid fucking mask so she could kiss him, but whatever dumb agreement the guys had made with each other when it came to their masks, he was keeping to it. Probably thinking that if they couldn't look each other in the eyes, they could pretend they hadn't done anything with each other at school. She was looking to tease them a fair bit, but for now she was looking to get another nice, good cum in...
Daphne got there first, however. Though she couldn't cry out, getting her holes filled by three guys at once seemed to have done the trick for her one hell of a lot better than Jason ever could. Getting it rough from the trio had her screaming around Teddy Bear's cock, but the big guy standing over her wasn't going to let her be heard. Too busy thrusting his cock deep down her throat, he was content to let her be a quivering, shaking mess while her eyes rolled back into her head.
Even with Ghostface pulling out of her ass, she still felt herself on the edge of cumming. Even with Clown's increasingly wild thrusts up into her pussy becoming more frantic by the moment, seeing Daphne in the throes of ecstasy as she had managed to both completely surrender to and control her situation, Gwen couldn't help but let go. The sight of the busty redhead taken by the throes of pleasure made it easy for Gwen to surrender herself to the moment and cum, hard, on Clown's cock, her muscles clamping down on his decently thick cock as she shook and shuddered and enjoyed every moment of yumminess that came with it.
"Fuck... fuck... fuck..." Clown groaned, pulling out of her and stroking his cock, cumming on her leg with a few loud, grunting spurts. "Fuck, I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I didn't want to make a mess and-"
Laughing softly as she caught her breath, Gwen leaned into him and kissed his chest. "It's all good... I like the cum... and you did good... really fucking good..."
Clown chuckled, and unable to restrain himself, wrapped his arms around her and pulled Gwen in for a quick hug. It was such a warm and strange gesture that even her bitchiness was temporarily disarmed, and she couldn't help but wrap her arms around Clown and share his quick hug. It was a brief moment, but a nice one in the midst of all the hardcore fucking.
And one that Jason was all too happy to break up.
"Alright, show's over," he said, roughly pushing Clown to the side, before pushing Gwen onto her back on the bed. "This one's mine."
Normally one to enjoy the rough treatment, even Gwen was taken aback by the suddenness of Jason's intervention, and even more when he slid his cock inside of her, groaning. He seemed to rather enjoy himself as he roughly shoved every inch inside of her, while Gwen thought that he could have used at least a *little* finesse. Nevertheless, the way he chuckled, he was probably pretty impressed with himself.
"Fuck... got a nice, *fine* vagine there... almost as nice as Daphne's... almost, but not quite," Jason said, his voice low and taunting. "You've probably fucked more guys, I bet, made you a little looser? I won't hold that against ya, though. But I will ask, what're you gonna do to impress me more than she did, huh? What're you gonna do to my big, fat cock to make me forget about the ginger bitch whose world I fucking rocked?"
It seemed like Jason was going through a checklist of things that would turn Gwen off as quickly as possible, and not even his good looks were enough to really make this as enjoyable as it could have been. Nevertheless, he was all the way inside of her, and she thought she might as well enjoy what he could before he finished.
Not that she wouldn't give him a little attitude.
"I dunno... I mean, you let me on top, I can show you what I've got..." Gwen said, her tone bitchy as Jason began to fuck her in the same mechanical fashion with which he'd taken Daphne.
"Nah, I like this just fine... lets me be in charge like I'm supposed to be," he said, playfully arching his neck and howling. "You're with the alpha wolf tonight, baby! Not as many girls get this as oughta, so you're in for a fucking treat!"
"Right. Sure," Gwen replied, groaning in spite of herself as he fucked in and out of her, his cock hitting at least some decent spots.
Turning her head to look at Daphne again, Gwen couldn't help but feel jealous, and she hated how much she felt jealous of Daphne *fucking* O'Connell. The redheaded bitch was getting properly filled by three guys, and in quick succession was making them cum. Teddy Bear pulled out first, cumming all over her face and tits, while Lizard soon gave her a decently thick-looking creampie. With that, she soon forced Baggy onto his back and climbed on top of his cock, riding him with his cock up her ass until she was a screaming, cummy mess of her own.
As Jason mechanically thrust away at her, as unimpressive to Gwen as he was impressive to himself, she sighed, beginning to wish that she'd locked the door and just kept fighting and fucking Daphne earlier.
***
While certain elements of the gangbang were hit or miss, it was hard for either Gwen or Daphne to admit that they didn't get their money's worth over the next couple hours. Save for the passed-out Scarecrow still lounging half-naked on the chair, it felt like both girls had managed to get each of the other seven guys' cocks in most of their holes at least once. It took a while for the jocks to recover, so on occasion it was down to one girl fucking one guy, but every so often all seven of them would be up and running and willing to fuck (or at least jack it until they were cumming on one of the girls) to make sure that each of them was truly well fucked and cum-drenched.
Of course, as the night went on, some of the novelty began to wear off. Over the course of the evening, Clown, Devil and Teddy Bear had cleaned up and left, rejoining the party downstairs, and several of the other guys looked like they were on the verge of giving up in the near future. While Gwen and Daphne were both hot enough to get almost any guy to do whatever they wanted, these guys still wanted to get some partying in, drinking and messing around and maybe even finding another girl to take home at the end of the night. It took their hotness, and the efforts of Jason's single-minded vision of what this gangbang should be like, to keep the remainder around, though even the girls were beginning to tire of things by this point.
The two girls were on their hands and knees at this point, with Daphne being fucked from behind by Jason and Gwen being taken by Lizard. In Jason's wannabe porn choreographer mind, this was meant to allow the two girls to make out while they were being fucked, but given the awkward nature of the position, and the rough thrusting from the guys, there was no way they could have done this without slamming their heads into each other. No, instead, the girls angled themselves so they could avoid collisions, and talk lowly with each other.
"Fuck... while this *is* fun, I think the novelty wore off a while ago," Daphne grunted, wincing as Jason slapped her ass.
"Yeah, this is... like, alright, but I could use some time with a vibrator, or a tongue, or some fingers that actually know what they're fucking doing," Gwen said, keeping her voice low so only Daphne could hear her.
"Seriously," Daphne replied, wincing again as Jason smacked her ass slightly too hard.
"Yeah, you fucking love that, bitch, don'tcha?" Jason laughed.
"Oh, you're the best!" Daphne replied, rolling her eyes to Gwen and keeping her sarcasm clear, not that Jason seemed to care.
"I feel fucking stupid for thinking he was such hot shit... fuck that's good," Gwen groaned, pushing back against Lizard as he fucked her, liking the particular angle he was taking.
"I'm with you," Daphne replied, equally irritated and in the throes of half-assed passion, since Jason was still a step above incompetent when it came to sex.
Looking at how annoyed Daphne was, and how fucking hot she looked, all sweaty and covered in cum and flushing with lust, an idea began to form in Gwen's mind. Like most of her best ideas, it was still an angry and impulsive one that could use a little more polish than she understood how to use, but its simplicity this time made it seem like it couldn't go wrong.
"Wanna get back at Jason? Give him a real fucking scare?" Gwen said, grinning darkly at Daphne.
The stacked redhead, even through her mediocre fuck with Jason, couldn't help but smile and agree. "God, yes... it is Halloween after all, sounds only right. What do you have in mind?"
Gwen grinned, leaning in for a kiss. Awkward as it was given their mutual fucks, they managed to make it work for the moment, much to the entertainment of the guys who were participating or watching.
"I need to get some help... think you can keep the guys distracted for a minute?" Gwen asked.
"Bitch, please," Daphne said, kissing Gwen again. "I'm a walking distraction."
"Good," Gwen replied, pushing back against Lizard so that his cock fell out of her, then crawling away.
"The fuck?" the confused jock replied, looking down from Gwen, to his cock, then back again, the length of his mask whipping around as he stood comically in his confusion.
"I need a break, and a drink of water. Daphne's got you covered, right, bitch?" Gwen said, all bravado and cockiness as she crawled across the bed and dropped down to the floor, stretching out her muscles.
"Oh, I've got this..." Daphne replied, pushing off of Jason (despite his best efforts not to let her go) and rolling onto her back on the bed. "You boys want to see how flexible I am while you jack off all over me?"
Ghostface, Lizard and Baggy certainly seemed to find this prospect enticing, enough that even Jason couldn't raise his voice against them. It was also made all the easier by Daphne showing just how flexible she was, contorting around on the bed in various splits while the boys knelt around her, slowly stroking their cocks for Daphne's amusement.



Well, *almost* all the boys. Before she could make it to the bathroom, Gwen quickly grabbed Baggy and dragged him in with her.
"What... what's this?" he asked, confused.
"Pin me against the fucking wall and fuck me, alright? I wanna talk about something..." she directed.
"Oh, alright!" Baggy exclaimed.
He grabbed her and pushed her against the nearest wall, grabbing and raising one of her legs for better entry as he slid his thick cock back inside of her. Gwen moaned, enjoying the way he filled her, and the slow, methodical way he slid in and out of her cunt. This would have been a moment that Gwen normally would have savored, trying to stretch it out as long as possible, but now that they were out of earshot and Daphne had the others distracted, they had some business to get down to.
"So, you like me, right? I'm not saying *like* like, but, you like fucking me and think I'm hot, right?" Gwen asked.
"Is it that obvious?" Baggy grunted, thrusting into her more enthusiastically. "But, yes, the answer's yes, of course."
"And do you like me more than you dislike the way Jason treats you and your bros?" Gwen proposed.
Baggy gulped, his pace breaking slightly, but not enough that he was going to stop fucking her. "He doesn't... it's just tonight and... fuck, okay, yeah, I don't like how he treats us. Thinks he's our fucking king, and that the school's fucking his now that Kyle's expelled."
"Wanna help take him down a peg?" Gwen asked, groaning as he kept fucking her perfectly, leaning in to kiss Baggy's chest.
Baggy thought about it. "You're not gonna hurt him?"
"Nothing on purpose. It's just... Halloween, ya know? I think he's earned a good scare. A *big* fucking scare. And I think you agree," Gwen groaned, running her hands down Baggy's chest, before taking hold of one of his hands and running his fingers to her clit.
She didn't know that he'd be down to pleasure her, as a lot of guys weren't as keen on the subject as they claimed, but with Baggy, she got a good feeling.
"Come on, touch me... rub your fingers in little circles there... yes, there, that's my clit, like that... fuck, yes, like that..." Gwen moaned, happy for Baggy's enthusiasm. "That's nice... almost as nice as it would be to take Jason down a peg, don'tcha think?"
Now, Gwen knew how to manipulate guys pretty well... she'd learned from the best on the cheer squad, after all, but every so often there was a moment where she didn't have to do much of anything. Sometimes it was fun to get guys to do what she wanted because she knew it was also what they wanted, and after a little time with Baggy, she got the impression that they were on the same wavelength about Jason.
Though his eyes showed conflict through the mask, soon he said, "Yeah... I do."
"Good," Gwen said confidently, wrapping her arms around him for stability. "I was gonna bribe you with a one-on-one date, but, you made it easy."
Baggy slowed down his thrusting, before picking back up as he considered what she said. "You can still bribe me with that if you want. I like being bribed. And I like dates. So, you know, feel free to try bribing! It should work!"
Gwen laughed, but kissed his chest again. "See how the plan goes, then we'll talk."
"If it means going out with you, I'd burn down the entire school," he replied, before quickly adding. "I mean, figuratively, as an expression of what I'd do for you. I wouldn't really do that since it's illegal and all, and all our friends are there, and-"
"You wanna help?" Gwen interrupted, squeezing his cock with her pussy with particular fervor.
Baggy groaned, slowing down. "What do you need?"
She smirked, reaching down to squeeze his ass. "First... I need you to get the other guys out of the room... I want it to be just me and Daphne and Jason... and I need you to leave the door unlocked."
"Doesn't sound very scary so far..." Baggy admitted.
If she hadn't taken that moment to moan, Gwen would have rolled her eyes at him, but the sex was feeling good enough that she couldn't really argue with him.
"And that's why I need you to get dressed and head back to the party..." Gwen explained. "I need you to find a friend of mine down there..."
***
The plan came together slowly, but Baggy was good to his promise. After the other guys had had their fun cumming on or getting sucked or stroked by Daphne while she showed off her remarkable flexibility and just what those shapely legs of hers could do, Baggy had coaxed Lizard and Ghostface to leave with them, leaving Jason alone with Daphne and Gwen. Gwen hadn't been able to explain much of what was happening to the redhead, so she could only hope that she wouldn't freak out too much, but she had instructed her to get her phone's camera ready soon, that there would be one hell of a show.
So, while a messy Gwen, her hair all over the place, makeup streaked and absolutely covered in sweat and cum, distracted Jason, Daphne surreptitiously got her phone and turned on the camera, recording.
Not noticing this, Jason looked to the two girls and smiled smugly. "Ya know, my boys are my boys, but in the end, this was how it was all supposed to shake out, I think. At the end of the night, I'm the last man standing with all the prizes, two of the hottest bitches in school... fuck, I love winning."
"Really?" Gwen asked, sarcastic.
"I never would've guessed," Daphne said, trying to outsarcasm Gwen.
"I know, I seem like a humble guy, but it's true, I fucking love winning. One of the main reasons I got into sports. Real men gotta win, and I'm as real as it gets baby!" he said proudly to Daphne, pounding his fist against his chest before turning his attention to Gwen. "And you're baby also. That sounds weird. But, fuck it, I won, I won you, you're my trophies, and that's fucking awesome."
"Whatever," Gwen replied, looking to the bedroom door with anticipation.
Unaware of her annoyance, he continued, "So, what do you girls wanna do next, huh? Take turns watching me fuck the other? Make out? Please say make out, I'd love to watch you make out..."
"Hard pass," Daphne replied, shaking her head. "I mean, yeah, I want to make out with her, and I will soon, but not for your benefit. I want to do it because she's a hot fucking slut and a really good kisser."
"Thanks... and, you're pretty fucking hot when you're not being a cunt. Even when you're being a cunt, actually, fuck, you're just hot all the time, aren't you?" Gwen proposed.
"You're damn right about that," Daphne laughed. "But I'm still not making out with you while he's here..."
Jason looked like he had been slapped. He stood tall and proud and indignant, clearly wanting to show the two girls with him who was boss, when it was fairly clear that neither of them was in a mood to put up with his bullshit.
"Hey!" he complained, appealing to them as he grabbed Gwen by the wrist. "What the fuck! You have any idea how many girls are drooling over me? You two are lucky to be with me! This is Halloween! The night that all the sluts come out! I could've gotten with any of those whores, but I went with you instead, and I think I'm entitled to-"
Before he could share what he felt he was entitled to, the bedroom door was kicked open, and standing in the newly torn-open portal was a massive man in a terrifying, and impressively screen-accurate, Leatherface costume. Hulking and breathing heavily with dark eyes staring through the holes of his piecemeal mask, he held a grimy-looking chainsaw in both hands.
"WHO HERE'S BEEN FUCKING MY GIRL?!?!?" he roared. "WHO'S TOUCHED GWEN? ONLY I CAN TOUCH HER!"
Dramatically, he pulled the starter cord of the chainsaw and raised it over his head, filling the room with the roar of the tool as he charged toward them.
Now, when Gwen set everything in motion, she expected a number of different outcomes and ways that Jason might take this. He had the reputation of a fairly fearless athlete, but she got the impression that if anything got real that he might be unpredictable. She expected tears and begging and pleading, and honestly, that would've been a lot of fun.
Not nearly as fun as what actually happened.
Gwen didn't expect Jason to scream an impressively high scream, and she *certainly* didn't expect for him to jump naked through the nearest open window.
"Holy shit!" Daphne explained, running over toward the window.
"Holy shit," Gwen agreed, laughing, sauntering lazily over toward the window so she could see exactly what happened.
And to make sure he was still alive.
Looking down on the front lawn below, she saw that Jason had gotten some nice distance before his fall was broken by a number of foam tombstones. She worried that he might have been dead, or at least seriously hurt for a moment, before he popped up and looked back up at the window, terrified.
"Tommy, stick your head out the window and rev the chainsaw again?" Gwen suggested.
"You got it, girl!" the man in the Leatherface costume replied in his naturally high, sweet voice, bounding over to the window and sticking his chainsaw out of it, revving it as he yelled in his deep, roaring voice, "YOU! I'MMA GONNA GET YOU AND MAKE YOU PAY YOU... YOU MOTHERFUCKER!"
Tommy turned to Gwen. "That sounds nice and butch, right?"
"Oh, totally," Gwen replied.
"Cool," Tommy said, before turning his attention back out the window and roaring, "MOTHERFUCKER!!!"
Jason let out another of his high, girly screams, before sprinting across the lawn and down the street buck naked. Seeing a passing pickup truck, he jumped up and threw himself into the bed, disappearing as the truck turned around the corner.
"Does he know where that truck's going?" Daphne asked.
Gwen shrugged. "Who cares?"
The large man in the Leatherface costume slipped back inside the house, laughing softly to himself. "Oh, he's got a cute little ass, but looks like such a douche."
Daphne looked to Gwen, impressed, and gave her a slow clap. "That was... that was amazing. I'd take my hat off to you if I had one."
"I'll take it," Gwen acknowledged. "But you gotta give a lot of the credit to Tommy here."
"Tommy?" Daphne asked, curious.
"That's me!" Leatherface said, pulling off his mask to reveal the wide, round face of a partially-bearded 18-year-old and utterly sweet-looking young man she vaguely recognized from around school. "Tommy Jarvis, one of the only male cheerleaders in Regan Hills High, bear-in-training and third best cosplayer in town, at your service. Fuck, the way he screamed, you'd have thought he thought my chainsaw was real. He looked like he was about to shit himself... I mean, it was real once, but I took the chain off, so there's no real danger..."
"Give him another block and he probably will shit himself," Gwen replied, looking to Daphne. "You got that all on your phone?"
Now that she had an image of what was going on, Daphne's senses returned. "All of it. I'll forward you the clip."
"Do that. Not sure what I'm gonna do with it yet, but it could prove to be useful someday," Gwen admitted before turning her attention back to their rescuer. "Tommy, I owe you big for this one."
"You owe me big for a lot of them, girl, but not this one. I'm gonna be laughing about this for months, and that was worth *everything*," the big boy said, laughing. "I was gonna point out the two of you were naked and cummy, but since that's probably pretty obvious, I'll leave you to it! Call me if you ever need a rescue again, that was a hoot!"
Chuckling to himself, Tommy left the bedroom, closing the door behind him.
This left Gwen and Daphne alone and looking at each other, wondering what came next.
"That's Tommy... he's kinda camp, but he's good people," Gwen said, trying to fill the silence.
Daphne smirked. "I can tell. Good to have friends in high places sometimes, no matter what flavor they come in..."
Silence reigned as the two naked women stared at each other, eyes rolling over each other's bodies as they got a proper chance to look at the other for the first time in a while. Neither could deny the attraction between them, the heat and the hate intertwined. Her eyes running from Daphne's pussy to her tits, Gwen couldn't help but bite her lip.
"So..." Gwen said.
"So..." Daphne replied, setting her phone back down on the nightstand. "I still think you're a fucking bitch."
"Feeling's mutual," Gwen replied. "But that's not all bad, is it?"
"Not really. Made Halloween a *lot* more interesting than I was expecting. I should probably thank you, but we'll probably wind up fighting or fucking some more if we stay here together any longer, won't we?" Daphne replied.
Gwen grinned, then reached back and quickly slapped Daphne across the cheek. The sharp crack of the slap echoed throughout the room, and furious-looking, Daphne whirled on Gwen, slapping her back. Though it snapped Gwen's head to the side, the blonde looked up at the redhead with a defiant smile.
And with that, the two of them were on each other again, arms wrapped around each other as they made out and wrestled each other toward the bed. Their lips were inseparable and their hands were roaming over each other's bodies, but after how this night had begun and what had happened with the guys, the two of them were ready for some serious release the way they wanted it.
Daphne grabbed Gwen by the hair and wrestled her to the bed, the redhead landing on top of the blonde, though Gwen, ever the scrapper, was quick to roll on top of Daphne, reaching down to finger the redhead's steaming cunt, while Daphne reached up to do the same.
"Fucking bitch..." Daphne growled, gently squeezing Gwen's clit.
"Cunt," Gwen groaned, thrusting her fingers inside of Daphne and feeling around for her g-spot while she still thumbed the redhead's clit.
Gwen leaned down, sucking on one of Daphne's nipples hard as they continued to fuck each other.
Daphne moaned lusciously, her eyes rolling back from the kind of pleasure she'd hoped to take out of the gangbang. "Fuck! We should've done this from the beginning!"
"Mhmmm," Gwen agreed, before biting Daphne's nipple.
This was enough to set the redhead off, crying out and gushing on Gwen's fingers. It was a quick, hard, leg-shaking orgasm, but one that made up for a lot of the pent-up energy she'd accumulated through the boys. To be sure, she had had a lot of fun with the guys, but at the end of the day, for Daphne anyway, there was nothing quite like how a girl could get her off.
"Ooh... fuck..." Daphne moaned, kissing Gwen deeply. "Ooh, fuck, why are you so good at this?"
Gwen tried to remain smug, but she couldn't deny that the feeling was fairly mutual. "You're... pretty fucking great, too... for such a cunt..."
Daphne smirked. "You better believe it, bitch..."
Regaining her strength, Daphne grabbed Gwen and rolled over on top of her, disentangling herself just enough so she could sit on the blonde's face before leaning in for a quick and dirty 69. Daphne didn't know if Gwen could get her off as quickly as she wanted, but she was beyond caring as she really wanted to make the blonde scream. She leaned in, licking and suckling and fingering Gwen's cunt, feeling the blonde cheer bitch crying out against her own pussy lips before returning the treatment. Though their own juices had mixed and matched with a large number of guys at the orgy, the two girls lapped them up as if they were ambrosia, eating the other out with gusto as they sought another round of ecstasy. Having just cum herself, Daphne was at a distinct advantage, and being a girl who was rather proud of her oral skills, she had Gwen on the edge in no time.
It would have been so easy to draw the situation out, to truly torture the blonde cheerleader and really make her suffer before giving her a devastating orgasm, but when a tasty pussy came along, Daphne couldn't deny that she was a little greedy, and so she just dove in, giving Gwen everything she had until the slutty little blonde was gushing on her face, powerless to do anything against her.
Daphne kept this going for a moment, before easing up on Gwen, then turning back around so the two of them were face to face, their large breasts pressed against each other.
Giddy and unable to stop herself, Gwen leaned up to kiss Daphne. "Fuck, I hate you."
Daphne kissed her back with a fiery passion. "I hate you too."
"But..." Gwen had to admit, "...it's been a pretty fucking awesome Halloween."
Smiling broadly, Daphne replied, "Agreed."
The two girls descended into making out again, prepared to do whatever it took to seek their pleasure out from each other, before a groaning across the room stole their attention. They turned to look, only to discover the forgotten and thoroughly pantsless Scarecrow standing up from his chair, still entangled in his plastic skeleton.
"Did I..." he groaned, running a hand over his head. "Did I miss the gangbang?"
"'fraid so," Gwen replied.
"Sorry," Daphne replied, even though her tone wasn't sorry in the slightest.
"Oh, dammit," Scarecrow moaned, dropping the skeleton to the ground. "I mean, I wasn't all that hot on fucking you with all the guys, that was more Jason's bright idea, but I was hoping to get *some* and... ah, fuck, I really just fucked up Halloween, didn't I?"
His misery must have struck a chord with the two girls, as they soon looked at each other in consideration.
"You wanna?" Gwen asked.
"I mean, I could... I kind of feel bad for him," Daphne explained. "And we can still fuck each other more after we're done with him."
"Truth," Gwen replied, before turning her attention to him. "Yo, Scarecrow? If you still want some, we'll fuck ya, no trouble."
He perked up with hope. "Really?"
"Really," Daphne replied with a grin, curling her finger for the boy enticingly. "Happy Halloween, Scarecrow, come on over for one last treat..."
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing these stories is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going. Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying my works. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. It's been a rough few years, and in times like this, it becomes very easy to give in to anger and let that rule your life. I ask that, instead of letting anger run your life, take a breath, ask yourself if anger is really best in this moment, and if it isn't, try to consider putting some kindness out into the world instead. It's a rough world out there these days, and while that doesn't look like it will change anytime soon, it doesn't take much to make it just a little bit better. Please be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: While still reeling from the aftermath of Sarah joining in with his poly relationship with Josie and Brooke, 18-year-old Ryan Collins found his month only getting busier as his duties with the paper had him cross paths with the school's drama club during pre-production of the spring musical, Little Shop of Horrors. Alongside stage crew member Olivia Raine-Goldblum, he had been secretly tasked to be an outside perspective to offer honesty and truth to better help drama teacher Mrs. Harker decide on who should get what in the play. While setting up some preliminary interviews let him get to know the major players in the school's drama club, including arrogant jerk Micah Burke, one particular actress eluded him, as the danger-seeking Amy Temple had bowed out of interviews to go play paintball. Tracking her down on the paintball course, Ryan engaged Amy in battle and after getting in a cheap shot on her, convinced her to take it easy and not risk life and limb while the play was going on so she wouldn't disappoint the rest of the drama club. Though sore and bruised, Ryan wasn't too tired to take Amy up on her offer of inventive, and very rough, sex, while wondering just how much crazy he was getting into by in getting to better know the drama club girls.
***
Over the course of my senior year at Regan Hills High School, I'd met a number of people I'd call "partners in crime", the kinds of people who were good for getting up to the best kinds of trouble, and who'd have your back whenever that trouble came around. Josie. Brooke. Rachel. Sarah. Kaitlyn. Tori, though she'd kind of always been my partner in crime. All of these girls knew how to tap into potential trouble and make it into something pretty glorious. These were the girls who, when they came to you with an offer of excitement and fun, you could never turn down because you'd be all the poorer for it.
Now, I guess if there's such a thing as a "partner in crime", there's always bound to be the occasional "partner in order" as well, someone who's no-nonsense and driven and knows how to get things done, and while what's accomplished may not always be fun, you've still accomplished something at the end of the day. I knew a few people on the Puma Press and the cheer squad who could easily fall under this category, but arguably the biggest "partner in order" I met during senior year had to be 18-year-old Olivia Raine-Goldblum.
Olivia wasn't the kind of girl whose path I'd crossed in the past, but since that was the case for almost every girl who wasn't Tori before senior year, that hardly narrowed anything down. At best, Olivia was a know-it-all who liked everyone to know she was a know-it-all, and an accomplished leader of our school's stage crew. At worst she was a girl with a serious chip on her shoulder, a naturally stand-offish personality and a snide sense of humor.
This attitude was somewhat offset by the fact that she was seriously cute. At a slender 5'9", she had a natural, rough-around-the-edges kind of elegance in the way she carried herself that she often sought to hide behind a baggy hoodie and earbuds meant to discourage anyone talking to her. Her skin was naturally pale and soft-looking, perfectly accentuating her naturally narrow, angular face as it peeked out from underneath her long black hair with her well-maintained bangs. With clever, hazel eyes and full lips that would infrequently smile, she was the master of the "bitch, please" look, which may have been meant to turn people away, but I had to admit looked seriously good on her.
We had been pushed to work together behind the scenes advising the school's drama teacher, Mrs. Wanda Harker, as outside perspectives to help offer insight on the play, while I was also expected to be reporting on its production by my editor, Nadia Barclay. To say I had a lot on my plate would be an understatement, but this is where that whole "partner in order" thing came in handy, as Olivia was quite an expert at keeping me apprised of the goings-on in the drama club.
Nevertheless, it did feel exciting on those rare moments I could surprise her.
"How the *fuck* did you convince Amy to take it easy for the next couple months? I'd always thought that task Sisyphean," Olivia said, a pleasantly shocked look on her face.
Lunch had only recently begun, and between thoughts of my rough encounter with Amy Temple and the text I'd recently received asking me to sneak off to the art room in a few minutes, I might've been a little distracted as Olivia and I walked down the hallway toward the little theater. She had matters she needed to take care of there, and I needed to discuss some Puma Press matters with her, but as memories of the crazed shit that happened between Amy and me, and the promise of what was to come in the art room, I found myself wanting to end our discussion as quickly as I could.
I cleared my throat, "Well, I-"
"Wait, no, scratch that, I don't want to know," Olivia said, shaking her head. "I've seen that smile on her face, I should've... you really did get that 'interview' with her, didn't you?"
Quickly, I replied, "You sounded really disappointed that she didn't show for the preliminary interviews, and that she might not make the show... so, I had a talk with her."
She considered me for a moment, then replied, "You really should've put air quotes around 'had a talk with her'."
"Oh yeah," I replied, trying to keep my smile from breaking out. "But I got results."
Olivia eyed me for another moment, her face unreadable, but kept walking. "Here I was thinking I had a busy night doing laundry and my weekly food prep, and there you were, 'getting your interview'. Well, Mrs. Harker should be happy, anyway, and barring any backsliding from Amy, the play shall have its Oren Scrivelo. So, since I can tell you're looking to run off as soon as possible, why don't you explain why you came to me today?"
"Right," I replied, trying to catch up with her as she picked up the pace. "Nadia, now that all the preliminary interviews are done, she wants me to get more in-depth ones with the people playing, or, since that hasn't been locked down yet, who *will* be playing, the lead roles, so we can put some profiles out there once the roles have been decided. I was thinking if anyone had insight on this who wasn't Mrs. Harker, it'd be you."
"I see," Olivia replied, nodding thoughtfully. "Well, Micah Burke is all but cast for Seymour."
I winced at the name, seeing that cocky asshole who fancied himself a ladies' man and wanted to compare the number of girls he'd slept with with me. I didn't know him well, but I knew enough to hate him, and I wasn't the only one who shared that opinion.
"And that's set in stone?" I asked.
"Unless he's struck by lightning or something, yes," she asked. "He has talent, and he knows just how to suck up to Mrs. Harker, so, unless something were to happen to him, he's got the part."
I was annoyed at the prospect of having to sit down with him longer than I had to. "And if something were to happen to him? I mean, is there a line of succession where I could interview someone else instead?"
Olivia gave me a look that might nearly have been a smirk. "Are you planning on recreating Homecoming to make that happen? Because I'm not telling you you shouldn't, but I believe you'd find Micah more of a challenge than Kyle Bowman."
I was about to question her about how much she knew about that when she waved a dismissive hand. "But to answer your question, I'd say the next most likely would be Tommy Jarvis. After the whole Jason thing that happened at that Halloween party last year, his confidence has been through the roof, and I'd say he could be pushed to raise his ambitions from chorus to lead easily."
"Interesting," I said, filing that information away for later. I wasn't planning on doing anything with it, but the possibility that Micah may not be the end-all, be-all of actors to take the lead in the spring play was an intriguing one.
"As for our female lead, Audrey, that's where things *really* get interesting," Olivia explained, strolling around the corner and through a trio of frightened-looking freshmen. "Because at the moment, it's effectively a four-way tie between Faith Serrano, Chloe Marcus, Zahra Dashti and Doreen Bell."
I remembered all of the girls she listed from the preliminary interviews, and given that they couldn't have been any different from each other, I was surprised that it was that close. Faith was as arrogant as she was gorgeous, Chloe was studious and overachieving, Zahra was a fun-loving free spirit, and Doreen was our curvy class clown. They all had to have some impressive drama chops to be that close.
"And Mrs. Harker hasn't indicated which way she's leaning?" I asked.
Olivia shrugged. "Not to me. She's going to continue the auditions with them, to be sure, but odds are we'll be the deciding votes."
This stopped me in my tracks. "Really?"
She'd kept walking, not noticing that I'd stopped, only pausing and turning to look at me after it'd become clear I wasn't responding to her. She looked at me impatiently, and I quickened my pace to catch up with her.
"Yes, really," Olivia replied. "She likes her outside perspectives, believes that it offers 'emotional truth unblinded by a devotion to the stage', so we'll be important in deciding who gets what, I'd say. Which, as I say it out loud, makes me realize that you have a unique opportunity with your interviews, a chance to get to know them better and get some true insight, rather than a surface-level analysis. And, perhaps, to 'work your magic', which if your results are anything like what you got with Amy, can only be a net gain for the show."
I rubbed a hand through my hair, a little embarrassed. "You don't really have a high opinion of my particular set of skills, do you?"
"Oh, on the contrary," she said. "After what you accomplished with Amy, I believe your libido might be an excellent asset to the play. Who knows what truth you'll find in the aspiring starlets seeking the lead role? Why, I imagine that your talents might find us the best leading lady this school has ever seen..."
I could sense the smirk in her voice even if it wasn't on her lips. I kept looking a moment longer, hoping that I might see one forming yet, but she held her amused tone and quick walking pace, leaving me as curious about Olivia as ever. For the size of the chip on her shoulder, there was something about her that was vaguely magnetic, something within her confidence that I couldn't turn away from no matter how hard I tried. Standoffish as she was, I couldn't see wanting to stay away from her.
"Well, whatever works, right?" I joked.
Olivia didn't laugh, not that I expected her to. "Indeed."
We rounded the corner to the little theater and found that we weren't alone. Standing outside it was an 18-year-old, 5'1" lighter-skinned half-black, half-Latina girl with a full head of dark, curly hair, a pretty face, and nice body for her size. If none of this was a dead giveaway to her identity, her stylish top and short shorts showing off her exquisitely toned legs did.
Scarlett Bishop. She was a party girl and a social butterfly and generally regarded as one of the most fun girls in school, and though our paths rarely crossed, I knew that she was nice enough, even in just a polite kind of way. When she saw Olivia and I walking toward the little theater, she looked conflicted, almost as if she wanted to make a break for it, before she smiled at us.
"Hey, Olivia, Ryan, how's it going?" she said, her eyes darting around.
"If you're looking for Cecilia, I think I saw her walking in the hallway and heading toward the cafeteria," Olivia said, pulling a keyring from her pocket and sorting through it for the theater's key.
"Oh, I wasn't looking for Cecilia, just waiting here for... a friend, someone else, you know, lots of friends here who aren't Cecilia who I could just wait around for wherever I wanted and I just happened to be waiting here!" Scarlett laughed, her eyes still darting.
Now, having been caught trying to lie a few times myself, I knew that those who rambled like Scarlett were generally hoping to throw out enough detail that you wouldn't think too hard about what they were actually trying to cover. But, considering the way she was dressed, that look of impatient excitement on her face, and what I knew that the little theater was often used for, I could make a few guesses.
"So, you're waiting for Micah, then?" I suggested.
Scarlett's eyes widened and she started almost as if she was splashed with cold water. "What? I mean, no, not at all, why would you think that?"
Olivia sighed with deep annoyance. "Seriously, Scarlett, you're hooking up with Micah in the little theater?"
A distinct flush hit Scarlett's cheeks. "I mean... aside from it being during school hours and on school property and against the rules, what's so wrong with that?"
Olivia rubbed the bridge of her nose, turning her attention to me. "You want to explain this one, Ryan, or should I? Because I know you're in a hurry, but I wouldn't want to deny you the opportunity of dropping some hard facts about our mutual 'friend' Micah."
Now, I had no reason to think that Scarlett would believe anything that I had to say since, you know, we barely knew each other, but when she turned to me with those attentive, dark eyes of hers, looking like she was genuinely interested in what we had to tell her, the truth was easy to find.
I rubbed a hand through my hair. "Now, if you wanna hook up with Micah Burke, that's your business, we can't tell you what to do and not do or make you do anything, but you should know that if you do, you're probably not going to be much more than another number to him. He's just interested in building this list in his mind of girls he's been with and moving on to the next one without any damn care or consideration; he's told me as much to my face. You can hook up with him, but you'll just be an object to him..."
Scarlett bit her lip in consideration. "I mean... optics of a white boy like him wanting to do that with me in particular aside, that kind of treatment *can* be fun sometimes..."
"Not with him, believe me," Olivia said quickly. "Been there, done that; over way too quickly. He's not good enough to add any joy to the objectification."
"Yeah, you can do better than Micah. You know that, everyone knows that. If you're not interested in becoming just another number, then jump ship while you still can, is what I would suggest," I said, shrugging. "But you gotta do what's best for you."
Scarlett looked from Olivia to me and back again, clearly weighing whether she wanted to trust us, a couple of relative nobodies to her. She must have weighed this pretty quickly, or at least had us confirm some of her own reservations, because soon she sighed and hiked her backpack up on her shoulder.
"Alright, that makes a ton of sense. Guy's cute enough that I thought I could overlook all the red flags, but, they're still red flags. Better not find out how red they are. But, fuck, he's *really* cute," Scarlett said, shaking her head and chuckling.
Olivia elbowed me in the side. "You know who else is cute? Ryan. Lots of girls think so."
Instinctively, I tried to elbow Olivia back, but she was quick enough to dodge me. Scarlett, on the other hand, grinned at the two of us, quickly looking me up and down.
"I mean, you're not wrong," Scarlett replied, looking suddenly quite interested. "And, like, Cecilia and half my friends seem to think so, too..."
This was taking a different kind of interesting turn, and one that I wasn't all that against, until Olivia quickly unlocked the little theater's door.
"That'll have to wait; Ryan's got an important appointment he should really be getting to, shouldn't he?" Olivia said, holding the door open. "If you brown-bagged it, want to join me in here for lunch? We can both listen to Micah impotently pounding on the locked door and send a bunch of pitifully desperate texts while we eat, and I can tell you everything you'll be happy to miss."
While I was glad I'd get to make my lunch appointment in the art room, part of me did still regret that I'd miss this chance with Scarlett. Nevertheless, I *was* looking forward to making that appointment, and I was glad to see that Scarlett would be taken care of. Olivia had managed to keep us on task, save Scarlett a disappointing hookup, *and* managed to make sure I got to have my fun.
My partner in order had struck again.
Grinning broadly, Scarlett patted Olivia on the back as she made her way into the theater and said, "You nerds are alright, you know?"
"Oh, *we're* not nerds," Olivia corrected, ushering Scarlett inside the little theater. "Ryan's a nerd, and one of the best-adjusted you'll find; I'm just a misanthropic malcontent with a high IQ and what might pass for a few functional social skills."
I thought about what sounded like Olivia's compliment for a moment after the two of them disappeared into the little theater (accompanied by the sounds of a locking door), and remained as curious as I ever was about Olivia Raine-Goldblum. She was an interesting girl, and one I would have been happier to get to know better, but with the sharp barriers she put up between herself and everyone else, I knew that that could well prove a problem.
Even though whether or not we'd ever be friends was something that was up for debate, even if she only ever remained my partner in order, I knew that I could count myself as pretty lucky. She'd already pointed me in the right direction with the final four girls who'd be up for the lead in the spring musical, and now I had to figure out what to do with that information...
My phone vibrating in my pocket insistently yet again, I nodded quickly and ran off down the hall. I had a long distance to clear, and a girl I didn't want to keep waiting.
***
Our school had a few art classrooms, but ever since Mr. Downes had retired the previous year and hadn't been replaced, one of them had been left abandoned, mostly relegated to supply storage for Ms. Montague's classes. It was meant to be locked, but enough ambitious art students liked to practice in it that the lock had been somewhat broken, and if you jiggled the handle just right... well, it was easy to get a semi-locked room to yourself. I'd first been introduced to this unique quirk of the room by Brianna Roth back in January, and while I hadn't made nearly as much use of it as I probably would have liked, I did have some good memories in it.
Reaching the room, I found the door thankfully unlocked and snuck inside quickly, closing and mostly locking the door behind me.



As usual, the room was a mess that smelled of old clay and dry paint, its walls and cabinets plastered with old paintings and charcoal sketches that looked ominous in the mostly dark room that I'd stumbled into. As with most parts of the school that had been forgotten to time, it had clearly fallen into disuse and was used now more for the storage of disused furniture that nobody had any idea what to do with, but couldn't part with for one reason or another. Though the impressive space of the room would've made it great classroom space, it looked mostly like Regan Hills High School would rather forget that it existed.
Bad for them, but great for the aspiring artists, and those seeking out a lunchtime tryst...
"Hey, Ryan..."
Speak of the devil...
Her voice was halfway between sexily confident and timid, but as I turned to face the girl, I realized that I would have expected nothing less from my sometimes protégé, 18-year-old Jennifer Cage.
She looked about as lovely, and on brand, as I'd ever seen her around school. The 5'6", curvy brunette had her long, dark hair pulled back in a ponytail and wore a casual t-shirt and paint-spattered overalls that barely did anything to hide her impressive bust and ass. Her pale, soft skin prickled with gooseflesh as she stood there looking at me, while her lovely, well-rounded face beamed at me with a broad smile and lively brown eyes behind her glasses. When she'd first approached me about a month prior, she'd been a lonely art nerd and virgin who'd envied my senior year adventures and wanted to be taken under my wing. Though I felt thoroughly unqualified to be a teacher of this particular subject, I did my best, helping her break out of her shell.
And I helped her lose her virginity, which was pretty damn fun for both of us.
Though I hadn't spent as much time with her recently as I'd have liked, she still texted me periodically, keeping me updated on her adventures and making me thoroughly proud. I'd never thought I'd find myself in a position to have an apprentice, but here we were.
I liked to think the arrangement was good for both of us.
Looking over Jennifer, I grinned and prepared to greet her.
She was faster than I was, however, charging toward me and throwing her arms around my neck so she could kiss me deeply and enthusiastically. I returned the kiss, wrapping my arms around her, letting my hands drift down to squeeze her ass as we made out. Every time I'd kissed her, she only seemed to have gotten better at it, keeping it enthusiastic without letting any impatience overtake things as we kissed. Feeling her moaning against my lips, her tongue as eager to explore my mouth as mine was hers, I practically melted into her, the two of us really getting into the moment.
I had to break it for a moment, if just to catch my breath and smile at her, running my hands up the sides of her body. "Well, that's one of the more excited hellos I've had in a while."
Jennifer kissed the side of my neck, then smiled up at me. "Well, you were late, and we've only got so much time, and I want you, so... sorry if I'm a little hurried."
The little smile she had while saying that told me she was anything *but* sorry. I ran my hands up and over her large, DDD-cup breasts, squeezing them and making her moan, before I reached up to unclip the straps of her overalls.
"Well, let me make it up to you..." I said, kissing her and tugging her overalls down.
Jennifer groaned as I pulled the garment down, particularly as I reached the flare of her fairly epic hips. I again took a moment to enjoy running my hands over and gently squeezing her large, round ass, before I dropped the overalls around her ankles.
Lowering my voice, I hissed, "Now, bend over that table..."
Smirking at me appreciatively, she followed my instruction, leaning against a nearby art table and thrusting her ass out at me. I ran my hands lightly over the simple cotton underpants she wore before lightly tracing my fingers up to the elastic of her waistband.
I knelt down behind her, getting up close and personal with her curvy, underwear-clad ass. Playfully, I bit her on the ass cheek through her underwear, making her groan softly.
"You're such a fucking tease..." Jennifer chuckled, turning back to look down at me.
With one swift movement, I pulled her underwear down to the floor, revealing her bare ass to me. Playfully, I swatted her on the ass with one hand, the sharp sound particularly loud in this empty room, though not quite as loud as her surprised yelp.
"I've learned to be an *exceptional* tease, thankyouverymuch," I said, biting her on her now exposed ass before smacking her again. "So, I take that as a compliment."
"I meant it as one," she replied, a pleasant confidence to her voice as she jutted her ass out even more to me, better exposing her pussy lips to me. Even though it had been a minute since Jennifer and I had last hooked up, my mouth watered at the sight, fondly remembering her taste and her gorgeous pussy, framed by dark, well-trimmed pubic hair.
I looked at those glistening lips now and leaned in, inhaling her scent and groaning in spite of my efforts at trying to sound calm and cool. Jennifer clearly enjoyed this, moaning softly as she pushed her ass out toward me more.
"You want a taste?" she asked, wiggling her hips and pushing her pussy closer to my face. "Oh, I know you want a taste. I'd want a taste of me too if I had the chance. I've got a nice pussy... a *really* pretty pussy, and it tastes so fucking good... so you want a taste, don't you? I want you to lick my pussy like you know how I like it... I want you to eat me out until I'm cumming on your face. You want to do that, Ryan?"
I nodded, impressed. When I'd first started teaching her what I knew, Jennifer had been awkward and a little stumbling, though thoroughly enthusiastic. Now, however, she had a growing confidence that I rather enjoyed seeing unfold before me, and I was excited to see where it would take her next.
Playfully, I stuck out my tongue and ran it over her slit, lapping up her moisture and enjoying the way it made her moan a low, pleased cry of pleasure. She tasted good, better than I remembered, honestly, and it seriously tempted me to dive in and just go to town on her pussy. However, the way our schedules lined up lately, or *didn't* seem to line up, I felt like drawing this out if I could, and so took it slowly, exploring her folds without diving in. No matter how much she arched her back and pressed against me, no matter how much she tempted me, I kept it slow, which only made her groan all the more.
"Oh, you're being a real bastard about this..." she moaned, reaching up with one hand to squeeze her tits.
"Uh huh..." I replied simply, gently pressing my tongue into her folds and thrusting it in and out, never too deep, but just enough so that she'd know what I was capable of.
"Fuck..." Jennifer groaned, pulling her shirt up over her tits, then pulling her bra down. Not being able to see her beautiful DDD-cup breasts from this angle was a definite disadvantage of our current position, but knowing that she was lost to pleasure and squeezing her nipples made it well worth it.
After briefly running my tongue over her clit, I pulled back, leaving her whimpering and thoroughly hot and bothered.
It felt like the perfect time to keep up the tease, so as I reached up to lightly massage her clit, I said, "So... what've you been up to lately?"
Jennifer looked back at me as if questions should've been the last thing on my mind at the moment, but even though I had intended it as a tease, I was actually hoping to catch up with her a little. That brief blaze of fury and sexual frustration on her face might have been a problem, but then that look changed. Then there was a flash of that confidence that I'd been enjoying, and she quickly shot back to me.
"Well, if you eat my ass and finger my pussy a little harder than that, you might persuade me into divulging some of the juicier details of my life to date," Jennifer said.
As offers went, this was a pretty good one. You didn't have to twist my arm to eat a girl's ass, especially one as perfect and epic as Jennifer's, and after our earlier experiments with anal play, I knew this would get her off particularly hard.
She flexed her ass cheeks at me, exposing her tight, enticing hole. "So... what's it gonna be, Ryan?"
I think it should be little surprise at this point that I dove in, sliding two fingers from one hand into her pussy while I rubbed her clit with the other, while my mouth soon latched onto her asshole. I licked and sucked, running my tongue around her tight, forbidden hole with gusto, making her brace herself against the table while she moaned and writhed.
"Oh... oh, FUCK!" Jennifer cried out, laughing and moaning all at once. "That's... hahaha, oh fuck, that's amazing... fuck... fuck, fuck, fucking *fuck*! That's amazing, fuck, keep going, like that, please... oh, god, I love the feel of your tongue on my ass..."
I pulled back quickly, just long enough to ask, "So... weren't we catching up?"
Before she could complain, I dove back in, licking and sucking and actively tonguing her ass while I fingered her pussy. Rather than say anything, she stood there, moaning and shaking for a while, completely lost to this pleasure. I could've slowed down, teasing her and waiting for her to respond, but after enough teasing already, it seemed appropriate to indulge her this time.
Soon, even with my best efforts to get her off, Jennifer regained her wits, moaning as she replied. "I've been... fuck, I've been great! Goddamnit, keep going, FUCK!"
Rather than prod her anymore, I doubled my efforts, pleasing her with my fingers and tongue more eagerly while she writhed and moaned, letting her tell her story at her own pace. Admittedly, I made this a particularly challenging prospect for her to describe her own recent adventures to me, but that was part of the fun in its own way.
And if this had been the Jennifer I'd first really started chatting with one month ago, she probably would have been a moaning, crying mess at my efforts, barely able to string two sounds together, let alone words, but with her experiences this past month, she had her wits about her rather impressively.
Groaning and squeezing her tits, Jennifer explained, "Well... fuck... you know about me with Peter & Sasha... they're so fucking nice, god, yes, eat my ass like that, fuck, keep going... they introduced me to Cleo, who's a lot less nice, but likes her girls thick and knows what to do with me... I've gotten with a couple jocks, who were alright... a couple goth chicks, who were *much* better than alright... I've even started dipping my toes into the drama kids."
Even with my tongue working its way into her asshole, I couldn't help but smile at that thought. We'd talked about the drama kids some time back, and I knew Jennifer had some light crushes on more than a few of them. That she'd actually had the chance to make that fantasy come true in some capacity, well, that made me proud.
I speared my tongue into her ass, thrusting it in and out of her briefly and really getting her going. Jennifer was beginning to let herself lose it, her body tensing and quivering as I continued to finger and tongue her.
"Yes... yes... harder... more..." Jennifer moaned.
Pulling my tongue out of her ass, I smacked my lips and smiled. "Which drama kid?"
"Keep going... I'm close..." she whimpered, pushing her pussy and ass back against me. "It was... Zahra... Zahra Dashti."
Huh. Well, this certainly got a lot more interesting. Zahra, a pretty and kinda nerdy girl of Middle-Eastern descent, was one of the potential leads for the spring play that I was supposed to interview. Considering the fact that I didn't want to have to lean on Olivia any more than I had to to accomplish my paper assignments, if I had a potential in with someone who knew one of the four girls that I was supposed to interview, well, that was helpful, wasn't it?
So, maybe I went at Jennifer a little more enthusiastically than I already had been. I ate her ass and fingered her pussy with gusto, wanting to get her off and make it utterly devastating. I wanted to do this to please her, of course, but maybe I added a little extra hurry into the equation after she mentioned Zahra's name, squeezing her clit in such a way that she couldn't help but cum hard, and fast. Jennifer cried out quickly, clapping a hand over her mouth to ensure she wouldn't get too loud, while her pussy gushed and spasmed and overall completely lost it. The quiver and shake in her body got me thoroughly excited, making me treat her ass and pussy with all the more worship as she slowly came down from her messy orgasm.
"Fuck... oh... oh god... oh fuck..." Jennifer groaned, pushing me away gently as she wobbled to the nearest chair and sat down. "That was... fuck, you still spoil the hell out of me..."
Then, giggling lightly to herself, she added, "Makes me glad I'm saving my ass for you."
Still kneeling on the floor, I smirked. "I'm honored."
"You should be. A lot of guys have wanted to be the first, but I'm saving my ass for you. For now, anyway. I know you're busy, and with these encounters between us so few and far between, some lucky guy or girl might catch me in a weak and generous mood and... well, things can happen," Jennifer said, grinning with good humor.
I'd heard worse encouragement to get off my ass and fuck someone, and that it came from someone who a little over a month ago was making truly awkward come-ons and was so uncertain of herself, well, I couldn't have been prouder of her.
Jennifer must've caught my smile, because she returned it sweetly. "I'll return the favor, if you want. I'd love to blow you."
My cock twitched at the thought. "Sure. I'd really like that. Can I ask you something first, though?"
"You can ask me during; we don't have a lot of time left for lunch, and I'm *seriously* hungry for cock," she said, dropping to her knees from the chair and encouraging me to stand. I got to my feet, enjoying the way her shaky hands unbuckled my belt.
"Alright... how close did you get to Zahra?" I asked, groaning as she dropped my pants to the floor and playfully squeezed at my erection through my underwear.
"Beyond sex?" Jennifer replied, pulling my underwear down and freeing my thick, 10-inch cock so quickly it bounced upward, smacking her in the cheek. She giggled at the contact, playfully running her fingers over my shaft and stroking me, easily teasing out some precum once she began massaging the head.
She continued, "We're friendly enough, though I wouldn't really say we're close. Why?"
I explained why I was looking for Zahra, and for her part, Jennifer dutifully listened. She, of course, did this while first sucking, and then deepthroating my cock, which I rather enjoyed (she had *really* been improving her technique), even if it made it rather difficult for her to answer. I went into as much detail as I could, even if it was a challenge under my current circumstances, but I like to think I got all my points out there while thoroughly enjoying her amazing blowjob. Thankfully, my explanation wasn't very long, and by the end of it, neither was Jennifer's blowjob. I'd gotten pretty fucking turned on eating and fingering her, and with this cute and curvy and mostly naked art student kneeling before me and giving me some absolutely amazing oral, there was no way I could last very long.
After a few minutes like this, I grunted, grabbing Jennifer by the ponytail as I came down her throat. She swallowed to the best of her ability, her throat working overtime as she tried to take down the sheer volume of my cum. Without thinking, I pulled back slightly, and I could see her mouth filling, but impressively she managed to get every drop down without a mess. With only my cockhead in her mouth now, she licked the tip and swallowed the last bit playfully, before looking up at me.
"Good?" Jennifer asked.
"Good," I replied, dropping into a nearby chair for a moment. "Fuck, that was... that was good."
"Thanks!" she replied, smiling sweetly as she quickly got dressed. "I've been working on building my skills. It's a process, but practice makes perfect, and I *love* the practice."
I laughed. "I can tell. So..."
"Right," Jennifer answered, pulling her shirt over her head. "I mean, I can tell you all I know about, or you can find out for yourself. That's usually best, right? I can give you her phone number and you can text it out, or if you're adventurous... no, never mind, you probably don't want to do that."
Well, with an introduction like that, how could I *not* ask follow-up questions. "I can be adventurous."
She smirked. "I know you can be adventurous, it's just that there are degrees of adventure, and I know some of them are more within a comfort zone than others. And Zahra's..."
"Yeah, I still need to hear more. You can't not tell me at this point, you know," I replied.
Jennifer kept smirking. "Well, Zahra's really into LARPing, you know, Live-Action Roleplaying? It can be a little silly, but I think she enjoys doing it because she gets to act without a script and just cut loose. Well, anyway, she's got this group that meets at Macready Park once or twice a week, and I think today's one of their meet-up days. If you can get a costume, they'll probably let you in, and it would give you a more interesting way to get to know her. Should make for a much more interesting interview."
Alright, maybe Jennifer had me when it came to pointing out things that would and wouldn't be within my comfort zone. My previous experiences with role-playing games had been limited and unsuccessful at best, and that was without the pressure of needing to actually *play* a character in any serious way. It probably would have been a lot easier, all told, to simply get her phone number and text her, set up some meeting in a neutral location and interview her that way. I wouldn't have to worry about costumes and roleplaying and any of that mess, and could handle things on my terms.
But, where would the fun in that have been?
"Just what kind of costume should I wear, exactly?" I asked.
***
Once upon a time, I would have been incredibly self-conscious showing up to a public place on a day that wasn't Halloween wearing a faux-medieval fantasy costume. That version of Ryan Collins would have been petrified at the possibility of having to do something like that.
A lot of time had passed since I was that version of Ryan. Now, as I stepped out of the car wearing that exact costume, I was only *slightly* self-conscious and scanning the park for any looky-loos who might choose this exact moment to spy me and laugh.
So, all-in-all, this was improvement.
Two factors helped further comfort me in this unusual situation. The first was that my costume was actually pretty dapper, a long-sleeved, off-white tunic with laces down the front over soft gray pants and comfortable sandals, topped by a dark leather vest and a wide peasant's hat that kept the sun off my face. My glasses weren't exactly period appropriate, but still necessary if I wanted to do pretty much anything, but I didn't look as foolish as I could've. A little on the un-flashy side to be sure, and nothing fit perfectly, but considering the fact that these were borrowed as a favor, I wasn't going to complain too much. I could make the peasant chic look work for me.
The second factor aiding my comfort was the source of this costume, who also happened to be my ride and companion to Macready Park.
Or, to be more accurate, I was *her* companion on this day.
She stepped out of the driver's seat of her car, a flowing, silvery and pale blue dress seemingly hovering around her, every bit as ethereal as the archetype she was seemingly embodying. The slightest of heels made this normally 5'10" girl taller than me, while makeup accentuated her normally elegant physique and pale skin into looking all the more fantastical and otherworldly. With a pair of pointed ears poking out from the sides of her shimmering, long, wavy blonde wig, Mallory Dourif looked like she'd put every one of her cosplaying skills to work to appear an elven sorceress.



Sighing pleasantly as she lazily looked to me with her beautiful blue eyes, she said, "I really hate these shoes."
"Sorry. You didn't have to wear them, under that dress, you could've gotten away with sneakers," I replied.
Mallory grinned at me, amused, "Yes, but I am a perfectionist, and even at something like this, I'm not going to do anything half-hearted. I do have a reputation to keep up, after all... and besides, these people know me. I've LARPed with them a few times in the past, and they keep begging for me to come back, so, expectations. You know how it is."
I knew to a point, but not to the point that Mallory did. She had a pretty insane online following already as a professional cosplayer, and once she was out of school, with her eye for detail and natural grace and beauty, it seemed like the sky was the limit for her. She was a girl who seemed like she was out of pretty much everyone's league around school, and yet she remained one of the single kindest and humblest people I knew. I felt lucky for the moments that I got to be around her, and felt all the more baffled sometimes that she almost always seemed to feel the same about me.
"Thank you, again, for letting me borrow this costume and coming out with me today. I know it was last minute, so I truly appreciate it," I said, smiling at her gratefully as we walked side by side into the park.
Mallory grinned back at me, and I got the impression that if it weren't for all her makeup, she'd be blushing at me. "Thank *you* for fingering me earlier. I'd have offered my company and costumes without it, but, that was truly nice all the same."
I returned the grin, thinking fondly of that moment after I'd gotten to her place where I might have been a little overly insistent on thanking her, and gave her some time with my fingers. For a girl who normally looked so mild-mannered and refined, it was truly something else to see her get lost in the moment at the end of another uncontrollable orgasm. I could still hear her cries ringing in my ears, still feel the way her pussy muscles clenched around my fingers. I shuddered, and then tried to fight away my growing erection, as I knew it had to be pretty fucking obvious in these pants.
Trying to regain some of my composure, I decided to change topics to the task at hand. "So, can you give me any advice on what to expect here? Because it's not exactly like I've got a D20 to defend myself with here."
Mallory laughed, a light, pleasant sound. "Nothing so formal here, particularly for guests like us. Expect a lot of attempts at high fantasy dialogue by people who don't know that much in the way of high fantasy, a few people who enjoy being a big fish in a small pond, and a whole lot of foam weapons that people will look for any excuse to use. How good in a fight are you?"
"Does sex with Amy Temple count?" I asked.
She chuckled. "No."
"Then..." I replied, waggling my hand side to side in a noncommittal gesture.
Mallory nodded, understanding. "They're only foam weapons, so they won't hurt very much, but if you're uncertain, I'd recommend a lot of ducking. They tend to hang out around the picnic tables at the far end of the park, so, ample ducking opportunities should present themselves. In fact, you can see them now..."
As we walked over a slight rise in the park, I caught sight of maybe seven or eight people, most of them looking vaguely familiar from around school, or looking like they might have been college students at the oldest, all of them wearing their best and most colorful fantasy attire. I felt less silly for being dressed the way I was by the moment as we approached them, knowing soon that I'd be surrounded by like-minded nerds who were every bit as geeky (possibly more) as I was.
I kept a few steps behind Mallory as she led the way to the picnic tables. There were a number of conversations about the tables as we arrived, but once eyes turned to Mallory, they grew considerably more hushed. A large, round-faced and semi-bearded boy named Tommy Jarvis stood by the end of one of the tables, idly wiping down the surface of a cooler with a rag as a number of ornate, and very clearly plastic, goblets sat next to it. Seeing Mallory approaching, his eyes widened, a great grin breaking out across his face.
"Ah, the sorceress Milandra graces the Red Dragon Inn with her presence once more! It has been ages since we have seen you last, my fair lady, I hope you bring good tidings in addition to your humbly-dressed company?" Tommy enthused, his voice bombastic and grand as he chuckled playfully to himself.
I looked down at my costume again. Mallory had given me the option of some more ostentatious outfits, but no, I thought I'd go for simple and understated. Great, now I was feeling underdressed.
With a pleasant smile, Mallory replied, "Ah, my favorite and most gracious barkeep, today I merely escort my companion, as he is on a mission of great import. It is secret in nature, but he assures me that it is vital for him to complete. Perhaps some drinks first? We are but weary travelers, and need our strength for the trials ahead. Is that not true, Rienne?"
She looked to me for confirmation, and I found myself thoroughly unable to make these words happen with my own lips. "Yeah."
"Ah, he is short of words!" Tommy chortled. "But if it is because he is weighed down by the stakes of his mission most secret, perhaps a drink, or three, is in order!"
Tommy slid a couple goblets toward us, then opened the top of the cooler, pulling out two-liter bottles of store brand cola and lemon-lime sodas.
"Would you prefer an elven ale?" he said, pointing to the lemon-lime drink, before then pointing to the cola. "Or would a hearty, dwarven stout bring some warmth to your heart?"
Admittedly, I was having some trouble at this point taking what was happening seriously, but I knew that that was my problem. These people were having fun, and even if I didn't exactly get what was going on or even really know what I was doing, that didn't mean I should laugh or do anything else that might affect their fun. I grabbed one of the goblets, considering it for a moment, before sliding it back to him.
"The dwarf one, thank you, uh... kind sir..." I said.
Tommy chortled again, pouring a cola for me and a lemon-lime for Mallory. "It is no bother at all!"
Mallory and I took our goblets and sipped from them, at which point Tommy leaned closer to us with a confidential look, whispering. "Now, pray tell, what business brings the two of you to my humble tavern?"
I couldn't exactly talk the talk, so I left this for Mallory to explain. "My companion has matters of a nature most confidential to discuss with a foul rogue who stalks these lands. Tell us, barkeep, have you seen the rogue Elyasa recently?"
Tommy scowled. "She and her merry band of troublemakers have been spotted nearby recently, no doubt waiting for their moment to storm in and cause a melee."
"Can you tell us where?" I asked.
He considered me. "Perhaps, if you could coax the lady Milandra into sharing her wisdoms and tales of adventure, and perhaps posing for some selfies with us, I *could* be convinced to share what knowledge of the band of rogues' whereabouts I possess."
I looked to Mallory for help and got a pleasant, if slightly exasperated smile from her. I knew she likely hadn't started today with the expectation of spending a lot of time posing for photos with fans, and that it might take more than a little fingering to adequately make up to her any additional inconvenience this moment created. Even then, I was prepared to beg and plead as appropriate to get what I needed, at least until the cry came out from the trees near the edge of the picnic tables.
"BATTLE!" a woman cried out from the trees, joined by a number of cheers and other war cries.
Tommy rolled his eyes, grumbling to himself. "Or, you know, she can just attack and deny us selfies, yeah, that's *awesome* too."
The people who'd been sitting around the "tavern" talking in hushed tones stood up, grabbing a number of foam axes and swords from the table and readying for battle. Quicker than them, however, were the half a dozen people who darted out of the tree line, their weapons already in hand as they cheered and yelled for battle and descended on the tavern's revelers. Quickly, Tommy reached beneath the table, tossing a foam sword to Mallory, who effortlessly caught it, and after briefly considering a double-bladed ax, tossed it to me.
"Come on, 'companion'! To battle!" Tommy declared, grabbing another sword from under the table and turning to face the marauders.
By this point, however, the battle had already begun. The marauders, all of them wearing dark costumes adorned with bits of leather and armor, their faces obscured by masks and their weapons considerably crueler-looking than ours (even if they too were also carved from soft foam), swept into the tavern grounds like a force of nature. The first few revelers to meet them were struck down nearly before they knew what was happening, tapped down with foam weapons and lying down where they fell. Tommy and Mallory seemed prepared for such an eventuality and took firm battle stances, while I probably looked like an absolute fool holding my weapon.
This would have been a good time for me to decide to do something, either run, or hide, or join the battle even, to prove my worth and maybe impress Zahra, wherever she was. So, naturally, I stood in place, watching the carnage as the marauders systematically tapped out nearly everyone at the inn. A few people made a run for it, taking the marauders with them, while some other marauders set down their weapons to fanboy out over Mallory's presence. Although she made the appearance of holding them off with her weapon, she was smiling in her warm and friendly way as she half-heartedly took jabs at them.
Well, this could have been going a lot worse... now just to figure out how *I* was supposed to handle this.
"Life or death, what's your pleasure?"
Or I could always have someone else determine how exactly things were supposed to go for me.
I turned to see the 5'9", 18-year-old girl standing next to me, holding a ludicrously large foam sword at my neck. Dressed in a look I'd call somewhere between "medieval," "porn film ninja" and "pirate chic", the girl was impressively imposing in her knee-high, heeled leather boots, well-worn pants, long-sleeved white tunic and reasonably tight corset. The corset, and the wide neck of her tunic, made her already nice D-cup breasts look all the more impressive, with plenty of cleavage visible on her light brown skin. Her head was mostly covered by a form-fitting, red cloth mask, with only a slit for her eyes to be seen. Still, considering the fact that she wore her prominent glasses over the eye slit, and her already impressive black braid stuck out from underneath the mask, I knew who had cornered me at once.
I'd found Zahra Dashti.
"What... what was that?" I asked.
Playfully, she rocked her sword side to side. "If you drop your ax and choose to live, then we'll have no quarrel, but if you're foolish and try to swing that clumsy weapon toward brigand queen Elyasa (which would be me, by the way, since I know you're new here and may not have all the exposition), then I will have no choice but to grant you the swiftest of deaths. So, I propose once more, life or death, what's your pleasure?"
I gulped, dropping my ax and tilting my hat back so I could better see her.
Zahra nodded. "A wise choice, especially for one so new to this region and unfamiliar with our ways. Perhaps you might make a fine brigand if- oh, shit! You're Ryan, right? Fuck, I didn't recognize you looking like that, or, at all, really!"
She laughed, pulling down the mouth of her mask so I could see her big, friendly and thoroughly goofy smile. Though she was far too cute and friendly-looking to hold up her badass brigand queen look, I had to say, she pulled off both looks well.
"Yeah, I tend to blend in," I admitted, smiling nervously.
"What's that for... oh, right, the sword, duh!" Zahra laughed, lowering her weapon. "I can be a little forgetful sometimes, but don't worry, I wasn't going to kill you, even if the sword were real. Elyasa is more into taking prisoners for trade or her own enjoyable, if cruel, whims. So, you've decided to get into the exciting and thrilling world of LARPing?"
I chuckled, putting my hands in my pockets. "Not exactly."
Her smile brightened even more, a gesture I couldn't help but return. "Ooh, is it a sex thing? It's a sex thing, isn't it? Trying to get with Mallory or one of the other girls? Micah's convinced you're trying to fuck every girl in school and wants to beat you there, but ooooh, today he was sooooo mad! You should've seen him, he thinks Scarlett turning him down was all your fault. So, it's a sex thing, right, that's why you're here?"
While I was certainly a co-conspirator in ensuring that Micah wouldn't hook up with Scarlett today, I didn't have to go into detail on that today. "Actually, I'm here for you."
"For a sex thing?" Zahra asked, eyebrow raised. "Because if you match up to all the rumors, I'm not opposed..."
My face flushed with a bit of surprise and embarrassment, which was something that hadn't happened to this degree in a while. "Actually, I'm here on Puma Press business. I'm supposed to do more in-depth interviews with all the top contenders for the leads in the spring play, and you're up on that list, so... here I am."
She chuckled, smirking. "You know you could've just texted me and we could have found a neutral location at school or something for that? You didn't have to go through all this trouble just to get a word or two in with me, I love talking!"
"I'm getting that," I laughed. "And I could've done that, but that wouldn't have made for as good a story, would it?"
"No, I guess it wouldn't," Zahra nodded. "Well, you want an interview, I can interview whenever you want."
"How's now work?" I asked, slipping my phone out of my pocket to show her.
She nodded again, smiling brightly. "Sure, yeah, that's cool! Just give me a sec..."
Zahra then raised her voice in a declaration, taking on her role of brigand queen Elyasa once more, "I HAVE TAKEN THIS PEASANT PRISONER, AND HE IS MINE TO DO WITH AS I PLEASE! I'M TAKING HIM AWAY TO DO DEEDS MOST WICKED AND NEFARIOUS, AND ANY WHO INTERFERE WILL FACE MY WRATH!!!"
There were acknowledgments among the other marauders who sounded like they knew well to stay out of Zahra's way, before she turned her beaming smile back to me.
"Want to grab some ice cream first? There's a cart on the other side of the park, they've got the best paletas... I'll buy..." she offered.
I grinned. "Well, seeing as how I'm your prisoner, how can I say no?"
Zahra smiled, and I couldn't help but feel that warmth of joy and familiarity fill me again. There was an energy to her, something exciting and full of life that drew me in, and I realized then that I would probably do quite a bit to keep her smiling.
She took my hand in hers and began to drag me away. "Exactly."
***
The cart at the other end of the park was small, but she was good to her word on the paletas, as these were some of the best Mexican popsicles I'd ever tasted. While I nursed a strawberry bar, Zahra seemed to quite enjoy her mango and chili powder paleta, licking it with a distinct glee as we casually strolled on the other side of the park.
"Thanks, Ignacio!" she yelled back, waving to the vendor. "You're the friggin' best! And take care of that back thing with an ice pack and those herbs I told you about, those'll creep up on you!"
Ignacio shook his head, laughing to himself as he waved back to Zahra.
"Seriously, though, he's the best. After a day of battle or drama drama, nothing like some ice-cold fruit and juice to gnaw on," she said, taking a nibble off the end of her bar.
"It *is* good. Thanks," I said, tipping my oversized hat to her.
"My pleasure, though don't be expecting a curtsy or anything. Today's not skirt day," Zahra chuckled, leaning over slightly as she took a particularly messy bite, not wanting any of the bar to drip on her top.
It was as I looked at her in this position that I was tempted to ask that if it was cleavage day instead of skirt day, since she had a genuinely impressive valley of soft brown skin showing, but I caught my tongue rather than say anything that might make me look foolish.
I had intended to come out here in a purely professional capacity, after all.
It seemed like Zahra did catch my gaze in that moment, though, as she soon straightened up with a playful little smirk on her face. "So, you went through all this trouble, dragging Mallory into it and everything, all to get an interview with little old me?"
"Well, yes," I replied easily.
She grinned. "I like that. Going the extra mile. Not like I would've needed the extra mile to grant you an interview or anything, but it's always nice to see the effort being made. Makes a girl feel special, so long as you're not doing it like a stalker or anything. You're not a stalker, are you?"
"No!" I responded, quickly.
Zahra tipped me a wink. "Sure. That's exactly what a stalker would say. Or wouldn't say. But I doubt you're a stalker. You've got too good a rep, and I've heard it from enough reliable people that I know it's gotta be more than just rumors. It *is* more than just rumors, right?"
Again, I couldn't help but nervously dart my eyes to her cleavage, before looking her in the eye again. "Aren't I supposed to be the one interviewing you?"
She laughed. "Fine, fine, I'll save the fun for later. You want to ask some questions, ask some questions."
Reaching into my pocket, I pulled out my phone and turned on its audio recording function. "I'm recording this interview with Zahra Dashti, contender for the leading role of Audrey in Regan Hills High School's spring production of Little Shop of Horrors. So, Zahra..."
"Yes, Ryan?" she replied, playful.
Amused, I shook my head slightly. "So, drama club and LARPing... it seems you like to play a part."
"Ha!" Zahra exclaimed, smiling broadly. "You think this is something, you should see me at Halloween. I really go all-out then, and fucking hot, too, if you don't mind my saying."
I had a difficult time imagining her getting much hotter than she looked right now, but again, I was able to hold back from saying something stupid. "With what I'm seeing here now, I don't doubt it for a second. I was just wondering if that was something you'd like to elaborate on at all."
"Ask my friends, they'll tell you it doesn't take much to get me elaborating on pretty much anything," she said, still thoroughly amused. "But to stay on topic... yeah, I love to dress up, play parts. There's not a lot to it, really. I'm not hiding from myself, if that's what you're asking. I *like* myself. But, I'm also myself, like, pretty much every day, and that gets boring. Sometimes it just feels great to get lost in being someone else for a time, then go back to normal when you're ready. It's one of the main reasons I LARP and act... that and adventure!"
"Adventure?" I asked.
Zahra thrust her popsicle into the air before realizing it wasn't her sword, and then seemed to think that it still wasn't that big a problem making her point with a half-eaten frozen dessert. "Damn right, adventure!"
She lowered her hand, taking another lick. "I *live* for adventure. Well, responsible, controllable adventure, I'm not going to risk breaking bones just for a thrill like Amy Temple would..."
"Actually, I sort of talked her into taking it easy, for a little while," I said.
Zahra raised an eyebrow. "Really? That wasn't just a rumor? Go you. And Amy. I like her and I want her to stop getting hurt, so, that's pretty cool. But, yeah, I enjoy my adventures. Travel, new experiences, getting up in front of an audience and seeing what I've got... fuck, there's nothing like it."



Her eyes went wide. "Shit! I mean, fuck! I mean... this is a bad habit, I'm just going to keep cursing up a storm on your interviews, won't I?"
"I do edit them," I replied. "So, curse all you fucking want, won't offend me any."
"Ah, yes, I get that, and I thank you, but when I hit it big? That's gonna be another matter entirely. I should be prepared to better watch my words," Zahra replied.
This sounded like an interesting angle to approach. "So, you're gonna be big?"
"As big as the world will let me be, plus a little more than that," she replied confidently. "That's the goal. I mean, yeah, I'm pretty and hot and funny and all that, but big boobs or no, I'm still a Muslim girl with glasses who's only going to get cast in certain kinds of roles. I could let it get me down, but I'd rather look at it like another adventure, and use *that* to push me to bigger and better things, because I'm good enough for it, and if seeing someone like me up there on screen makes a difference to another little girl like me who isn't sure if she's good enough to try for what she wants? Then, yeah, I'll fight for that. Representation, man, it fucking matters."
I nodded, taking a bite from my own popsicle and swallowing it down. "That's... that's cool. Thanks. I mean, I'll have to bleep some of that out, but, I'll make sure to get that in there."
Zahra grinned. "Thanks. I'm better with a script than I am with improv, so if my eloquence is lacking, I'll owe it to you or Nadia or Nica or whoever else winds up editing it all down to make me look good, but editors fucking rule, so, I'll thank whoever you got."
"We don't like to make people look bad at the Puma Press. You're already looking great, so I wouldn't say you've got anything to worry about with how you'll show in the paper," I explained.
She smirked, raised an eyebrow, then pushed her glasses up her nose with her free hand when that gesture made them fall ever so slightly. "So, you think I look great, huh?"
I shook my head, slightly, smiling. "Not what I was saying."
"Uh huh..." she replied, looking me up and down. "Sure."
"What?" I replied, even though it was pretty clear at this point that she had seen me looking.
Confirming this, Zahra laughed. "Well, the way you keep looking at my boobs, it seems like you think I look pretty fucking great... and before you go off on a long and stuttery apology or wherever else you were gonna go when I said that, you don't have to apologize to me or anything. I liked it."
Well, she was good at heading me off at the pass, I had to grant her that. "You did?"
"Oh, yeah, completely!" Zahra replied, still laughing. "Hey, I know I've got awesome boobs, and I like showing them off, and if you're not a total creep about how you go about looking at them, hey, go ahead, look at them."
My eyes briefly darted to her breasts, before looking away.
This did not seem to amuse Zahra. "Oh, come on, you call that a look? You can look harder than that! Come on, Ryan, look at my boobs, you know you wanna!"
She was teasing me loudly enough at this point that I had to look around to see if anyone else around here had heard her, but at this time of day the part of the park we were in seemed mercifully empty.
Nevertheless, I had to admit my small discomfort at this happening in public. "You know, now that you say it like that, it feels kinda weird."
"Awww, I didn't mean to make it weird," she said. "Boobs are supposed to be fun, not weird!"
"I know," I replied. "It's just awfully public."
"What, you've never played around or teased in public? You gotta get up on stage more, live a little, embrace adventure. Like this!" Zahra exclaimed.
I wasn't exactly sure what she was going to do until she did it, reaching up with her free hand to pull down the part of her top covering her left breast, exposing the impressive, beautiful boob to my eyes. Full and round and topped with a very suckable, dark nipple, she eyed me mischievously for a moment, showing her bare breast off to me before she pulled her shirt back over it again. I'd have been lying if I said the sight of her didn't make me hard, or curious about what it would feel like to squeeze her tits.
Among other things...
"It's not like I'm telling you to whip it out or anything, that *would* be a bit much in public, but, I'm giving you permission, encouragement, even, to look at my boobs if you wanna, it's not that big a problem!" Zahra said, smiling proudly before she took another bite of her popsicle.
"Okay, okay, fine, I'll stare at your boobs if it'll make you feel any better," I said in a playful tone, trying to hold back a slight laugh as Zahra's good cheer had successfully penetrated my being.
And, of course, while looking at her tits, which did look fucking amazing in this top/corset combo, though after that quick flash she gave me, I was pretty certain they would have looked amazing without anything on them, either.
"There, was that so hard?" Zahra teased.
"No," I admitted, licking my lips slightly.
This gesture seemed to amuse her to no end, as she soon looked down and followed it up with, "So, is something else hard, then?"
I looked her in the eye when she said this, trying to figure Zahra out and realizing that trying to pin her down to a simple archetype would have been anything *but* simple. Around school, she looked like she might have been on the sweet, maybe even slightly conservative side, but once you got her talking, and cursing, and saw her in action, you could see how such a simple assessment wasn't nearly enough to get a full picture of Zahra. She was adventurous, and a kind of flirtatious I could thoroughly get behind, and I found myself more and more enjoying her company beyond her beauty. This was a girl I could easily see spending time with on my own, and even if I was still supposed to get something of an interview out of her... well, I was starting to more actively think about doing other things with her as well.
With a playful smirk, Zahra continued. "I guess that answers my question. Can I ask you a question?"
"That was a question," I answered.
"How about another?" she shot back.
"Sure," I said.
"So, you like looking at my boobs, and I like you looking at my boobs, but we've discussed in detail the limitations of looking at them here, so, do you want to go somewhere private so you can look at them without my top on? Because I'd be so down for that."
My eyes widened as I took Zahra in, but her big, goofy smile was thoroughly implacable.
Trying for a smooth confidence, I replied, "You're pretty shameless, aren't you?"
She laughed again. "Oh, yeah, thoroughly. I hang out with liars and pretenders and people who love putting on a show, I've learned it helps to be direct when there's something I like on the line, and when it comes to dick? Yeah, I'm pretty shameless. You seem nice, and I think you're really, *really* cute, and I'd be lying if I said I hadn't heard some interesting rumors about you. Have you heard any about me?"
"No," I admitted.
Zahra's smile faltered into a pout for a moment, but she recovered quickly. "Well, I fucking love rocking cock, and from what I've heard, you've got a cock worth rocking. With both of our particular gifts, it sounds like we could be a really good match in that way, honestly, because I fucking love fucking, and it sounds like you fucking love fucking, so maybe when we're done with our popsicles we can say fuck it, get the fuck out of here, and see how we feel like fucking?"
I thought about this, intoxicated by the picture she was painting because... well, Zahra was pretty fucking hot. I'd had a number of moments this senior year where I'd really had to debate my next move, but this wasn't one of them.
"You say fuck an awful lot," I finally replied.
"I also fuck an awful lot," Zahra retorted quickly, smirking.
"I gathered," I smirked back. "So do I."
"I know," she replied, again looking down at my crotch. "So, your place or mine?
"My dad's attending a lecture on carnivorous plants tonight... and since they're kind of a hobby of his, he's certainly going to stay late asking questions. Let's try mine?" I proposed.
Smiling broadly, Zahra answered, "Given how this is probably the least confusing lady-boner I've ever had in my life, yes..."
***
Aside from some intense glances and the occasional innuendo in our small talk, Zahra drove me back to my place without any incident after we'd politely made our exit from the LARPing group (and after I'd promised Mallory that I'd return the costume she'd loaned me on the next school day). I expected things with Zahra might get hot and heavy the moment the front door closed behind us, but she took things in a different direction.
Still smiling, she sighed, "Hey, can I borrow your bathroom for a second? This costume's all cute and fun, but the longer I wear it, the less fun it gets, and I really wanna free the girls if you know what I mean. I know you'd probably like to watch and all that, but there's no dignified way to getting out of some of these things..."
While I could have gone into some detail about the kinds of costumes I'd helped Mallory in and out of in the past and how I'd be happy to help her, instead I nodded and laughed softly. "Sure, we've got a guest bathroom down the hall over there, or you can use the one in my bedroom."
"The bedroom's fine," Zahra replied, smirking playfully. "Lead the way."
I led her down the hall, finding some great amusement as she briefly reached out to squeeze my ass, before withdrawing her hands and trying to look playfully innocent as she whistled in mock innocence when I turned to look at her.
"Shameless," I repeated, grinning.
"What did I do?" she said, still playfully innocent. "I didn't grab your very cute butt, I swear! And, even if I did, wouldn't that just make us a little even for me showing you my boob earlier?"
I laughed, then continued leading her. "Probably."
Zahra giggled. "A little birdie told me you had a cute butt; I'm glad to know she wasn't wrong."
"Who? Amy?" I asked, curious.
"No, Fatima," she replied. "She had a *lot* of nice things to say about you."
This one actually took me by surprise. Though Fatima Hassan, a track athlete and handily one of the most gorgeous girls in school, had an interesting friend group that contained my girlfriend, Josie Wong, somehow I found a difficult time imagining her and Zahra traveling in the same circles. They just seemed so different, with Zahra boisterous while Fatima was thoughtful and reserved. I just didn't see them clicking, and yet, here we were.
Seeing my confusion, Zahra quickly filled in that gap. "There's not a lot of kids in school who share our... background, but there's enough that they've set up a study hall room to double as a prayer room for us. You can either learn to like the people in your grade you pray with or hate them, and Fatima and I, we decided to like each other. We're not besties or anything, but we get to talking sometimes... and believe me when I say, she was *quite* complimentary about you."
I grinned with pride as I beckoned her into my bedroom. "Well, that's always good to hear."
Zahra entered my room with wide eyes, taking in my posters, games, figurines and other pieces of paraphernalia that firmly marked my status as an incurable nerd.
"Love the décor," she said, nodding as she pointed to the open door off to the side. "Your bathroom?"
"Uh huh, and, thanks," I replied.
Smiling, Zahra looked like she'd like nothing more than to jump in and give me a kiss, but then instead disappeared into my bathroom. I couldn't help but note that she left the door wide open, which made sense when it seemed as if she still wanted to talk to me. I heard her begin to disrobe before she spoke up.
"So, you're cute, you've got some decent taste in pop culture, and you're actually pretty chill..." she started, before letting out a great sigh. "Oh, thank fuck, corset's off..."
This painted a picture that I rather would have liked to see, but given how she seemed to want a moment of semi-privacy, I stayed put, tossing my costume hat aside. "Is that just a list of compliments, or is it going somewhere? Because I'm totally fine if that's just a bunch of compliments."
"It's going somewhere," Zahra continued. "I'm just taking a longcut to get there... longcut? That's a thing people say when they don't want to use a shortcut and... you know what, whatever, I'm just gonna keep going. I was just saying, you've got all that going for you, and it sounds like we should be traveling in some of the same groups of people, so I'm just wondering how we never really got around to really talking before, you know, *now*."
Working at the laces at the front of my tunic, I sighed. "It's... it's kind of complicated."
"I'm not going anywhere," she replied.
This wasn't exactly a story that I felt like sharing before getting down to business, but I also found it difficult to deny Zahra. "Well, you know Kyle Bowman?"
There was a beat before Zahra replied, "I really tried not to know him."
"So did I, not that it stopped him," I explained. "He did his best to make sure I had as few friends as possible, and once in that position, it was kind of hard for me to see that he was wrong. It's taken having a lot of friends this year to really start working on my mental health and self-worth, and it's still a battle, but, it's a lot better than it used to be. Him being gone certainly doesn't hurt, either."
Aside from the rustling of fabric, there was not much but silence coming from the bathroom. I was afraid for a moment that I might have said too much, that she might be reconsidering coming over here and that I might have made a fool out of myself. I was about to say something to try and break the tension I was feeling, when she took the decision out of my hands.
"Fucking bullies," Zahra said, finally. "Had to deal with flavors of those assholes my whole life; it's not fun when people're trying to tear you the fuck apart because you don't match their definition of normal."
"No... it isn't," I admitted, before finally letting a shaky smile take over. "But I gotta say, you hardly let it show."
"Because I hit 'fuck it' a long time ago," she explained. "I used to be afraid to be anything I wanted to be because I was worried about what all the assholes of the world would say, but then it's like, where am I gonna find any joy if I only ever think like that? So, I switched things up. I started being the me I wanted to be and fucking wore it like armor. It doesn't keep all the jerks away, but, I'm a lot happier than I was before. And you seem to be doing pretty alright for yourself. What's your secret?"
I grinned. "I helped get Kyle expelled and now have a lot of sex with many beautiful women."
"Ha!" Zahra laughed. "That's the kind of plan I can get behind! And under... and on top of... and, okay, screw all the innuendos and come-ons, wanna have sex with another beautiful woman?"
I raised an eyebrow. "What kind of question is that?"
"The *best* kind," she giggled, sliding into view framed by my open bathroom doorway.
Now, admittedly I didn't know what to expect when Zahra borrowed my bathroom and then jumped out excitedly to see me. I knew she was desperate to get out of her LARPing costume, and that she'd had a good-sized purse hanging off her shoulder, which I assumed had to include a change of clothes. Images of her wearing nothing but an oversized t-shirt or lingerie came to mind.
So, color me surprised when she stood in the doorway completely and utterly naked, smiling playfully and looking, well, fucking amazing. Her body was at once toned and soft, with those beautiful, bare, large breasts that made me rock hard with only a glance, and her exposed, shaved pussy looking quite nice with its prominent lips.
Zahra took in my slack-jawed wonder with pretty good humor, smiling and sticking her tongue out the side of her mouth roguishly as she eyed me with amusement. "Yeah, I'm pretty fucking hot, I know it."
Playfully, she spun around, bending over slightly enough to show off her full, round ass, and the impressive floral lower back tattoo she sported. She rocked her ass for me, bracing herself against the doorframe as she teasingly twerked briefly.
"You got a good look at my boobs already, but I really love my butt, so I thought you should get a good look at that, too. Good call, right?" Zahra asked, looking over her shoulder at me.
"Uh... yeah, that's one hell of an understatement," I replied, unable to take my eyes off her amazing body.
"Obviously," she replied, spinning around to face me again, then strolling toward me. "Now, I can see that I surprised you with the sudden nudity and all that, but, this'll be a lot better if you take your clothes off too. Because I want you naked. So we can fuck. And other things. But mostly sex-related stuff. Now would be awesome. I know it's inconvenient to take your jaw off the floor when you see all this, but, I got all nice and naked for you, and I'd be really, *really* happy if you did the same, too. Please?"
Zahra batted her eyelashes at me cutely while still smiling that big, beautifully goofy smile of hers, and that was just enough to tear me out of my haze. And out of my clothes, for that matter. I pulled off my sandals in record time, then grabbed at the base of my tunic and pulled it over my head, hoping I didn't damage it any before I returned it to Mallory, but too horny to care too much in the moment. It was as I was pulling it over my head that I felt Zahra's hands at my waist, quickly pulling down my pants and underwear as she gasped.
"Holy fuck! You really are that big!" Zahra exclaimed.
I pulled the tunic over my head and was greeted by the sight of Zahra in all her naked beauty kneeling in front of me, those big brown eyes of hers seemingly bigger than ever before, her mouth dropped open in some awe, as she stared at my thick, 10" erection, up close and personal. Her face was only a matter of inches away from me, her hot breath on my cockhead making me groan pleasantly.
"Yeah. Didn't believe Fatima?" I replied, smirking.
"Well, I didn't *dis*-believe her, but seeing is believing, and now that I see it, you better believe I'm a fucking believer," Zahra said, giggling slightly as she reached out and wrapped her hand around the base of my cock.
Her touch felt practiced and firm, with a delicateness that I certainly appreciated. The way she goggled at me, taking in the dimensions of my cock, I could have sworn she was going to start stroking me without thinking about it as a number of girls had done before when first greeted by what I was packing.
Zahra, however, was not a girl who did anything by half-measures, it seemed, as she soon leaned in with her pleasantly full lips and kissed my cockhead. Quickly, she retreated, smiling up at me, almost as if for approval, but before I could groan in response, she opened those pleasantly full lips and wrapped them entirely around my cockhead, then pushed forward as she sucked down several more inches of my cock.
"Holy fuck..." I moaned without thinking, running my hand through her hair and finally settling on grabbing hold of her braid for support.
This only seemed to encourage Zahra, as she soon started bobbing back and forth, humming pleasantly to herself (and far more pleasantly to me, given how the sensations of that humming felt) as she took more and more of me into her mouth. This seemingly sweet, innocent-looking Middle-Eastern beauty soon had my cock at the back of her throat, then started taking me down her throat, not stopping until she had sucked down every inch of my cock. I looked down at her in disbelief at how quickly she had done that, while Zahra seemed to stay right where she was, keeping as much of my cock down her throat as she could as some sort of challenge, before she pulled back and let me out while she coughed.



Through watery eyes and with strings of drool and precum leaking down and spattering her impressive tits, Zahra looked up at me and smiled. "Had to see if I could do that."
"You could," I replied, my voice a little shakier than I expected from how good it felt.
She grinned up at me dazzlingly, looking utterly gorgeous for how filthy she also looked. "Want me to keep going? Because I can definitely keep going. I've never had any complaints from my blowjobs, and I think you'll like what I can do if I finish you off here..."
I didn't doubt that I'd absolutely love her finishing me off in the here and now, but looking down at her luscious body, I realized there were a lot of other things I wanted to do with her before I came.
I held a hand down for her to take, and feeling a little cheesy, I said, "Come with me if you want to cum."
Zahra laughed, a loud and thoroughly playful laugh, but she took my hand. "With an invitation like that, how could I not?"
I helped her to her feet, but she didn't stay on them for long. I grabbed her by the shoulders and threw her down to the bed. She landed on her back, laughing and giggling and looking up at me expectantly, and not wanting to disappoint her, I jumped on top of her. Pressing my body against hers and finally getting to feel her, the softness of her skin, the firm press of her breasts against my chest, fuck, it felt good. I looked at Zahra's beautiful face, eyeing those sparkling brown eyes of hers and that smile, that gorgeous, goofy smile of hers that she didn't seem to have any interest in dropping, and I did what came naturally.
I leaned in and I kissed her. It wasn't a tentative, probing kiss, because I knew that wasn't what Zahra would have wanted or done. No, I jumped in, kissing her with gusto, and getting a matching kiss in response. Zahra wrapped her arms around me, running them down my back and squeezing my ass as I reached up to squeeze her breasts while we made out. She was every bit as eager and passionate a kisser as I knew she'd be, and it wasn't long before our tongues were battling and we were moaning against each other.
I got the impression pretty quickly that if I didn't make some efforts to change the course of events that Zahra and I would probably lie down like this and keep making out for some time. Experimentally, I reached down between her legs and touched her pussy.
That certainly got her attention, especially when I started rubbing two fingers in small, firm circles over her clit.
She squealed pleasantly, then kissed my neck. "Ooh, that feels nice."
"I thought it would," I said, pulling my hand from between her legs and bringing my glistening fingers between us.
Making sure she could see, I sucked one of my glistening fingers into my mouth, groaning softly as I got to take in her warm, sweet taste. This made Zahra's eyes widen pleasantly, her smile taking on another hint of manic glee as it broadened. She arched her neck upwards enough so that she could suck on my other finger, eagerly licking it clean of all of her juices.
Well, this was looking like it'd be even more fun by the moment.
My voice husky, I said, "I want to eat your pussy until you scream."
Nodding softly, Zahra replied, "Screaming's not a problem. Getting loud's *never* been a problem for me, but, I also really wanna suck your cock. You don't have to scream or anything, but, you do you, if you feel the need to scream, you go for it."
A beat passed between us as we considered the options, before we suggested simultaneously, "69?"
Zahra held up her hand for a high five, and I was happy to clap mine against hers, the two of us intertwining our fingers as we held this gesture for a moment, kissing enthusiastically.
This didn't last terribly long, however, as I soon climbed off of Zahra and rolled onto my back, and she then climbed on top of me, twisting around so she'd knelt her delicious-looking pussy inches away from my mouth, while she leaned down and kissed the side of my cock. Between my proximity to her pussy, and the sight of her beautifully round ass above me, I really didn't think the view could've gotten any better.
Zahra, though, had ways of proving me wrong.
"Hey, you remember how I said I loved my butt earlier?" she said, flexing her ass cheeks above me playfully. "Well, that goes for sexytimes with it, too. I love having my butt played with, so, if you'd get a couple of your talented fingers nice and wet and slide them up my asshole while you ate me out, you'd make me cum so hard you wouldn't believe it."
Well, there was an enticing offer. "I'd believe it."
Zahra chuckled. "You probably would, but it's still pretty fucking hard. Will you do it? For meeeeeee?"
She drew the last syllable out teasingly, but she didn't have to; I was already onboard for fingering her ass. That teasing voice just put things over the top. Shifting beneath her, I slid two fingers into her pussy, enjoying how hot and wet she already was. Zahra groaned deeply as I pushed my fingers inside of her, her pussy muscles squeezing and massaging my digits as I thrust and twisted them in and out of her, wanting to make sure that I got them nice and coated.
Zahra moaned, "That's... ooh, that's probably good... seems like you got them nice and wet... uh huh... but you can keep going if you want... oh fuck... keep going, like that, make sure you get them niiiiiiiice and wet... I know they're gonna feel good up my ass... not as good as your cock will, but, still amazing... fuck, I'll cum so hard if you fuck my ass with your fingers while you lick me!"
She giggled to herself, moaning softly and writhing against me. I couldn't help but notice her promise that I'd soon be fucking her ass, and I'd be lying if I said that didn't speed me along a little toward pulling my fingers out of her pussy, then teasing them against her asshole. She moaned as I probed, before leaning in and sucking my cock again, inhaling me down to the root in no time as she bobbed her head up and down rapidly.
With my cock in heaven, I was happy to push my fingers into her tight asshole, thrusting them in nice and deep as she moaned loudly around my cock, then pressed her dripping pussy against my eager mouth.
Now, tasting a girl's juices off of your fingers is one thing, but actually getting them from the source is another beast entirely. Feeling her pussy lips pressing into my mouth while she actively sucked my cock brought me to a new plateau of erotic hunger, and considering how wet she already was and how much I needed to taste her properly, it didn't take long for me to dive in and utterly go to town on her pussy. I licked and sucked at her delicious cunt, enjoying the feeling of her moans around my cock as she deepthroated me, while I did everything in my power to return the favor. I fucked and twisted my fingers in and out of her tight, clutching asshole while my tongue lapped at her folds, sometimes diving into her, other times focusing on her clit with firm, swift circles.
I would have loved to hear from Zahra's lips how much she was enjoying this, but the way she ground her hips against my face and moaned lustily around my cock, I was pretty sure I'd managed to grab her interest. Zahra knew well how to get what she wanted, and how to use her body to do this, and it was undeniably exciting to be beneath her, licking and sucking at her pussy as I finger-fucked her ass, driving her wild while she pleasured me and did everything she could to make me cum. If I hadn't already hooked up with Jennifer today, it was likely that she would've already drained my balls by now, but with that kind of a head start, I was in this for the long haul.
This was a fact that Zahra seemed to become aware of slowly. I could tell she wanted to try to finish me off first, but by the increasing sense of desperation I got from her, from the way she quaked and sped up her blowjob, to the way her pussy was getting wetter and wetter, I knew that she was going to cum soon. This was one of those things I knew I could have drawn out, giving her that delicious mutual orgasm we both would have enjoyed, but what can I say, I was feeling greedy that afternoon, and I really wanted to make her cum.
So, I gave up on anything resembling mercy, and I doubled down on my efforts to pleasure her. I planted my lips around her clit and sucked hard, swirling my tongue around her most sensitive spot, while granting her asshole no mercy as I fingered it into oblivion. If she were capable of screaming with a mouth full of cock, I'm sure she would have found a way to do so for how much this seemed to drive her to madness, as she was full-on bucking against my face at this point, grinding her pussy against my mouth as she sought that release, while not giving up on my cock. Not even her hands gently massaging my balls and helping her stroke me off as she sucked me off was enough to get her the orgasm she wanted from me.
Not in time, anyway.
Soon, she couldn't hold back anymore, and Zahra let my cock pop out of her mouth so she could try out. "MotherFUCKER!!! I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING! I'M FUCKING CUUUUUMMMMMMMMMMIIIIIIIIIING!!!!!"
I didn't need the warning, but it soon turned out to be a fairly justified one, as her body violently jerked and shook with a powerful orgasm, her ass squeezing tightly around my fingers while her pussy gushed on my face. I'd known some girls who were pretty powerful squirters in the past, but it seemed like Zahra might put them all to shame as she positively coated me, and I could do nothing more than lap and suck her tasty juices up as she gave them to me. Miraculously, she continued jerking my cock through this entire delicious ordeal, keeping me on edge, and threatening to take me close to the edge of it as she kept going, but soon the energy of her orgasm waned, and she collapsed on top of me, breathing heavily and trembling.
"Fuck..." Zahra moaned, gently taking my cockhead into her mouth and suckling on it for a second, before repeating, "Fuck..."
Slowly, I pulled my fingers from her ass, then asked, "Good?"
Impressively, Zahra was quiet in this moment, still breathing heavily, but soon I could feel something shift in her. A low, enthusiastic sound built in her throat, something like an animalistic growl. Her muscles, once perfectly relaxed, were now tensing as she pushed herself up onto her hands and knees and turned around so she was now face to face with me, straddling my hips.
"Good?" she asked, laughing lowly as she reached down to stroke my cock. "He asks if what he just did was *good*."
Zahra then leaned into me, forcing her tits against my mouth once more and leaving me little choice but to suck on them while she pressed her body against mine and eagerly stroked me.
"Good doesn't even begin to describe what just happened. I don't think words could, and I think you know it. I think you know you're a pussy *fucking* expert, and you just want to be smug and get me to fawn all over you. Well, mission accomplished. That was good. Amazing. Stellar. Fucking *epic*. Is that what you wanted to hear?" she continued, stroking me, but then angling my cockhead so that she was now rubbing it up against her soaked slit.
I wasn't in a position to answer Zahra with a mouth full of tit, but I was happy with her particular response, as she soon began to shift her weight down, forcing my cockhead into her tight, soaking wet cunt. It took a little angling, and a little rocking of her hips to get my wide head inside of her, but Zahra was horny and fucking determined, and not one to be dissuaded as she pushed ever so insistently downward, her lips opening up for me, and soon accepting me, as she forced my cockhead into her.
"Aaaaaaaaaaah... fuck..." Zahra groaned as she took in my girth. "So fucking big... perfect... so perfect..."
She pushed against me, sliding several more inches inside of her, her tight pussy accommodating me every bit as much as it pleasured me with her deliciously hot tightness. I let go of her nipple, groaning out in pleasure as I rocked my hips against hers, ensuring that more and more of my cock made it inside of her.
I wrapped my arms around her, squeezing her ass and pulling her down, getting those last few inches into her as she sat down on me, smiling and giggling softly.
"Oh... wow..." Zahra replied, looking down to her well-stretched pussy as my cock's thickness pushed her to her limits. "Ohhhh WOW! That's... fuck... that's so much! So much cock! You're really... WOW! You're really splitting me open! And I've had a lot of cock before, but none this good! This... BIG! WOW!"
I laughed softly, reaching up to squeeze her tits while she still sat on me, getting accustomed to my girth.
And, I guess, maybe playing around a bit smugly. "I hope I'm not too much for you..."
Zahra looked down at me, practically offended as she slowly started rocking her hips. "Bitch, please! I can take it... barely... I just need a moment to... yeah... like that... there we fucking go..."
She started slowly, bouncing up and down on my cock, clasping her hands over mine so I kept squeezing her tits while she did, but Zahra was quick to catch her breath and build up a good head of steam, as soon she was bouncing on my cock vigorously. She had remarkable stamina, coming back from a powerful orgasm quickly as she took over this fuck, grunting and groaning and cursing like a sailor as she swiftly built up a savage fucking pace.
Which, from my position, I won't lie was pretty fucking amazing.
"Fuck! I need this fucking cock! All the time! How can you... fuck... you're fucking amazing... and I'm fucking amazing... we could be amazing together, all the time, if you wanted, we could keep fucking, you could make me scream and... ah, fuck, so fucking good, so fucking big... fuck, I want to fuck you all day, all night, every day..." she groaned, her hips a blur as she bounced on me.
The way her pussy squeezed my cock, I doubted that I'd be capable of every moment of every day, but I was happy to try any number of things for her if she kept fucking like this.
"Tight fucking cunt... so wet, so hot..." I grunted, squeezing her tits as she bounced.
Zahra leaned forward and planted her hands on my chest for purchase, then really going to town with this new leverage as she quickly bounced up and down on my cock. "Yeah... you like that? You like my tight fucking cunt?"
I squeezed one of her nipples, hard. "That obvious, huh?"
"Uh huh..." she shot back, kissing me deeply.
"So tight... and your tits... fuck, your tits are amazing, your nipples are so hard..." I moaned.
Zahra laughed. "Yeah... my ass is my favorite, but I've got awesome boobs, too, and the best nipples... not gonna lie... I fucking love my nipples, fuck, I've had orgasms just from someone sucking on them nice and hard before... people'll tell you that's impossible, but they don't know, they don't know how good it can be... suck my nipple, yes, like that, harder, harder, suck it harder!"
I didn't know if I could suck her nipple any harder without sucking it off entirely, but the way she was fucking me, I was willing to do pretty much anything she asked me to. So, while she rode me harder, cursing and moaning, I gave her nipples the royal treatment. I licked and I sucked them hard, alternating between each of them, swirling my tongue over her sensitive nubs before gently nibbling on them. Playing with her tits like this only drove Zahra wilder, fucking down onto me even faster, even harder as she seemed desperate to make this fuck faster and sweatier.
And then, without warning, Zahra cried out again in unexpected orgasm, her entire body first jolting, then trembling intensely as her pussy clenched and gushed. It was so sudden that even she seemed shocked by it, her eyes going wide and looking positively shocked behind her glasses as she cried out in ecstasy, riding through the shock before her orgasm passed just as quickly as it had come. Weakened by bliss, she collapsed onto me, moaning and shaking.
"My legs..." Zahra laughed, kissing me. "My legs won't stop shaking... holy fuck... why won't they stop shaking... oh, fuck, that'll take some time to recover from..."
Well, I knew an opening when I heard one. "I'll take it from here, then..."
"Sure, whatever," she replied, allowing me to wrap my arms around her and roll her around so that I was now on top of her, looking down at this gorgeous, brown-skinned beauty beneath me, thoroughly lost to my own pleasure.
I'd known that Zahra was the fun-loving and adventurous type by this point, so seeing her drained by overwhelming pleasure was a unique experience I took no small amount of joy in. I looked down at her, seeing her in this beautiful, uncontrolled state of bliss, her eyes fluttery and her smile broad as she looked up at me with unrestrained lust.
Fuck, was I lucky to be here right now.
I leaned in and kissed her, first soft and slowly, then with more passion when it seemed like a soft kiss wouldn't be enough for her. Regaining some of her energy, Zahra wrapped her arms and legs around me, making sure my cock was buried nice and deep in her cunt.
She broke the kiss and smiled up at me with her broad, goofy smile that I was falling for more and more by the moment. "You better fuck me hard now, and if you stop before you've filled my pussy with your cum... well, I'm still kinda hazy and don't know how to end that threat, but imagine I said something dangerous yet cool sounding, alright?"
I grinned at her, kissing her quickly again. "I've no doubt you're capable of enacting all manner of threats on me, so if that's what you want, that's what you're gonna fucking get..."
Bracing my knees against the mattress, I started thrusting down into Zahra, aiming to give her every bit as hard a fuck as she was looking for. I didn't wait to build up to anything, given the state that both of us were in, and was soon rapidly pumping my hips, thrusting nearly every inch of my cock into her with each swift thrust. Zahra moaned and yowled her approval, disengaging her arms from around my back so she could brace against the headboard and fuck back against me. With her legs behind my ass, she was able to get phenomenal traction, encouraging me to fuck her every bit as hard as we both wanted to.
"Yes, yes, yes... fucking YES!" Zahra squealed as I fucked her. "Hahaha, this is the best... the *fucking* best, I love it! Oh, I should've listened to Fatima sooner!"
I squeezed one of her breasts, grunting as I continued to thrust into her. "Well, you're making up for lost time now..."
"Bet your sweet ass I am!" she moaned, squeezing my ass with her legs as I continued to fuck her. "And... fuck, how are you still going? How can you possibly still be going? Most guys can't handle me like this!"
"You gotta tone it back for them?" I grunted.
Zahra laughed, then moaned as I pinched her nipple harder. "No, that's their problem... I spent too long trying to fucking fit in, but now I'm free, and if the world can't handle me, that's their problem... come on, fuck me, fuck me harder, please, I want it, I fucking need it!"
The way she reached down to finger herself lustily while I fucked her, I knew that this wasn't a lie, and that she might well have been trying to time her orgasm with mine. Which was a smart move, all told, since I wasn't that far off from my own orgasm. Jennifer might have drained my balls earlier today and bought me some time with Zahra, but between Zahra's hot body and intense sexual appetites, there was no way I wasn't building to my own intense orgasm with her. My balls felt full to the point of bursting by this point, not painfully so, yet, but getting pretty close to that. Zahra was determined to make me cum, just as I was determined to keep this going as long as I could. She felt so good, so goddamn *fun*, I couldn't let this end yet.



"Ooh, you're getting close, I can see it!" she taunted, kissing me. "I love watching a guy cum, and I know it's gonna be a big one with you... it's gonna be *so* big. So do it... come on, do it! Do it, do it, do it! Cum for me! Fucking cum in me, fill me up, I need it! Give it to me, please give it to me, give me your cum, give me your fucking cum!!!"
Her words and her enthusiasm got to me almost as much as her hot, tight body did, and soon I couldn't hold it back any longer. With my hips a blur and my cock overstimulated from the heaven that was Zahra Dashti's squeezing cunt, I was completely and utterly overwhelmed by bliss. It only took a few more seconds of swift thrusting at this point for me to completely lose it.
"FUCK!" I cried out, practically yelling as those last few thrusts took me over the edge, pushing in deep and cumming hard inside Zahra's pussy.
She looked absolutely satisfied as I came inside of her, timing her own orgasm well as soon she too cried out in ecstasy once more. I was so lost by this point that I thought the world could have ended outside my window without me knowing, but Zahra's pussy muscles were strong and insistent in making their presence known, milking my cock and making sure that every shot of cum was pulled deep inside of her. Pleasure, great and blinding, overtook me, flooding through my body and threatening to steal my consciousness as I continued to pump every last bit of cum into her.
And of course, she was right. It was a huge fucking load. I shouldn't have been surprised given how insanely hot Zahra was, but here we were.
It could have been weeks, or a matter of seconds, it was hard to really keep track of anything at this point, that it took us to come down, but eventually we did, slowing and relaxing, sharing quick, sweet kisses that were punctuated by comfortable laughs. I looked down at the beauty beneath me, taken by one of my periodic moments of wondering just how the fuck I'd gotten here, and deciding not to care too hard about fate and happenstance when I could better catch my breath by kissing her, pulling out, and lying next to Zahra while we both caught our breaths.
"So... you were fucking awesome," Zahra panted, looking at me and smiling broadly.
"I think there was plenty of awesome to go around there with what just happened," I said, reaching over to gently squeeze one of her breasts.
She moaned softly, then chuckled again. "You can't be ready again..."
"Not yet," I said, looking down at my cock as it slowly lost its strength. "Just give me a minute or two. I'll be back in no time."
"Awesome," Zahra repeated, fanning herself playfully. "Ooh, the other drama girls are gonna be so jealous that I got to you first... or, *almost* first, I guess, if Amy and Olivia already shot their shot."
"Only Amy," I admitted, not that I'd have been averse to sharing some private time with Olivia.
"Really? I'd have thought with you being you, and the two of you being tight as Mrs. Harker's 'secret' helpers and all that, you'd have done the deed by now," she said, rolling over onto her stomach and propping her upper body up on her elbows so she could better look at me.
"That's public knowledge?" I asked, before clarifying, "Olivia and me... assisting Mrs. Harker?"
"Semi-public," Zahra acknowledged. "Not everyone knows yet, but it'll get out eventually. If it was fully public, believe me, Faith would've already knocked your door down and fucked you in the hopes that it'd get her the Audrey role."
I raised my eyebrow, curious at this sudden influx of knowledge. "Only Faith?"
"Oh, it's not like Doreen and Chloe don't have it in them to pull a move like that... well, Doreen anyway since she's fucked her way around almost as much as I have; Chloe's a virgin, but so ambitious that she's probably up to try anything if it means getting what she wants," she explained, not exactly getting where I was going with this as she went into detail about the other leading contenders for the lead role.
I cocked my head, raising an eyebrow at her as I cleared my throat. It took a second for Zahra to catch on, but when she did, her eyes went wide.
"Oh! You think I'd pull a move like that?" Zahra asked, shock quickly overtaking her face.
"I wasn't saying that... but the thought had crossed my mind. Not, like, in any serious way, but now that you brought it up I couldn't not ask," I explained.
She sighed, forcing a little distance between us on the bed so she could better compose her thoughts. "It's not... I mean, I could see why you would think that, and if I was in your position, I'd probably be worried about that as well... get in a position with a little power where you could help someone get what they've always wanted, I'd see how you could question everything, but you don't have to question me, I swear. I want to be Audrey so much it hurts, but I'd never compromise my own morals or the morals of someone else to get what I want, especially 'cause the other girls, they're my friends (well, maybe not Faith as much) and I'd never want to fuck that up. I want to *earn* the part, not have it given to me because I'm the best in bed."
"Nice humblebrag you snuck in there," I said.
"Right? But, seriously, I *am* an amazing fuck," Zahra replied, reaching back to playfully smack her ass and giggle.
"Oh, you don't have to tell me," I said.
She laughed. "Yeah, if I *were* trying to cheat my way into getting the part, I would've led with something other than a 69. Those are fun, but not where I really get to show off."
"I bet," I said, sighing as I realized I'd gotten off track, and really needing to address what had actually been bothering me. "At the end of the day, I was kind of thrust into this position, so I don't really know what to do with it... Mrs. Harker wants an 'outside perspective' on who'd make the best for the lead in a play. If all four of you are competing for the role, you all have to have skills, how the hell am I supposed to pick who's 'best' when I don't know what the best actually is?"
Zahra thought about this. "Well, yeah, we've all got singing, and acting, and dancing chops. We've all got the triple threat, so if you were just comparing based on that, yeah, you'd be split between us, easy. But it's more than that, I think. Audrey's a dreamer, one who's used to being beaten down by the world and just wants a life that we're all told we're supposed to want, but it's just out of reach for her. There's a certain sweetness and innocence to her, even if she's been beaten down by the world... and I think that's important to have in the part. A little weary, a little hopeful, kind above all else... so, yeah, I want the part, but I fucking love the play, so I'd want to see the girl who's best for the part win it, and that's what I think it takes to really get the part of Audrey right."
I thought about what Zahra said, which probably would have been a lot easier if both of us weren't naked right now. I didn't sense any ulterior motives from her, and even if her description of Audrey did ring pretty close to what I knew of her, I didn't think she was trying to use that to sway me. She sounded genuine, and enthusiastic, and for that I was thankful, as I could use every bit of insight possible to make sure my decision was sound.
"Thanks," I said, reaching down to affectionately squeeze her ass. "I'm sure it's pretty fucking clear that I'm out of my element here-"
"Crystal," Zahra interrupted.
"-and I appreciate all the help I can get," I said.
She rocked her head from side to side, her smile taking on that playfully goofy look again. "And this is where I'd offer to help you, but I realize that I shouldn't be offering it because in spite of my best efforts, I'd still be unconsciously trying to win you over. I can, however, offer you a couple bits of advice on where you *can* get the help to get some better insight on who should get the leads."
"I'll take it," I replied, squeezing her ass again, mostly because I just felt like squeezing her ass.
Zahra groaned softly, but wasn't to be dissuaded. "Well, first, listen to and talk to and trust Olivia... fuck, squeeze my ass like that more... she's challenging sometimes, but she's so fucking smart. And second... some of us drama girls like going to karaoke after school sometimes, and we should be heading over for some day after tomorrow. Join us, and you'll get a good opportunity for mingling and really getting to know the others."
That... well, that actually sounded like a fantastic idea, as far as I could tell. I mean, it sounded intimidating in its own way (LARPing was one thing, but getting up on stage to perform was another matter entirely), but if it gave me an opportunity to better get to know the girls vying for the lead, it might make the interviews a lot more interesting.
"It's a date," I said. "I mean, I'll be there. Or it can be a date, whatever."
Zahra laughed again. "I don't really date, I more prefer fucking. It's a lot more honest, I think."
"Well, you got me there," I said, smirking.
"You should really ask Olivia to go with you. It's been a while since she's been out on a date, and if any girl could use it..." she said, leaning in to kiss me quickly.
"I'm still trying to figure out how to juggle three girlfriends as it is, I'm not looking for *more* dating at the moment," I laughed.
"Fair, fair, but, take her out? Talk her into some karaoke? She's an awesome chick, and she doesn't get out enough. A little karaoke, good for the soul, maybe help her get laid... there's all sorts of win-win to it, is what I'm saying," Zahra suggested, kissing me again and smiling.
She made a lot of good points, and I realized that I was feeling quite pleasantly hard again. I wrapped an arm around Zahra, pulling her partially on top of me so we could better kiss, enjoying the feeling of her breasts pressed against me.
"So..." I said, smirking.
"So," she replied, smiling broadly.
Feeling playful, I asked, "What *would* you have done if you'd wanted to cheat your way into the part? How would you have tried to impress me?"
Zahra laughed, loud and lively. "I'd have opened with, 'Hey, if you get me the part, I'll let you fuck my ass!', and then I'd have made good on the promise because, hey, anal's fun."
I raised an eyebrow. "Yeah, it *is* fun."
Her smile broadened. "You thinking what I'm thinking?"
I ran a finger along my chin in a mockery of thoughtfulness before I suggested, "Anal?"
Zahra squealed. "I was thinking anal! Glad we're in agreement! You've got lube, right? A guy like you's gotta have lube hiding around here somewhere."
"Not hiding," I amended, "I need it for quick access. Drawer in the nightstand to the side there, you can't miss it."
"Ah, I love a man who comes prepared! Or cums prepared. Fuck, you've got both of those down, don't you?" she mused, rolling over to search through the nightstand.
Seeing her from behind like this looking so positively delicious, especially with that thin trail of cum that had managed to leak down her ass, fuck, I was hypnotized. I needed to immortalize this. I rolled to the side and found my clothes piled on the floor, rooting around in them until I pulled out my phone and unlocked it. I then slid up onto the bed, smiling.
I began, "Hey, can I get a picture of you? You're just looking so hot right now, I just-"
Zahra laughed, standing beside the bed with a bottle of lube clasped proudly in her hand. "You had me at 'Hey'. Of course you can get a picture. Or two. Or as many as you want. Come on, I'm a drama kid, we all love our attention. What kind of pose you want, do you want 'The Conqueror'?"
She lifted one foot up onto the bed with bent knee, leaning against it like she had just taken an enemy's land for herself. With my cum leaking out of her pussy and down her thighs, there was no way I wasn't taking this picture. I snapped it quickly.
"Or how about the sweet and innocent ingenue?" Zahra asked, turning her knees inward and clasping her hands together in front of her pussy, looking down while pushing her sweet tits together.
Yeah, that was an intuitive snap as well.
"Or!" she exclaimed, straightening out in front of me. "How about I just take a bow?"
With arms held out wide and a smile that looked set for the red carpet, Zahra locked her back and legs straight as she bowed at the waist. Naturally, I took a picture, though my timing probably could have been a bit better as Zahra was soon cursing.
"Shit, dropped my glasses," she muttered, dropping to her knees to pick them up.
"Yeah, I think I got a picture of them in midair," I admitted, chuckling slightly as I set my phone aside.
Zahra put her glasses back on and smiled at me, still confident and big and unfazed by anything as she opened up the bottle of lube and began to squeeze it onto her tits. "Well, blow it up and print it out and I'll sign it for you, make it a collector's item for when I hit it big."
I was briefly taken aback by the image of her lubing up her tits, but anticipating what she was planning, I slid to the edge of the bed nearest her and hung my legs over the side, bracing myself as I sat on the edge.
Zahra grinned, setting the bottle of lube aside as she continued rubbing down her beautiful, round tits. "Awfully presumptuous, aren't you?"
"I'm right, though, aren't I?" I replied.
She nodded, smiling cutely. "Oh, definitely. I could just stroke the lube all over your cock, but what kind of fun is that when I could tittyfuck you until you're all nice and slick and ready to slide up my ass?"
"My thinking- EXACTLY!" I exclaimed, surprised again when she leaned in and wrapped her tits around my cock. Zahra squeezed them together firmly, running them up and down my rock-hard erection as she got me nice and slick.
"See? It's great to be on the same page, none of that awkward fumbling and figuring shit out, just knowing exactly what you want to do and what you want the other person to do to you... yeah, you fucking like that? You fucking like having my big titties wrapped around your hard cock?" Zahra intoned, looking up at me with those big, sweet brown eyes, but looking anything but sweet in this moment.
"Yeah... fuck, your tits are fucking amazing... your whole body is fucking amazing... fuck, *you're* fucking amazing..." I groaned, gently thrusting up against her as she continued to tittyfuck me.
She laughed. "I know it. And I'm glad you know it. But I think we've hit the limits of what 'knowing' can get us, and are at the point where we should be doing those things, so, while I'd love to tittyfuck you until you jizz all over my boobs (which, if you're still capable later, you should totally do), I really need your cock up my ass, so I'm gonna stop now."
I could have registered several complaints over this logic for how great her tits felt, but when she pulled them off of my now thoroughly-lubed cock and stood up in front of me, looking every bit a sex goddess, I knew that any of my complaints would have been moot and pointless, since I was about to fuck Zahra's ass.
Smiling, she ran her hands over her body in front of me, taunting and teasing before squeezing her large tits, pinching her nipples and moaning lustily as she made me watch, knowing how she was driving me wild. Then, confidently, she reached down and spread my legs before twirling around, her back to me and her amazing ass nearly in my face. If I weren't about to be buried balls deep inside of her, I'd have leaned in and eaten that ass, easily, but before I could she slowly squatted in front of me, reaching behind and grabbing my cock so she could slide the tip between her ass cheeks.
"Ooh, you're big..." Zahra groaned, rubbing my cockhead over her asshole. "Not like I didn't know that, but, still, when stuff's about to go up your butt, you get a different perspective on what is and isn't big... but that's what makes it an adventure, isn't it? Doing things you've never done before, just to see if you can and... ooh, this is gonna be sooooo fuuuuuuuuun..."
Slowly, Zahra began pushing her ass down onto my cock, forcing the head against her tight hole. I grabbed her by the hips, helping her keep stable while she did this, helping her get the best possible angle for entry. She wasn't the only one who wanted my cock up her ass, after all, and I'd do whatever it took to make sure I was settled up there nice and firmly.
"Yes, yes, yes, a little more, a little closer..." she intoned as she pushed back against me, her ass yielding only slightly for me as she forced herself downward. "This is gonna be the big one, this is gonna be good, this is gonna be... MOTHERFUCKER!!!"
If I had my head more together in the moment, I could have made a number of jokes about this word, asking her if there was something she'd forgotten to tell me, or letting her know of my history as a quite literal fucker of a number of mothers, but when my cockhead popped inside of her impressively tight asshole, all thoughts went out the window save for one.
"FUCK!" I agreed, pulling Zahra closer to me and forcing more of my cock into her.
"Ooh, yes... it's like your cock was built for my ass..." she groaned, pushing more and more of my cock up her hot, tight asshole. "I fucking love it, give it to me, I want more, more... give me fucking more!"
I wasn't sure how she expected me to do this, considering she was in the dominant position in this case, but I did pull her closer to me, helping her angle herself as she sat down more and more on my cock, never giving up until every inch was buried inside of her. With this realization, Zahra let out a cry, one that lived somewhere between agony and ecstasy and triumph, her body shaking slightly with this realization of just how much cock she had buried up her impressive ass.
While she still took this in (and I was in a similar awestruck state), I slid my hands up her sides, wrapping my arms around her and making sure I had a tit in each hand before I squeezed, then pulled her close to me. My cock now firmly up her ass, I pulled her back to my front, leaning in to kiss her hungrily as we stayed in this position for a moment. As was often the case when I was buried up a girl's ass for the first time, I lingered for a moment on the wonderful, seemingly impossible state we were trapped in, in awe of the fact that I had such a beautiful girl with me and that she wanted me in her ass. Feeling that exquisite heat and tightness, I truly felt that I never wanted to let Zahra go...
But then we'd be missing out on a much different kind of excitement.
Zahra kept kissing me for a moment more before she wiggled her ass and smiled. "Let's get this party started, huh?"
"Yeah," I agreed, squeezing her tits again.
Planting her feet firmly on the floor, Zahra began to bounce up and down on my cock, groaning and squeezing my aching erection as she went to town on me. There was no slow start for her, no, not Zahra, not when she had adventure on the mind. She was jumping into this with both feet, and she was going to fuck me hard.
Which, from my position, wasn't bad in the slightest. With this busty Middle-Eastern beauty bouncing up and down on my lap, I was in heaven, groaning and grunting and fucking up into her the best I could, squeezing her tits and stealing the occasional kiss whenever she slowed briefly. Her body was a fantasy brought to life, one that nearly matched her fun and sparkling presence, and I wasn't ready to give up her company anytime soon as I held her tightly.
God only knew how long we'd kept this going, but I know it had gone on long enough that I could feel my balls filling again, knowledge of another impending orgasm exciting me and making me fuck into her harder. Sex with Zahra was... fuck, it was unrestrained and exciting, with her so in touch with her body and her wants that it felt effortless even with as roughly as we were going at it. Sex with her made sense in a way that I rather enjoyed, and one that I knew I could get addicted to easily if I didn't steady myself.



These were all things I thought. What I was actually capable of saying, on the other hand, was considerably less eloquent.
"Fuck!" I grunted.
"Uh huh!" she replied.
"So good... so fucking good..." I groaned.
"The best... the fucking best!!!" Zahra agreed, pounding down onto me.
"Your ass... fuck... so fucking tight..." I moaned, dropping my hands down to her hips again so I could better fuck her.
"Uh huh! Not bad for a butt slut like me, huh?" she moaned, fingering herself enthusiastically and her eyes rolling back briefly as we fucked. "I mean... fuck... I could've picked a better position for my knees than this... but this is so fun... so fucking good... I'm gonna cum again... cum again soon!!!"
I was happy to join her in this, but it was an orgasm I wanted us to share in comfort. "Get off..."
"That's what I'm trying to do!" Zahra moaned.
"No, I mean..." I said, grabbing her and wrestling her off of my cock.
This was much easier as an idea than in practice, as Zahra was a tall and strong girl who was horny for cock up her ass, but once she got what I wanted, she finally helped. She pulled off of my cock and I grabbed her, throwing her face-down onto the mattress as I climbed on top of her, sliding my cock once again into her ass. From this position, I could take over the fuck, pounding her tight little asshole without any mercy in a way that had her nearly screaming with pleasure while joining her with my own moans. I could feel her fingers dancing over her pussy, grinding and fingering herself as she desperately tried to get off. Soon we were a mess of twisted, sweaty limbs, grunting and groaning and breathing heavily, Zahra's screams building to a higher crescendo until she could take it no more.
She came, hard, her ass tightening insanely around my cock and forcing me to join her in this blissful pleasure as I fired another load of cum deep up her ass.
Both of us trembling and shaky, I fell against Zahra, kissing the back of her neck.
"...so... that might be the best interview I've ever done..." I chuckled breathily, kissing the back of her neck again.
Zahra turned her head so she could better kiss me, then smiled. It was a more tired smile than I was used to seeing from her, but one that didn't lack her usual sparkle. "Agreed. I could... I could get used to this."
"Me too," I said, kissing her and holding her close. "You still good for more interviewing?"
She smirked. "You mean interviewing, or 'interviewing'?"
"Both," I replied, kissing her again. "I'd still like to get to know you better for the profile, and because I want to get to know you better."
"I'd like that..." Zahra said, sighing contentedly as she playfully squeezed my cock with her ass. "Though I should probably warn you, too."
"Warn me?" I asked, intrigued.
"I was the easy interview. Faith, Chloe, Doreen? Those girls are freaks. You interview them like you interviewed me here, they'll run you through the fucking ringer. You'll enjoy it, to be sure, but... if you haven't figured it out by now, we drama bitches are a *little* crazy," she clarified, smiling cutely and kissing me.
I lingered on this kiss, and on this thought. Just because I'd had sex with Amy and Zahra and sort of had a thing for Olivia, didn't mean that sex was a guarantee between me and the other drama girls. That being said, the way this year had been going and the way girls in various cliques had of passing me around sometimes, I couldn't deny that it was a possibility either. There may have been plenty of crazy to go around in our school's drama club, especially as these girls vied for the lead role, but as I thought on it, all I could do with it was grin.
"I'm ready for it," I replied, kissing her deeply.
Zahra moaned against my lips, sucking on my tongue for a long moment before letting me go with two words:
"We'll see."
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. It's been a rough few years, and in times like this, it becomes very easy to give in to anger and let that rule your life. I ask that, instead of letting anger run your life, take a breath, ask yourself if anger is really best in this moment, and if it isn't, try to guide it more constructively. When given an opportunity, try to spread a little kindness in the world instead of hate. Do something nice for a complete stranger. Brighten the day of someone you care about. Talk to a friend you haven't talked to in ages. Help someone who is having a hard time. It's a rough world out there these days, and while that doesn't look like it will change anytime soon, it doesn't take much to make it just a little bit better. Please be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: Working on a profile of the school's Drama Club for the school newspaper in advance of the spring musical, 18-year-old Ryan Collins has started to see his fair share of drama. While helping girls avoid the advances of lecherous triple threat, Micah Burke, with the help of stage crew head Olivia Raine-Goldblum, Ryan set about planning profiles on the four actresses in the running for the musical's lead role. With the help of his sometimes apprentice, Jennifer Cage, Ryan was put into contact with the first of these contenders, gorgeous Middle-Eastern LARPer, Zahra Dashti, in the midst of an adventure with her fellow roleplayers in the park. After some intense foam sword fighting, and some fun conversations, Ryan and Zahra hit it off with some hardcore sex and a nice interview. Though the drama girls have a reputation for being a little crazy, Ryan's confident he'll be able to handle them...
***
When I was younger, the Pruitt house was something like a home away from home for me. Dad knew Mrs. Pruitt through work, and as they were reasonably good friends, she would babysit me fairly frequently whenever he had a night or weekend engagement. Because of this, I spent a lot of time with her daughter Kaitlyn, and while we never exactly got to be best friends in those days, I thought we had a decent friendship, at least one that made the time pass faster while I was being babysat.
As we got older and our interests differed (and Dad reasoned I was more capable of taking care of myself at home), Kaitlyn and I drifted apart. She got to be a popular, bitchy cheerleader and something of a part-time bully to me, while I was a quiet nerd and... well, if you've read this far, you know this part of the story already, so I won't bore you with a recap. The long and the short of it came down to the Pruitt house no longer being one that felt much like home anymore, as I was now a stranger to it.
That changed once senior year kicked off, however, and fate threw Kaitlyn and me together via the tutoring Mrs. Lynn talked me into giving Kaitlyn. After the events that led to Kaitlyn taking my virginity, as well as our frequent tutoring sessions, I was a fairly common presence at the Pruitt house once more.
Our tutoring sessions at her place, though, had a way of generally ending the same way every time, just as they had this time.
I was already down to my t-shirt and underwear by the time Kaitlyn broke our kiss and threw me to the bed. The beautiful 18-year-old, a girl I now considered a confidante and one of my best friends, was barefooted and wearing little more than a tank top and a stretchy pair of booty shorts, both of which did an amazing job at showing off her epic body. Toned from her cheerleading and dance lessons and lightly tanned, Kaitlyn already would have looked mouthwatering even without her gravity defying DD-cup breasts and round ass, but these certainly did help complete the picture. With a gorgeous face that could grace a magazine cover framed by long, silky black hair, she was the very definition of sultry beauty.
That she was looking at me with one of the world's greatest "come fuck me" looks on her face, however, was just icing on the cake.
With her full lips moistened and pursed into a playful little grin, Kaitlyn practically tackled me to the bed, climbing on top of me and kissing me passionately as she ground against my underwear-covered cock. I wrapped my arms around her, enjoying the feel of her body against mine as we made out, each of us groaning softly into each other's mouths as our tongues did battle.
"See?" I grunted softly, leaning in to kiss her neck. "I love it when these sessions go well... you get an education, we both get lucky... really a win-win all around."
"Ugh, do you always have to bring up how good this is for my education? Can't we just fuck?" Kaitlyn teased in her bitchy voice, moaning softly as I kissed her neck again.
"Nah, it's fun for me to bring up your self-betterment," I said, pushing off her bed until I'd rolled on top of her, kissing her again. "Not that you really need it anymore. You could pass your finals with the progress you're showing, in history at least..."
"Yeah, but then we won't get this time together..." she replied, slipping her hand into my underwear and grabbing my cock. She jerked it rather enthusiastically, making me groan as she teased my precum until my cock was nice and slick.
"I doubt you'd be able to stay away from me for that long," I teased. "And, besides, there's more to tutoring than *just* the sex we have afterward."
"Like?" Kaitlyn replied, not giving up on her pace.
"Oh, fuck..." I murmured, kissing her deeply before I got back on the subject at hand. "Well, you can get into whatever college you want."
"Maybe... but I don't wanna think about college right now... or my future..." she said, looking to the side briefly before she gave me a quick kiss. "I want you to fuck me until I scream... or until you can't keep my scream quiet, since my parents *are* in the other room."
Thinking about her mother and stepfather in the other room, I had to agree with her on the benefits of keeping things quiet. "Yeah, I can get behind that plan... even if I don't see why you're not interested in talking about the future."
I slid a hand up underneath Kaitlyn's tank top to squeeze one of her breasts, which I knew wasn't exactly the greatest for spurring in-depth conversations, but I really did enjoy doing. Kaitlyn seemed to enjoy it as well, even if she still had that vaguely thoughtful look on her face.
"Mostly 'cause I don't know what I want out of my future yet? Mom and Grandma, they were both teen moms and that's what defined their lives, and they did alright for themselves, and it sometimes feels like that's gonna happen to me, too... so maybe that's gonna be my life, or maybe college will make sense, or maybe some rich prince will come and sweep me off my feet. I don't know, I just have a hard time planning when everything's so full of different ways it can go... fuck, keep squeezing my tits like that..." Kaitlyn said, sounding impressively focused for a woman who was giving such a good handjob.
I'd already known some of Kaitlyn's family history on this matter, and that Kaitlyn herself had spent much of this year having a bit of an identity crisis that I was somewhat to blame for. She had spent so many years as a mean girl around school, that her attempt at taking a nicer, more mellow year this year had a way of confusing her image of the person she thought she was. I'd done my best to help her through this, but at the end of the day I also understood that a lot of this soul-searching was hers and hers alone, and that if all I could do was be there for her, then I'd be there for her.
"Fair enough," I said, kissing her and then smirking. "But a prince? Really? You've been watching a lot of Hallmark backlog, haven't you?"
"Oh, fuck off, they make good stuff! Sometimes... but, still!" Kaitlyn laughed, rolling us back over so that she was on top. Even though it meant she had to let go of my cock to do it, the fact that it gave her a strong enough position to pull off her top and free those magnificent breasts meant I was far past the point of complaining.
With a playful curl to her smile, she said, "Now why don't we stop talking about the future and start actually *doing* something with the present? Let's get naked!"
What can I say? She was persuasive as hell.
We disentangled ourselves long enough to get fully naked, giving me that beautiful view of Kaitlyn's perfectly shaved and thoroughly moist pussy, while she licked her lips at the sight of my thick, ten-inch erection standing up and proud. It took her only seconds to climb on top and bury my length into her achingly tight cunt, bouncing up and down deliberately enough that we could both have fun, but without making enough noise to draw outside attention to what we were doing.
Knowing how loud that Kaitlyn could get when she was completely unchained, I saw the wisdom in this decision, even if there was nothing more I'd have liked doing than pinning her to the bed and fucking her hard until she couldn't walk straight.
"Fuck... I think we're only getting better at this," I commented, reaching up to squeeze her breasts as she rode me.
Kaitlyn moaned, throwing her head back. "Agreed... fuck, it's like we're made for each other..."
"Seriously," I replied, pulling her in so I could suck on her tits while she rode me. This made Kaitlyn squeal ever so slightly, but she seemed more than happy to have me clap a hand over her mouth to keep this moment pleasantly silent.
Sitting back up with all the superiority of a queen on her throne, Kaitlyn replied, "I won't tell your girlfriends you said that."
I laughed. "Fuck, you can tell them... hell, we can all get together sometime and you can scream it if you want. The five of us together? I think we could all have some insane fun."
She looked off to the side for a moment, still clearly enjoying the moment, but with a little of that thoughtful look again. "I... I dunno, I'm not sure that'd work out. I mean, Brooke and Sarah, you know I adore those bitches, but..."
"Josie?" I suggested, knowing the answer well before I said it.
Biting her lip, Kaitlyn nodded. I'd known that Kaitlyn and Josie had some general distaste for each other, maybe even some bad blood, but I didn't know the exact flavor of it, and aside from her not really being a big fan of cheerleaders in general (save for Brooke and Sarah, of course), Josie didn't seem any keener on enlightening me on what exactly was going on between them. I had suggested Kaitlyn get together with us on more than a few occasions, and it was an idea that had always died on the vine.
Still, I was hopeful that I might be able to sort out their issue eventually, considering how important to me both Josie and Kaitlyn were.
"I don't know what's going on between the two of you... but if I'm gonna make it one of my missions this year to get the two of you in a room together to hash it out..." I said, thrusting up into her and smiling. "And then maybe do you both... because I think you two have got a lot in common in that department."
Kaitlyn laughed, then looked down at me with a cute smile. "I'll say good luck with that, then. Fuck, I'll say good luck with *everything* for you, then..."
She had that little smirk on her face that meant she was holding something back, and that was enough to get me going on finding out just what that was. Pulling her in close again, I locked my arms around her so I could roll on top of her. Then, grabbing hold of her legs, I rotated them until they were propped against my shoulders, allowing me to fold her in half and really give it to her as I slowly fucked her into the bed.
"Ooh, yes!" Kaitlyn hissed, kissing me. "Just like that, just like that... fuck me, fuck me!"
I kissed her, intending to fuck her every bit as hard as I could get away with without getting us in trouble, and doing a damn good job of it I'd like to think.
Not that it was enough to completely distract me from our conversation.
"What was that good luck with *everything* all about," I grunted, pounding down into her with a quickened pace.
Gritting her teeth so she wouldn't moan too loudly, Kaitlyn seemed resistant to answering, but eventually couldn't hold back. "Oh, word travels... and I hear you're in with the drama girls this month. I bet they're all kinds of *fun*."
Having shared a bed with Amy Temple and Zahra Dashti, I could vouch that the drama girls I already knew were very, *very* fun, but I was happy to play it a little coy with Kaitlyn.
"Oh, thoroughly... in fact, I'm joining them for karaoke tomorrow," I replied.
Kaitlyn laughed. "Oh, that I have to see... I mean, not really; no way in hell I'm going out to go karaoke with the drama kids, but, I'd love to see you up on stage... fuck, that would probably be a sight."
"I'm trying not to be insulted by your tone," I grunted. "I think I'll just fuck you 'til we both cum."
I began to thrust into her quicker, building up a swift, measured pace that had Kaitlyn's eyes rolling back into her head.
"I didn't mean to insult you... it's just that we all hear stories about them, and I feel like you could bring your own kind of fun to them (if you haven't already), but, who the fuck cares, just keep doing that, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me harder, come on, please, I'm close, close, yes, yes, yes, yes... FUUUUU-"
I clapped a hand over Kaitlyn's mouth as she came, her body jerking violently under mine and her pussy gushing as it clamped down around my cock. This set off my own orgasm, pleasure overtaking me as I emptied a large load of cum deep in her pussy.
When my eyes cleared, I looked down at Kaitlyn with a sudden swelling of fondness and... yeah, I'll be honest, there was definitely some love there. As ever with her, I didn't know what form that love took, as it didn't seem like we'd ever actually be able to fit in a relationship between the two of us beyond really close friends who had sex all the time, but if all we had was that intense friendship and closeness, then I knew I could handle that particular love.
Kaitlyn looked up at me, so pretty and satisfied and with her own faint look of conflict that made me think that she had something similar on her mind, but before either of us could address anything, or think too hard, Kaitlyn kissed me, quick and fiery and deep and so very satisfying that I probably could've forgotten my own name if it had gone on any longer. It was, in its way, a perfect kind of moment.
Perfect moments, however, rarely have a way of lasting.
Somewhere not far away, a door slammed in the house, and soon there were raised voices, a man and a woman's, hard to hear exactly what was being said through the walls but definitely belonging to Kaitlyn's parents.
Her face soured quickly. "Not this shit again..."
I pulled out of Kaitlyn and climbed off of her, lying down next to her in bed and trying to catch my breath from what we had just done. Beyond that, I also wanted to give Kaitlyn her space if she needed it, but when she instead cuddled up next to me, I wrapped an arm around her shoulders and held her close.
"Again?" I asked, "What's going on?"
For a brief, frightful moment, I was worried that whatever strife there might have been between her mother and stepfather might have come from the fact that I'd had a *lot* of sex with her mother, Cassandra, over a recent long weekend. While Kaitlyn didn't seem to care what had gone down between us, that didn't mean everyone in the Pruitt house had to be as understanding.
"Just... parent bullshit," Kaitlyn said, shaking her head. "Mom's pissed at my stepdad for working too many hours, taking too many trips and never being at home, and even since before then he's always had some, like, resentment over her making more money and being in a better job than him and... well, they've just been arguing a lot lately, and I fucking hate it. They never do it in front of me, but when they think I'm not listening they go at it pretty bad. Sounds like today's gonna be *really* bad..."
She sighed, and unable to do much more than be there for her, I tightened my grip around her shoulders. "I'm sorry."
"Whatever," she replied, sighing again. "I just don't like seeing Mom upset, but I don't like being here for it, either. It's been like this for a few days."
"Fuck, I'm sorry. That's awful," I replied.
"Whatever," Kaitlyn repeated, before smiling a perfectly fake, strained smile. "So, need a date to karaoke tomorrow? I promise I'll be nice to the drama kids."
I smiled wanly. "Josie's coming with me, to take pictures for the paper."
"I see," she said, nodding. "Then can I come crash with you tonight, or will she... she's there too, isn't she?"
I smiled uncomfortably. "Yeah, we were all gonna grab some dinner together... you're welcome to join us. I can ask Josie to be on her best behavior!"
I was pretty sure that this was something I could actually manage, but the way Kaitlyn put on a playful smile and rolled her eyes, it was something I knew couldn't be.
"Hard pass," she said, before kissing me quickly. "But have fun with your girlfriends. And at karaoke! I need to see pictures of you when you get up on stage."
I chuckled, not sure I'd make it that far, but willing to do it if I could bring a real smile to Kaitlyn's face. "We'll see..."
***
Now I've never been one to accuse Regan Hills of being "impressive", but even in that state, I will say that it's always found ways of surprising me. There have been times where I thought I knew every square inch of the town, knew every business, every home, and that I could give a tour of the place off the top of my head without missing anything of note. And yet, whenever life has thrown a new adventure my way, I've somehow managed to find corners of town that I never knew existed, almost as if they had been invented strictly for the occasion of seeing me through the most recent twist in senior year.
Tech Noir was one of these places.
An unassuming black façade on Main Street that I must have passed by a million times without ever really noticing, stepping inside it was like stepping back in time. A half-assed restaurant/bar with barely any lighting that wasn't neon or laser light or reflected from a disco ball, its main attraction seemed to be its two karaoke stages, as well as the private rooms in back where small groups could sing to their heart's content without being overheard.
If I had been in charge of planning this afterschool excursion, I'd have booked one of the back rooms so nobody would have to see me humiliate myself by busting out my singing voice, which I'd charitably call "lackluster."
Given how this was arranged, instead, by a bunch of hyped-up drama kids, everyone was instead parked around the main stage, flipping through karaoke selections or cheering on whoever was on stage. Considering that we were part of a group that only consisted of twelve people, and we were the only customers at Tech Noir at this early time of day, it was genuinely impressive how much noise was being made.
I knew by reputation that these drama kids could bring the crazy, but rowdy was something I was ignorant enough to be completely surprised by. Each time one of them got on stage, you'd have thought that the world was ending for the cheers that they could bring. And while some of them (mostly Micah Burke) had cheers that were distinctly on the fake side, most of them were genuine and meant with the best of intentions as they cheered each other on. And, all in all, it was impressive seeing them show off. Mostly I'd heard about their singing skills secondhand, but seeing them actually bust them out here, I could understand why this particular group of drama kids were front-runners for the lead roles in the spring play.



After watching the effortlessly relaxed Cecilia Dunwich bust out an impressive Aretha with her rendition of "Respect" and big teddy bear of a man Tommy Jarvis do an impressive one-man "I Want it That Way" to overwhelming cheers and hoots and hollers from the crowd, things got even louder once class clown Doreen Bell stepped on stage.
A pretty brunette with wavy, shoulder-length hair, Doreen was on the curvier side than most of the other drama girls, with fuller hips and an impressive bust, as well as a round face that got quite cute whenever she smiled. As she stepped up to the microphone, however, her lively hazel eyes and normally mischievous smile looked more solemn than I'd ever seen on her.
"Now if I could all have you silent for a moment..." she said, casting her eyes down.
The assembled drama kids managed to mostly stay silent, though Zahra Dashti shot her an impressive wolf whistle. Though this might get most anyone else to break and at least smile somewhat, Doreen was unfazed, still looking down solemnly as she waited for the others to quiet down.
When they had reached a point of sufficient quiet, she spoke up, "...now I know we all come here to experience joy and take part in our fun and games, but karaoke is an ancient art based on truth as well as joy, and one I mean to show all due respect to. This is a serious artform that we treat as a game, one where we take equal joys in watching the successes and failures of our friends and colleagues. And it is with all appropriate respect that I would like to dedicate this next song, a serious song that I find near and dear to my heart, to those who have given their all on this stage for their art. To those who put every bit of their souls into bringing music to life in a world beset by silence..."
Doreen finally looked up at us and smiled a bit of her mischievous, devilish smile. "...and by that I mean: it's time for some Warrant. Who's ready for some 'Cherry Pie', huh?"
At this, the drama kids fucking erupted in cheers and yells as the music began to blare, and Doreen came to life. Any hints of solemnity completely disappeared as she used her lovely singing voice to do a surprising amount of justice to a thoroughly sleazy song, using her natural stage presence to make this performance something that was actually worth cheering over, throwing some playful dancing and the occasional high kick in for emphasis.
Laughing, I took a sip of my bottle of Coke, turning my attention briefly to the other two girls sitting at my table.
"Alright, I'll admit it, this is actually pretty fun. I didn't think it would be, but, it is," I admitted.
With her camera held high, my girlfriend, Josie Wong, took several pictures of Doreen on stage. A goth princess who reveled in the dark and humorless aesthetic, Josie couldn't help but let her guard down with what she was seeing, her black-painted lips curved in an impressive smile.
"She *can* put on one hell of a show," Josie said, cheering for Doreen. "I'd *so* do her."
The girl who sat opposite Josie at our table took a drink from her soda, her typical resting bitch face completely unaffected by Doreen's exuberance and Josie's brazenness. Pale and slender and hiding well in her gray hoodie, her angular face peeked out and with clever hazel eyes that swept over Josie with some interest.
"She'd do you too," Olivia Raine-Goldblum explained, taking another sip. "Doreen's a ladykiller. Not literally, but, give her a minute to talk and she's liable to steal any guy's girlfriend away from him if she so wanted."
Josie smirked, turning her attention to me. "I think I gotta make Doreen's acquaintance."
I laughed. "Go right on ahead. Just don't wear her out too much, I still need to get an interview at some point within the next week."
"He means 'interview' with all the air quotes," Olivia added.
Josie continued smirking. "Oh, I know all about Ryan and air quotes. He tells me *all* the stories and all the fun he has. It's pretty fucking hot."
I grinned. I fucking loved Josie so much that I could excuse the way she enjoyed poking and prodding people to get a rise out of them, but I was curious to see how that would fly when her and Olivia were put up against one another, since Olivia was damned talented at not taking the slightest bit of shit from anyone.
"Oh yeah?" Olivia asked, leaning forward slightly. "Like what?"
I looked to Josie cautiously, but trusted her enough not to go too intense with this. Josie calculated her response, before that devilish grin reappeared.
"Well, he thinks *you're* hot," Josie said, her eyes teasing me even if her tone was deathly serious.
I darted my eyes between the two girls, trying to figure out if I needed to do any damage control, before realizing that I didn't have to say a damn thing. These two could easily work this out for themselves.
Olivia paused for only a moment before saying, "I mean, yeah, that's pretty obvious. And why wouldn't he? I'm a fucking dish."
Josie practically snorted with laughter, turning her camera on Olivia and snapping a picture of her. "This is very true. So, what do you think of Ryan?"
Olivia turned her attention toward me and raised an eyebrow. "Ryan's not bad for a guy I'd have bet on being an incel if I didn't know better otherwise."
Lowering her eyebrow, she then turned her attention back to Josie. "You, on the other hand, are fucking gorgeous. No offense, Ryan, but she fucking blows you out of the water. Your girlfriend here... well, she's fucking hot. I'm biased for the goth look, though, so, your mileage may vary."
I laughed, enjoying Olivia's blunt assessment. "No offense taken. Josie *is* way hotter than me."
Josie opened her mouth, offended. "Hey, that's my man you're talking about there!"
"I call them like I see them," Olivia said, shrugging. "And it's not like I said he was *un*attractive or anything, I was just giving my assessment."
Josie kept smirking, amused and wanting to continue pressing this conversation. "Ooh, you're lucky I'm not any other girl, because if I was, I'd take you out back and throw down."
Unfazed by this, Olivia quickly retorted, "I'd rather take you out back and make out. Or, more specifically, down yonder hallway."
Olivia cocked her head to the side, pointing out a nearby hallway that led to the restrooms and some back storage rooms.
Josie looked surprised by Olivia's audacity, turning from her to me and back as if she needed confirmation that this was a real thing that had just happened. When it was clear that this was real life and not just fantasy, Josie raised her own eyebrow curiously.
"You say something like that, you better be willing to put your money where your mouth is," Josie shot back.
Her face still looking thoroughly impassive, Olivia responded, "I'd rather put my mouth where yours is. And my fingers somewhere else."
Though she tried to hold back a smile, Josie couldn't help but break out in a big, wide grin before she looked at me. "She's good."
"She really is," I confirmed. "You two gonna go make out now?"
Standing up from the table, Olivia said in a deadpan tone, "Obviously."
Cocking her head for Josie to follow, Olivia sauntered over to the nearby hallway.
"Ooh, I'm liking where this is going. She did the head cock and *everything*," Josie said, chuckling as she stood up. "I got some good pictures for you already, but if you need anymore, well, you know where to find me. I'll be busy, but at least you'll know where to find me."
I laughed, squeezing Josie's ass as she passed. She slowed down for that contact, but then quickly took off in pursuit of Olivia.
I shook my head, still laughing to myself. Honestly, I should've seen this coming. These were two girls who enjoyed a dark aesthetic and a grim, sarcastic sense of humor, and even though Josie embraced audacity almost as much as Olivia lived for her standoffish, know-it-all street cred, I should have seen from a mile away that they might wind up enjoying each other's company. If anything, I was more impressed with Josie than anything else, as I didn't know what it took to really crack Olivia's shell, but if there was a formula, she seemed to have figured it out.
Sure, this left me alone in Tech Noir, surrounded by drama geeks and listening to Doreen as she finished up her song, but if there was one thing I knew about this year, it was that I wasn't bound to stay alone for long.
No sooner had I had this thought than a figure plopped down in Josie's seat who was definitely not Josie. No, in place of my short and busty goth girlfriend was a taller, lankier blonde girl who a large portion of Regan Hills High School's student population (and even a few teachers) did their best to avoid.
Now, I generally didn't have as strong an opinion on 18-year-old Chloe Marcus as pretty much everyone else in school, and even had to admit that she was on the side of cute, even if she was a little... odd. At a slender 5'7", she tended to wear conservative clothing like sweaters or long-sleeved, button-down shirts over long skirts that when combined with her long blonde hair (often tied back in a ponytail that went to about her midback) tended to make her look like more like she was on her way to a sock hop than a modern high school. Her face was narrow and clever, with just enough softness to it that you might sense some innocence to her if you didn't catch her eyes. Even behind her glasses, it was impossible to ignore her impossibly blue eyes, eyes that seemed to always be staring not just at whatever she cast them on, but through it, as if they held a natural cleverness that was capable of figuring out the mysteries of any person or object just by looking at them for a brief moment.
This went hand in hand, I think, with why a lot of people didn't tend to like her, because while I thought Chloe was certainly cute, I also couldn't ignore that she was the very definition of a know-it-all. In Chloe's world, it seemed that everything had to have a right answer, and that she above all others was destined to have to know what that answer would be so that she could win. Whenever there was a question in class, her hand was the first one up, and if a teacher were to ignore her in favor of spreading the answers around, you could practically hear the gears grinding in Chloe's mind as irritation, and her inability to win intellectually, nearly destroyed her. This particular attitude of hers was one that I knew particularly irritated Josie and my favorite teacher, Mrs. Lynn (who would frequently have me bend her over Chloe's desk to fuck away her frustration), but I never really minded her that much.
From our preliminary interviews a few days back, I also knew that Chloe was relatively new to the drama club, and that she had a slightly softer side when it came to acting, as she admitted that she'd felt like she was in a rut and wanted something more, and could prove herself if given half a chance. I sympathized with her for this, as her journey sounded somewhat familiar to my own this year.
Still, as much as I could relate to her, there was still no denying the fact that she definitely leaned toward the awkward side, and as she sat in Josie's seat she simply stared at me with a half-pleasant smile. While the other drama kids cheered and whooped for Faith Serrano as she took the stage and did a passable attempt at a Mariah Carey song, Chloe simply sat there and stared at me with that partial smile. If I had seen this in a movie, I might have been unsettled by it, but as it was happening in the here and now, I just found it mildly annoying.
Finally realizing that I'd have to be the first one to say something, I said, "Hi."
"Hi," Chloe responded quickly, her smile widening slightly, her body slowly losing some of the tension she'd had since sitting here. "I have a situation of some grave import, and I was told I should make your acquaintance in remedying it. Considering the sources who advised me to do this, I am both intrigued and dubious, but intrigue won, for here I am."
She said this quickly, without much change in the expression on her face, almost as if this is something that she had rehearsed at great length. Even a blind man could sense her unease, as well as her determination, and I didn't want to stop her when she'd clearly put a lot together to make this meeting happen.
"Well, you've raised my intrigue as well," I acknowledged, leaning forward with my elbows on the table. "What's on your mind, Chloe?"
Quickly, she looked over her shoulder, and I followed her eyeline toward Middle-Eastern beauty Zahra Dashti and blonde stuntwoman Amy Temple, both of whom had big smiles and were flashing Chloe thumb's ups to encourage her toward something. The company she was keeping on this matter gave me a faint indication of what this might actually be about, but I was curious to see how this would play out, all the same.
This might have been going in a very familiar direction for me, but I was curious to see how Chloe was going to dance the dance and get around to talking about what she *really* wanted to talk about.
Chloe sighed, then turned her attention back to me as I took a sip from my drink. "I would like to request your assistance with the task of losing my virginity."
Surprised, I nearly snorted my Coke out my nose.
"You, uh, really cut to the chase," I replied, unable to stop myself from looking her up and down. In her light blue sweater and dark, flowing skirt, I couldn't really get a good look at her body to speak of, but even going in blind, I was as intrigued as I was surprised at her admission.
"I don't see any point in discussing this indirectly," Chloe replied.
"I can see that," I replied, shrugging slightly. "I just like to, you know, get to know someone a little first, make sure that we get each other, especially if we're doing something as consequential as..."
"...taking my virginity?" she asked, nodding slightly. "I can understand why you might want that. I acknowledge that my boundaries are not necessarily the same as everyone else's, but I assure you, I am quite willing and enthusiastic for this endeavor, and if you give me a chance to prove this, I believe I will be able to do so ably in a way that will leave us both sufficiently pleased. Not as ably, perhaps, as my associates whose acquaintances you've made, but with guidance and practice I believe I'll be able to acquit myself well."
While she may have been awkward, there was no sense of timidity to Chloe. Her confidence in what she was asking was absolute, and if I'm being honest, something I was a little jealous of. There was no question in her mind of what she was doing, sitting with me and soliciting me for... well, for *this*, while I just sat here like a fool with what was no doubt a stupid look of surprise on my face.
That being said, I could recover quickly and see where this was going. I did need to get an interview with Chloe after all, and if that led to sex, well, I could think of worse ways to spend the rest of my day.
Nevertheless, I did want to play this safely. "Well, I'm flattered..."
"I imagine you would be," Chloe responded, quickly. "I am attractive, and I understand guys generally enjoy the prospect of relieving a girl of her virginity, do they not?"
I sighed. "Some do. Some... and I like to consider myself among them... like to treat the moment with the appropriate weight and not fetishize it exceptionally."
"That's alright, I don't need you to fetishize the act, I would simply like you to aid me in my journey. I have spent too much time wanting sexual contact without receiving any, and I have decided that now is the time to do something about it," she said, her tone plain and matter of fact.
I was still taken off guard by her directness. "And you came to me?"
"Yes," Chloe replied. Neither her tone nor her smile faltered in the slightest at this admission.
"Why me?" I asked.
"I think it should be obvious why any girl would come to you. You come highly recommended as an exciting and empathetic lover from a number of individuals I trust as reliable. It's that empathy and consideration that put you considerably over the top when compared to other options, as there are those I know with more predatory designs for me and my virginity, which they seem to hold as precious and desirable, and while I am thoroughly capable of ignoring their advances and overtures, there might come a time when my willpower is weak for even a moment and I might give my virginity to a less considerate lover. I would rather not face that situation, and so, I've come to request your aid before I give my willpower a chance to falter," she explained.
Alright, this actually made a fair amount of sense. Though she didn't name any names when it came to who would be predatory toward her, I could make an educated guess with what I knew of the drama club.
Again, I considered Chloe. She was a bit of an oddball, to be sure, but she was certainly cute, and I would be lying if I said I wasn't attracted to her. Her approach may have been unconventional, but I couldn't say I was nearly as eloquent as her in my self-pitying virgin days. She clearly knew what she wanted and how to go about getting it, and even with the two of us being relative strangers... well, I'd gone further with people I knew less than her.
"You're sure you want this?" I asked, wanting to make sure she was an eagerly consenting party.
"I would not have come to you if I weren't," Chloe clarified. "I know what I am asking, and I understand your hesitation, but I assure you I came to you knowing *exactly* what I was asking and what I wanted out of it. I do not treat my request lightly, and if it seems I'm looking upon you as some animal stud simply standing around for a hard sexual experience, I want you to know that that is not the case. I respect your position and your capabilities, and am willing to pursue and dare I say *woo* you if I must to get what I am seeking. I acknowledge that I'm rather hopeful you won't require too much wooing, as I am dreadfully untalented in that particular task and might only manage to make things worse for myself, but I am willing to try if you require it. I would prefer it if this whole experience were enjoyable for *both* of us..."
She reached across the table for me, placing one of her hands on mine. It was a gentle touch, one that was not completely devoid of affection... but there was also something more hiding within it. It was here for the first time that I felt a hint of her tremor, of her own nerves in coming to approach me like this. It was slight, and one that she was clearly trying to hide, but it was definitely there, and managed to set my own nerves at ease.
It was also in this moment that I was reminded of something she'd said in our preliminary interviews the other day. She had talked about knowing what it was like to be in a rut and wanting something more, of fighting against other people's perceptions of her and wanting a chance to be so much more than the girl everyone knew she was.
"I'm... not uninterested," I said, turning my hand over so she could place her palm against mine. "But I would like a chance to get to know you a little better. I won't call it a condition, exactly, but before we start taking off any clothes, I think it would be a worthwhile experience for both of us to get a better understanding for each other, and discuss some ground rules for what we both are and aren't into. Nothing can ruin good sex quite like miscommunication, and I think it would be valuable if we were to better understand each other before we find ourselves backed into a corner we can't get out of."
Chloe considered this for a moment, then answered. "Logical. Must it be here, or would it be acceptable to discuss our terms at my place? My family is currently indisposed outside of the house, so I can assure you privacy and discretion."



"Tempting," I admitted, thinking about the offer. "But can we spend a little more time here first? I'd still like to get a better understanding of you before I go to a second location."
Chloe was someone who was used to getting things right the first time, so I could see a little annoyance cross over her face at my suggestion. Nevertheless, she didn't let it overtake her, as she soon nodded.
"Also logical. Do you have a questionnaire, or would that be too formal? I'll admit I did have a checklist of my own that I was hoping that I'd be able to bring up with you, but I thought that would be best brought up at my house where there might be fewer... eavesdroppers," she explained.
I raised an eyebrow at this. A checklist? That was... well, that was certainly formal, I had to give her that. I had to give Chloe a lot, actually, as she seemed uniquely determined and confident with what she wanted to do about her virginity. Any nerves she seemed to have mostly seemed to be about approaching me to ask her for help, but beyond that it seemed she knew exactly what she wanted out of sex itself. I'd been a complete fucking mess when I'd first lost my virginity, so in a way, I kind of envied her.
Tapping my fingers on the table, I finally decided to say, "Well, I guess a good place to start would be-"
"Chloe!!!" a familiar voice declared excitedly, as two girls bounded over to our table. "It's your turn!"
These were two girls I had recently become quite familiar with. The first, the one who'd actually called out to Chloe, was an excitable Middle-Eastern beauty, Zahra Dashti, while her companion was a slender and tightly muscled blonde, Amy Temple. The pair of them had their attention drawn to Chloe, but soon each of them shot me a smile as well.
The hint of a smile that Chloe was holding onto almost completely disappeared as she addressed them. "I made no promises about taking the stage today."
"Yeah, but you showed up, and if you show up, you *gotta* sing," Zahra exclaimed.
"Them's the rules," Amy confirmed, before nodding my way with a smug smirk. "Ryan."
"Amy. Still keeping out of trouble?" I asked.
Amy laughed. "Yeah, yeah, I don't wanna, but I'm keeping my promise to you."
"She really is," Zahra confirmed, wrapping an arm around Amy's shoulders. "She's being so good for all of us, it's pretty great!"
"Miraculous, I'd say," Chloe said, shrugging.
"Call it whatever you want," Amy said, grabbing Chloe by one of her arms. "But you're getting on stage!"
"And singing!" Zahra quickly amended, grabbing Chloe's other arm. "And maybe even shaking your booty a little!"
"Not like it's mandatory, but we'd enjoy it," Amy said.
"And Ryan would enjoy it too, wouldn't you?" Zahra said, cocking her head to me and whispering not-too-subtly, "Roll with it."
I laughed, turning my attention back to Chloe. "I mean... if the mood struck you, it could be fun to see you shake your booty. Regardless, I'd love to hear you sing, though."
Chloe sighed, dramatically, then stood up to join her fellow drama kids. "I will sing, and I will sing well, but there will be no shaking of my 'booty'."
Zahra and Amy laughed, with Zahra dragging Chloe toward the stage saying, "Good enough! Come on, do it, do it, you've got this!"
A round of cheers went through the room as Chloe first quickly sorted through the selection of available songs, then took to the stage. She stood behind the microphone for an awkward little moment while everyone settled down, before she spoke up.
"I don't have an elaborate introduction for what this song means for me on some deep, profound level, and I don't have a funny introduction. It's a good song, and I'm going to sing the hell out of it. Now," Chloe said, the music kicking in behind her quickly.
Now, I didn't exactly know what to expect when Chloe began singing. Talking with her one on one, she seemed thoroughly awkward, almost mechanical even, with an underlying sweetness that I could see trying to peek through. I knew she had to be a good performer if she was on Mrs. Harker's shortlist of four girls who could win the lead role in Little Shop, but I didn't imagine... well, I *couldn't* imagine what she would sound like actually singing.
And that, I guess, is on me, because once she began singing the Pretenders' 'Brass in Pocket,' it was like she became a completely different person. Her smile was natural and free, her manner utterly relaxed and confident. Her voice had a natural beauty, with an underlying sultriness to it that the song demanded. It was as if she could drop herself into being whatever she needed to be as the moment demanded, and I was captivated watching her. I could not believe that this was the same girl who'd been soliciting me for sex just moments before with all the grace of a distracted robot. When she looked into my eyes from the stage, playing along with the song's playful sultriness, I couldn't help but feel a wave of excitement and anticipation.
Seeing her come alive like this... yeah, I could see being seduced by this Chloe.
I was lost in the darkness of Tech Noir, stolen utterly by watching Chloe singing and becoming equally lost in the moment. The song was only a few minutes long, but it felt much longer in the best of ways. When it finally ended to the uproarious cheers of the rest of the drama club kids (and my own, one-man standing ovation for accompaniment), I knew with absolute certainty that I would be going home with Chloe Marcus tonight, curious to see what this strange, confident beauty would want out of the evening.
First thing's first, though, I'd have to tell Josie that I'd had a bit of a change in plans, not that she wouldn't have seen that as a likely possibility.
As another of the drama kids took to the stage, I got up and looked for the hallway that I'd seen Josie and Olivia disappear down, knowing that they couldn't be that far away (unless they'd decided to hook up in the women's room, in which case I'd have a little more trouble getting to them).
My journey was halted, however, at the one unwelcome sight at this gathering.
Micah Burke.
The drama club's star "triple threat," I hadn't had a ton of contact with him since I'd been embedded with the drama kids, but every bit I had had with him ensured that I would never like him. To my face, he had always been polite and seemingly good-humored, albeit with an empty-looking, borderline arrogant smile. Behind my back, I'd heard he was quite jealous and competitive with the year I'd been having, wishing to be the school's superior lothario.
If it weren't for his attitude, I'd have said that this should've been easy for him. Tall and muscular in a compact sort of way, he had the handsome, distinct face of a movie star, framed by wavy, shoulder-length blonde hair that would've made him look like a surfer dude if it weren't for his expensive, preppy clothes. With intense eyes that were every bit as empty as his smile, I never wanted anything to do with him, even though he seemed to want to be in my orbit.
As I walked through Tech Noir, I saw him standing off to the side, leaning against the wall and talking to Lexa Reynard. Lexa, a beautiful, tall, preppy black girl, wasn't officially part of the drama club, but as a close friend of Cecilia Dunwich, one of the more popular girls in the drama club, she was welcome to this outing. I could see her face better than Micah's as I passed, and while she looked polite, she also looked disinterested.
I thanked her disinterest, and Micah's inability to notice how disinterested she was, as it allowed me to sneak past him and toward the hallway off to the side. Peering around the corner, I was treated to the delicious sight of Josie and Olivia making out by the fire exit, Olivia with her hand underneath Josie's skirt and no doubt giving her one hell of a fingerbang by the way Josie was responding, and while I would have loved to join them, I promised myself that I would get to the point and tell Josie about Chloe. No doubt I'd get a laugh from her and some snark from Olivia, but all told-
A hand grasped my shoulder with much too much familiarity.
"Ryan! Ryan Collins! My man, Ryan... how's it going?"
That same hand pulled me from the hallway and back into Tech Noir proper, turning me to face that bright, toothy, and thoroughly empty smile of Micah Burke.
"Hey, Micah," I said, hoping not to make my disgust too obvious.
Not that someone as full of himself as Micah was was capable of noticing.
"I was surprised to see you here! I've been meaning to catch up with you, have a drink or do lunch, I did say we should get drinks or lunch sometime, right?" Micah said with the oily quickness of a used car salesman.
"You did say that at some point, yes," I said.
"Because, it would be such an *honor*," he said, squeezing my shoulder hard enough to cause some slight pain. "*Such* an honor to have lunch with a legend like you so we could talk shop and compare lists! Because... I mean, guys like us *have* to compare lists, don't we?"
When Micah was talking about lists, he was talking about lists of girls we'd slept with. While I knew I had been having a fortunate year with a great many women, I wasn't keeping track of them as if they were prizes to be marked off on a score sheet like Micah clearly was.
"Not really," I said, pulling back so he was no longer grabbing my shoulder. "Honestly, that's a fairly personal matter."
Micah laughed, a sharp, unpleasant sound. "Oh, come on, you don't have to take it so seriously! It's just girls, amiright?"
I tried stepping around him. "I really need to-"
Quickly, he stepped in front of me. "It's just girls, and we guys, we gotta behave a certain way. Guy code, and all that, and I gotta say, man, with all due respect to a *legend* like you, I'm disappointed in you. Genuinely, and truly disappointed, which I hate saying because I *respect* you so much. You're not doing a really good job dealing with guy code."
"Micah..." I said, sighing. "I really don't think-"
Micah interrupted me again. "I mean, you don't see me stepping out of line and getting into your hunting grounds, right? You do your thing, and that's cool, but the drama girls have always been mine... and I know you know that, which is why you're disappointing me. I mean, it was one thing when you slept with Amy, I figured you did that because you were jealous I got there first and because that slut really gets around, but then it seemed like it was an actual slight against my honor when I heard what you told Scarlett about me... and now I see you talking with Chloe, looking at her with those goo-goo eyes when she's up on stage singing?"
He laughed to himself softly before leaning in to whisper in my ear. "That little bitch's cherry is mine, and has *always* been mine. Don't fuck me over on this one, or there will be a fucking war."
With that, Micah stepped back and clapped me on the shoulder again, smiling that bright, empty smile again. "So, we understand each other? I'm glad we understand each other."
The quickness with which he could switch back and forth between threatening and false affable, it threw me for a moment. It was genuinely unsettling, and there was once a time when it would have absolutely terrified me into doing whatever Micah said.
Thankfully, that Ryan was long in my rearview mirror.
Standing up straight, I said, "You finished?"
Micah's mouth opened in slight surprise. "Wha-"
Now it was my turn to interrupt him. "Listen, asshole, I've been threatened by far more intimidating sons of bitches than you, and if you think you can tell anyone how to live their fucking lives, then all I'll say to you is 'go to hell.' Caring about 'lists,' and 'hunting grounds' and all that stupid alpha nonsense, it doesn't make you cool; it makes you a huge piece of shit. These girls are their own people with their own wants and needs and lives, and if all you do is spend your time treating them like they're pieces of meat and numbers to be checked off some kind of list, they'll catch on to you, and you'll start getting intimately acquainted with your right hand."
I considered this for a moment as I enjoyed the shocked look on his face, before I smirked, "Or are you a southpaw? I'm sorry, I haven't been paying attention."
For the first time since I'd been properly introduced to him, I saw something flickering behind Micah's eyes. Unfortunately, it was a swift and fiery rage, as he grabbed me and pushed me against the wall.
"Listen, you little pussy!" he threatened. "You won't stop me from getting what I'm owed. I'm taking what I fucking deserve, and if you try to get in my way, I will defeat you! I know stage fighting, and karate, and I will destroy you if I have to! Just stay the fuck away from my bitches!"
Someone cleared their throat beside us, rather dramatically, causing Micah and I both to turn our attention toward the trio of eavesdroppers who just made their presence known. Standing at the front of this small group was Cecilia Dunwich, the normally easy-going black girl who I mostly knew for being casual and cool and having some impressively braided and dreadlocked, dyed-blonde hair, who looked decidedly harsher than I had ever seen her before. Next to her stood the big and round and bearded bear of a man, Tommy Jarvis, who I knew to be every bit as much a friendly, softie of a man as he was gay (and he was *quite* gay), trying to look intimidating with Cecilia and actually doing pretty well.
"You really think this is the time and place to get hostile, Micah?" Cecilia said, amused yet stern. "Not a good look."
"*So* not a good look," Tommy agreed. "We're just here to blow off steam and have some fun! And you're not exactly helping the atmosphere."
"Yeah, if you're gonna keep that attitude up, you might wanna think about doing it somewhere else. I mean, *we* don't want to get the security guard involved, *you* don't wanna get them involved, so why not just walk out of the club pf your own accord with your itty-bitty tail tucked as far between your legs as it'll go and your dignity intact..." Cecilia proposed.
Her voice was silky and smooth, and I had a hard time imagining any guy could turn her down. Sounding, and looking, like she did, I had a hard time imagining anyone could refuse any request of Cecilia's.
"Yeah, but, like, if you really make a fuss of it, I'll happily take you outside. I mean, I don't know stage fighting and karate like you do, but I am bigger than you, which I think will have to come in handy if you try to fight me, and have absolutely *zero* shame playing damsel in distress with the security guard and getting you kicked out of here if you make me. Pleeeeeeeeeease don't make me?" Tommy suggested, clasping his hands together theatrically.
Not liking the look of being cornered by people he wanted to ingratiate himself with, Micah let me go and smiled his empty smile.
"I'm sorry you all had to see that," he said, chuckling and wiping himself down. "Ryan here said some unkind things about my friends, and I might've made a fool out of myself standing up for all your honor. I'll see myself out, but, you'll want to keep an eye on him, too. He's a pot-stirrer if I've ever seen one."
"Oh, I'm sure he is," Cecilia said, amused.
Turning his attention toward me as Micah slunk away, Tommy asked, "You alright there, Ryan?"
"I'm fine," I said. "Thanks."
I couldn't help but finally get a good look at the third figure hiding behind Cecilia and Tommy, and was somehow unsurprised to see that it was Chloe. While she may have been awkward, she knew well how to call out the big guns at a time like this. She had this shy, cocky little smile on her lips as she watched Micah leave Tech Noir, and I couldn't help but feel impressed with the petite blonde overachiever.
"Anytime," Tommy said. "Micah talks a big game, but he's mostly harmless."
"*Mostly*," Cecilia highlighted, nodding to Chloe. "I think you've got it from here. Come on, Tommy, I'm in the mood for a duet."
"Ooh!" Tommy exclaimed, hooking his arm around Cecilia's, "I call dibs on 'Summer Nights'!"
Laughing, Cecilia and Tommy trotted off toward the stage, looking thoroughly pleased with themselves. Though, probably not as pleased with themselves as Chloe looked right now.
I grinned at her, pleased to say, "So, I need to talk to Josie and Olivia for a minute, but then... let's head over to your place?"
Chloe's eyes brightened, even if she still seemed like she was trying to restrain her enthusiasm. "To further discuss the matter we had discussed previously?"
"Sure," I replied, before grinning wolfishly. "Though I think there might not be as much discussion as I had initially expected."
She nodded, thoughtful. "Those sound like acceptable terms for losing my virginity."
I laughed, interested in her way of looking at this, while still not fully sure I knew what I was getting myself into.
***
True to her word, Chloe's house was empty when we got there. A quiet and sterile suburban home, aside from a few scattered pieces of art and the odd family photo, it lacked a lot of what I would normally consider personality, which could quite well explain some of Chloe's eccentricities.
Guiding me to her room, she could see my curiosity and quickly answered it. "I must apologize for the Spartan nature of the Marcus household. My family has never been one much for anything they would deem nonessential."
Passing by the living room and seeing white furniture surrounded by white walls, the only color coming from the packed bookshelves and the large framed family photo above the mantlepiece, I could understand where she was coming from. The family photo did grab my attention momentarily, as her family was unexpectedly massive. In addition to the late middle-aged couple I took to be her parents, Chloe stood alongside a motley mix of six older brothers and sisters. All of them were similarly conservatively dressed and had that awkwardly intense look that Chloe seemed to have mastered.
"You have a formidable family," I commented.
Chloe nodded, leading me in. "I am the youngest of seven siblings, all of whom are the best in their particular fields. Engineers and mathematicians, artists and architects and doctors... our parents have always encouraged us to be our best and ignore frivolities that would interfere with our reaching our main objectives."
"Wow," I said, running a hand through my hair. "And they don't have a problem with you joining drama?"
"They had... *thoughts*, but there was little they could do to dissuade me. Even had they not listened to my arguments on the positive benefits of drama for my morale and productivity, I can be quite the force of nature when it comes to getting what I want," she explained.
I nodded. "Yeah, I'm getting that."
Smirking ever so slightly, Chloe cocked her head toward a nearby staircase. "Come on, my room's just upstairs, the last door on the right."
Chloe picked up her pace ever so slightly, and I kept up, following her upstairs and into her room, letting her close and lock the door behind me as I stepped inside. Like much of the house, it was white and seemingly spotless, with little space dedicated to any color other than the books on her many bookshelves and a trio of framed Broadway posters for Les Miserables, Hamilton and West Side Story.
"I apologize for the disarray," she said, picking up a sole loose sock that had been resting on the end of her sizable bed. "I hadn't expected any guests today. Had I known you were coming with absolute certainty, I would have taken the opportunity to clean up some before your arrival so you wouldn't think I was slovenly."
I looked around her spotless room, gaping. "Are you kidding? You should see my room, it's a nightmare... it's like you live in a museum."



"Thank you," Chloe replied pleasantly, walking over to her desk. "Now, before we get down to anything, there are a couple things I would like to run by you. You do recall that I said I had a checklist of acts that I would like to engage in?"
"Oh, I remember," I replied, amused.
Nodding, she pulled a folded-up piece of paper from her desk and handed it to me. "It is... a fairly thorough list, and if you could inform me of what you would be willing to participate in, that would be greatly appreciated."
I unfolded the piece of paper and looked over it as Chloe busied herself looking for something under her bed.
CHLOE'S SEX LIST:
- First kiss (Boy)
- First kiss (Girl)
- French kiss (Either)
- Groping
- Fingering (Receiving)
- Fingering (Giving)
- Handjob
- Cunnilingus (Receiving)
- Cunnilingus (Giving)
- Blowjob
- 69
- Penetrative vaginal sex; lose my virginity!
...and it just kept going like this.
I looked at the list with some awe as it went on and on with dozens upon dozens of acts, each getting more specific and graphic than the last. It seemed that in her time spent overachieving, Chloe's libido had been going crazy, and it seemed that she wanted to at least try nearly everything under the sun. I was in awe of the comprehensiveness of her ambition.
"I'm afraid... well, I'm afraid I can't help you with everything on the list, since I'm just one man... and I don't have access to a sex swing... but I'll do my damnedest to help you with everything I can. Everything that you think you're ready for tonight, anyway," I said, folding the list back up.
Chloe had gotten up from under her bed holding a clean-looking shoebox, her smile a little more realized as she looked at me. "Thank you for your consideration, and I assure you, I believe I am ready for quite a bit of that list."
Setting the box down on the bed, she opened it up and dramatically pulled out a large, floppy blue dildo. "For you see, I have been practicing!"
Before I could get a word in, Chloe brought the rubber cock to her mouth and fucking inhaled it, swallowing it down to the root and fucking it in and out of her throat in less than a second. I was in too much awed shock to have any comment, instead just standing there slack-jawed as she continued fucking the toy in and out of her throat. At first she did this slowly, keeping eye contact with me to make sure I was still watching and interested, but soon she quickly fucked it in and out, gagging and slurping at it in a messy blowjob.
I was impressed, to say the least, at her practice and dedication.
"So, that's uh... not bad," I chuckled.
Chloe pulled the dildo from her mouth and smiled at me with no small amount of pride. "Thank you. Pornography has proven a nearly-adequate inspiration for some technique, but has proven far more successful in its entertainment value than it has for any educational merit. Still, it often *has* proven quite entertaining, and I have picked up some tips. But that was merely a warm-up, now I'll show you what I'm truly capable of."
Normally I would have been happy having a nice, quiet conversation with Chloe to discuss this, and a number of other matters, but before I could get in a word edgewise, she tugged at her dark, flowing skirt and dropped it to the floor, revealing her pale cotton panties and her long, slender legs. I was taking in the intoxicating sight of her creamy, pale skin, when she then reached down and tugged her panties off, dropping them to the floor and leaving her naked from the waist down. Her pussy was shaved bare, her lips pink and already quite moist with enthusiasm.
"Wow," I murmured.
"Thank you... I do like to think I have a rather attractive pussy, but that wasn't what I meant to show you," Chloe explained, climbing onto the bed. "*This* was..."
Kneeling on the bed, she brought the dildo to her pussy. Grunting and gritting her teeth slightly, she pushed the head against her, forcing it inward until her lips spread and accepted its girth, making her let out a low moan.
"I know there are guys out there who take pride at 'popping' a girl's 'cherry'," Chloe continued, pushing inch after inch of the impressive dildo inside of her. "While I know there are others who balk at that responsibility, so I want you to know that you have nothing to worry about physically. While I understand your girth to be impressive and even intimidating to some, you won't be doing any damage down there, and any virginity you remove will be strictly metaphorical and psychological."
With a final pleasant sigh, she settled down, all but the flared base of the massive dildo resting inside of her as she looked at me proudly.
Nodding, I agreed with her assessment. "I can see that."
Grinning slightly, Chloe began to rock her hips, slowly fucking the dildo. "It was an interesting, but ultimately incredibly pleasurable process, 'breaking myself in' as such. I had always understood that it was something that could be fun, but experiencing it in practice... that was something else entirely. Theory can only get you so far, after all..."
Deftly, she then rolled over, propping herself up in a face-down, ass-up position while looking back at me. While she continued fucking herself with the dildo with one hand, she used the other to pull apart her tight, fit ass cheeks, showing off her tightest hole. It was an unexpectedly lewd sight from this seemingly inexperienced girl, but one that I thoroughly welcomed as my cock strained my jeans.
Chloe continued, "Now, my ass was another matter entirely. That took considerably more work, and lubrication, to be able to fit this toy up there... but I have managed this on several enjoyable occasions."
Groaning slightly, she slipped a finger into her ass and began to fuck it in and out. "This... this is more for illustrative purposes, as I am too caught up in the moment to actually go searching for my lube, but I like to think that it... fuck... shows not only my willingness, but eagerness for my ass to be played with."
I smirked, continuing to enjoy every moment of what I was seeing, and the fact that she seemed to rather like having me watch her. Her face flushed not only with exertion, but excitement, keeping her eyes on mine the best she could as she watched me react to her playing with herself. I had to say, for a girl who'd never done this before, she put on one hell of a show, making me more excited by the moment to make this more than *just* a show.
"I'd say you were doing it just because you wanted to," I said.
Smirking a little herself, Chloe replied, "Oh, believe me, there's quite a bit of that as well..."
Though it seemed to be the opposite of what she wanted to be doing in this moment, Chloe then pulled her finger from her ass and the dildo out of her pussy, quickly rolling back into a sitting position and setting her toy on the nearest nightstand.
"So, have I piqued your interest sufficiently?" she asked, blinking at me in a way that she might've hoped was seductive, but was just a *little* too much.
Nevertheless, I smiled at her, bending over to take off my shoes and socks before approaching the bed. "Quite."
"Excellent," Chloe replied, her lips curling in nearly a smile.
No, not just a smile, there were other elements hiding in there. Relief, for sure, with a little nervousness thrown in for good measure. Considering her position, I couldn't blame her, really. Losing your virginity was a pretty big fucking deal, and even with all the focus she'd put into everything, she clearly recognized what weight it held for her.
I sat down next to her on the bed, closing the distance until there were only a few inches between the two of us. Chloe's pretty face still had a bit of a flush to it, that hint of a smile still hanging around as this became more of a reality to her. While I would have been all for jumping in right then and there, I did have to be sure of something first.
"I know you're already half-naked, and you showed me something... well, pretty fucking nice there," I began, licking my lips hesitantly. "But I need to be sure before this goes any further that this is something that you absolutely want."
Chloe thought about this for a few seconds, pursing her lips, then nodding. "Yes. Yes, I am absolutely certain this is what I want, now. I watched all my brothers and sisters leave home without ever once experiencing anything close to a life, and I don't want that to be me, too. I'm horny, I want this... I'm *fucking* ready!"
"Well, alright then," I said, pleased to be absolutely certain of her consent and enthusiasm. "Want to start checking some items off your list, then?"
Now, Chloe had been fairly restrained nearly every minute I'd talked with her today, but after I said that, the relief in her smile poured over and took control of her, breaking into a great, happy smile that I felt like I'd do just about anything for.
"Yes... more than anything," Chloe replied.
The room suddenly felt quite warm, the heat between us pretty evident from where I was sitting. Honestly, with how excited we both were, I could have easily jumped Chloe then and there and fucked her into next week, but I knew that wasn't what she needed right now. I didn't necessarily have to hit every itemized point of her checklist (and knew that, on my own, I couldn't), but it seemed only appropriate to start things off slowly.
"Alright. Let's begin with the basics," I said, leaning in and kissing her.
Somehow, Chloe seemed taken off guard by this approach, her lips closing against mine defensively, before her instincts took over properly. As I kissed her, she closed her eyes, moaning softly against my lips as she kissed me back. I was taking things slowly, and she soon started kissing me with a fervor that made it seem as if her life depended on us kissing, but keeping my pace measured, the two of us eventually found a space in between, slowly making out while letting some of that heat between us manifest into promises of more to come.
Before it could break out into anything else, I pulled back, smiling. "So, that was your First Kiss (Boy). Was it what you were hoping for?"
With a slightly dreamy look in her lovely blue eyes, Chloe pushed her glasses up and smiled. "It was... most pleasant, but I think I should get a greater sample size just to be sure."
She was still trying to hold onto some of her dry, analytical side, but it was clear that she was excited for more.
I could definitely work with that. "Alright, we're gonna try this with a little more tongue, this time..."
Chloe nodded. "That makes sense."
She leaned into me, quickly, this time, kissing me with more of that measured pace we'd settled on while I slipped my tongue into her mouth. Chloe seemed to rather enjoy sucking on it, moaning into my lips as she pressed her tongue against mine, the two of us having a nice, playful little duel as we made out. Feeling up for testing my boundaries, I reached up with one hand, gently squeezing one of her firm, modest breasts.
Chloe's eyes opened at this, and she moaned even louder against me, kissing me more enthusiastically as I gently squeezed and massaged her breast through her sweater, enjoying the feel of her nipple hardening through the fabric as she moaned and pressed into me. She reached over as well, running a hand over my abs, then my chest, teasing and toying with one of my own nipples rather excitingly. While getting my own nipples teased wasn't toward the top of my list, I did enjoy the sensation in the right moments, and right now certainly felt like one of those moments.
At some point, we both fell back so we were lying on the bed while we kissed, Chloe partly on top of me while we made out. I held her close with one arm while still squeezing her breast, enjoying this moment as we kissed and made out. It definitely seemed like Chloe was enjoying herself, but her impatience began to show through when she reached a hand down and began stroking my cock through my pants.
As she finally got a good feel for my size, her eyes went wide. "That's... that's big. Bigger than my..."
"You'll be able to take it, I promise," I replied, kissing her and smiling.
"I'm sure. It's still... different to understand something in your hand as opposed to intellectually. Rumors can only prepare you so much for... for *that*," Chloe explained.
"Oh, I know," I chuckled. "You wouldn't be the first to say that, believe me."
"And all those girls?" she asked, kissing me again deeply. "They enjoyed themselves."
"Multiple times, if I'm not mistaken," I replied.
Chloe considered this. "I like that answer. Perhaps we should take off the rest of our clothes?"
I grinned at her. "Yeah, this is definitely the time to take off our clothes."
We sat up again, and I quickly pulled off my shirt, much to Chloe's interest as she eye-fucked me hard. Noting her interest, I might have made a bit of a display as I pulled my pants off, taking it slowly as I pushed them to the floor, revealing my underwear-clad bulge to her. I could tell she wanted to see more right at once, more of that impatience that seemed to drive her sexually, but I was happy to tease this one out and make sure she got the full experience.
"Your turn," I said, my voice soft, yet commanding.
"Very well..." Chloe responded, pulling off first her sweater, then her plain black t-shirt underneath.
She sat before me now wearing only a basic white bra, holding back a pair of firm, pert, B-cup breasts that looked absolutely ravishing on her.
Reaching behind her back to unclasp her bra, Chloe explained, "I'm aware that I'm not the most... developed girl at school when it comes to my bra size, but I hope you will not be disappointed in them. I enjoy them... my nipples are *quite* sensitive, after all..."
Finally unclasping the bra, she shrugged out of it, now sitting in front of me fully naked. Her breasts had a sweet roundness to them, with pink nipples that stood out prominently with nice, wide areolas. Chloe eyed me, almost bashful, as I took her in, doing everything I could not to jump her then and there.
"Gorgeous," I said under my breath.
Chloe blushed. She actually *fucking* blushed. I didn't know Chloe Marcus was even capable of blushing.
I approached her, gently laying her down on the bed and climbing on top of her as we continued making out. As we did, I ran a hand down to her bare breasts, feeling them and properly experimenting with them, squeezing her hard nipples and seeing if they were as sensitive as she claimed they were. I took her sudden cry of pleasure as a positive sign.
"You really are sensitive," I said, smiling and kissing her again.
"I did inform you..." Chloe said, moaning pleasantly. "But if you need more evidence, feel free to keep squeezing; I'm sure you'll be able to procure a more than adequate sample size."
Grinning, I squeezed one of her nipples a little harder, forcing her to close her eyes tightly and cry out, before opening them again to look at me lustily. I might have had a particularly proud, even arrogant look on my face, but considering that was how Chloe walked around much of the time at school, I thought it might meet her approval. By the hint of a smile on her lips, it seemed I was onto something.
"Squeezing, it's fun, don't get me wrong; I've known some girls who can cum more or less from you playing with their nipples hard enough. I had a different idea on what to do next, however, that I think you'll rather enjoy..." I said, taking my hand from her breast and lightly trailing it down to her stomach.
Chloe raised an eyebrow. "Did you?"
"Uh huh..." I replied, continuing to glide my hand slowly down her stomach, then toward her outer hip.
She groaned. "I... I see..."
"I'm just going by the checklist," I said, keeping my tone playful as I slipped my fingers toward her inner thighs. "If you want me to stop-"
"You don't have to stop..." Chloe interrupted, rocking her hips slightly toward my hand. "I would greatly prefer, in fact, if you would continue."
I kissed her again, teasing my fingers closer to her pussy. "I thought that's what you might want..."
Fuck, I could feel the heat of her sex from inches away, smelling the distinct, sharp smell of her arousal. It turned me on incredibly, making my mouth water and my hand shake with excitement.
I shifted my position down slightly so that my face was now level with her breasts, making my intentions clear as I kissed the side of one. Chloe groaned, rocking her hips and trying to get my fingers in her, while simultaneously attempting to turn her body just enough to force her pert breast into my mouth. It was incredibly hot to see how excited she was, and I wasn't going to do anything to dissuade that enthusiasm.
I leaned in, continuing to kiss around her breast before teasing her nipple with the tip of my tongue lightly. This brought out a louder, more uncontrolled moan from deep inside Chloe's core, less restrained and more primal. Seeing her pleasure rather than her usual composure was a true delight, and, I gotta admit, it gave me a pleasant feeling of power. Chloe had asked me here for this purpose, to help introduce her to the wide, wonderful world of sex, and to be the first person to give her pleasure.
I really meant to live up to that responsibility.
So, knowing I had her excited, I first pressed my fingers lightly against her folds and sucked her nipple into my mouth, forcing Chloe's eyes and mouth open with shock. A low moan escaped her, quickly, before she let out a slight laugh.
"I see... I see that's what it's like... having someone else do this for you," Chloe continued laughing softly between moans. "I think I truly understand the appeal."
While this normally would have been a time where I'd throw in a quip before going in for the kill, it seemed better given the weight of the moment to simply continue. I explored her pussy with my fingers, toying with her folds, loving how unbelievably wet she was and eliciting different moans from her that were music to my ears. With a voice as talented as hers, I shouldn't have been surprised that Chloe had a full range of notes she was capable of hitting when being pleasured, but as much as I'd have liked to make her sing, I was rather interested in making sure she had a good first non-masturbatory orgasm. After a good moment of exploring her pussy (while I'd since wrapped my lips around her nipple), I slid my fingers over her clit, rubbing and massaging her sensitive nub. Despite being thoroughly soaked, it seemed she was only getting wetter and wetter by the moment, her body quivering and responding unbelievably well to my ministrations.
"This is... mmm... this is certainly unexpected... to a point..." Chloe narrated, her eyes fluttering shut briefly as I continued to suck her nipple and finger her. "I imagined that it would be different with a partner, but did not quite expect... oh, please keep doing that, I like that... didn't expect that it would be like *this*... of course that all depends on the partner, and I'm beginning to understand why the others speak so highly of your skills and... oh... oh... please, please keep going..."
Her voice softened with that request, but I was happy to oblige her. I sucked her nipple slightly harder, running my fingers in firmer, swifter circles over her clit, increasing my pace as I could feel her tensing, knowing I was bringing her toward an edge and not wanting to tease this out for her. This was going to be a big first for her, and I wanted to make it a good one.
"Please, please, please keep going, I can feel... ooh, I don't know... keep touching me, keep sucking my nipple, yes, harder, harder, please, please keep going, Ryan, I like it, please, I'm so close, I'm, I'm, I'm... OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!"



With a single, hard jerk beneath me, Chloe came hard. She quaked and shook uncontrollably, her eyes rolling back as her moans took on a low, wailing sound, trailing on and on as I continued to finger her. Her pussy positively gushed on my hand, the room filling with the smell of her arousal as she continued to rock her hips against me. I couldn't help but feel a great sense of pride at getting her to lose it quite like this, and looked forward to what else I'd be able to get out of Chloe.
I slowed down my fingering, letting her come down and catch her breath while still enjoying my position. It took a moment, as that first orgasm you've had with a partner often does, but once I was content that she'd mostly come down I pulled my fingers from her pussy and gave her nipple one last playful nibble.
Chloe yelped, then tugged at my shoulders, pulling me up so I could better kiss her. She was still far from an expert kisser, but her enthusiasm more than made up for that as we made out. Her energy returned more and more the longer we kissed, and soon she was looking up at me with a bright smile.
"That was... very satisfactory," she said, trying and failing to look utterly noncommittal about her praise.
I kissed her again. "That orgasm sure seemed a lot more than satisfactory."
"True," Chloe agreed. "But as it is merely a prelude to what I was hoping this day would include, I can only assume it will be merely satisfactory compared to what will come later."
It seemed that even in a cum-drunk haze, Chloe had a hard time turning off her analytical side. Considering our positions, that wasn't something I wanted to take away from her, but I was up for a little light teasing.
"You seem to have a high estimation of my skills," I said, kissing her playfully.
"A well-earned one, but one that you no doubt are already well aware of and are merely feigning ignorance of in an attempt to produce secondhand praise, get me to name names and further inflate your modest, yet thoroughly existent, ego," Chloe replied, smirking slightly.
Okay, I'd give her that. Mentally, of course, since admitting it out loud would have changed the tone of the moment, so rather than do that I simply leaned in and kissed her further, massaging her breast. Soon I felt one of Chloe's deft hands reaching down, taking in the size of my cock through my underwear, probing and wrapping her fingers around it.
"I see you're trying to distract me in an effort to avoid discussing your ego with me," she continued, amused.
"Is it working?" I replied, kissing her neck.
Chloe moaned, continuing to massage my erection. "Rather well, actually. But if you truly wished to keep me distracted, I could offer some better suggestions that I think you'd find most pleasurable."
I raised an eyebrow. "Could you?"
"I could, and I will," she shot back, sounding more confident. "First... I would like you to take off your underwear so I could see this cock I've heard so much about. And then... then I want it inside of me. I really, *really* want to have sex with you, Ryan..."
Chloe's voice was at once confident and pleading, yet certain enough that I didn't need a whole lot more confirmation from her.
I climbed off of her and sat on the bed, looking down at her nude form, before she sat up with me. Her eyes were trained on the bulge in my underwear, widening as I began to tug at the elastic waistband.
"Are you sure that's what you want first? I mean, a lot of girls really like my oral skills, and they certainly never hurt whenever we're warming up for some fun," I explained, tugging my underwear down under my ass.
I still wasn't exposed to her yet, but Chloe's eyes didn't waver from staring at my cock for even a second as she replied, "While my sources have made me well aware of your talented lips and tongue, I'm afraid my own impatience is actually overriding the tempting nature of your offer. While I'll no doubt want to experience that at a later time to see the true depths of pleasure you can take me to, to be blunt, I need to get fucked, and I need to get fucked soon."
"Fair enough," I replied, pulling my underwear down my legs. "I just wanted to be absolutely sure before we went any further..."
I could have said more, but when her eyes widened and mouth dropped open slightly, I knew that Chloe was in a state where she probably couldn't have heard a word I said even if she wanted to. When my thick, ten-inch erection became visible to her eyes with its flared head dripping precum, you'd have thought that this analytical girl's animal instincts had completely taken hold of her.
Gooseflesh broke out on her skin, and she couldn't help but slide closer to me, reaching out and grabbing my cockhead with one of her dainty hands. Though she couldn't wrap her hand all the way around the head, she seemed to fairly enjoy experimenting with it, running her palm over the tip as she spread the precum around.
I hissed in pleasure, rather enjoying her exploration.
For her part, Chloe could only say, "That is a thoroughly efficient natural lubrication."
I chuckled, groaning softly as I unconsciously thrust against her hand. "I've yet to hear any complaints."
"I would suspect not," Chloe said, taking her hand away and experimentally licking some of my precum off of it. "Interesting... I think I'll greatly enjoy sucking your cock later, but for now... what would be the best way to go about doing this, would you say?"
"It's your virginity, your call," I replied.
After a pause, she said, "I've spent a lot of time considering the best options. I've always thought it would be good to be on top so I could measure things at my own pace... but, as I am with someone with your experience, it might help if you were to be in a dominant position that would allow you to better see me through some of the more awkward, early steps. Decisions, decisions..."
Chloe thought about this for a moment longer, then nodded decisively, "Yes, I'd like to be on top for my first time."
I nodded, lying out on the bed next to her and propping my head up with a pillow. The gorgeous, nervous drama nerd next to me smiled shakily, looking down at my naked body and my thick, throbbing cock, with equal parts anticipation and trepidation as she took me in.
"Alright," Chloe said, getting up onto her hands and knees and crawling over me, straddling my legs, "This is happening."
She climbed over me with a slow eagerness until her pussy touched the base of my cock, causing both of us to involuntarily groan. The heat of her pussy against my shaft was truly impressive, while her moisture ran freely over my cock. With a bit of uncertainty, Chloe leaned forward, placing her hands on my chest for balance and rocking her hips, gliding her pussy lips up and down the underside of my cock as she got accustomed to being so close to me.
Biting her lip, Chloe looked down at me and offered a weak, yet thoroughly pleasant, smile as she continued to grind her pussy against me. "You feel good."
I smiled back, running my fingertips lightly up her sides in a way that made her shiver. "Not as good as you feel."
"That's a matter of interpretation," she replied. "And one I doubt we could come to a satisfactory compromise on given our inherent biases. Regardless of such qualitative debates, I do wish to thank you for seeing me through this, and for going this far with me. I have had opportunities prior to this to have sex, but have turned them down as they did not feel correct to me, but being with you like this, I have not had that feeling. True, there have been multiple occasions this evening when I've doubted my resolve and been uncertain that we would get even this far for fear of what my shaky nerves might cause me to do, but with your patience and my fortitude, we've made it. Again, I thank you, and hope that I can make the next step as satisfactory for you as it will prove thrilling for me."
"Well..." I said, moaning softly as she continued to grind on my cock. "I guess that depends on how thrilling you're finding it already, because I think we've maxed out and gone well past 'satisfactory' when it comes to how much I'm enjoying this."
For emphasis, I reached up and cupped her breasts, an act that made her first moan, then smile down at me.
Chloe leaned forward, kissing me and reaching down to stroke my cock with her hand. "Then you will likely be happy to hear that I'm finding this a level of thrilling on par with, or possibly in excess of, your satisfaction."
"Good to know," I groaned, squeezing her breasts softly.
Still leaning forward, Chloe kissed the side of my neck, before taking hold of my cock and guiding the head to her pussy lips. She stopped grinding at this point, ready grasping my cock firmly as she lined it up with her entrance.
Her voice shaky, yet holding a firm resolve, she said, "I'm... I'm going to try to slide your cock inside of me now."
I reached up with one hand, cradling her chin and pulling her in for a gentle kiss. I wasn't going to say or do anything to take this moment away from her, so I stayed where I was, kissing her and holding her and encouraging her to see this through as she wanted.
With a slight bit of force, Chloe pushed against my cockhead, feeling firm resistance from the tightness of her pussy. This seemed to confuse her briefly, no doubt considering how much preparation she had done with her toy, but at the end of the day I was still significantly larger than her dildo, a realization she came to quickly.
Nevertheless, Chloe was about as determined as they came, her look of confusion quickly melting away into determination as she changed the angle of her hips and began to push down more insistently. Her experience with her toys seemed to come in handy in this moment, as she was quick to find an angle that worked for her. Even as it felt like my cock would be impossibly large when compared to her pussy, I could feel her lips start to part, allowing access for my cockhead as she began to lean into me.
Chloe's breathing quickened at this progress, and with a determination renewed, she pushed down further, and harder, her entrance spreading to accept me, widening to allow access for my thick cockhead.
Clearly, she sensed that this was progress, for no sooner had she found an angle that she liked that she pushed against me, hard, shoving my cockhead and a couple inches of cock inside of her. This seemed more than a little sudden for Chloe, as her eyes and mouth shot open in an almost cartoonish fashion. I could feel her breath escape her as she considered what was happening.
Dumbstruck, she braced her hands against my chest and pushed her upper body up, allowing her to look down and see my cock penetrating her pussy. Chloe looked down to it, then up at me, then down and up again in disbelief as she realized that I was indeed inside of her.
Out of breath, I finally heard her take one in before she finally said, "Oh."
Now, I was enjoying the hell out of the tightness of her pussy wrapped around my cock, but unable to read the current state of her shocked face, I asked, "Is that a good 'oh'?"
Shakily, Chloe gripped my chest, looking back down at my cock inside of her pussy. She started laughing, a soft, rapid sound that still didn't answer any of my questions. It sounded like she'd approached a certain kind of madness, but when she finally looked up at me and I saw that utterly gleeful look that had overtaken her face, I had my answer.
"Good?" she laughed, leaning down to kiss me. "Good is an inadequate word to describe what I am feeling right now... I've got your cock inside my pussy. Only just, to be sure, but... but..."
I finished for her, "...but by most traditional definitions, you're no longer a virgin?"
"YES!" Chloe exclaimed, leaning in to kiss me excitedly. "This is... this is it! I did it! I've... oh, wow, it's... it's amazing so far!"
It was easy to get lost in her excitement, and I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close so I could better kiss her. "It gets even better... but for now, congratulations..."
"I'm sure it does," she replied with another quick kiss. "But truly, there is only one way to find out..."
With that, Chloe pushed herself up with her hands braced against my chest once more, while I let my own hands slide down to grab her ass. The beautiful blonde looked down at me with an almost manic joy, pushing her glasses up her nose with one finger as she rocked her hips and took in more of my cock. A little at a time, Chloe slid down my cock, her smile growing with every inch as she moaned and grunted and forced every last bit inside of her, until our hips met and she had my entire cock buried inside of her. This last part took some effort, a strained look overtaking her face, but one that was also thoroughly triumphant. Pushing off of my chest, she sat up on me, looking down to the place where I'd fully penetrated her.
"I've seen my pussy taking some big fake cocks before, but this..." she mused, reaching down with one hand to lightly stroke her clit.
You'd have thought she had been struck by lightning for how hard she jolted at the contact, moaning and crying out pleasurably as her body shook. The way her pussy tightened around my cock, it took everything I had not to lose it then and there, but the promises of what was to come were enough to keep me strong as I simply gripped and massaged her ass.
Opening her fluttery eyes again, Chloe finished, "...this might force me to reassess my definition of 'big'."
She giggled then, a strange sound coming from her, but one that she grew accustomed to quickly. Playfully, I squeezed her ass and lifted her slightly.
"Mmm," she replied, forcing herself upward and allowing some of my cock to slide out of her before she dropped back down. "It's time... it's time to see what sex is really like. Can I fuck you, now?"
Squeezing her ass encouragingly and groaning when she squeezed me back with her pussy muscles, I said, "I thought you'd never ask... take it at your own pace, and have fun... because, fuck, I'm happy to be along for the ride on this one... god, you're so hot..."
Chloe experimented with different angles and speeds for a moment before settling on one she seemed to find truly pleasurable, and soon she was bouncing up and down on my cock. Though she first had a certain timidity in this act, it wasn't long before she was bouncing up and down on me with a halting, but increasingly confident, pace, moaning and reaching up to squeeze her own nipples while she fucked me.
"This is... this is amazing..." she groaned, dropping her head back as she succumbed to the pleasure for a moment, before rolling it back so she could look me in the eye. "But I hope I didn't give you the wrong impression. I don't want you to merely be 'along for the ride' with this encounter. I am grateful that you respect me enough to let me take matters at my own pace, but please don't think that I'm only here to use you to lose my virginity, no, if I just wanted a cock to sit back while I fucked it, I could use my toys. No, I wanted you because I know you're more than merely a walking sex toy; I came to you because I wanted to be *fucked* by the best."
I slid my hands up to grasp her by the hips. "Yeah?"
"Yes," Chloe replied quickly, looking down at me with fire in her eyes as she began to bounce up and down on my cock more confidently. "Are we clearer on our terms now?"
I gripped her hips tightly for purchase and started fucking up into her. "Crystal."
Now knowing that I wouldn't be taking anything away from her experience, I fucked up into her with a smooth, swift pace, matching her own before I truly began to speed up. Chloe's occasional moans became a longer, louder wail as I fucked up into her swiftly, our bodies colliding rapidly while the room soon filled with the thick, heady scent of our sex. As in school, Chloe was a quick learner here, soon fucking down onto me almost as quickly as I was fucking her. Honestly, she seemed like a natural, picking up pace and angle and understanding to please me as much as she was pleasing herself. I thought it wouldn't take her long to become something of a sex prodigy, and imagined that it wouldn't take a lot of effort for her to create her own 'Senior Year Memories' album at this rate.
Chloe rode me hard, bouncing up and down on my cock faster with every moment it seemed. She was grunting and moaning like most girls I knew at this point, truly getting into the act while I did everything I could to respond in kind, grabbing her hips and fucking up into her with a blinding speed. While everything on the bed was shaking, there was a moment I could feel her start to tremble, the look in her eyes changing as she stared down at me, reaching down to rub her clit in small, swift circles as she rode me.
Chloe was about to cum, and I knew exactly what it would take to push her over the top.
I let go of her hips, reaching up to grasp her pert, bouncing breasts, squeezing her nipples between my thumbs and forefingers. While that was enough to elicit a great, deep moan of its own, I then followed an instinct and pinched her nipples, hard.
"AAAAAAAAAAHHHHHH!!!!" she cried out, struck and shaking with another powerful orgasm.
Chloe's pussy muscles clamped down on my cock hard as she still tried, awkwardly, to ride me, her pussy positively gushing with juices as her eyes rolled back with pleasure. At some point in her uncontrollable shaking and shuddering, it seemed as if her legs had given out and she was about to go limp, but I was quick, wrapping my arms around her and holding onto her while she moaned and shook her way through this powerful cum. I pulled her to me, her chest pressing into mine as she continued to writhe and moan, her shakes getting less aggressive with every passing moment.
I pressed my lips to hers, and Chloe was all too eager to kiss me back. Much of her strength had left her, but her enthusiasm was intact, kissing and sucking at my lips as her orgasm abated.
Now, this was the sort of moment where I could have taken a moment to celebrate what she had done, and check in to see exactly how excited she still was to have had her first cum with a real cock inside of her, but I'll admit, by this point I was pretty fucking horny, and in need of my own release. Chloe had, after all, said she wanted me here so she could get well and truly fucked, and at this point I was happy to take control and show her what I was really capable of.
So, with my arms still wrapped around her, I held Chloe tightly for a moment and rolled on top of her. She gasped in surprise, but a lusty smile quickly overtook her face. She looked up at me, running her fingers lightly over my chest before giving me a knowing nod.
Bracing my hands and knees against the bed to get better leverage, I began to fuck Chloe hard. She had shown an eagerness and a certain flexibility, and while I knew I was taking a bit of a chance, the moment I started rapidly pumping my cock in and out of her rough and fast, I knew I'd made the right decision.
"Yes, yes, yes, oh, wow, oh wow! So that's what this is like? I think I like it... no, I know I like it and, OH, please, keep going, yes, like that, keep... oooooooh..." Chloe moaned, struggling for words and deciding that she'd rather lean up and kiss me while I gave it to her.
"Yeah? You like that?" I grunted, kissing her back. "This what you were expecting?"
"I wasn't expecting much from sex with any boy, but I was hopeful..." she admitted, her eyes rolling back momentarily. "Yes, that angle... fuck... keep going like that... oh, wow... when I made a move on you, it was with the expectation that you would be better than most any other boy I could find around school, but even with my understanding of your skills, I'd say you have more than exceeded expectations."



"I'm honored," I joked, kissing her again.
I was honored, though. I had come to understand that Chloe had a way of communicating her thoughts and feelings that was a bit different from most of the girls I knew, and between her words and the slightest changes in her facial expressions, I knew that she meant this as the highest of praise.
Well, that, combined with her moans, and the way her body responded to mine, and the way that she had unconsciously locked her arms and legs around me to hold on for dear life while I fucked her hard. Her pussy massaged my cock with great strength, and yet it still felt absolutely perfect. This may have been her first time, but she genuinely seemed like she was made for this, and I could only imagine one hell of an exciting, horny future for her.
Looking down at her, I could only feel a certain, distinct joy being shared between the two of us. It wasn't long ago that I was a virgin myself in much the same position, one who didn't know what he was facing as he was unleashed upon this year. In that way, I actually rather envied Chloe. In spite of her social awkwardness, she had a kind of confidence that I was almost jealous of, and if she put only a fraction of that confidence into her sex life...
Fuck, this girl was meant for great things.
In the short term, however, she was also an amazing fuck, and one who was pushing me closer to the edge a lot faster than I would have expected of a girl of her level of inexperience.
Looking up at me, Chloe fought through her moans to say, "By the increasing look of strain on your face, the tension in your body, and the slight swelling I'm feeling in your cock which... fuck... feels absolutely amazing... I'd say you were close to your orgasm. Did I... ohwow... did I read that right?"
Grunting as I kept driving into her, I gave her a silent nod.
Chloe smirked at having figured that out. "That's... wonderful... and I'm sure you're... fuck... I'm sure you're wondering... yes, yes, keep going, I'm close... so close... I'm sure wondering where you can cum. Well, please consider cumming inside of me, I think that would be... well, you saw my checklist, so you probably saw that I had a creampie on it, and I would like that to be you... keep going, please, Ryan, please cum inside of me, I want... I *need* to know... I need to know what it feels like, what it's like to... yes, keep going, you're going to... you'll make me... OHHHHHH FUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!"
Tightening her arms and legs around me, Chloe came again, hard and loud and squeezing me so tightly I thought I might never let go. With her encouragement, I didn't stop fucking into her, not until I couldn't hold it back any longer and came inside her, hard. I grunted, loudly, burying deep and releasing an explosive orgasm. It was draining, flooding me with a euphoria as I filled her no longer virgin cunt with my cum, a strange sensation that seemed to keep me going harder, giving her what felt like a slightly bigger orgasm than most.
We came down in much the same time with each other, moaning and breathing heavily, sharing soft, deep kisses before we both threatened to collapse.
Kissing her again, I pulled out and rolled onto my back next to her, trying to catch my breath while I stared up at the ceiling.
Catching her own breath and looking thoroughly well-fucked, her hair a mess and her skin flushed, Chloe briefly toyed with her pussy, rubbing the massive river of my cum that leaked out and considering it before she put her fingers to her lips and sucked it off. Her eyes lit up upon tasting it, and soon she reached down for another dollop of our mixed juices, sucking it off lustily.
It was an unbelievably hot sight, though the smile that followed when she turned onto her side to better look at me might have even beaten that.
"So, that was sex?" Chloe asked.
I sighed pleasantly. "I mean, there's a lot of different kinds of sex, but, yeah, that was a pretty popular one. Verdict?"
She bit her lip thoughtfully, before nodding and smiling brightly. "I like it. I feel like I wasn't at my best, but this strikes me as one of those situations where more practice will only improve my skill level."
"Yeah, I've found that as well. I haven't been with many virgins, but the ones I have, yeah, they all got a lot better with time and practice. A *lot* better," I said, thinking fondly of Sophie and Jennifer.
"I would bet on it," Chloe said, rolling on her opposite side so she could reach a nightstand and open its drawer, pulling out a box of candy. "Would you like some Whoppers? I'm always in the mood for chocolate after I have an orgasm, and after what I just had... I believe I'm going to need a fair bit of it."
"Sure," I said, holding out a hand. "But, your post-sex candy of choice is Whoppers?"
She'd held the box to my hand, but quickly drew it back. "If you don't want any, I'm happy to keep your ration for myself."
I laughed. "Give it here."
Chloe smirked, enjoying the power she held in the moment, before tipping some Whoppers into my hand. I popped a malted milk ball in my mouth and crunched down on it, finding it indeed to be a good post-sex snack.
Chewing on one of her own, she set the box aside, lay on her back and continued, "This is... an interesting sensation, to be honest. Popular fiction would have had me believing that I would feel completely different, like I'm a different person all because I had sex. So far, I can't say that I feel all that different on the whole... more tired, and certainly feeling a greater kind of physical pleasure than I would have been capable of on my own, sans toys, but the world still looks the same, these candies still taste the same... nothing looks or feels that different, but I *know* deep down that something has changed. It's... unique. Powerful, I think. I'm not sure I know what I'm going to do with that power just yet, but I think I rather like it."
There was something about her, an extra glow, a slightly new flare in her confidence that I had to admit was a good look on her. I didn't know if I'd created a monster in that moment, but whatever she was now, I knew I liked it.
Chloe and I lay there like that for a moment, munching on candies and taking in her new glow, before I thought to say, "So, would you still be up for an interview?"
She raised an eyebrow. "Like this?"
I laughed. "Bizarrely, I do a lot of my best interviews in the nude, apparently. More reason I'm happy that the vast majority of my interviews this year have been sexy ladies."
"Yes, I could certainly see the appeal in that," Chloe replied, finishing the last of the candies she had in her hand. "And while I would certainly be amenable to sharing my story in theatre and why I think I would be the ideal actress to play Audrey in the spring musical, I'm not tired, yet. If you think my sex drive has waned simply because you helped me climax a few times, I believe you have deeply underestimated me."
Looking at the beautiful, naked nerd lying beside me, I said, "Oh, I would never underestimate you, Chloe. You're... you're something else."
"If that's not just a line, that's quite sweet," she replied, smiling.
"It's not a line," I said, smiling back. "It's... I guess in a lot of ways, you remind me of me, but the me I wish I could have been when I discovered my talent for sex. I was always so damn anxious and beating myself up, and you... you seem every bit as awkward as I was, but you're also, like, a million times more confident in your own way. I'm actually kind of jealous of you, honestly. Not just who you are now, but also of the person you potentially could be. I've had some crazy sex adventures this year, but something tells me that by the time you really get your rhythm, you'll make me look like a fucking amateur."
"I doubt you'll ever look like an amateur, especially at sex," Chloe said, grabbing another dollop of our mutual juices and sucking it down. "And I still have so far to go."
"Well, I've got the time," I said, smiling. "What about you? What's the next item on your checklist you'd like to check off?"
Chloe licked her lips, but said nothing, looking thoroughly thoughtful for a moment as she stared up at the ceiling silently.
I'd begun to think I might have said something wrong, crossed some unknown line, when she finally replied, "Honestly... I'm not sure. I'm at a state where a lot of options are sounding both feasible *and* appealing, and I find it somewhat overwhelming. This is not something I'm used to. Normally I am so focused and can follow a linear set of steps that I know will absolutely suit me, but quality sex seems to have destroyed any chance I have at thinking straight. I know I should blame you, perhaps even feel upset by your ability to disorder my mind, but the way I'm feeling right now, I don't think my body could contain a single ill feeling. At least towards you."
Chloe rolled onto her side to face me again, looking absolutely stunning, as she nervously smiled. "So, as I am partially crippled by my own indecision, I must ask: you've seen my checklist and know what I wish to accomplish, and as you look at me right now, I must ask, what would *you* choose to do with me if given the opportunity?"
I thought about this. "And you're up for *everything* on that list?"
"Everything that you happen to be capable of... I don't believe 'savage and messy scissoring with another girl' would be a talent you could ever provide for me," Chloe explained, smirking slightly.
"Fair..." I said, looking her over and letting my imagination run wild.
As I noted earlier, her list was impressively comprehensive, and while I doubted I could help her make a huge dent in everything she wished to accomplish this year, I was happy to help see her through some of the basics. This led to an idea forming, and even if it might test some of her limits, I got the impression that Chloe would be up for the challenge.
"Well, first thing's first," I said, motioning down to my mostly deflated cock. "If you want me to do anything with this, I'm going to have to be hard again, and while being in the presence of a beautiful girl with talent like yours has a way of doing that on its own eventually, you could always help me expedite the process."
Chloe looked down at my cock, then smiled. "I can, can I?"
I nodded. "There's a lot of different things you can try to get me hard, of course, but a good, old-fashioned blowjob is pretty reliable, and since you've yet to check that off your list... well, I feel like we could do something with that. For starters."
Looking at me intently, she quickly rolled until she was partly on top of me, kissing me deeply before she started to crawl down my body. "For starters?"
Chloe was kissing her way down with a fair bit of force, which I had to admit felt pretty good, even if she might have been a little overenthusiastic on my nipple. I cried out with this attention, first from surprise, then from pleasure as she combined her toying with my nipple with stroking my cock. Fuck, you could not say that this girl lacked enthusiasm.
Finally realizing she'd asked me a question as she trailed kisses down my body, I explained, "I mean, I'd be happy to fill your mouth with cum and watch you swallow every drop, but I was thinking of something else, once you got me hard. Something a little more... vigorous."
Chloe had by now crawled between my legs, her face now level with my half-hard cock. She took it in hand, marveling at it, running her fingers up and down and playfully slapping my length across the side of her face, an action that caused her no small amount of laughter.
"More vigorous than what we just got up to?" she asked.
"Uh huh..." I said, groaning as she brushed her lips lightly over my cockhead. "Fucking a girl in the ass tends to get a *lot* more vigorous than that."
Chloe's eyes widened, but she didn't stop exploring my cock with her hands, or lightly brushing the head over her lips. "You're serious?"
My cock was getting harder by the moment, enough that I might not have even needed a blowjob at the rate she was going. "Dead serious. You've got a nice little ass, and I wouldn't mind being the first to fuck it. If that's not something you want, I of course can-"
"NO!" she practically shouted, before calming herself. "No, I would greatly enjoy you fucking my ass. I was just uncertain to the degree of your enthusiasm to do that; I've heard that there are many guys out there who aren't into that particular act."
I shrugged. "I mean, I hear they do exist, but I don't get it; anal's the fucking best. I'm all for it."
"As am I," Chloe replied. "In theory. I'd like to know with certainty to see whether my speculation on its enjoyability is justified."
"Well, that's what I'm here for," I said, reaching down to lightly brush her cheek as she continued to tease my cockhead with her lips. "Get me nice and hard enough and I'll happily show you some of what I know."
"Some of?" she asked, raising an eyebrow. "I don't want *some*. I want it *all*."
I chuckled. "You say that now, but wait until you've actually had my cock up your ass. Then you'll be sure."
"Fair," Chloe replied. "Can I try sucking your cock now?"
"Go for it, just-"
"My teeth shan't even slightly graze your cock, you can relax," she said, cutting off my first piece of advice before I could give it. "I have read a tutorial or two."
This wasn't exactly the kind of reassurance I think she meant it as, but I was too horny at this point to care very much. "Then, by all means, go for it. Suck my cock..."
Grinning up at me, Chloe then pursed her lips, pressing them against my cockhead and sucking, lightly flicking her tongue so the tip grazed the slit of my cockhead. I hissed as a lightning bolt of pleasure shot through my body, but before I could really do anything about it, she pressed forward, opening wide and sucking my cockhead into her mouth, swirling her tongue over the head until she couldn't reach anymore, at which point she began to suck me down.
By the slight look of distress in her eyes, I could see that my cock was a lot bigger than she had anticipated, and no amount of enthusiasm could overcome that. Nevertheless, Chloe was also a determined girl, sucking and slurping and pushing forward, not stopping until my cock first hit the back of her mouth, and then until she invited me into her throat.
Soon enough, she had every last inch buried as far as it would go, her nose pressing against my groin as she held my cock in there for one triumphant moment.
I lightly stroked the side of her face. "Well, we can probably check off both 'blowjob' and 'deepthroating' from your list. You can probably tell how hard I am now, but if you want to keep going, hey, I'm not going to object."
Quickly, Chloe pulled off of my cock, coughing and wiping strands of precum and saliva off the corners of her mouth. "Are you kidding?"
Playfully, she leaned down, sucking on my balls briefly and causing me to moan deeply, before she went back to kiss my cockhead. "I've been looking forward to this day for a *very* long time; I'm going to make the most of this blowjob. Sans swallowing your cum, as we discussed, since I would greatly enjoy having you fuck my ass."
I grinned. "Obviously."
Chloe leaned in again, sucking half my cock into her mouth and bobbing her head as she gave me one hell of a blowjob. It was clear that she had spent most of her time practicing on a toy, and I needed to guide her and correct her a couple times to give her a better idea of a pace and what was comfortable for me, but as ever, Chloe was a quick study, and she was soon giving me a pretty amazing blowjob for what was clearly her first on a real guy. I ran my fingers through her hair, thrusting and fucking up into her mouth, moaning and enjoying the hell out of the experience.
Fuck, at the rate she was going, she probably could have gotten me to fill her mouth with cum without a lot of effort. She truly was something of a prodigy, and while I would have liked to reward her with cum, that was something best left for another time.
Gently taking a handful of her hair, I pulled her mouth off my cock.
"Get up here..." I directed, lowering my voice to a command.
Nodding, Chloe climbed over me until we were face to face, and I pulled her in for a kiss, the two of us making out and groping each other with a growing heat for a few moments before I reached down, grabbing my cock and guiding it into her pussy.
Chloe moaned, but quickly took to riding me, moaning and bouncing her hips up and down on my cock as she quickly fucked me. Fuck, I really liked fucking this girl. Watching her lose control as she got into the act, moaning and writhing and stripping herself of any semblance of the anxious overachiever she was at school, it was a beautiful sight.
But, this was also not how I was meant to cum, enjoyable though that would have been. This was just to get a little additional lubrication, though some extra certainly wouldn't hurt.
"You said you have lube?" I grunted.
"Uh huh..." Chloe confirmed, cocking her head to the side. "I keep a bottle under the Whoppers."
"Good to know," I said, pulling her off of me and setting her beside me on the bed, face down. "Stay there."
"I will... but don't leave me for long; you got me so unbelievably aroused, it feels like anything could set me off..." she threatened, her voice deliciously strong as she turned her head to look at me.
Seeing Chloe lying face down, reaching her hands between her legs to finger herself, was certainly an impressive sight. She rocked her hips ever so slightly, flexing her tight ass in what was an admittedly nice show.
Quickly, I searched through the nightstand until I pulled out her bottle of KY, before crawling behind her on the bed. I grabbed her by the hips, pulling her up slightly onto her knees, but only slightly, needing just a bit of a raise so I could get a better look at her tight ass in preparation. Teasingly, she flexed her cheeks, giving me a nice little view of her tight, pink, mostly virgin asshole that she wanted me to properly destroy.
I licked my lips, and decided on a brief detour, albeit one that was on her list.
I leaned in, pressing my face between her ass cheeks and sticking out my tongue, running it in swift, firm circles over her tight asshole.
"OH!" Chloe exclaimed, her entire body rocking with surprise. "Oh, wow! I wasn't expecting... mmmmm... that's good... oh, wow, keep going, keep going like that, please... I actually wasn't expecting my ass getting rimmed to feel this good... yes, yes, please... oh, that's good, yes, keep licking my ass, keep licking, and sucking like that, yes, oooooh, that's good, that's so good, please keep going, please!"
She gripped the sheets and buried her head into a pillow, crying out in pleasure as I continued to tongue her ass. Truthfully, I did this because her ass looked fucking delicious (and it was), but I also wanted to see how sensitive her ass was. It seemed like the answer was "quite" in this case, which made me rather optimistic for the next steps.
I teased her hole, sticking my tongue out and pressing against her tightness, but found it to have a considerable amount of resistance. Considering her experience, this wasn't exactly a surprise, and if I wanted to tongue-fuck her ass, I probably could've done it with enough determination.
But I got the impression that Chloe wanted something a little larger up her ass.
I pushed myself back up onto my knees behind her, reaching for the bottle of lube. "Get up on your hands and knees."
"Yes," Chloe replied, her voice slightly soft and shaky. She tossed her hair over one shoulder, then looked back at me, her eyes wide and hopeful as she watched me lube up my cock, before squeezing some more between her cheeks.



She shivered at the contact as the cool lube ran over her asshole, a groan escaping her lips.
"Just so I can be certain, you *have* had that dildo you showed me in your ass before, right?" I asked, stroking the KY over my cock.
"Yes," she confirmed. "It took some practice, but ultimately I was able to fuck my ass quite well with it. It's... it's intense, but I liked it."
"Good," I said, nodding. "Because you know how much bigger my cock is, and-"
"Ryan?" Chloe interrupted.
"Yeah?" I replied.
She smiled at me, ever so slightly, a nervous, but friendly smile. "I trust you. I want you to fuck my ass. Really! Please... *please* fuck my ass. I want this experience, and I want it from you first... and if it proves as enjoyable as I hope, often after that, as well. Or as often as you're willing to provide it, which I'm hoping will be often, but, I'm a realist... for now, though, I need to know, so, please fuck me. Please?"
"Well, since you asked so nicely..." I said.
Teasingly, I slid my cock between her ass cheeks, running it over her tight little hole to get her better accustomed to the feel. Chloe groaned, squeezing her firm, tight cheeks around my cock as she pushed back against me. Encouraged, I lined my cock up with her tightest hole.
"Ready?" I asked.
Gritting her teeth, Chloe answered, "I'm ready."
"Good," I replied, pushing forward. "You're going to want to relax for this next part..."
This is about the time that I had to acknowledge how limited my experiences with virgins were, let alone virgin assholes, because even with all of her preparations, Chloe was incredibly tight. Still looking back at me, she grimaced and continued to push against me, trying to force herself to relax and only able to make so much progress. Even with what felt like a bottle's worth of KY, I was only making incremental progress by gently thrusting forward, feeling her asshole only yielding slightly as I continued. I wasn't planning on giving up, and I knew that Chloe herself was determined, but after a couple of minutes of teasing and rocking and trying all my usual tricks, I had to acknowledge that maybe all my tricks were going to need a little help, that maybe we should have busted out some fingers and toys, prepped her a little more before trying for the main event.
Chloe, on the other hand, was not one to give up once she had started on something, and as I kept trying to push forward, I could see in her concentration that she was forcing herself to both relax *and* push back against me. While I was beginning to have my doubts, she was more determined than ever, pushing back with an even greater enthusiasm.
I wish I could take credit for what happened next, but by the time my cockhead popped inside of her tight little asshole, I had to acknowledge that that was all due to Chloe's efforts.
Her eyes, which had been screwed shut in concentration, flew open all at once. The way her body went rigid, I was almost expecting her to let out a cry or a scream, or some other acknowledgment that she had a huge fucking cock stretching her asshole apart, but quicker than I think I'd seen anyone manage, she composed herself and offered me a shaky smile.
"Oh... oh, wow," Chloe said, shivering. "Ohhhhhhh wow... that's... mmm... that's nice. Give me more."
I was still trying to get used to how fucking tight she was, bolts of pleasure shooting through my body as I stayed with just my cockhead inside of her, but if she wanted more, I was going to give her more. Gripping her hips, I pushed forward, feeding her my cock an inch at a time as I kept an agonizing pace. Her hot, tight asshole embraced me a little at a time, while new whimpers and moans escaped Chloe's mouth a little at a time as she continued pushing back against me.
Knowing that Chloe seemed to enjoy a bit of a running commentary, I asked her, "So... what do you think?"
"It's... wow... it's intense... better than my toy... firmer... feels like you're going to rip me apart, but in a good way... don't stop... I want to see if I can fit it all, like that, please, give it to me, yes, it's only a little more, right?" she asked, moaning and quivering and dropping her head down as I fed her more of my cock.
"Actually..." I said, forcing the last couple inches in. "That's everything."
"That's everything?" Chloe asked, looking back at me again. "Oh... fuck... wow... I wasn't sure I'd be able to take all of that the first time..."
"You were wise to prepare," I said, squeezing her ass with one hand, making her groan.
"Obviously. I think... give me a second... give me a second to become accustomed... but when I'm done..." she trailed off, moaning lustily.
"You want me to fuck the living daylights out of your tight, sweet little ass?" I proposed.
Chloe nodded, then dropped her head again. "Those terms are acceptable."
She stayed like this for a long moment, breathing and moaning and occasionally shaking, every muscle contraction tightening her ass around my cock and making me groan. Getting inside of her had felt like a challenge enough, to a point where I couldn't see how either of us would actually make it through a good anal fuck, but... well, Chloe had proven her determination, and I'd managed to fuck girls nearly as tight as her in the past.
I could make this work. *We* could make this work.
This was proven correct to me moments later when with a low moan, Chloe began to fuck herself against my cock, rocking back and forth softly. She only took about a couple inches at a time, moaning every time she thrust back and filled her ass with my cock again. Catching her pace, I took old of her hips and began to direct things myself, fucking in and out of her slowly, while giving her a little more each time.
"Yesssss... yesss... this is what I was hoping for... fuck... I won't say it's entirely pleasant, but it's a very *nice* kind of unpleasant... yes, like that, keep going... fuck my ass, fuck my ass, please, yes..." Chloe moaned.
Grinning, I started to drive into her faster. "Yeah? Anal everything you were hoping it would be?"
"Honestly? Yes. Close to exactly what I'd hoped for," she said, chuckling. "Of course, I had rather high hopes for what it would be like, and you have at least matched them. Possibly even exceeded."
"Possibly?" I laughed, fucking into her harder. "I think I can go in for a more definite 'exceeds expectations' than that..."
Chloe let out a low, deep, guttural moan, then said, "I don't see how that's possible, but you're welcome to... OH!"
This might have been the point that I really started to dig in and fuck her ass, but by now I was too focused on the task at hand to really care about banter. What I did care about, however, was how amazing her ass felt gripping my cock, and how utterly blissful it felt to really start to give it to her. I'll admit, I might have skipped past a little bit of the gentleness that the occasion probably deserved, but when Chloe started moaning and yowling and pushing herself back against me roughly, I knew that I'd made a good move in fucking her as hard as I had.
"That's... ummm... fuck... that's quite good... oh, wow, please, yes, fuck, it hurts... and it doesn't... so big... so hard... fuck, fuck, fuck, keep going, keep going, like that, please, keep fucking me, fucking my ass, I... oh, wow..." Chloe moaned, losing herself in her first hard assfucking.
There was some point when I was on my knees behind her where I forgot where I was and what we were doing here, that Chloe wasn't as experienced in bed as nearly any other girl I'd been with and that I was seeing her through some of her earlier steps. No, at some point, she became another sexy woman who wanted my cock and needed it up her ass, hard, and she was getting into it. Her timidity seemed to melt away a little at a time with every thrust until she was a yowling, cursing, uncharacteristically loud sex maniac who was matching my thrusts and forcing herself back against me.
We were good together... shockingly good, I'd dare say, and by the time she started rubbing her clit, I was grateful. Grateful because I knew I couldn't last much longer inside her tight ass, while still feeling a little remorse that it would be over as soon as it was.
When Chloe came with my cock up her ass, she came unbelievably hard, screaming and pounding the bed and shaking, fuck, for a girl as slender as her, I think she managed to make her big sturdy bed shake enough to register on the Richter Scale. With her ass tightening around me as much as it was, I couldn't help but cum deep inside of her, filling her ass with my seed as I struggled to avoid collapsing onto her.
I didn't collapse, but I did lean into Chloe, wrapping an arm around her to grope at her tits while we kissed, savoring the tight, hot feeling of her ass before I finally had to pull out.
Though words were difficult to each of us, I was able to communicate my interest in getting a picture of her as a memory, and Chloe was happy to oblige. Rolling onto her back, she scooted up to the edge of the bed and spread her legs in the air, showing off her cum-dripping pussy and ass, while propping her upper half up on her elbows so she could smile smugly at the camera.
Once I put my phone back away, she asked, "Can I get a copy of that one?"
"Sure, need a new headshot?" I joked.
Chloe laughed. "No... though that would make for a more exciting program for the spring musical than usual, wouldn't it?"
"Oh, it certainly would. It would certainly make for an interesting shot of the stars to make the poster," I said, hopping back onto the bed so I could lie down next to her.
"Yeah? You think I could win the lead?" she asked, smiling at me with a pretty, satisfied grin.
"I think you've got what it takes. I mean, I don't know what Mrs. Harker will say, but, I think you've got a better shot at it than even you think. You've got the sweetness down, and the pipes... I wouldn't bet against your chances," I said.
Chloe sighed, draping an arm over my chest. "I'd like to believe you're right about that, but, we'll see. Zahra, Faith, Doreen... they're all incredibly talented as well, and I wouldn't wish any of them ill. It's... it's going to be competitive, I think."
"Yeah," I replied, nodding in commiseration. "Well... I wish you good luck, no matter what."
Looking playfully scandalized, she pinched one of my nipples. "Don't say good luck! You never say good luck in theatre!"
I laughed, reaching over to pinch one of her nipples back. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, right, right, break a leg!"
Chloe smiled at me, leaning over to softly kiss me. "Better."
Grinning back at her, I replied, "And once you're done breaking that leg, and I'm nice and hard again... what would you say to clearing some more items off of your checklist?"
Nodding vigorously, Chloe replied, "Yes, please!"
***
By the time I was ready to go home, I couldn't say how much we'd checked off of Chloe's list, but we did a fair number of the options that could only be accomplished with the two of us, and after a good, slow bout of fucking her from behind in the shower, I was feeling pretty mellow. Not so mellow that I couldn't get the interview I needed from her after we were done sucking and fucking, but by the time I was in her car riding for home, it was like I was riding on a cloud.
With one long, last, lingering kiss (and squeezing her breast), I finally bid farewell to Chloe, hoping sincerely that she had a fruitful time checking off more items on her sexual wishlist, and fairly certain she would find a way one way or another to eventually complete the list.
After stashing my bike away and giving a quick hello and hug to Dad in his home office, being sure not to interrupt his call (he might have been offering advice on how to deprogram someone from a cult, but I couldn't be sure) any more than I had to before I snuck back to my bedroom. I was looking forward to a nice, casual evening, snagging some dinner and relaxing with a nice game.
Unsurprisingly, fate had some different ideas for me, but thoroughly welcome ones.
The fit, slender girl with wavy blonde hair and horn-rimmed glasses was stretched out on my bed wearing a comfy pink pajama set, the top riding up her back just enough that I could see the hint of her large, winged tattoo. Though looking away from me at first, lost in her homework, she soon turned to see me and smiled broadly.
"Hey, Ryan," she said.
Setting my stuff just inside my bedroom door, I replied, "Hey, Sarah. This is a nice surprise."
Sarah Kent, one of my girlfriends. Fuck, was I happy to see her today. It wasn't that anything was bad, or anything like that, but she had a considerably mellower personality than Josie or Brooke, and was nice to have around on a day like this.
"That's what I was hoping for," she explained, hopping up from the bed and throwing her arms around me in a warm hug. "That, and Mom's picking up a shift at the club tonight, so, didn't want to be alone and all that. I grabbed some takeout wings, they're in the fridge, but, they reheat easy."
Unthinking, I quickly kissed her and said in my exasperated voice, "Fuck, I love you."
Sarah laughed pleasantly, kissing me back. "Feeling's quite mutual. So... Josie tells me you ran off to deflower Chloe Marcus? Seeing as how you're about to collapse on your feet, I assume it went well?"
I laughed. "Pretty well."
"Cool... glad to hear it," she said, smiling softly.
There was something more than a smile to that look, something a little concerning flashing across her face.
I had to ask, "What?"
She bit her lip nervously, but then walked over beside the bed. "I got here before your dad did, and I found these."
She pulled a bouquet of dead flowers from beside my bed, the card on it only bearing my name in a small, angry-looking script.
"Something to be concerned about?" Sarah asked, genuinely concerned.
It took a second for me to put the story together, but by the time I did, I laughed. "Yeah, no, that's just Micah Burke being a jealous ass. I can handle him."
As it turned out, that wasn't *entirely* true, but that's more a matter for a later chapter.
Her face brightening, Sarah replied, "Oh? Well, that's good. Wanna talk about it over wings?"
"Do I?" I laughed, taking her arm in mine when she offered it as I walked her down the hallway.
"So, how was Chloe?" Sarah asked.
"She was nice. And... enthusiastic," I explained, smiling. "She actually had a checklist of all the sex acts she wanted to do, and I helped her with a lot of them."
"Only a lot of them?" she asked, poking me in the side. "Don't tell me you left her high and dry."
"Definitely didn't leave her dry," I joked. "But I couldn't do any of the more BDSM-y stuff without picking up some supplies. And at least one girl was needed for a lot of them, too."
Sarah poked me again. "You should've called me!"
Smiling at my beautiful blonde girlfriend, I kissed her. "Sorry. Next time."
"There better be a next time," she said, fake pouting. "Those drama kids... sounds like they're giving you a good, hard time of it."
Chuckling and pulling Sarah in close, I replied, "You have no idea..."
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. It's been a rough few years, and in times like this, it becomes very easy to give in to anger and let that rule your life. I ask that, instead of letting anger run your life, take a breath, ask yourself if anger is really best in this moment, and if it isn't, try to guide it more constructively. When given an opportunity, try to spread a little kindness in the world instead of hate. Do something nice for a complete stranger. Brighten the day of someone you care about. Talk to a friend you haven't talked to in ages. Help someone who is having a hard time. It's a rough world out there these days, and while that doesn't look like it will change anytime soon, it doesn't take much to make it just a little bit better. Please be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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"Ethan Miller, you're a handsome, nineteen-year-old college man and it's a Friday night; when are you going to get out there and get laid?"
I was used to Mom storming into my room unannounced and her unconventional conversational style, but this was definitely one of those times where she managed to surprise me. Thankfully, I was deft enough to pause the game on my computer before I'd lose any of my progress the moment she'd entered the room, but not quick enough to avoid choking on the sip of Coke I'd just taken when she said this. I made a few undignified sounds in this moment to keep from spitting it everywhere, but once I was able to swallow the angry, bubbling mouthful of soda, I was able to get my wits about me and come up with a suitable response.
Swiveling around in my chair, I exclaimed, "Mom!"
As ever, Jessica Miller, a.k.a. my dear old mom, walked around my room like she owned the place. Truthfully, she actually *did* own our house, and my room by extension, which she was allowing me to live in rent-free while I went to a nearby college (and was forever thankful for), but even if she hadn't owned it, she'd have still walked with the same kind of confidence as if she had because that was how she approached pretty much all of life.
Tonight, she wore one of her around the house casual looks, which that night meant a pair of stretchy spandex workout shorts that conformed well to her round, fit ass, a dark, loose tank top that showed plenty of midriff and barely covered her massive chest, and her long, blonde hair tied up in a casual bun. Even without her makeup and jewelry, I knew she was absolutely stunning for a woman of 39, with a tight, athletic body and a narrow, clever face that seemed to drive guys wild, with big blue eyes and full lips that could usually be found curled in a dangerous smile. She knew how to dress to get a man's attention, and I could swear that there were times she dressed like this around the house to drive me crazy.
"Ethan!" Mom teased back, walking into my room and setting down the basket of laundry she'd braced against her hip. "I don't think this is an unreasonable question to be asking you. I'm your mother, and I'm just trying to look out for you! You're in college now, there should be *plenty* of opportunities to get laid, and I want you to have your chance to enjoy them! I know you enjoy your games, and I don't have a problem with that, but there are a lot of experiences that you just can't have sitting at your computer chair and you have to leave the house for! I mean, I have three kids, and you, my middle child and only son, you're the only one who doesn't seem to understand that a Friday night's meant for drinking and partying and having sex!"
I sighed, rubbing the bridge of my nose in frustration. I wasn't looking forward to another conversation with Mom about why talking about my sex life wasn't exactly an appropriate conversation topic, and why I, a poster boy for the awkward middle child, was different from my sisters. My older sister, Taylor, might have gone to the same college as me, but between her tattoos and band and partying lifestyle, we might as well have been aliens to each other. My younger sister, Hannah, was a high school senior, a popular cheerleader with a line of boys around the block trying to hook up with her.
My sisters were as popular as they were beautiful and smart, and they were spending their Friday nights the same way they always did: as far away from here as possible. Still, they also knew well enough to leave me to my own devices, which I couldn't exactly say for Mom.
Then again, from what I could tell, there weren't that many people quite like Mom.
Back when she was in high school, my mother, then Jessica Braun instead of Jessica Miller, was a popular cheerleader and party girl herself who was constantly surrounded by friends and excitement yet still managed a 4.0 GPA, even after she got pregnant with Taylor during her senior year. Now that I was roughly the same age as she was then, she expected me to lead the same kind of life.
The problem was, that just wasn't me. While she was vivacious and outgoing (something my sisters both inherited from her in spades), I had always been kind of shy and introverted and drawn to far more traditionally "nerdy" pursuits. I guess it was one of those situations where a kid subconsciously steered into becoming the exact opposite of their parent, and while Mom had always done her best to understand me, there were some things that we simply seemed incapable of seeing eye to eye on.
"Mom," I sighed, "I'm happy here. And I'm not getting up to any trouble. Aren't you happy I'm not getting in trouble?"
While Hannah was a goody-two-shoes, Taylor had gotten into plenty trouble the last couple years, enough that I thought this might be the ace in the hole I needed.
Mom rolled her eyes at me. "I'm obligated as your mother to say *yes* to that, but as your friend, I'm telling you that life is meant to be lived, and some of that involves getting in at least a *little* trouble."
Yeah, that sounded about right for her.
Since she had become a mother fresh out of high school, and the worthless sperm donor you could call my father had abandoned us when I was four, Mom had often behaved more as a best friend to me and my sisters than she had a mother at times. Mind you, this isn't to say she was a bad mom, or anything like that. I couldn't have asked for any better, really, but when it came to asking for advice, it sometimes meant getting more unconventional answers than I was expecting when I asked.
Or getting this kind of answer when it came down to unsolicited advice.
"Well, trouble's not on the itinerary tonight," I said, smiling and hoping that would be enough.
"That's okay," she shot back, grinning. "There's a whole weekend ahead of you, and I'm sure we can find some kind of trouble for you."
Now I rolled my eyes. "No trouble."
Mom sighed. "You're not giving me a lot to work with."
"No, but I'm not getting in trouble," I said, grinning back cockily.
"Just a *little* trouble?" she insisted, smiling playfully.
"Nope," I confirmed.
"Not even a teensy bit?" Mom continued to prod, her voice getting cutesier and more insistent by the moment.
"Nope," I repeated.
Digging in my heels seemed to only frustrate her, especially since she was more used to me being a bit of a pushover when it came to matters like this.
"Still not giving me a lot to work with, but I can figure something out. You're not out of trouble for not being in trouble yet," Mom sighed, strolling in and sitting down on my bed. "Still, you don't need to get in trouble to get laid (even if it *can* help under the right circumstances). Let's start working with that."
Seeing her sitting on my bed while talking about how she wanted me to get laid... well, that was a certain kind of awkward I wasn't fully prepared to deal with yet. I wasn't blind, and I knew I lived in a house surrounded by gorgeous women, with Mom in particular getting an exceptional amount of attention from all the men around her. I'd heard all the snide comments from all the other moms of my classmates growing up, calling my mom a trashy skank, and while she *did* tend to dress and make herself up a little on the trashy side, I knew that they were just jealous of how much more beautiful than them she was. I didn't really start to notice myself just how hot she was until I started hearing the snide comments from the other boys at school talking about what they'd do to my mom if they finally had the chance, and when I finally *did* notice...
Well, yeah, you could probably understand why her sitting down on my bed and talking about me having sex was an awkward situation.
I tried to avoid letting on the precise nature of how she was making me uncomfortable by quickly answering, "I'd have to have a girlfriend first."
She laughed at my lame attempt at stalling. "You don't need a *girlfriend* to get laid."
Yup, I should've seen that one coming.
"Well, it would help," I said.
"Oh, come on, you're a good-looking young man! It shouldn't be *that* difficult for you to get a date," Mom replied, her smile softening in a disarming sort of way that I couldn't fight.
I didn't want to fight it that hard, either, since even with my own self-doubts I also knew that she wasn't all that wrong. I may have been nerdy, but my parents were both athletic and attractive, and I knew I got the better parts of both their genes. I was on the skinnier side of 6'2", but a lean one, and I did like to work out in the garage gym Mom had set up enough that while I didn't look bulky, I could nearly be confused for one of our school's athletes if I took off my shirt. With a half-handsome face and a strong chin, I probably could've been every bit a ladies' man that my father was if I put my time toward it, but that just wasn't in my nature.
"I doubt it," I muttered, shaking my head.
Alright, you could have also probably thrown in a somewhat low self-esteem in addition to those shy and introverted descriptions of myself I gave earlier. Mom, on the other hand, had never lacked for self-esteem, and didn't give in to my self-defeating words, instead seeming to take some power from it.
"Come on, stop talking shit about yourself, that's my son you're talking about there! I've been known to throw hands with bitches for saying less than that," she said, somehow smiling warmly and wryly at the same time.
I mean, she was right about that, I had seen her fight people on more than one occasion for trash-talking her, but her words weren't enough to make me feel awesome, nor did they change the uncomfortableness I'd started to feel since she sat on my bed.
Still, I had to say, they did cheer me at least a little. Mom had always had a way of doing that for me, keeping me from descending into being a completely moody, self-destructive teenager with her warmth, good humor, and occasional prods of friendly sarcasm.
She raised her hand and beckoned me. "Come on. Get over here. You're gonna get some hug time and cheering up whether you want it or not, so, you might as well do it over here instead of making me come to you."
This... well, this didn't help any with my uncomfortableness, especially since I didn't feel like I was in a state to stand up in this moment. "I'm fine right here."
Mom sighed in exasperation and patted the bed beside her firmly. "Ethan Miller, sit next to me now! I really don't want to have to ask you again."
Trying not to show my consternation, or anything else for that matter, I got up from my chair and quickly crossed the room, sitting next to her on the bed. Warmly, she wrapped an arm around my shoulders and pulled me in close enough that I could lean into her, resting my head on top of hers in a way that felt more familiar than uncomfortable.
"I'm really sorry that a lot of the world sucks, and that there's people out there who've gone out of their way to make you think that you suck, but, *you* don't. And you know I'd tell you if you did, don't you?" Mom said.
I laughed. "Yeah, you would."
"See? I'd tell you if you sucked, and I'm saying that you *don't*. Not just because I'm your mom, but because it's the truth. I know I'm not, like, the mom that most kids would have expected or wanted, but I like to think having a weirdo like me as your mother is bound to have its benefits as well," she said, leaning away from me so she could better look at me.
Straightening back out, I smiled down at her. "You're not *that* much of a weirdo, Mom, but I think I get your point."
"Good, because we still have a problem that needs sorting out, and I'm going to need you to work with me if we're going to make a dent in it," she continued, smiling her bright and determined smile.
This was a smile that often led to one form of trouble or another, but I was already in too deep to deny her this. "Is it still related to you wanting me to get out there and..."
It felt weird talking about this with her, so I couldn't finish the sentence. Mom being Mom, this wasn't difficult for her to talk about at all.
"Getting you laid?" she asked bluntly. "Yup. That's still my main concern today, seeing as how I'll do anything to take you out of the funk of being a Gloomy Gus."
After an awkward little pause, I goggled at her. "Did you actually just say 'Gloomy Gus'?"
Mom frowned, sticking her tongue out briefly in disgust at herself. "Yeah, I realized that as I was saying it and already it sounds weird as fuck. Can we pretend I never said that?"
I laughed. "Happily."
She nodded approvingly. "Cool. I've done my best to avoid sounding like *that mom* for my entire life, and the moment it slips out and I do... ewww. Don't ever let me talk like that again, like, just frickin' spank me if I say something that stupid again."
Unconsciously, my eyes darted down to my mother's butt, before jumping back to her face again as I tried not to let my earlier discomfort return with any force. I don't think she saw my slipup there, and for that I was infinitely grateful. The thought of spanking Mom... well, I wasn't exactly sure the exact feeling that brought up in me, but it probably wasn't a constructive one. I was happier to have it out of my mind quickly and get this conversation in the rearview mirror.
Unmindful of my discomfort, Mom stroked a finger under her chin thoughtfully and said, "Hmmm... I'm sure we can think of someone who'd be happy to take your V-card."
Okay, so this conversation wasn't making its way to the rearview mirror anytime soon.
"Mom!" I exclaimed.
"What?" she asked, blinking at me innocently.
"Are we still on this?" I replied.
"Of course we are. Sex is an amazing and wonderful thing at your age (well, after you get a little experience, at least), and will help raise your spirits so you're not... well, so you're happier than that Gus guy everyone keeps talking about but I certainly would never, *ever* mention. And I'm willing to think outside the box and do whatever it takes to make sure you're as happy as possible," Mom explained.
I was grasping at straws for how to defend myself and hopefully escape from this situation. "Yeah, well... it's really not that big a deal to me, I swear."
"Uh huh," she teased, poking me in the side. "You're not exactly subtle, you know; I know what you do with your Friday nights, and it's not half the girls in school like it ought to be. More like half the girls on that porn site you think you're oh so stealthy in watching but are *really* bad at turning down the volume on."
Shit! I knew I should've used my headphones more often when watching those.
I blushed furiously, before trying lamely to make a comeback. "Yeah, well, you don't make any effort to keep the volume down when you've got someone over and are doing... everything you loudly do."
Despite the situation being as charged as it was and it being the main topic of conversation, I couldn't go far enough to accuse Mom of having sex with one of her random guys.
"Guilty, but I'm still getting some," Mom shot back, smiling warmly and placing her hand on mine. "But we can fix that! We'll just get you out there, build that confidence and get you laid. Now, let's see... there are certainly options in your orbit we can work with... ah! What about that Betsy girl? She couldn't take her eyes off of you when she came over last..."
Images of the cute and petite brunette from my English class, a girl with a bright smile and the biggest green eyes you'd ever seen swirled through my mind for a moment (a welcome distraction away from Mom). Mom was right; Betsy *had* been rather insistent on doing the project at my place rather than the college library like I suggested, and spent most of that time staring at me quite a bit when we should've been working. She was always trying to bring the conversation around to what I was doing later, asking if I wanted to grab some dinner and finish the project back at her place.
These were welcome images for a moment, ones I was happy to let take over my mind, before they flew apart when I shook my head.
"We had one group project together, Mom, one!" I protested, before lowering my voice. "We didn't even get that good a grade on it."
To be fair, it now seemed obvious that Betsy's distraction might've explained our bad grade.
Mom sighed. "And you couldn't seal the deal with one group project?"
"And you could've?" I shot back, even knowing it was a dumb question.
"Duh," she replied. "Five minutes, tops. Taylor, too... Hannah might take a bit longer, though."
Not wanting to linger on my mother and sisters' sex lives, I exclaimed, "Mom! I wasn't trying to seal any deal!"
"Why not?" Mom asked. "She was cute! If I was your age, I would've sealed the deal with her in an instant. Come to think of it, I probably could now..."
I thought she had to be joking at first, but the plain way she said it and the thoughtful way she looked off into space as she considered the idea of what she might've done to "seal the deal" with Betsy informed me that it was anything but.
I tried to gain some control over the conversation, even if I didn't know how it could end just yet. "Because... because I wasn't trying to do anything with her other than get a good grade, alright? I've got other things on my mind than sex."
I knew the defense was every bit as lame as it sounded the moment it left my lips.
"Your Friday night activities would beg to differ," Mom replied quickly.
"Shit, alright, I'll wear headphones next time!" I replied.
"That won't fix the problem," she said, patting me on the back. "I mean, I'll still be happy you're doing it because I don't necessarily want to hear *all* of your porn viewing habits, but we still need to figure out the best way to get you laid."
The way she said it, it wasn't even really a matter for discussion... it was more a statement of fact, of something so obvious that anyone would be unable to disagree with her. It was infuriating when she took this tone, but I was still willing to attempt to defend myself.
"Do we, though?" I asked.
"I really don't see why we shouldn't," she said.
"Well, you being my mom is one good reason," I shot back. "I'm pretty sure it's not normal to be talking to your mom about stuff like this."
"Would you rather have a mom who didn't talk to you about sex? Because mine tried to avoid that talk and believe me, all of her 'abstinence only' speeches were how I wound up with Taylor and a soon-to-be-ex-husband. Not that I'd have wanted it any other way, because I love all of you and you're the best kids a mom could ever have asked for, but, still, it illustrates my point," Mom replied, nodding.



I sighed, begrudgingly having to admit that she did sort of have a point there. Sure, her way of expressing it still erred on the side of unusual, but I knew she meant well and that she was just being this kind of weird because she loved me. It helped calm the unruly parts of my mind, the confused and the uncomfortable alike, if just for a little while.
"Thank you... for caring," I said, briefly wrapping an arm around her shoulders in a half hug. "You're a pretty damn great mom, for what it's worth."
"D'aaaawww," she replied teasingly, poking me in the side playfully. "You're just saying that because you're hoping you'll charm me enough to stop talking about finding a way of getting you laid."
I raised an eyebrow. "Is it working?"
Mom smiled up at me cutely. "Nope! But it was worth a try."
"It *was* worth a try," I said, sighing overdramatically but not actually meaning it. As much as the side of me that enjoyed being dour about my chances with girls hated to admit it, Mom had successfully brightened my spirits some.
I continued, keeping my tone playful, "So, are you going to keep trying to make me feel weird about getting laid?"
She rolled her eyes, poking me in the side again. "Well, first of all, yes. And second of all, I don't want you feeling *weird* about it. I know that you think about sex and that you want sex, and that's alright! It's perfectly normal, and healthy, I might add, at your age. Any age really, actually."
Hearing the guys talk at back in high school, I couldn't say that she was even close to being wrong about that. Of course, most of them also seemed to want it with my mom, but, that was another matter entirely.
"Still takes some getting used to talking to you about it," I admitted.
"I guess it would, but we *are* talking about it, and it's still something that I want to help you with if I can. And I've still got some ideas other than Betsy," Mom continued.
Yeah, Mom was always an idea person. I wouldn't go out and say that all of her ideas had always been good, but, when she was enthused for something, she couldn't really be stopped.
I knew the only way to get to the end of this conversation would be to see it through.
"Ideas?" I asked.
Mom smirked, not maliciously, but knowing that she had a way of keeping this going. "Well, you know I've got some friends who might be happy to have a handsome young man to guide through the complicated realm of the birds and the bees..."
She had this weird, playfully dramatic tone to her voice that she put on whenever she wanted to throw a crazy idea my way that she thought I would quickly deflect, probably to try and disarm me, and, yeah, it usually had a way of working on me.
And this time she might have actually been on to something. Mom did have some rather attractive friends, and thinking about them did throw me for a moment. Not enough for me to ask follow-up questions on, but enough to trip me up ever so slightly.
I just hoped she hadn't noticed.
"No, Mom, I'm not going to date one of your friends," I said, hoping I sounded convincing.
"Who said anything about dating?" she replied, smiling broadly. "I was just talking about *fucking*. And I saw how you paused there; a lot longer than you did over Betsy anyway. Sounds like you've got a thing for older ladies."
So, she had noticed. Crap.
And by the smirk on her face, she'd noticed that I'd noticed that she'd noticed. Double crap!
"Ah, so it sounds like someone's been spending his Friday nights watching MILF porn!" Mom teased.
I doubted my face could've gotten much redder from blushing, something that Mom was all too aware of. Thankfully, rather than continue teasing me, she backed off and gave me another affectionate squeeze.
"No shame in that, Ethan. It's some of my favorite to watch too, hot older ladies getting themselves a nice young stud... ah, that's the good stuff, right there," she said, sounding rather wistful.
Thinking about Mom watching porn was the last thing I needed right now, so I decided to lean into some sarcasm and hope that would cover my retreat.
"Well, thank you for the endorsement," I said.
"No problem," Mom replied, continuing to smile at me warmly.
Even when she was giving me the kind of affectionate hard time she often gave me, it was hard to really hold anything against her when she smiled at me like that. She may have been unconventional compared to most other moms I knew, but at the end of the day, I wouldn't have traded her for anyone.
"I appreciate what you're trying to do, Mom, I really, *really* do," I explained, sliding away from her a little just so I could better look at her to make my point clear. "I just don't have the ability to put myself out there the way you or Taylor or Hannah do. It's like... I can't talk to other people the way I can talk to you. And I know that's something I need to fix, that maybe I should find something I can get out there and do so I can practice talking to other people, maybe..."
I could have spent a long time thinking about a lot of potential maybes, and if Mom were a bit more conventional, I feel like she would have tried to help me figure out some alternatives to help me figure out how to be more sociable, or at least just comforted me and offered to take me out to dinner or bake cookies or whatever it is normal moms did.
As I've stated already, though, my mom had an unconventional way of doing anything she set her mind to, and that included solving problems.
Her face lit up, and Mom snapped her fingers triumphantly. "I've got it!"
"You've got what?" I asked.
"One last idea," she said, beaming at me, her eyes darting over me. "Now, it's gonna sound pretty crazy, but it could be crazy enough to work, *and* I think it'll solve a couple problems at once."
I highly doubted that any idea Mom considered crazy enough to work was actually going to solve any problems right now, but I was too far gone not to see this through. "Yeah? And what's that?"
Mom slid away from me on the bed, turning to better face me while straightening herself up importantly. She looked at me, and I mean *really* looked at me with a truly deep sincerity I only saw her pull out for the most significant of occasions, as she licked her lips and smiled at me. It was only when I saw this smile that it felt like something was a little off, as there was a certain slyness to it, a certain something... well, something I'd never actually seen from her, so it was genuinely hard to place.
"Ethan... you wanna have sex?" she asked, her voice carrying a light, seductive lilt to it, while sounding nearly as matter-of-fact as she did if she were just shooting the breeze with me.
I sat there, astonished, waiting for the other shoe to drop. Mom had always had a dark and mischievous sense of humor, but she'd never gone this far before, and I had a hard time seeing *why* she'd have gone there this time. I was about to question her, to laugh and call her on her bullshit, when I stopped myself. I couldn't sense any joke in what she said, as now I understood in some underused, primal part of my mind, that that certain something I'd seen in her smile aside from her slyness had been seduction.
Mom was genuinely, and truly, offering to have sex with me.
I blinked. "What?"
"Do you want to have sex with me?" she asked, more directly. "I'm not blind, you know; I've seen how you look at me when you think I don't notice, and I'd be lying if I said I hadn't checked you out once or twice myself, especially after you're getting out of the pool..."
The madness of all of this didn't put me in the best position to prioritize my talking points, as I felt stuck when I asked, "You know I've... looked at you?"
"Uh huh!" Mom clarified, smiling brightly. "It's kind of flattering, honestly, knowing I have that effect on you. Of course, I never thought about anything like this until now, and then it just clicked, like, it made complete sense! We could have sex! I could show you the ropes, make it so you don't have to worry about that V-card anymore-"
"I'm not *worried* about my 'V-card'," I interrupted.
Continuing on undeterred, Mom said, "...okay, well, *I* worry about you holding onto that V-card, so it would give me peace of mind. And like I said, it would solve a few problems we've both got... I think this is a pretty fucking fantastic idea!"
My head was swimming with the surreal intensity of the situation. "I could think of a few problems it would create... how could it *solve* any?"
Mom nodded in understanding. "Well, you're annoyed with me having loud sex with strangers, and it's hard not to hear your porn habits, but if we're fucking each other, neither of us has to be annoyed with the other's nighttime habits, right? And this way I won't be bugging you about why you're not getting laid, since I'll know how much you're getting since, you know, it'll be with me. It makes sense!"
I could have gone on in some detail about why it didn't make any sense, but I didn't.
"I can... see where you're going with that, but..." I said, trailing off so I wouldn't have to address the madness out loud.
Her eyes widened with recognition. "Oh! You're worried about the whole incest thing, right?"
'The whole incest thing' seemed to be a major fucking understatement from where I was sitting, but I wasn't going to debate her choice of words.
"Uh, yeah!" I replied.
Mom shrugged. "So what? We're both adults. We love each other, and we'll always love each other, and we'll be making each other feel good, right? And I know we both think each other is pretty fucking hot... and besides that, I know it's wrong, and all that, but really, doesn't that make it more fun? Doesn't that make it *naughtier*? I know it's weird to talk about, but the more I'm talking about it, the better an idea it sounds... fuck, I'm getting so hot thinking about it, you wouldn't believe it."
My heart was beating a mile a minute. An intense, overpowering curiosity that walked hand in hand with the discomfort coming from my pants held me in place as I looked at Mom. My unruly cock was threatening to burst through my pants, making it obvious to any observer what I was thinking about. Mom's suggestion, it was insane, but looking at her here... at the insistent curve of her massive breasts straining her tank top, at the swell of her hips and her full, pursed lips... fuck, it was like a dark and dirty seed had been planted in my mind and been allowed to grow unchecked. Sudden thoughts of fucking Mom uncontrollably spun through my brain.
No, no, fuck, I couldn't do this, this was wrong, this was messed up. In my rational mind, I knew I should've stood up walked, no, *run* the fuck away from this twisted idea she'd proposed.
I didn't, because that overwhelming, lustful curiosity was winning out. I looked at Mom, sitting there waiting for me expectantly, looking like a hungry, carnivorous beast ready to pounce, but waiting for me to answer before she made any move. I could practically feel the heat radiating off her as she sat there waiting, her breathing changing ever so slightly as she tensed and leaned forward. I couldn't help but look intently at her deep, expansive cleavage, suddenly finding all my objections to feel insubstantial.
Clearing my throat nervously, I asked, "Really? I mean... it really gets you hot?"
Mom's eyes twinkled with mischief. "God, yes! But don't sound so surprised, you know Betsy isn't the only one you could have that effect on, right?"
"I... I actually never really put that much thought into it," I replied.
She laughed. "Oh, honey, yeah, in your heart you might be a nerd, but you've got the body of a fucking hottie! I've noticed it... I know your sisters have noticed it... and I doubt any other woman with eyes hasn't noticed. You're fucking gorgeous, and not just because you look great, but I've been with enough guys to know potential when I see it. Once you've had enough sex to know what you're doing, I bet you could fuck for hours... make a lady *very* happy..."
She licked her lips again, moistening them and making sure to draw my attention to them. She had to know she was reeling me in, and she slid forward on the bed closer to me, making sure I couldn't miss that heat between us if I wanted to.
"Sweetie, I'm sorry you don't think very much of yourself, but believe me, give me a chance, I can show you how fucking hot you are..." Mom replied, looking down at the hidden, but prominent, bulge in my pants. "...my nipples are so *fucking* hard for you, and my pussy..."
She dropped her voice to a husky, low and promising tone, leaning forward to better highlight her tits in that tank top. She could see the will in my eyes breaking, and slowly smiled a seductive grin I felt powerless to fight.
In this new, darker tone, she asked, "...wouldn't you like to find out how fucking wet my pussy is for you?"
I thought about this for what felt like a very long period of time, but couldn't have been more than a second, as in a soft voice of my own, I replied, "...yes, Mom."
So, I had surrendered. Never in a million years would I have expected this to actually happen, but in the wildness of this situation, nothing had ever felt so terribly correct. I had made my choice, and it only seemed appropriate to fully commit myself to this decision. I licked my lips, nervous, waiting on her to make the next move.
Mom smiled, triumphant. "Yeah? So, you *do* want to see how hard *Mommy's* nipples are?"
She seemed to take a dirty kind of excitement from that word, loving how it changed the power dynamic between the two of us. I had to admit, it gave me a dark thrill as well to hear her talk about herself like that.
Feeling more confident now that I'd made my decision, I said, "Yes. I would."
"Good," she purred, before saying, "And of course that also means you *must* want to feel how wet my pussy is for you, right?"
"I think we've already established that," I replied.
"No, we started to establish that, we didn't *confirm* anything," Mom continued, eyeing me sternly.
"Oh, then, yes, of course," I said.
"Yes, *what*?" she asked, enjoying that stern tone. "Mommy wants to hear you say it."
I shivered slightly when she put it that way, feeling so fucking dirty and loving every second of it.
Gulping, I replied, "Yes... I want to feel how wet your pussy is for me. More than anything in the world."
A soft moan escaping her lips, Mom continued, "And once you've done that... once you've seen and touched and tasted your first pussy, you know you won't be able to control yourself."
"Probably not," I admitted, smiling bashfully.
She grinned. "Oh, you're definitely my son... self-control's never really run in this family. No, I know that once you get some of my delicious and completely tight pussy, you won't be able to control yourself, and you'll probably just want to fuck me until neither of us can walk straight, won't you?"
Trying to look more confident than I felt, I looked Mom in the eye and nodded, knowing that I hadn't wanted anything else quite as much as this.
It didn't escape my notice that she seemed to take no small amount of joy in this, grinning proudly as she sighed. "You know I want this too, but I have to warn you that I'm some of the best, top shelf ass in the fucking world. If you start off with me, you'll only ever want the best, and that means this won't be a one-off between us, oh no. Once we've fucked, you won't want to bother with any of those girls from school ever again when you've got Mommy to tend to your every want and need, no matter how twisted they are. I want you to consider that before we do this, because if we do, you won't want any of those other bitches out there any more than I'd be willing to let you go. So, before we get down to business, I want you to think about this and make absolutely fucking sure that's what you want."
Unhesitating, I said, "I want it, Mom. I don't... I don't think I've ever been this sure about wanting anything in my entire life. I... I want you."
Looking surprised at how quickly I'd answered her, Mom smiled at me with a faint hint of dark glee as she placed a comforting hand on my shoulder. "Good to know..."
Her eyes darted down quickly, then back to mine. "You're *so* hard for me right now, aren't you?"
"So hard," I admitted, laughing and enjoying how easy that was to admit.
She licked her full lips, pursing them slightly before she slid slightly closer to me on the bed. "Show me."
Her tone was commanding, but not mean, a pleasantly dark sound that made me shiver uncontrollably at the sound of it. With shaky hands, I reached down and unbuckled my belt, before undoing the belt and zipper on my jeans. Parting them, my dark, straining briefs were visible to Mom, my painfully hard erection fairly evident to her.
She slid closer to me, smiling, "Very nice, Ethan... that looks... *very* nice."
Mom was so close to me now that her massive breasts nearly pressed into the side of my arm. Were I the kind of guy who knew what the fuck to do in this moment, I would have chosen this moment to make my move and just go for her, but I wasn't, so there was an awkward little moment where I overthought about what I should do, and Mom was forced to make that decision for me.
Leaning into me, I first felt the insistent pressure of her breasts pressing against me, the thin fabric of her tank top doing little to hide their soft, yet firm, fullness that threatened to engulf me and make me lose it right here and now. In that briefest of brief moments, I swore I could feel the slight yet insistent hardness that must have been her nipples, absolute proof of her arousal, but all of this was a fleeting sensation, no more than a second or so, as she continued leaning into me and planting a kiss on my lips.
My eyes must have been wide upon the contact of her full lips against my own, that wet, soft sensation as they gently massaged mine, Mom suckling on my mouth before lightly brushing her tongue between my lips. I was too stunned by this at first to do anything but sit there and lightly yelp against her sudden kiss, but once I had my bearings, I tried to kiss her back. I knew I couldn't have been that good compared to the kind of guy that she would usually bring over, but I was hopeful that I wasn't too terrible as I followed my instincts and softly kissed her back.
It felt... fuck, it felt indescribably perfect, kissing Mom like this. It was one of those moments that felt like it could have lasted seconds or hours, but when Mom pulled back with that sublime look of satisfaction on her face and left me in desperate need for more, I couldn't help but smile with a floaty kind of pride.
"So... was that your first kiss?" Mom asked, looking me up and down and no doubt catching the intense blush on my face.
"Uh huh..." I admitted, looking down but unable to keep the goofy smile from my face. "I'm sorry. Was it that obvious?"
"Oh, no, Sweetie!" she said, putting a finger on my chin and tilting my head back up so I could look at her better. "I mean, yes, it was obvious that it was your first, but that's not a bad thing! It usually takes anyone a *lot* of practice before they get really good at kissing, and you were actually pretty good for a first-timer. You probably get that from my side of the family."
Mom chuckled to herself lightly before adding, "Let's give you some more practice..."
Smiling, I replied, "Yes, please!"
I might have been a little too energetic in my response, but if that was a problem, Mom didn't let it show. She leaned into me again, kissing me more enthusiastically, moaning against my lips as I kissed her back. Instead of this being a quick, yet hot, first kiss, she stayed pressed against me this time, kissing me long and hard and whispering sweet, and helpful, tips to help me understand how better to kiss her back. It was such an insane, hot situation, but I liked to think I acquitted myself pretty well.



When Mom started rubbing her hand up and down over my shirt, groping and getting a better feel for my toned abs and chest, I started to think that might be confirmation of my theory.
When she reached down and began stroking my cock through my underwear, I was certain of this confirmation.
Her touch was firm and loving, and I couldn't help but moan as she stroked me through my underwear. Everything she did felt absolutely exquisite, her experience clearly on display as she firmly, yet not *too* firmly, jacked my cock... fuck, she was better with my cock than I was, and I had a *lot* of experience jacking it.
She wasn't *just* jacking my cock, though, no, her hand explored my length, getting a feel for my size, and my girth, even cradling my balls and gently teasing them, giving me a distinct thrill as I moaned loudly.
Breaking our kiss, even though I really didn't want her mouth to leave mine, Mom said in a somewhat wondrous voice, "What the fuck? How... how fucking big are you? No, seriously, how fucking big are you? Your dad wasn't close to being this large, how can you... fuck, I have to see this, I need to fucking see this *now*!"
Mom reached down with both hands, tugging at the waistband of my underwear until she had pulled my cock out, and it stood up completely naked in front of her.
I chose to take her look of surprise and shock as a good thing. Being a guy who had watched a lot of porn, I wasn't sure what was and wasn't normal size-wise, but I liked to hope that I was on the bigger side of things. The way Mom goggled at my cock, her jaw slack and her eyes wide as she took in my nine-and-a-half-inch length, my heavy thickness, and the round fullness of my balls, I wagered that my assessment was correct.
"Holy. Fuck," Mom said, unbelieving. "This cock is... fuck, this is just impossible, how can you... holy fuck! This is the biggest cock I've ever seen, and I've seen some huge fucking cocks."
I grinned with some pride. "Thanks. That... that is a 'thanks' moment, right?"
Giggling as giddily as a schoolgirl, Mom replied, "Oh, some girls wouldn't like it, but I'm not like those bitches. This... this is a perfect fucking cock, Sweetie. You must get it from my side of the family; I know things definitely get big on that side. You've seen my tits, right? I *know* you've seen my tits."
I grinned. "I mean, yeah, they're pretty hard to miss."
She laughed, looking down at her cleavage. "Ha! Yeah, they're definitely hard to miss. These babies were fucking huge before I got pregnant, but now? Fuck, they blew up to a fucking F-cup and never went back."
With a mischievous little grin, Mom grabbed the bottom of her tank top and began to teasingly pull it up her abs. "You know, it's been a while since you've seen these... I think you're overdue for a look, wouldn't you agree?"
This was a moment where I had to fight not to scream out what felt like one of the most obvious answers in the world, not that my actual response was much more eloquent.
"Uh, yeah... I'd like that," I stammered, trying to save it with a smile.
Thank god Mom got my intent and laughed. "Oh, Sweetie, there's no need to be nervous."
As she then quickly pulled her tank top over her head and tossed it aside, I begged to differ on there being no reason to be nervous. These were the first bare breasts I'd seen, after all, and my mother's no less, and... well, on seeing them, I couldn't deny that they were pornographic perfection. Her F-cup tits were every bit as big and round as I had always imagined, with shockingly little sag. They looked like something more out of a fantasy than reality, but since I was living that fantasy, I didn't exactly feel like I was in a position to complain.
I couldn't stop staring, taking in Mom's epic tits, from their insane heft to her soft brown nipples, with their hard and thoroughly erect tips to the enticing, silver dollar-sized areolas surrounding them. Before this moment, I'd thought there wasn't much difference between seeing a pair of tits in a porn clip and a pair of tits in person, but seeing them in the flesh, I had to now consider that opinion thoroughly debunked.
These breasts... they were absolute perfection.
And they belonged to my fucking mom!
After what felt an impossibly long time staring, I said, "Wow."
Mom laughed softly, looking down at my cock, "Oh, I'm not the only one with some 'wow' around here. Seriously, you're packing that and you say 'wow' for me? How the fuck are you not getting laid all the time?"
"Do I need to go back over my confidence issues again?" I asked, unable to look away from her chest.
"Oh, no, no, you don't," she said soothingly, leaning in for a swift, playful kiss again. "I don't want you to think of any of that nastiness again. I'd rather you focused on the nastiness we're about to get up to, instead."
With her tone decidedly playful and warm, I couldn't help but laugh in response, which seemed to be exactly the kind of reaction that Mom was looking for. She was usually so good at getting me to laugh when I wasn't feeling amazing that it almost felt like this was a perfectly normal conversation between us, and that she wasn't topless and I didn't have my cock out in front of her. I got that that was what she was trying for, but the surrealness was hard to shake.
Well, it was hard to shake for about a second, as Mom quickly shifted around until she was on her knees and could better elevate her tits so they were level with my face.
"Come on, Ethan... suck my tits... suck Mommy's tits and I'll make you feel really good..." she purred, leaning down to kiss my forehead.
This wasn't exactly a big ask of her at this point, and though I had a sting of trepidation on staring intently at her breasts, this was only temporary. On a hot, insistent wave of instinct, I leaned in with open mouth and wrapped my lips around one of Mom's nipples, sucking and running my tongue over it.
Mom moaned, a pleasantly surprised, deep sound, enjoying the pleasure while offering me some much-needed instruction. "Oh... oh wow, oh, that's good, Sweetie... ooh, yes, keep going in circles like that with your tongue, that's important... you don't have to suck *that* hard, yes, there you go, ah, fuck, good, you haven't forgotten how to suck Mommy's nipples..."
She said this with a laugh even through the pleasure I was giving her, and if my mouth weren't so full, I probably would have joined her. My mouth *was* full, however, and I had no intention of letting go anytime soon. Mom's tits were utterly hypnotic, and the longer I kept sucking and licking and the more moans I got from her, the more I found stopping to be an impossible suggestion. I switched from one nipple to the other, to be sure, but more than anything else I was stuck there, licking and sucking and looking up into her eyes while she moaned and looked down at me with a loving, lustful eye.
"Oh... I'm sorry... fuck, I got kind of lost there for a little bit... you feel so good, so fucking good, fuck, you might be a virgin, but you're a natural with tits at least... fuck, keep going, like that... fuck, my son is a natural tit-sucker," she said, continuing to chuckle to herself from the unbelievability of it all. "But I shouldn't have let that get to me, shouldn't have lost my focus... I'm here for you, and I promised to make you feel good if you sucked my tits... yessssss... and you're sucking Mommy's tits so well, so I should make you feel *really* good."
So long as it didn't mean I had to stop sucking her tits anytime soon, I was willing to let her do whatever the hell she wanted. Of course, that didn't make it any less of a pleasant shock to feel one of her hands, so delicate yet strong at the same time, wrapping around my throbbing cock. Or at least *trying* to wrap her hand around it; my cock was thick enough that she was only able to wrap some of her hand around the head.
My eyes went wide at this, and I nearly stopped sucking on her nipple so I could moan in surprise, but she shook her head before I could.
"No, no, no, don't stop, you're not gonna stop sucking Mommy's tit, alright? Keep going like that... feels so fucking good... and your cock, fuck, it feels amazing in my hand... so thick and strong, and with balls like that, god, I bet you cum like a fountain... I love it. I can't believe I made this..." Mom chuckled.
Since she didn't want me to stop sucking, instead I just sucked extra hard for a second to let her know my agreement, and that I wanted her to keep touching my cock. By the way she first yelped, then moaned, I think I got my point across.
Mom was moaning impressively at this point, thrusting her breasts against my face and rolling her hand over my cockhead, spreading my precum around and feeling fucking amazing. For a guy who'd only had his hand since I'd learned how to masturbate, feeling someone else doing it was another feeling entirely. Groaning as I sucked her nipple, I thrust up against Mom's hand, enjoying her soft moans as she stroked my cock faster, more eagerly. We were pleasing each other in a way neither of us ever expected, and in this moment, it was as thrilling and pleasurable as it was completely and utterly taboo. I could have gotten lost in this moment and stayed here forever as I sucked on her breast and gave in to Mom jacking me off, but she had different ideas.
Leaning away from me, Mom looked like she was being driven mad from pleasure. Her skin was flush and her eyes blazed with the fury of pleasure and want. I groaned with complaint, as her pulling away meant she was no longer touching my cock or letting me suck her tits.
With a determined look on her face, she stood up from the bed. "Take your clothes off."
Still wanting her touch, I said, "But-"
With a firm yank, Mom pulled her shorts and panties to the ground, leaving her standing naked in front of me. Riding on a fair bit of shock, I looked down between her legs toward her pussy. Toward the first pussy I'd ever seen in person, actually. I didn't know if I was more surprised to see that she was perfectly shaved down there, or that her prominent, beautiful pussy lips looked every bit as soaked as she'd claimed they were. It was an awe-inspiring sight, one that set my heart beating a mile a minute yet again as I was made dumbstruck once more.
"I told you to take your clothes off, honey," Mom said, her voice as warm as it was demanding.
I may have been dumbstruck at the sight, but I wasn't dumb. Though my hands fumbled slightly, I managed to pull my shirt off and toss it aside, letting Mom see my shirtless chest and abs. She bit her lip at the sight, groaning softly, before nodding in a way that confirmed I wasn't finished yet. Hopping off the bed for just a second, I pulled my pants and underwear down, then fell back to the bed every bit as naked as Mom was.
"Mmm, very nice, Sweetie, very, *very* nice," Mom purred, approaching me and running her hands over my chest. "Now lie down."
I did as I was told, turning and lying down on the bed with my head on the pillow as Mom climbed on top of me, her hips straddling mine, her steaming pussy only inches away from my cock. I could feel her heat even from this distance, could smell her want and need. I looked up at this naked goddess above me and tried to reconcile this with the woman who had raised me. This was... fuck, this was Mom! This was the woman who took me to soccer practice and bandaged my scrapes and baked cookies for me at least once a month! She taught me how to ride a bike and drive a car and once spent a memorable night in the local jail for getting into a fight of another mom whose kid punched me one day on the playground.
All of this felt impossible to line up with the naked woman above me who looked down at me longingly, her hands expertly stroking my cock and spreading my precum all over my shaft.
"Over the years, I've been accused of being a lousy mom by more other moms than I care to count," she mused, looking down at me. "I always thought I just did things in my own way, but a way that worked, and that I was always looking out for what would be best for my kids. I always knew that I'd do *anything* for my kids, fuck what anybody else thought... and now, I guess I gotta admit that some of them were right. I mean, incest isn't exactly something a good mother does, right? Good mommies don't fuck their sons, do they?"
I didn't have significant enough a sample size to know this with firsthand certainty, but that did sound right. I would have thought on her words alone that Mom was beginning to regret this idea and that she might be considering backing out, but that dark glint in her eyes and that naughty curl to the corners of her smile told me that whatever she was feeling right now was far from regret.
She stroked my cock insistently, running both of her thumbs over the head and making me moan deeply with her firm touch.
Groaning softly, Mom continued, "Well, if you hear it enough times, I guess eventually it might come true. If they want me to be a bad mommy, then I guess..."
She leaned forward, bracing her knees against the bed to give her a better angle as she lined my cock up with her pussy and then settled down, pressing her tight, hot entrance against my thick cockhead.
"...then I guess... I guess I'm gonna have to be a bad mommy, won't I? OH... OH, FUCK!" she cried out as my cockhead pushed inside of her tight pussy.
"Holy shit..." I murmured, unable to believe the insane pleasure I was feeling. I looked down to where our sexes had joined, seeing her pussy lips stretched around my thick cockhead to an extreme that seemed impossible, while her tightness alone threatened to set me off.
Looking down at me, Mom couldn't have seemed prouder. "Well, congratulations, honey. Can't say you're a virgin anymore, can you?"
I moaned, finding a hard time arguing with her as pleasure and awe nearly overwhelmed me. My cock was inside a pussy. I mean, yes, it was only *just* in there, but I was inside a pussy. I was inside my *mother's* pussy. Holy fuck, holy fuck, holy FUCK! This was insane!
She looked at me with some amusement, before leaning down and kissing me on the forehead. "Caught you a little speechless, didn't I? I get that. The first time you have sex isn't guaranteed to be amazing, but it does often have a bit of that slack-jawed, 'holy crap I'm finally having sex' vibe to it, so I get where you're coming from. Don't get me wrong, though, I'm fucking *awesome* at sex, and you'll definitely have a better first time than I had... ooh, fuck... you're nice and thick. That's nice... I like that... fuck..."
Moaning softly, she continued to slide down my cock, slowly taking my length as she kept pushing down inch after inch. I watched my cock disappear inside of her for a moment before, moaning and whimpering as the pleasure overtook me. Almost of their own accord, my hands reached up, sliding up Mom's sides until I was gripping her ass and urging her down more.
Mom giggled pleasantly at my enthusiasm and increased her pace, pushing down every last inch until I was completely impaled inside of her.
"Ah, fuck!" she cried out, tossing her head back and letting out a loud moan of pleasure. "Ooh, fucking hell... I haven't... fuck, I've never had a dick this big inside of me... fuck, honey... this is... you're impressive... holy FUCK!"
Mom laughed, a high, pleasant sound of joy and pleasure, looking down at me with lustful, yet loving eyes. It was a look I had never seen from her before, yet one that I knew I could learn to do anything to see again.
"You're so beautiful, Mom," I whimpered. "This is... this is... I don't know how to describe it..."
Giggling again, she rose and fell on my cock, making us both moan with the pleasure of this illicit fuck. "Well, you can always start off with 'fucking' and then follow it up with the excited adjective of your choice. The stronger the word, the better, since ladies like me live for compliments."
Squeezing her ass, I replied, "Fucking amazing? Fucking epic? Fucking... fuck?"
Alright, that last one wasn't an adjective, but I was getting caught up in the moment, and it seemed to charm Mom, so it ultimately turned out to be a good thing by my reckoning.
"Yeah, those all work," she said, bracing her hands on either side of my head as she leaned down over me. "So, you ready to *really* fuck?"
Licking my lips, I nodded.
Mom grinned. "Well, be careful what you wish for, Sweetie. I've never had a cock like yours, so I think I might lose it on you for... well, for as long as I can."
I took a breath, and nodded, "I'm ready."
"We'll see," she groaned, rocking her hips as she began to fuck me properly.
So, this was about the moment where I learned that porn in no way prepared me for what sex was actually like, because as I lay here and she rode me, I realized that I'd never really experienced true pleasure until now. My gorgeous mother rode me like a champion bull rider, her hips a blur as she slammed up and down on my cock, taking nearly my entire length with each bounce in short order. Her pussy was so hot and tight and wet that it felt like I could lose it at any moment, but somehow the awe of the situation allowed me to keep up with her, only just. The feeling of her body pressed against mine, her massive, bouncing tits crushing against my chest, the feel of her lips on mine, her soft curves conforming to my hands as I groped her... holy fuck, I didn't know how sex with Mom could have been any more perfect.
"God, your cock's amazing... you're amazing... how the fuck... how the fuck is it possible that sex with my son is this fucking good?" Mom asked through grunts, her breath hot in my ear as she kissed my neck. "Seriously, you've never done this before, and here you are, your cock buried deep in my fucking cunt, and you haven't lost it yet? I've been with men twice your age and many times your experience, and they'd have lost it by now. They'd have just filled their condom and been ready to go, and here I am, riding you... and you're still there. How is that possible?"
"I've kind of been asking myself the same thing," I grunted, before the weight of something she said hit me. "Ummm, condom? Should we be...?"
After considering this for a moment, Mom laughed. "Fuck it. I make all the guys I come home with wear them, but if I'm gonna be a bad mommy to my son, I might as go all the way, right? I think... ohfuck... I think I'd like to fuck you until you have no choice but to explode inside of me... yeah, that makes sense, doesn't it? Yeah, if we're being truly *nasty* with this, that's the only way it can end... I'm gonna need you to cum deep inside Mommy's cunt. That's the only way it can possibly end, right, baby?"
I had probably heard better logic in my life, but this was hardly a logical moment, and I simply answered Mom by clamping my lips over her nipple and sucking as she rode me harder and harder. She moaned lustily as she did this, grunting and groaning as she reached down between her legs to touch herself. I didn't understand nearly enough yet to know exactly what she was doing, but as I could feel her tense and her moans became higher and quicker, I couldn't have cared less.
"Yes, I think you like that... I think you like... fuckfuckfuckfuckfuck... I think you like the idea of cumming deep in Mommy's cunt... fuck, the thought's getting me so hot... I'm getting so close, come on, do it, do it, fuck up into Mommy and cum inside of her, cum nice and deep and fill her up, come on, do it, fucking do it, cum inside your bad mommy's cunt!" she roared, fucking down onto me harder and harder.
A slave to my own pleasure at this point, there was little I could do to stop myself from doing exactly this. Not like I could have wanted to; I had never felt anything this amazing. My cock was alight with pleasure and building pressure, tingling bolts of electricity riding through my body promising an orgasm unlike any I had ever had before. I had dreamed of a moment like this for as long as I could remember, and now that it was happening, there was no way I couldn't follow my pleasure and see this through to its natural conclusion.



So, I held on tight to Mom, and I followed my instincts, doing what I could to fuck up into her to the best of my ability. She kept moaning, her hot pussy massaging my cock with every bounce as she rode me faster and faster. Our mutual sounds of pleasure began to fill the room as it seemed we were both building to something that we couldn't stop, when it finally happened.
"OH, GOD, YES!!! I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING YOU MOTHERFUCKER!!! YES!!! YES!!! FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!" Mom cried out, a hot gush of juices pouring from her pussy as it squeezed my cock almost painfully.
This was all too much, and I couldn't hold back anymore. Grunting deeply, I sucked Mom's nipple hard enough that she cried out in a mix of ecstasy and agony, burying my cock deep in her cunt as I let go.
I'd thought I'd known the magic of an orgasm before this point, but it was in this moment that I realized that I'd never had a clue what true pleasure was. Emptying shot after shot of cum deep inside of Mom, I felt a bliss like I never knew possible, seeing light and understanding and knowing that this was exactly what I was meant to be doing. It was wrong, so wrong, but felt undeniably right as I nearly lost myself to that light.
The euphoria soon wore off as we collapsed into each other, catching our breaths and kissing. I kept expecting that at any moment reality would crash down onto me and that one of us, or both of us, would realize how utterly fucked up what just happened between us was, but as I lay there looking at Mom, how beautiful she was and how happy she looked, I thought that I had never been more satisfied in my life.
"That was... that was... wow..." I said, laughing at the impossibility of it all.
"Yeah..." Mom agreed, still catching her breath. "I won't say I had expectations for what would happen there once I told you my idea, but... that blew them out of the *fucking* water."
"Cool," I replied, kissing the side of her neck and chuckling. "Is it... is it always that good?"
"It usually gets better the more you do it," she explained, pushing up on the bed so she could look down at me better. "Once you get enough experience under your belt, I think you're going to be one hell of a stud."
Nervously, I asked, "So... we can do that again?"
Mom grinned, leaning in for a kiss. "Of course we can, Sweetie. That was too fucking hot to *not* repeat. I haven't had a fuck like that in a long time, and... never had a cock like that. You could use some more experience, to be sure, but what kind of mother would I be if I didn't give you the benefit of *all* of my experience to help you improve those skills?"
I laughed. "I think everyone else would probably say you'd be a better one."
Playfully, she squeezed one of my nipples hard, making me yelp. "Teaser. I mean, you're right, but still."
Happy to fight fire with fire, I squeezed her nipple back, perhaps harder than I meant, causing her to cry out.
We lay there, laughing and groping and pinching each other for a little while until my cock finally softened enough to fall out of her, I rolled over on top of her, kissing Mom and looking into her eyes as if I were seeing her for the first time.
"Ah, I forgot how much enthusiasm teenaged boys can have..." she groaned, reaching down and gently touching my cock. "I bet you'll be hard again in no time."
I thought about this. "I mean... I haven't really timed it before, but, yeah, I think I should be good to go sooner rather than later."
Quickly thinking on Taylor and Hannah and wondering when they'd be getting home, worriedly I added, "If you think we have the time?"
Mom smirked. "It's Friday night; your sisters will be out late. We've got all the time we want."
She kissed me deeply, stroking life back into my cock. "And I want *all* of that time with you... because I intend to drain every drop of cum your balls are capable of producing, and more after that. Am I understood, young man?"
Mom seemed to enjoy teasing me with her mom voice, and I'd have lied if I said it didn't work for me in the moment, either. This was a place I never dreamed I'd be in in a million years, and yet here I was, loving absolutely every second of what had happened, and what I knew was soon to come. I had to give it to Mom, she might have had some unconventional problem-solving skills, but this one turned out to be pretty fucking awesome, and had me hoping it was the beginning of something long and great.
Kissing her again, I grinned and finally replied, "Cool."
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing stories is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!).
And before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. It can be a rough world out there, one where it's easy to focus on the negatives and the badness out there, when there is genuinely a lot of joy and goodness to be found. I ask that you consider taking a moment out of your day to remember the things that make you happy, and try to spread that happiness to as many others in your world as you can. As ever, please be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: Still embedded with the Drama Club to write up a profile for the school paper, 18-year-old Ryan Collins has still found himself at the unexpected center of drama, as his sexual exploits with several of the girls in the club have gotten him attention both wanted and unwanted. While condescending triple threat Micah Burke has taken to threatening Ryan directly for invading his "territory", the awkward blonde overachiever (and contender for the lead role in the spring musical) Chloe Marcus approached him with a unique offer. As she felt she had missed out on some of the Regan Hills High adventures her friends had had, she requested Ryan's aid in helping her lose her virginity. While cautious at first, Ryan eventually took up her offer, and he and Chloe had a good time checking off items from her sexual checklist. While the drama girls have proven their promise of being a bit crazy for Ryan, he remains optimistic of the fun ahead with them...
***
When three out of four years of high school had been absolute misery, it wasn't exactly easy for me to get enthused for any occasion where school spirit was important, even when that fourth year was going pretty well. That wouldn't stop those school spirit events from coming, however, and even my embedded assignment with the school's drama club couldn't get me out of having to report on one of Regan Hills High School's "It's Almost the End of the School Year, So We're Calling This Week Sprit Week! Remember Your Puma Pride, or Else!" assemblies.
At least today's extended spirit activities meant we would be getting out of class early so we could spend some of our end of day time rah-rahing it for the school, which made some of this assembly tolerable.
As school assemblies went... well, it was a school spirit assembly. There were speeches from Principal Carpenter and some of our teachers, trying to hype us up for the next few months (no doubt to try and make sure we were focused for standardized testing), with some interludes from our school's barely winning athletic teams, the cheerleaders and color guard, and our school mascot, Petey Puma.
Most of this was pretty standard stuff, but mixed into this was a lot of talk aimed directly at us seniors, asking us to focus on those most dreaded of words: the future. The future was coming for us, after all, and in no time at all we'd have to consider things like college and jobs, things that would make the fun (or lack of fun) we were having now feel inconsequential in the grander scheme of things. Over the course of this year, I had finally come to enjoy the concept of living in the moment and actually rather liked my life at Regan Hills High School, enough that the future felt not only daunting, but almost unwanted. I knew I had to get my application to the local community college out soon, and that I should be looking for a summer job... but why should I worry about that when I was living my life?
No, I wasn't ready to linger on the future today, especially when I had adequate distractions already. Realistically, I probably should have been taking notes from my spot in the poorly populated back of the auditorium, but aside from the cheerleaders and color guard girls, who I would watch do pretty much anything, little held my interest enough for me to actually take any notes.
The fact that I was in the middle of an amazing fucking blowjob certainly didn't hurt matters either.
Now, I swear, when I first got out of class to cover the assembly for the Puma Press, I did so with the best of intentions, even if those best intentions mostly involved a vow to take the most perfunctory of notes so I could get a paragraph or two to my editor, Nadia, that would please her enough to let me get back to my embedded story with the school's drama club, since things had recently gotten pretty juicy there. I'd taken a seat near the empty rear of the auditorium to get a good enough view, and had busted out my notebook and everything with the intention of covering the story.
Those plans changed quickly when another late arrival, 18-year-old Sophie Cusack, sat down next to me and made paying attention next to impossible.
Sophie was one of the more unique girls who'd crossed my path this senior year, a fairly conservative and religious girl whom I'd met in a fairly antagonistic capacity during the Halloween season. At a glance, she hadn't been much to look at, a pretty 5'2" girl with pale skin, light blue eyes and a pale, expressive face, even if much of the time the expression on her full lips was smug superiority. With long, dirty blonde hair that was usually tied back in a ponytail, she tended to dress in conservative sweaters and skirts and always made sure you couldn't ignore the small gold cross hanging around her neck. She'd looked wholesome, yet showed a bitchy, conniving side as she tried to get people to boycott the school's Halloween carnival.
A little hot sex had a way of changing that, and I'd come to know the girl quite well as a sensitive and thoughtful artist, as well as an absolute freak in bed with enormous tits and an ass to match. I'd been there the moment she'd lost her virginity, and though our encounters since had been fairly limited, they had always been memorable, with Sophie only getting more enthusiastic and even freakier since we'd first met.
Sophie had found me quickly in the darkness of the auditorium, sitting down next to me and smiling that pretty, no longer smugly superior smile that I loved to see from her. We might have exchanged a few pleasantries before things got down to it, but with a confident look she looked around to see if we were being watched. Satisfied that we were at least somewhat isolated, she asked a question with one of the most obvious answers in the world.
"So, Ryan... would you like a blowjob?"
And, yeah, I might have been at least a little worried about being caught, but at the same time there was no way I was going to give up a blowjob from Sophie fucking Cusack.
So, that was how I wound up in my auditorium chair, my pants unzipped and Sophie's head in my lap as she deepthroated the entire length of my thick, ten-inch-long cock. As ever, she was enthusiastic, with her full lips and energetic tongue doing remarkable work at pleasuring me, while managing to keep her slurping sounds to a minimum. With one hand in her hair and the other gripping the armrest next to me, it was difficult not to moan out loud and give us away. It was a Herculean task, and one that I was barely managing, as it took everything I had not to become a grunting beast and drag Sophie out the back of the auditorium so I could throw her up against a wall, bunch her skirt up around her waist and fuck her into oblivion.
Looking up at me with her beautiful blue eyes, she could clearly tell my distress and seemed to take no small amount of joy from it, only slowing her pace teasingly as she came to the top of my cock, sucking the head and swirling her tongue around it. Sophie had become one hell of a tease since I first took her virginity back in October, and there was no way I couldn't blame some of this newfound skill of hers on having introduced her to Rose Ferris back in December. I knew the two of them would be thick as thieves with their mutual artistic temperaments, and knowing their tastes I was reasonably certain that sex between the two of them was on the table.
I just hadn't expected Sophie to pick up quite so many tips so quickly.
Of course, I had a fair bit of experience of my own, and I knew how to use it to get what we both wanted.
Looking down into her eyes, I gripped her hair firmly and began to use it for leverage, fucking her face in a quicker, more deliberate fashion as I sort of used her. I knew that Sophie liked it rough and hard, and once I took over like this, well, I could see her own self-restraint tested in her eyes, as she no doubt would have wanted to moan lustfully around my cock. Fuck, there was so much that I wanted to do to her right now, but sneaking away wasn't an option, and there was a certain thrill to being blown semi-publicly like this.
The cheerleaders took the stage again, and as the music got louder, I knew this was my moment. Losing myself to the deliciously naughty act we were taking part in, I fucked up into Sophie's mouth until I couldn't hold back any longer, pushing in deep and cumming down her throat.
Now, even some of the most experienced girls I knew had trouble taking one of my loads this insistently, but Sophie was a fucking champ, gulping and slurping down every fucking drop like an old pro. She kept going, sucking harder and harder the more I shot, pulling my cock most of the way out until only the head was in it. I watched as her cheeks bulged from the volume of my cum, and yet she held steadfast, sucking and gulping, keeping pace with me until my orgasm abated and she was able to swallow the last of it down.
Running her tongue over the tip of my cock to clean up the last drop, Sophie then sat up in her seat with that pleasantly sweet smile of hers that would have made you think she was the most innocent girl in the world. If it hadn't been for the single strand of cum that had leaked from the corner of her mouth, that is.
Pointing to her subtly, I whispered, "You've got a little..."
Sophie's eyes widened, and she put a finger to the corner of her mouth, scooping up the cum and saying, "Ah, thanks... wouldn't want to miss any of that."
She put the finger into her mouth suggestively, sucking the cum off and saying, "Mmm, tasty..."
Stuffing my cock back into my pants, I replied, "Fuck... we really gotta do that more often."
"Tell me about it," Sophie replied with a mischievous smile, keeping her voice low so we weren't noticed. "But I know how busy you are, and I know how busy I am with Rose and our college plans, and now that I've got a boyfriend, it's harder than ever to make free time for something like this! Kind of why I had to jump at the chance to take you here when I found you."
There were a few things about what she just said that gave me pause. "What about Rose and college? And you've got a boyfriend?"
Both of these were happy-sounding developments, and I didn't want to sound skeptical of them or anything, I was just so surprised that I couldn't help but sound... well, *surprised*.
Sophie certainly didn't seem offended by my tone, giggling softly. "Well, finger me until I cum and I'll tell you all about it? That blowjob got me so wet... I don't think it'll take you very long."
Considering what she'd just done for me, I saw this as a fair trade, and while she stretched out as much as she could in her seat to get comfortable, I slipped my hand beneath the waistband of Sophie's skirt, then into her panties, sliding past her thick pubes toward her pussy which was, as advertised, very hot and *very* wet. Knowing exactly how she liked it, I began to slowly run my fingers in circles over her clit, making her have to bite her lip to hold back an initial moan as she looked into my eyes hungrily.
Thankfully, I didn't need to prod her much for any of her updates.
Sophie explained, "Rose is helping me put together a portfolio for some of the same art schools she's applying to. She thinks I've got some serious talent, and she's not one for lying... so, I think that's something I'm going to do."
Nervously, I asked, "That's not an issue with your folks?"
"It... it might be. They'd much prefer I met a nice boy from the church and became a housewife and stay at home mom, but... fuck that's nice... I want more than that. I'll see if I've gotten any offers first before I tell them, though. They can either accept it, or I can move in with Rose. This... this is something that means a lot to me, and it wouldn't have been possible without Rose, or you, for introducing us and... ohfuck... thank you... thank you for putting us together, thank you for seeing whatever you saw in me..." she whimpered, trying not to moan and doing an impressive job of it.
I'd seen a lot of Sophie's art, and while my eye for it wasn't the best, it was clear that she had some talent. That it brought her this much joy, and strength, was absolutely amazing, and that Rose would be there to help her if times got tough made it only better, as Rose was easily one of the strongest, most confident people I knew.
"You were pretty good about showing it off," I admitted.
Sophie bit her lip, nodding and trying to hold back more sounds of pleasure as I drove her wild with my fingers, before continuing, "Not really. If I was, I wouldn't have to hide this from my parents. Not my art, or what I do with my free time, or my boyfriend-"
Teasingly squeezing her clit, I interrupted, "Yeah, you were going to tell me about him?"
Nodding and groaning so softly that only I was able to hear her, she said, "Von... he's so sweet, and kind, and gorgeous... and so fucking great in bed. I wouldn't have thought so at first since I knew him through church and the Brigade, but... he caught on quickly. So quickly..."
Sophie said this with a playfully dark smile as she relished this great and terrible secret of hers, one that must have been particularly challenging to keep to herself while I was fingering her.
"Sounds like you two are a good match," I happily replied, fingering her a little more intently.
"Mhm. He's still learning about how things are with me... and since he came from my church, he still has a little ways to go, but, he's proven openminded," Sophie continued, whimpering softly.
"I'd imagine so. If he's impressed you, he'd have to be," I said.
"Getting into bed with both me and Rose at the same time... please keep going like that... it had a way of convincing him of a lot of things... helping him find himself... ohmy..." she whispered, leaning forward to grip the seat in front of her. "Keep going, I'm going to, I'm going to..."
I did keep going, applying firm pressure to her clit as Sophie clapped a hand over her mouth, trying to keep quiet while she came. Whatever was happening on stage, combined with the half-hearted claps and cheers from the audience, were enough to cover whatever noise she might've made as Sophie moaned and whimpered into her hand, her body jerking roughly as she shook and shivered. It was an intensely erotic sight, and one I would have wanted to do more with if circumstances were different. If I could've been sure I'd be able to sneak away... fuck, I'd have taken Sophie to the nearest abandoned classroom and gone to town on her, had her begging for mercy while I filled her pussy with cum.
Instead, I watched as she silently rode out her orgasm, collapsing back against her seat and breathing heavily as she looked me in the eye.
"Thank you," Sophie said.
Pulling my hand from under the waistband of her skirt, I replied, "No problem. I'm really happy for you, sounds like... sounds like you're doing amazing."
"I am," she replied, smiling and taking my hand in hers. "For the first time ever, really, I think. I *am* amazing. Thank you for all of your help making that possible."
"I really didn't do that much," I replied, returning her smile.
"You helped get things started, made it possible for me to take it from there," Sophie replied, bringing my hand to her lips and sucking her juices from my fingers.
I hissed at this contact, feeling rather tempted by that idea again of taking her out somewhere so we could fuck properly, to hell with whatever I was supposed to be covering in here. I was pretty sure we could get out of here without being seen, and-
All at once, a girl leaned down behind us and planted her arms on the back of our seats, propping herself up so she could look at both of us, grinning as she first turned her attention to Sophie, then me.
"Hey, hi guys," this new arrival whispered. "Really seemed like you were having a moment there and I didn't want to break it up until all the cumming was said and done, but now that it all seems done and that you've had your emotional coming together and all that, can I steal Ryan?"
It took me several seconds to register what was happening, and that Sophie was far quicker on the uptake than I was. Looking rather bashful, she excused herself and swiftly exited down the row of seats.
"Oh, come on, you didn't have to... sonofabitch, I wasn't trying to scare her off," the new arrival said, shaking her head. "Fuck it, I can still do this."
Awkwardly, the girl climbed over the back of the seat and plopped down next to me, smiling brightly as she settled into the chair. "Ah, it's not even wet. And they say you make all the girls gush."
This entire exchange had been less than thirty seconds, long enough for me to finally take in the unmistakable presence of our self-appointed senior year class clown, Doreen Bell.
Truthfully, we had a few students who would vie for the role of class clown, but of them, Doreen was easily the most distinct. While the others were guys who would loudly repeat whatever stupid quotes were currently "in" from dumb comedies and adult animated shows as loudly as they could for shock value, or reenact whatever pranks they'd seen online, Doreen took a different route. Her humor tended to be a mix of self-deprecating wit mixed with some well-timed chaos and pranks, lightly seasoned with a "takes no shit from anyone attitude", generally never really attacking anyone unless they truly deserved it. It may not have gotten her the same kinds of laughs the other guys got, but it also annoyed everyone much less, so she was easily my choice for our official class clown.
That she was cute as fuck certainly didn't hurt matters either, in my eyes. With a round, playful face, the curvy brunette had her own way of lighting up rooms whenever she unleashed her broad, genuine smile. Lively hazel eyes peered out from underneath wavy, dark, shoulder-length hair that she kept at a respectable bob. Wearing a tight black t-shirt and cutoff jeans that went well above her knees, she had a lot of well-earned confidence in her curves that I had to admire, almost as much as her ample chest and impressive ass.
I'd be lying if I said I didn't take a moment to really enjoy the sight of her before I finally got around to asking, "What are you doing here, Doreen?"
She rocked her head side to side, rolling her eyes to the side in mock innocence. "Well, you're supposed to be interviewing all the girls going for Audrey, right? Well, I'm going for Audrey, and I haven't been interviewed yet, and given your particular style of 'in-depth reporting', I was really hoping to be 'interviewed' by you sometime soon. Possibly a bunch of times. Since I'm talking about sex instead of interviews, though I love to talk about myself too, so an interview wouldn't be all bad either."



She said this with a plainness that was familiar to me, even if it was enough to set me on my heels.
"Drama kids talk a lot, don't they?" I asked.
"Some of us. But those that do, talk tons," Doreen admitted, stretching her arms out on the backs of the seats on either side of her. "Zahra and Amy? Totally complimentary of you, btw. And Chloe? You should see the way she's been smiling. It's like you changed her batteries and reminded her she's a real girl all in one! I'd say it's amazing what dick'll do for you, but... well, it actually is amazing what a little *quality* dick'll do for ya."
"I'm happy to hear I've gotten good reviews," I said. "But please stop making it sound like I'm working my way through the drama club, this isn't-"
Doreen squeezed my shoulder playfully. "Relax, Ryan. I'm not accusing you of that. Us drama girls are horny bitches and we're all tired of being objectified by Micah, so you getting dropped in our laps was pretty much like a cow being dropped into a pit of piranha. We were hungry, and you, well, you're yummy. So I'm told. But I'd like to find out!"
She smiled that broad, confident smile again, and I couldn't help but be a little impressed with her. Doreen was plain and direct, and definitely fucking cute. I had thought of her on a couple occasions and what it might be like if we were ever to hook up, and I could tell that she would be one hell of a fuck.
I shook my head. "I'm here to report on the assembly. If you want to talk later-"
Doreen laughed. "I mean, if you call having your hand up Sophie Cusack's skirt reporting (great work, btw, she's a hot little number), then bully for you. But if you're actually here to report on something, well, I have good news!"
"What?" I asked.
Smirking, she nodded toward the stage. "Watch this."
Our shop teacher, Mr. Byrd, was on stage, introducing our school's "champion" baseball team, all of whom stood there smiling and looking vaguely awkward, as if they understood that the last time this team had been champions had been well before any of them were born. Mr. Byrd stood there rambling about how important baseball was, stroking his beard and reminiscing about his time on the team in his youth.
Doreen sighed. "That would've been a lot more dramatic if what I'd wanted to happen had happened right after I said that."
"It probably would've been," I agreed.
She rolled her eyes, annoyed. "I had this whole speech for you and everything about how I knew you were hard-pressed for a story in a boring assembly like this, and how I was happy to give you one, and then- ah, there it is!"
With a dramatic flourish, a banner unrolled on the stage behind Mr. Byrd and the baseball team as he hopefully begged for us all to be filled with the spirit of 'PUMA PRIDE,' which the banner was no doubt meant to enforce.
Fully unfurled, the banner read, 'GO GRIZZLIES GIRLS SOCCER!'
Given that the Grizzlies were the mascot of Blair Valley High School, and Blair Valley High School were our dreaded rivals in any and all sports, this first got some gasps, then a fair bit of laughter from the assembled audience as the baseball team and Mr. Byrd looked up in confusion.
I was with the laughing part of the audience, turning my attention to Doreen. "I see what you mean."
"Thanks," she said, taking a bit of a bow in her seat. "I mean, it would be a lot more topical if it had been about the Grizzlies' baseball team, but this was what I could get from my Blair Valley contacts on short notice. It got the point across. And don't even ask me how much trouble it was to switch it out and get it up there and... yeah. So, does it liven your story?"
Doreen's smirk was infectious, and licking my lips, I replied, "Considerably."
"Awesome," Doreen replied, getting up from her seat and brushing herself off. "I sometimes crash in the library after I eat lunch. Find me there today, and we can do the talky part of your interview. Or the other part if Mrs. Sullivan and Marie are distracted enough. Or both parts. I'm there either way, 'kay?"
By now, I was kind of enjoying how confident she was that the two of us would have sex, and I had to admit that I was thoroughly down for the prospect. Doreen Bell was hot and had an energy I liked, and considering how I couldn't stop smiling since her prank... yeah, I could see us having a good time together.
"I'll be there," I replied.
Doreen's face lit up with what might have been surprise, a pleasantly goofy look that took over her entire face as her eyes brightened and her smile threatened to cut her face in half.
"Really?" she asked, trying to hold back loud laughter. "Oh, that's great, because I really needed you there to..."
Cutting herself off, she instead leaned down and quickly kissed me on the lips. It was a light, playful gesture, and quite good as quick kisses went.
Standing back up, Doreen smiled and said, "You won't regret it."
While she left me to ponder what exactly that meant, Doreen ran off and made a quick escape. Still pleasantly stunned by the kiss, I turned my attention back to the stage where Mr. Byrd and several of the baseball players desperately swung bats in an attempt to tear down the Grizzlies' banner. Every clumsy attempt they made was greeted with laughter from the audience, which I had a hard time not joining in, under the circumstances.
It seemed that most of the school were fans of Doreen Bell, and I now happily counted myself among them.
***
You'll notice I said that *most* of the school seemed to be her fans. No prank ever gets a 100% approval rating, and the Grizzlies banner was no exception. While much of the school seemed to be abuzz over the joke, there was at least one person who was quite vocal in her dissatisfaction, which was kind of an issue considering that she was also one of my girlfriends.
"It *wasn't* funny!" Brooke King pouted as she walked alongside me toward the library.
My petite blonde girlfriend with her shoulder-length hair up in a pair of bouncy pigtails was usually a ray of sunshine, about as cute and sweet and enthusiastic a person as you were liable to find, well, anywhere. It was unusual to not see a perky smile on her cute face and her big green eyes being one of the brightest beacons in any room, but she could get as mad as anyone else if the occasion called for it. The way she was building up a head of steam right now, you'd have thought her much bigger than her 5'1" height would indicate. Not one to see her get angry very often, I had to say, it was kind of a fun look on her.
"It was a *little* funny," I replied. "I laughed. A lot of other people laughed."
"Yeah, well, like, some people will totally laugh at anything," Brooke replied, still fuming.
"I mean, if it's funny... yeah?" I proposed.
Looking up at me, she shot an angry little glare. "People can think a lot of shitty things are funny. Doesn't mean they're right."
"Fair point, fair point," I replied.
Having spent most of my life before this year on the receiving end of a slew of cruel "practical jokes" and "pranks" that were simply poorly disguised harassment and bullying, I couldn't argue Brooke's point there. I couldn't exactly agree with her in this exact instance either, but I could understand where she was coming from.
"Everybody seems to think it's all just some big joke, having a little bit of Puma Pride!" Brooke continued, annoyed, looking down at her blue and white cheerleader uniform as she tried to rein in her feelings. "Like it's a crime for those of us who love this school and all it's done for us. Like, I know it's not perfect, and that there's totally plenty of problems that need fixing, but I don't think having a little pride for it is hurting anyone. And the baseball boys! I know they're not, like, the best, and only seem to be getting worse, but they really try! They try because they love the sport and they love this school and they have a lot of fun doing it, and what's so wrong about that! I just... I just think it sucks that some people totally think it's okay to give anyone a hard time who's only really guilty of having a little Puma Pride. I'm not asking for, like, blind obedience or anything like that, but... just don't give us shit if our crime is only a teensy bit of school pride?"
I wrapped an arm around Brooke's shoulders and pulled her in close. "Well, for you, I can have a little bit of Puma Pride."
"Better be more than a little," she said, smirking mischievously up at me.
There was the Brooke I knew and loved. "More than a little it is, then. It might have to wait until after I talk to Doreen, but I can have some *big* Puma Pride for you."
"Don't you mean until after *we* have a talk with Doreen?" Brooke corrected, blinking up at me cutely.
Right. That.
Brooke could have been doing any number of other things for lunchtime during a spirit week, but had chosen to accompany me instead so that she could give our resident class clown a piece of her mind. As someone who was generally averse to conflict (and really needed the interview with Doreen), I tried to talk her out of it, but when she really wanted to be, Brooke could be a true force of nature, and I couldn't stop her here.
Much as I would have liked to make some more efforts at smoothing things over before we wound up meeting with Doreen, I kept quiet as Brooke and I made our way into the school's library. As ever, it seemed a ghost town, save for the understanding that Mrs. Sullivan and Marie couldn't be that far away.
We found Doreen hanging out by the study tables, and while she looked a little surprised to see Brooke with me, she waved us over enthusiastically all the same.
"Thanks for dropping by," Doreen said as we sat down opposite her. "You brought backup?"
"That a problem?" Brooke asked, defensive.
Sensing the tension, Doreen gave her an easy smile and spread her hands out on the table. "Nope. It actually makes me feel a lot less guilty, since I invited someone else too that I was going to spring as a surprise on Ryan here."
"What?" I asked.
"That's a later problem," Doreen replied, turning her attention towards Brooke. "You didn't tell me you were bringing a yummy as fuck blonde (hey, Pigtails), so I'm gonna assume coming here was her idea and that there's something that needs discussing before we get to anything close to an interview?"
"It's..." Brooke started, thrown for a loop by Doreen's sharpness and looking to make sure we didn't have Mrs. Sullivan or Marie listening in, "...look, I dunno who you think you are-"
"Doreen Bell," the brunette replied quickly, smiling and nodding. "I'm a bit of a class clown, bit of an actress, bit of an agent of chaos, I like to dabble in a lot of things. I see my reputation doesn't precede me for once? Which is weird, 'cause people either notice my reputation or my boobs first, and Pigtails here hasn't seemed to latch onto either of them. I got nice tits, you can stare if you want! God knows I've been staring at yours."
Doreen looked at me for support in her smartass remark, but I was choosing to stay out of the moment and let Brooke have her say while my girlfriend tried to keep herself composed. Between Doreen keeping her off balance and her obvious ogling (something that Brooke seemed to enjoy), composure was a challenge.
"-but I got a bone to pick with how you decided to disrespect Puma Pride today," Brooke finished.
"How did I disrespect Puma Pride? I got a lot of Puma Pride! Love watching even the games we don't lose, and I got mad respect for you cheerleaders. You gals are busting your asses out there doing more dangerous shit than most of the athletes without any protective gear for an audience who're barely interested in you for anything than trying to catch a good upskirt shot. If I'm not cheering loudly enough, lemme know, but I am *full* of Puma Pride," Doreen continued quickly, smiling a disarming and delightfully genuine smile.
"That's... well, that's cool," Brooke replied. "Folks don't, like, really respect what we do enough."
"Oh, yeah, mad respect here, Pigtails!" Doreen said, bumping her fist against her chest in playful solidarity.
"But that doesn't mean it's nice to disrespect our team like that!" Brooke continued, trying to put this conversation back on the track she'd wanted. "I know they're not the best, but those guys try hard, and it gets harder when everyone thinks they're such a joke. They just need some more support, and what you did today isn't helping them. Some of those are really nice guys!"
Doreen nodded. "And I'm sorry for the nice ones. Truly, I am. But a lot of guys up there aren't nice ones, which you should know too. A lot of the jocks up there, they're right assholes and should be treated as such. Kyle Bowman? Jason Torrance? Are those nice guys?"
Brooke replied, "No, but-"
"We got a lot of entitled jackasses in this school who think that having a letterman's jacket makes them into some kind of god, and the way they pick on other kids around school without any repercussions? Yeah, no thanks. On behalf of the picked-on of this school I *actually* fucking love, I like to give the entitled assholes a little lump on the chin sometimes. Nothing gets hurt but their pride, they're reminded they're not gods but people just like everyone else in this wonderful school, and the kids who need a laugh, get a laugh. I'm sorry for the collateral damage, I really am, and if you can tell me the guys up there who you think are actually decent, I'll be sure they get the apologies they deserve, but I don't regret shit about the rest of them. That a problem?" Doreen asked.
This... well, this wasn't quite the interview I was expecting, but it was an insight into Doreen that I appreciated. She never raised her voice, never got truly defensive, and treated Brooke respectfully every moment of her speech. I could see where she was coming from, and by the way I saw the gears turning in Brooke's head, I knew my girlfriend was thinking hard on this as well. A lot of people who saw her with her perky attitude, blonde pigtails and cheerleading uniform didn't think much of her intelligence, even if she was one of the fiercely smartest people I knew. That Doreen hadn't sought to condescend Brooke meant something, and though I waited for it, I wasn't surprised by Brooke's nod.
"No problem," she said, keeping her voice soft. "*Totally* not a problem. I've, like, known a lot of the guys you're talking about. Too frickin' well."
Doreen shrugged, laughing. "Hey, we all do crazy things when we're horny. Ask me about Micah Burke sometime."
Brooke giggled. "Oh, we can compare stories."
I raised my eyebrow. "You and Micah?"
Brooke shrugged innocently.
I continued, "Sounds like there's a story there."
"Only a short one," Brooke replied, smiling playfully.
"A *very* short one," Doreen replied, holding up her fist for a fist bump that Brooke was all too quick to return.
Well, this was unexpected. I was expecting Brooke to really lay into Doreen for a long time after what had happened at the assembly today, not for the two of them to quickly befriend one another. As a year full of surprises went, this one still wasn't even close to the top of the list, but that didn't make it any less surprising.
"So... we're all cool now?" I asked, wanting to make sure that everything was as it seemed.
"I am if she is. I mean, I was never uncool, but, I'm always happy to not have to fight a cheerleader since those girls can really scrap," Doreen said.
"Oh, totally," Brooke replied quickly. "You made your case, like, super well, or super well for me anyway, and I understand what you meant with the prank and why you did it. Just keep picking your targets carefully so you don't ding all the nice ones and your pranks harmless and I've, like, got zero quarrel with you."
"I like lacking quarrels. Life's easier without quarrels," Doreen replied, smiling.
This... well, this wasn't exactly what I expected when we began this conversation. I thought this was going to get animated, possibly involve us getting kicked out of the library, and yet here we were, sitting and chatting as if we were... well, not *old* friends, exactly, but certainly as if we were friendly and more familiar with each other than we already were. I mean, I knew I had a certain way of making fast "friends" this year, but this felt a little faster than most, and I didn't know exactly what to do with it.
"So, we're lacking quarrels, we're at peace... interview time?" I asked, reaching for a notebook in my backpack.
"Eh, not *exactly*," Doreen clarified, shrugging and smiling a little bashfully. "I might've brought you here under somewhat false pretenses. Nothing big, nothing bad, but it will all lead to an interview eventually, the kind that'll give you a lot of insight into my mind and motives and all that good stuff you wouldn't get out of a normal sit-down in a school library, so you'll still come out of this a winner if you stick by me long enough, alright?"
That was actually pretty far from alright, especially since I didn't know what she wanted from me. Still, I wasn't sensing a threat, and Brooke didn't seem to either, so I was willing to see where this was going.
"And if it all goes well, sex is thoroughly on the table for you," Doreen said to me, before turning her attention to Brooke, "And for you too, Pigtails, what the hell, the more the merrier in my bed."
Well, Doreen knew how to sweeten the pot for Brooke and I, I couldn't take that away from her. I was definitely down for some fun with our curvy class clown, and the way Brooke's eyes twinkled, I knew that she too was up for some fun.
"What kind of 'nothing big, nothing bad' false pretenses are we talking about here?" I asked, trying to keep my voice level.
Doreen straightened herself up and cleared her throat importantly. "Well, I guess a lot of it would depend on your comfort level at being an accomplice."
"I'm not going to be breaking any laws?" I asked.
"Oh, fuck, no, nothing like that," Doreen replied.
"School rules?" I continued.
She waggled her hand from side to side. "Only stupid ones."
I thought about this for a moment. "Then what do you need?"
"Well, three things, and only three things, I swear," she continued, raising three fingers for illustration. "First, someone to document this. It'll be after school lets out early today, at the Spirit Week dealie they're throwing on the quad, nothing involving any of your cheer friends or jock friends or anything, so you can relax, Pigtails, but enough so I can have an audience. Still, what's better than an audience is documentation, and in your capacity as a Puma Press reporter can I trust you to immortalize this and write a story about what goes down while holding some discretion over naming me as responsible?"
I thought about this. "Promise me that no one's going to get hurt?"
"Only my pride, and only if it goes wrong. Or I'm caught," Doreen explained.
I nodded. "Fine. I can write a nice little anonymous piece about whatever you've got going down."
"Awesome," she said, dropping a finger. "Second... what I've got planned really requires a getaway, and a quick one at that, and as it is, I don't have my license yet, let alone a car, so I was hoping you might..."
I sighed. "Sorry to disappoint, but I'm in the same boat. Unless you want that getaway to be on my bike-"
"I've got a car. That, like, won't be a problem!" Brooke interjected, smiling with mischief. "I can even pack Ryan's bike away in it in advance if we all wanna get a quick getaway together."
Doreen smiled broadly. "I could stand to stash some stuff in there too."
Brooke nodded. "Well, this totally sounds like fun. Sure!"
Doreen sighed with satisfaction, "Ah, I love it when a plan comes together. See, when I asked you here, I just thought I'd be corrupting Ryan here as an accomplice, but corrupting a cheerleader too? Well, this just makes my fucking day."



"Yeah, I'm, like, hardly uncorrupted," Brooke chuckled. "We should tell you 'bout what we did at Homecoming."
"I look forward to hearing it," Doreen replied, looking over my shoulder and cocking her neck toward us as she dropped a second finger. "But with a reporter and a wheelman, or 'wheelcheerleader' as it may be, this is where we get to the third and final part of the equation, and one where you're the key to the most important element, Ryan."
"Why?" I asked.
"Well, you know how in every heist movie they've always got a sexy dame on their team to help distract someone or win a favor? Yeah, you're the sexy dame in the equation. And you don't even need to fill out a cocktail dress, just sit here with me and smooth things over with a girl I know's got her eye on you while I call in a favor," Doreen said, before turning her full attention to someone behind Brooke and I.
"Hey, Bev!" she said. "Glad you could make it!"
Brooke and I turned to see the girl who'd arrived behind us, a tall and pleasantly perky Latina. With shoulder-length black hair hanging around her angular, pretty face, I was admittedly a little pleased by the arrival of Bev Montoya, better known when she was in costume as Petey Puma, our school's mascot. You wouldn't know it if you saw her in uniform, but as a tall, athletic girl with firm legs and a large bust, she was surprisingly hot and could have easily matched up to any of the girls on the cheer squad.
"Hey, Doreen..." Bev said, taking in Brooke and me with a shaky smile. "You didn't tell me you had guests. Hi, Brooke."
Bev shifted the black garbage bag she'd had tucked under one of her arms, hiding a large, round prize inside, a little uncomfortably. Briefly, she looked at me, and I could swear that I saw her blush a little.
Well, that was interesting. And seemed to back up why Doreen wanted me to be here.
"Hey, Bev!" Brooke said, hopping up from her chair and hugging our school's mascot. "Ah, I feel like shit, we haven't hung out in ages!"
"It's all good," Bev said, trying not to let go of the bundle under her arm, before she set it on the table. "I really shouldn't have done this... I could get in so much trouble..."
"You won't get in trouble," Doreen reassured.
Bev didn't seem to take a ton of reassurance from Doreen's word on this, but when she looked at me and then pushed the bundle across the table toward Doreen. "I'll have to take your word for that, but... here, what you asked for."
"Thanks," Doreen replied, pulling the bag closer. "I really owe you for this one, Bev."
Again, Bev's soulful brown eyes flashed to me, even if she seemed to decide against addressing me directly. "Oh, it's, uh, no problem at all. Not a problem, really. You just, ummm, make sure that if you get caught, none of this traces back to me. It is, you know, a little incriminating, after all."
Doreen held her hand up. "Scout's honor, I swear; I'll keep your name out of anything. And, you know, I'm not gonna get caught. Officer Brandy'll have to be quick to get me with what I've got planned."
Again, I couldn't help but notice the way that Bev couldn't stop looking at me, and found it more than a little flattering. She wasn't a girl I knew very well outside of reputation as being a decent and fun person, but having seen her at Nerd Baseball recently, I also knew she hung out with a lot of girls that I'd been with over the course of the year. She had to have heard some stories, and by the way she couldn't stop staring, I guessed that she wasn't uninterested in making some stories of her own.
Smirking at Bev, I said to Doreen, "And what exactly is it that you do have planned?"
Doreen grinned. "Aside from winning the role of Audrey in Little Shop, it's something I've wanted to do this year more than just about anything. Sharing more will spoil the fun, but I promise, it *will* be fun, *if* you're in. How 'bout it, Pigtails?"
Brooke didn't need to think very long or hard before nodding vigorously, sending her pigtails flying. "Oh, yeah, I'm like, totally in."
"Ryan?" Doreen asked.
I licked my lips, thinking on how much energy I'd put into avoiding trouble, and yet finding myself intriguingly drawn to it in this moment.
Finally tearing my attention away from Bev, I replied, "Fuck it. I'm in."
***
I don't think there was a single student at Regan Hills High School who wasn't happy when class let out a couple hours early, and while many took the opportunity to get as far away from here as possible, at least two thirds of the student body still milled around the quad, taking in all the blue and white decorations and spirit friendly booths that had been set up. Most of these booths advertised late in the year school activities or sold class rings and add-on DLC to the upcoming yearbooks, while a few were from local colleges, job programs and scholarship funds encouraging students to consider their future.
I should have been intimidated by these reminders of my future, but instead chose to stay distracted by the sheer volume of blue and white decorations and my anticipation of whatever Doreen had planned. The appointed hour neared, and I was in position, leaning against the pole that held up the awning in front of a nearby classroom waiting for... whatever.
It wasn't long before others from the drama club I was familiar with began to gather near me, presumably to get the best seats in the house. Tommy Jarvis, the club's resident teddy bear, leaned against a post near me, followed not long afterward by Zahra Dashti who began chatting him up, holding her phone high for what was presumably supposed to be a good show. Blonde stuntwoman Amy Temple and hoodie-wearing stage crew member Olivia Raine-Goldblum arrived together, already in conversation, with Olivia tipping me a nod of recognition when she saw me.
It was right about the time that I began to wonder if Doreen had told all of the drama club where to be and when (and I started looking around to see if Micah Burke was one of them), that an insistent finger tapped me on the shoulder.
"Excuse me," she said, sounding almost irritated that I hadn't turned around quickly enough.
Standing behind me was a 5'9" Latina girl with the angular beauty of a model that would have looked far better if it didn't look like she thought she was doing me a favor by standing here. Her soulful dark eyes and pouty lips were curled in a look of annoyed disdain, matched by the way her arms were crossed over her chest as if she was preparing for war. Her long, silky black hair was tied back, falling over one shoulder onto her dark, stylish blouse. The girl stood in such a way that I couldn't *not* look down and see her long legs and her painted-on, designer jeans, as she did everything with her stance to continue conveying just how annoyed she was that she had to be here.
Faith Serrano, one of the most talented members of the drama club and known also for being one of its biggest bitches, was a girl I had taken some efforts to avoid, even if I knew our paths had to cross sooner or later.
"You haven't interviewed me yet," Faith said, tapping her foot on the floor. "You're interviewing all the girls who're trying out for Audrey, and I'm actually gonna *be* Audrey, so, why haven't you interviewed me yet?"
As with our encounter earlier in the month, I couldn't say that Faith lacked confidence. No doubt, looking at me, she probably thought I wasn't exactly the most confident guy in school, but I was happy to show her what I'd learned these past months.
"I was getting around to you. Have patience," I said, keeping my voice even.
Somehow, I didn't think Faith liked my voice being so even. "Why?"
The amount of venom she could put into one word was impressive, and had this been Old Ryan standing here, I probably would have been quivering in my comfortable tennis shoes at the sound of spite in her voice.
Unfortunately for her, she'd tried to intimidate the New and Improved Ryan.
"Because I'll get around to you when I get around to you," I replied. "I'm still collating my notes from Zahra and Chloe, and I'll get to you when I can."
"You can get to me now. I have the time, and you're clearly not busy," she fumed.
"Ah, but what seems to be and what actually is are often two different things. And despite appearances, I'm very busy right now," I explained, smiling at her pleasantly.
I was also pretty sure she didn't like my pleasant smile. "Doing what?"
"Well, as you can see, there's a celebration of school spirit going on right now, and I just so happen to be covering it for the Puma Press. I'm here to observe. To understand the pulse of the student body. To comment on what all of this Puma Pride truly means as we all run toward the end of the school year," I continued, doing a pretty good job of bullshitting on the fly if I do say so myself.
"So, you're not going to interview me, even though I'm offering you my time right now?" Faith asked.
"Now? No. But I'll get to you when I get to you," I explained, keeping my voice steady.
I could tell that Faith wasn't the kind of girl who heard the word 'no' very often, and to hear it from someone like me, who she no doubt saw as well beneath her, seemed to be particularly infuriating. Were it possible, I wouldn't have doubted that she'd have steam coming out of her nose and ears right now as she built up to really letting me have it.
Instead, I saw her ball her fists, then release them, forcing what might have passed for a friendly smile on the stage.
"You know, opportunities like this don't come along very often," Faith explained, uncrossing her arms. "Between school and drama club and my photo shoots... you did know I've got a modeling contract, right?"
I shrugged, trying to keep things blasé. "Sounds like something I might've heard somewhere."
Alright, if that was true, that was actually a little impressive.
"Well, with all of that going on, my time is very valuable, and I'm willing to give some of that time to you. I barely have enough of that time for my own friends, but I'd *happily* give some of it to you for the sake of an interview. I know a ner... a *writer* like yourself must be very busy, but let's be honest: this is just a silly school spirit event, one that's just like every other. Why cover that when I can give you a rare opportunity for something you already *need* to do, like interviewing me?" Faith continued.
She put a slight extra emphasis on the femininity of her voice, leaning my way ever so slightly to show off the hint of cleavage her blouse showed. At any other time, this probably would have been a fairly good gambit, and she had to have at least heard of my reputation to a point where she thought this had a good chance of working.
"Nice... nice try. That was a really nice try, but I'm gonna have to say that my answer's still the same for now. I made a promise to be here, and I'm gonna stay here as long as I have to until I have the story I promised to take down. I'll be happy to set up time for an interview when we're both available later, though, if that works for you?" I explained, opening my hands in a gesture of peace that I hoped communicated that I was standing my ground, but not with any malice.
Malice seemed easy for Faith, the way her eyes blazed in response. I began to think that I might have underestimated what she was capable of as she seemed to grow before me threateningly, when rescue came from an oddly familiar source.
"Oh, lay off him, Faith," Cecilia Dunwich said, sliding up next to us and wrapping an arm around her fellow drama club member's waist. "Keep angrying up the blood like this and you'll have an aneurysm before you'd stand a chance at winning the part."
The lighter-skinned black girl who'd just arrived was a familiar face to me around the drama club, with her effortlessly easygoing nature, casual beauty, and long, braided, dyed-blonde hair. She'd come to my rescue the other day at Tech Noir when Micah wanted to start some shit with me, and it looked like I would have to thank her again.
Faith was not that easily talked down, however, "I know what I'm doing!"
Though Cecilia could have easily handled this on her own, she had the backup of her two best friends on this occasion, as a short and energetic half-black, half-Latina girl bounded up on Faith's other side, her own dark, curly hair bouncing as she smiled and laughed and wrapped her arm around Faith's other side.
"Oh, come on, Faith, we're talking Puma Pride here! No need to get all pissy about it!" party girl Scarlett Bishop said cheerfully.
"Yeah, Faith," said the tall and elegant-looking black girl who joined Cecilia and Scarlett. "Everyone's here to have a good time, plan for their future, shop, all that good stuff. You don't wanna drag down the vibe, do you?"
Aside from being Cecilia's friend, I didn't know preppy Lexa Reynard very well, but with the presence of her, Cecilia and Scarlett thoroughly deflating the head of steam that Faith had built up, I felt relieved by this unexpected rescue.
Faith interjected, "I-"
"-should be waiting for the show we were promised, and since it was Doreen promising it, you *know* it's gonna be something to keep an eye on," Cecilia said, squeezing Faith more insistently.
"I dunno, if she was the one who pulled that banner stunt, I can't exactly abide by that," Lexa said.
"But it *was* funny!" Scarlett said, smiling up at her more elegant friend.
Raising an eyebrow at the other girls, Faith asked, "What banner stunt?"
Now thoroughly distracted, Faith paid attention as Lexa and Scarlett laid out what exactly had happened at the assembly earlier today. Considering how self-involved Faith seemed, it didn't surprise me that she hadn't heard about what happened, though now she appeared positively curious.
I looked to Cecilia with gratitude, and without having to say a word, she simply nodded at me. She and I both knew that I owed her one, and while she might have been the very definition of easygoing, the sly curl of her smile let me know that she would find her own way of collecting from me in time. Considering the gorgeous girl before me, I could have thought of worse payments to make.
It was just as my imagination of what I'd enjoy doing with Cecilia was about to go wild that we heard the first screams and laughs from the edge of the quad, and I was suddenly reminded of why I was here.
"PUMA PRIDE! PUMA PRIDE! PUMA PRIDE!"
She shouted this as a war cry as she ran across the quad wearing the Petey Puma head and a good pair of running shoes, and absolutely nothing else.
Doreen was streaking.
I'll admit, I hadn't seen that one coming.
She was right when she said she'd provide something worth reporting on because, well, she had a lot to be proud of. While on the curvier side to be sure, she was fit enough to make a good run of it. Her skin was creamy and pale, which made the dark thatch of her bush all the more shocking and standing out. With wide hips came a nice, full ass, and looking up... yeah, she had some pretty amazing breasts. DD-cup at least, with firm brown nipples. She held onto her breasts as she ran, keeping them from bouncing too much, but when she paused in the center of the quad to briefly dance and show off some disco moves that would've made John Travolta proud, they were on full, beautiful display.
There were cheers and howls and laughs and people asking who she was, though most decided to simply raise their phones and get a video of this. Doreen put on a show, and even though it had only been a few seconds, by the response she was getting, you'd think she'd been going for a few hours.
Of course, given what she was doing, a matter of seconds was all Doreen really had.
Seconds after she took a quick bow and began to run toward the opposite side of the quad in the direction of the student parking lot, Doreen was pursued by our school's tall and intimidating security head, Officer Brandy Rivera. Having known the woman rather intimately over the course of a recent long weekend, I knew that she was rather passionate in all parts of her life, and the way she pursued Doreen, you would have thought that Doreen was an escaped murderer.
Officer Brandy wasn't alone in this either, as she was soon joined by the blonde and statuesque Principal Annika Carpenter, a woman who nobody wanted to be on the bad side of, not even Doreen. Though dressed in a professional business suit and wearing heels, our principal kept up with Officer Brandy rather admirably, looking to no doubt ensure that one of them would manage a good flying tackle on whoever had besmirched Puma Pride by streaking while wearing Petey Puma's head.
Principal Carpenter and Officer Brandy were faced with a unique challenge, however, as the crowd around the edge of the quad that Doreen had escaped through had suddenly thickened, almost as if everyone wanted the mystery streaker to get away with what she had done.
Imagine that.
I knew well that this was my time to make an exit, and so I picked up my backpack and strolled to the edge of the campus, hanging out on the sidewalk on one of the lesser-populated streets that ran alongside Regan Hills High School. I checked my phone quickly for urgent texts, any indication of anything that might say that something had gone wrong, but before I could, I saw a familiar car driving down the street as if nothing could possibly be wrong in the world. It soon pulled up beside me, and opening the passenger door, I slipped inside and smiled at the driver.
"You make a helluva cute getaway driver," I told Brooke, kissing her sweetly.
"Thanks!" Brooke replied sweetly, driving away casually.
"And I make one helluva cute reason to be making a getaway!" Doreen protested from the backseat. "But, no need to note my contribution to the day since, you know, she's your girlfriend and I'm just the half-naked girl with waaaaaaay bigger tits sitting in the backseat."
I couldn't *not* turn around with an image like that in mind, and so I eyed Doreen as she recomposed herself. With Petey Puma's head sitting next to her on the backseat, she'd already managed to pull her bra on and was pulling her shirt over her head, shaking her hair out and smiling cutely at me. Brooke had clearly held up her end of the bargain, stashing Doreen's clothes, backpack and purse here while she pulled off her stunt, as the plan had, indeed, come together well.
"So, your big plan was streaking?" I teased. "Didn't that go out of fashion in the seventies?"
"So did thick bush," Doreen replied, pointing down to her dark and, indeed, quite thick pubic hair. "But I'm all about bringing back fun things that ought not be forgotten. I don't think anyone else out there was unsatisfied with my more retro prank today, right?"
"Oh, they loved it," I said, laughing. "They'll be talking about that one for a while. You made Officer Brandy and Principal Carpenter look foolish."
Doreen raised an eyebrow. "Principal Carpenter was out there too? I knew I had more than one person chasing me."
I turned my attention back to Brooke. "You got out alright? Nobody saw you?"
"Nah," Brooke explained, grinning. "I was parked in one of those camera blind spots all the stoner kids like to get high in, and Doreen and me were, like, the only ones in the parking lot when she jumped in the backseat. All I had to do was drive like nothing was the matter and make sure Doreen here was keeping low, and by the time Principal Carpenter and Officer Brandy ran up, I was just another innocent student leaving at the end of a long school day."
"Like I said, I love it when a plan comes together," Doreen replied, looking around the backseat. "Now where are my panties? I am not enjoying Donald-Ducking it back here. Ah, here they are, right under Petey..."
I looked at the mascot head and chuckled. "That head served you well today. Unless any of the faculty know what you look like naked, you're home free, I think."



"Agreed. And thanks for your help with that, by the way. If you hadn't been there during the negotiations with Bev, they would've taken *way* longer," Doreen continued, pulling on her panties.
"Oh, well, happy to help," I said. "I just wish I'd known so I could've brought my cocktail dress, if I was supposed to be the eye candy in this heist, I mean."
"If you'd, like, worn nothing, it'd totally have gone even better. Bev clearly wants to fuuuuuuuuuuuck yoooooooooooou," Brooke giggled.
Doreen replied, "What Pigtails said. Thanks all the same, still. Dunno how I'm going to get this back to her, but, that's a later problem."
As the high of Doreen's prank began to wear off, I said, "So... now that that's all done, what's next?"
"Well, while I'll admit there's a certain draw to the idea of going back to the scene of the crime and looking on like I'm a completely innocent bystander with whatever chaos Brandy and Carpenter are cleaning up, the idea of fucking you two silly as noted earlier is sounding way more fun. Despite the fact that I'm getting dressed, I am, like, crazy excited and horny right now," Doreen admitted.
"Yeah, adrenaline rush'll do that to ya," Brooke said, looking appreciatively at curvy girl sitting in the backseat. "I'm, like, totally down for sex. Ryan?"
I couldn't really say no to Brooke, and given that we were both considering this with Doreen Bell?
I looked at the curvy, half-naked brunette behind us and grinned. "If it's still on the table, yeah."
Doreen nodded, smiling wryly. "I mean, I generally prefer a bed or some other soft surface, but, yeah, whatever works for you guys."
***
After a quick bit of negotiation on the where of everything (Dad was working from home today, and Doreen knew that if she went home, she'd be stuck babysitting her younger siblings), we settled on heading over to Brooke's house, since her parents would be working for the foreseeable future. Truth be told, even if her folks were there (and weren't getting into some loud sex of their own), Brooke and I getting it on really wouldn't have been a problem, but it *was* simpler this way for Doreen.
Practically running through Brooke's house, as ever in its state of comfortable disarray, the three of us spilled into Brooke's bedroom together, with Brooke reaching back to kick the door shut behind her.
Though we probably could have gotten into fucking right away, we gave Doreen a moment to take in Brooke's very pink bedroom, with all of her cheerleading pictures and trophies and her many, *many* stuffed animals.
"It's like Barbie exploded in here. More than once. I love it!" Doreen proclaimed.
It was strange seeing her now like this, fully dressed again in her dark t-shirt and short cutoff jeans, looking as sweet and fun as she always did at school rather than the naked streaker who'd just been making a getaway in the backseat of Brooke's car.
"Thanks!" Brooke exclaimed, doing a light twirl as she looked around her room. "I know it's not, like, everyone's aesthetic, but I like it. I think it's totally me."
"Oh it's *totally* totally you, Pigtails," Doreen said, amusedly looking at Brooke's various cheer trophies. "Fuck, never in a million years would I have thought I'd *actually* be in a cheerleader's bedroom. Dreamed about it loads, but never actually thought I'd be in one."
"You get used to it," I admitted.
"Really? I'd hope not," Doreen laughed, turning her attention back to Brooke and me. "This is the kind of porno adventure I'd never want to get bored with."
"I didn't say I was bored," I replied, defensive and looking at Brooke. "You know I-"
Brooke chuckled. "I know ya love me, like I love you. I think Doreen's just fucking with you a little, playing off of, like, your unintended implications for some gentle, totally good-natured ribbing?"
Doreen bent at the waist slightly, halfway between a bow and an imagined curtsy. "Guilty as charged."
Playfully, Brooke put her hands on her hips and said, "And while I like a good-natured ribbing as much as the next girl, you just be careful, Doreen. I like ya, but, like, I'm not afraid to start something if you're ever too mean to my man. Kyle Bowman found that one out the hard way."
That was more of a group effort, really, but I was willing to give that to Brooke in the moment.
Doreen smirked. "Fine, fine, if you insist, I'll play nice."
She looked at me. "I *might* try to steal your girlfriend, though. She's just so yummy and cute..."
I grinned. "That she is, but try at your own risk."
"I said I *might*," Doreen replied. "Haven't made up my mind yet and... wait a second, why the hell are we still engaging in quips when we could be getting down to business?"
It was a good question that I didn't have a good answer to, but Doreen certainly did, as she quickly closed the distance to me and grabbed the sides of my face, pulling me in for a deep kiss. Her enthusiasm for life definitely translated to her kissing skills, as her tongue playfully entered my mouth, coaxing me to do much the same. I found it easy to pull her toward me, wrapping my arms around our curvy class clown and pressing her body against mine. Feeling Doreen's large breasts pressing against my chest was more than enough to keep me motivated, holding her closer as we made out.
Beside us, Brooke sighed pleasantly. "Totally never get tired of watching you make out... ah, you make it look good, Ryan... and you're, like, pretty frickin' great too, Doreen!"
Breaking the kiss, Doreen replied, "I know it. For me, I mean."
She pulled out of my embrace, smiling with a big, goofy grin, then darted her eyes between Brooke and me. "Ryan's a pretty good kisser, but I don't know what it's like watching him make out, so, I wanna see if you're right on that one, Pigtails."
I looked to Brooke. "I think we've been asked to kiss for an audience."
"Wouldn't be the first time," Brooke replied, bouncing over to me and jumping up into my arms wrapping her arms around my neck and her legs around my waist so she could kiss me with every bit of enthusiasm I'd come to love out of Brooke.
Kissing Brooke came to me as easily as breathing did, and with her enthusiastic lips pressed to mine, I'm sure we made a pretty good show for Doreen. I was a little more shameless with Brooke than I was with Doreen, running my hands all over her, squeezing her ass and reaching beneath her cheerleading top to squeeze one of her pert, A-cup breasts (and finding that she wore nothing beneath the top, which was quite exciting in the moment). Lightly pinching one of her nipples, I made Brooke moan against my mouth, as she soon dropped to the floor so she could reach down and began pulling at my belt and zipper. Soon, Brooke had one of her hands down the front of my pants and in my underwear, stroking my already hard cock.
Soon, I felt hands pulling us apart as Doreen pushed her way in.
"Oh, fuck yeah!" she said, grinning and Brooke and me. "Yeah, Ryan does make it look good. You too, Pigtails. I want a taste, now..."
With that, Doreen pulled Brooke in for a kiss. Always eager to make out with someone new, Brooke embraced Doreen and kissed her enthusiastically, the two girls moaning and groaning as they made out and making one beautiful spectacle of it, if I must say so myself. While I wanted to give them this moment, I couldn't ignore how fucking hot the sight of these two gorgeous girls making out was, and I couldn't help myself but press in behind Doreen, sandwiching her between Brooke and me. Our brunette class clown groaned as I ran my hands over her, squeezing her large breasts as I unconsciously ground against her ass.
This was right about where any order might have fallen apart, as I soon began exchanging kisses with both of the girls over Doreen's shoulders, while she rocked her ass energetically against my erection.
"Ooh, fuck... I feel fucking *spoiled* today," Doreen purred, humping back against me while Brooke and I kissed over her shoulder. "Hardly know what to do with myself."
"Well, whaddya wanna do most?" Brooke groaned, looking up at Doreen with a playful smile before quickly kissing her on the lips.
"Yeah, we're pretty much down to do anything," I replied, squeezing Doreen's large breasts through her shirt and enjoying the feel of hard nipples against my palms.
"Don't write checks you can't cash, 'cause with you two, I could do an unusual amount of dirtiness," Doreen replied, sighing pleasantly as I squeezed her breasts again. "I mean, I have always wanted to eat a cheerleader's pussy, and I've never had the chance to do it so far..."
Brooke squealed at this thought, before Doreen continued.
"...glad to hear that sounds good to you, Pigtails... and I *will* do that at some point, but, I've been hearing for a while now about Ryan's horsecock, and I'd be lying if I said I didn't want to see what that was like," Doreen said, carefully extricating herself from between Brooke and myself.
"So, what do you say, Ryan?" Doreen asked, looking me up and down. "I doubt I'll be as fucking awesome as Pigtails here, since she's your girlfriend and you love her and all and I'm just this stunningly hot, big-titted and all the best kinds of body positive aspiring actress, but how much do you wanna pull that cock out and shove it down my throat?"
She ran her hands up the sides of her body playfully, then squeezed her tits. "Or slide it between these titties? Because I may not have one of those tight cheerleader bodies, but I got tits for ages and can fit them all the way around even a horsecock like yours, I bet."
I raised an eyebrow, looking to Brooke. "She makes a good case."
"She makes a *great* case," Brooke squealed, clapping her hands. "Do it, do it! Whip it the fuck out, Ryan and, like, show her what you got!"
I grinned. "Yeah, I have zero problems with that."
With the practice brought on by months of senior year at Regan Hills High School, I quickly shed my shoes and socks and dropped my pants to the floor, leaving me standing in my t-shirt and briefs that strained from the force of my massive erection. Doreen's eyes went wide at the sight of it, and I saw her lick her lips hungrily.
"That's... that's pretty fucking cool," Doreen said, unable to take her eyes off of my bulge.
"Oh, you think that's cool?" Brooke said playfully, walking behind me and grabbing hold of my waistband. "Check this out!"
With a swift, practiced move, Brooke pulled my underwear down and freed every inch of my thick, ten-inch cock. Almost painfully hard and with precum flowing from it freely, I could see Doreen almost drop her jaw, before closing it again. Whatever restraint she was attempting, however, was unable to keep her eyes from nearly bugging out of her head.
"I... ummm... wow... that's... yeah, that's exactly what I was told you had," Doreen admitted, still looking on with a little bit of shock.
Grinning, I pulled my shirt off so that I was fully naked, then sat down on the edge of Brooke's bed. "You really gotta believe your friends more."
Still not taking her eyes off of my cock, Doreen replied, "Generally I do, but some things, even some Regan Hills things, are just so unbelievable that I have a hard time knowing what to do with them until I'm actually faced with them. As a guy carrying that around in his pants, I think you'd have a fair idea of what 'hard times' are like."
As she spoke, she pulled off her shirt, leaving her standing before me in her pale, practical bra as she took stock of what she'd promised she'd do to me, looking down at her tits and squeezing them.
"Damn, I love my boobs!" Doreen exclaimed, jiggling them rather juicily.
"They are pretty fucking awesome," I admitted, always ready to enjoy a nice pair of DD's.
"I like 'em too!" Brooke said, playfully reaching up and squeezing one of Doreen's tits. "They're so big!"
"Hey, you've got some good ones too in there," Doreen replied, reaching to Brooke's cheerleader top and squeezing one of her pert breasts.
"I mean, yeah, they're like, fun, but not as big as yours!" Brooke said, blushing slightly.
"So what?" Doreen said, closing the distance to Brooke and reaching for the base of the blonde's cheerleading top. "Big boobs, small boobs, all sizes and shapes are fun to me, Pigtails. Personally, I've found petite girls with tiny tits fuck like maniacs, and I doubt you'll disprove that stereotype to me."
I chuckled. "That's a fair assessment."
Brooke raised her arms, allowing Doreen to pull her top over her head so that she now stood topless in front of the two of us. Smiling proudly, Brooke shook out her pigtails and arched her back to better show off her perky, A-cup breasts with her hard pink nipples that stood out proudly.
"Oh, fuck yeah!" Doreen exclaimed, reaching over and tweaking both of Brooke's nipples. "See, these titties, they're fun! And aren't gonna give you lower back pain like mine and half your friends' boobs will."
"Totally," Brooke groaned, pressing into Doreen again.
Doreen, however, let Brooke go, before reaching back to unclasp her bra. "Sorry, didn't mean to squeeze and run there, but I meant what I said when I said I wanted some of that cock, and that hasn't exactly changed in the last coupla minutes. I'll be back for more later, though. Promise."
"Ooh, goodie," Brooke groaned, watching as Doreen freed her large breasts again.
I'll admit, that while it was fun getting a look at our curvy class clown when she was streaking across the quad, getting to see her large, full DD-cup breasts up close and personal was quite nice. They looked like they had a good heft to them, and with the confidence that Doreen carried herself, I understood that she would certainly know how to use them for a good time.
"I could make more of a thing of this," she continued, unbuttoning her cutoff jeans. "But you've both already seen me naked already, so why don't we all get naked so we can get down to business?"
With a quick, confident lack of grace, Doreen dropped her shorts and panties to the floor, now standing naked in front of us once again. With her dark shock of pubic hair, wide hips and full ass, she might have looked different than my tight and petite blonde cheerleader girlfriend standing next to her, but there was a certain lack of self-consciousness about Doreen that was absolutely refreshing, and even enviable.
Of course, Brooke was always pretty shameless, so when Doreen stripped down, she happily joined the party. She dropped her cheerleading skirt and panties to the ground standing every bit as naked as Doreen and I, showing off her cute pink pussy with its heart-shaped patch of blonde pubic hair, and her impressively round bubble butt for a girl her size.
Doreen took a moment to drink in the sight of a naked Brooke, but then dropped to her knees in front of me, crawling forward until her face was level with my cock.
"Fuck..." Doreen mused, chuckling to herself as she took in the size of my cock. "I might've bitten off more than I could chew with this one."
"Hey, no biting!" Brooke squeaked, dropping to her knees at Doreen's side.
"I second that. Generally prefer no biting," I said.
"Ha, and Amy said you like it rough," Doreen replied, reaching out and wrapping her hands around my cock, experimentally running them up and down and looking thoroughly impressed.
"I like a lot of things," I replied.
Doreen rolled her eyes. "Ryan, I'm fucking with you. I know better than to bite a guy on the dick unless he's got it coming, and you don't have it coming. Besides, I'm pretty sure Pigtails here would kick my ass if I took your cock out of commission for any length of time."
"Totally," Brooke agreed, swatting Doreen playfully on the ass.
Doreen groaned softly, then leaned in to plant a kiss on my cockhead. It was a nice, long kiss, full of promise and with plenty of eye contact as she looked up at me worshipfully. Staring into those beautiful hazel eyes of hers, I couldn't help but lose it a little looking down at her, seeing that luscious body on full display while she sucked the tip of my cockhead playfully and swirled her tongue around my head. For a girl who looked like she might just be a sweet and silly kind of outcast you'd see around school, Doreen knew how to please a cock with the best of them, I wagered. Still with only her lips planted on the tip, she kept swirling her tongue around the tip, lapping up my precum.
Finally, she leaned back, smacking her lips as a single long trail of precum and saliva connected my cock to her full lips. Soon it snapped, hitting her on the chin and making the busty brunette chuckle.
"That's... that's a nice tasting cock, actually. Those are fewer and further between than you'd think," Doreen admitted.
"Oh, don't I know it!" Brooke giggled, squeezing Doreen's ass. "Ryan's one of a kind."
"I'm getting that," Doreen said, looking up at me and grinning.
She stayed like that for a moment, making sure I got plenty of eye contact as she eyed me lustily, running her hands up and down her body and squeezing her tits for my benefit. As a guy who liked to watch every bit as much as he liked to participate, it was one hell of an erotic sight to be privy to, and watching that faint look of ecstasy cross Doreen's face as she pinched her nipples... well, it was pretty close to the price of admission for this encounter, I'd have said.
Of course, I'd have said that prematurely, as she soon leapt in with gusto, opening her mouth wide as she sucked almost half of it into her mouth all at once.
"Holy shit!" I groaned, dropping my head back as she took another inch into her mouth.
Brooke sighed pleasantly, reaching down to finger herself but giving Doreen her space while she sucked my cock. "Ah, that's, like, so nice!"
Doreen groaned around my cock, nodding slightly, before she began bobbing her head up and down experimentally. Sucking and slurping on my cock messily, it seemed like she was practicing for getting my entire length down her throat, making sure she got a little more with every bob, getting it a little at a time, taking me inch after inch until her nose was pressed against me and every inch was down her throat. Still keeping that eye contact, even if her eyes were certainly a little more watery and strained from the effort, Doreen massaged me with her throat briefly before pulling back, choking and gagging and laughing to herself when she let my cock go, letting those long strands of drool and precum splatter against her big tits.
"That's... that's a cock..." she laughed, grabbing and stroking me before sucking down half my length again, quickly bobbing up and down in an exciting, if somewhat rushed blowjob.
"Yeah, and best one you're gonna find, too," Brooke groaned, humping against her own hand as she continued watching us. "Sorry, Ryan, I didn't mean to, like, steal your thunder if you wanted to boast, but you seemed a little preoccupied there..."
"Yeah... yeah, preoccupied's a good word, I think you got the spirit of it all, too," I whimpered, dropping my head back again as Doreen blew me vigorously, sucking half of my cock while jerking the rest with her hands, making sure I was nice and wet and hard.
She kept this up for a few moments before letting me go again, smiling brightly at me as she then pressed her tits against my cock teasingly.
"I mean, I'm glad to hear you enjoy my oral skills, but overall, I think they're just pretty alright; I know there's a lot better cocksuckers in school than me, and I'm cool with that, nobody can be the best at everything, but you better *believe* I can give an amazing tittyfuck. I got a one-hundred-percent success rate of draining guys' balls all over my tits, and I'm not gonna let you change that record," Doreen said, grinning confidently and licking her lips.



"Well, that's a boast I can get behind," I said, twitching my cock against her tits.
"Me too!" Brooke groaned, before crawling behind Doreen. "Don't mind me here, just gonna do my thing, look up at Ryan while you tittyfuck him, maybe, like, get some of his cum spray when he sets off, 'cause you're gonna set him off big time."
"Big time?" Doreen said, raising an eyebrow. "How big."
"Pretty big," Brooke said. "He's covered me plenty before."
"I mean, you are about the size of my tits, but I see your point," Doreen replied, leaning down to spit into her cleavage before pulling her breasts apart and wrapping them around my cock. "You just let me know when you're about to go all cum fountain on me, yeah? Just like to know where to aim things..."
"Will do," I replied, moaning as Doreen squeezed her tits around my cock and began bouncing them up and down.
She was right about giving an amazing tittyfuck. I'd been with plenty of girls with even bigger breasts than hers and tittyfucked a good many of them, but Doreen did have a unique skill for tittyfucking that felt particularly intense. I don't know if it was her pressure, or how quickly she bounced those tits up and down on my cock, or if it was her enthusiasm and confidence, but I was moaning and thrusting against her in no time, my cock in absolute heaven as this busty brunette beauty did everything she could to get me off.
The fact that she was looking up at me with that big cocky smile (much like Brooke was behind her), certainly didn't hurt matters any, or the fact that she had an utterly filthy mouth.
"Ooh, yeah, I think you like me tittyfucking you like that, huh? I mean, you got fucking tits like mine, you better know what you're gonna do with them, you can't just get by on size alone, no, no, no, no, you gotta know how to flaunt them, how to fuck with them, how to use them to bend guys and girls to your fucking will with them! I've seen girls who've tried to talk shit about me, call me fat and shit like that, and yeah, I took them down a peg (because that's what I do), but I used these tits, these fucking tits... fucked their boyfriends out from underneath them... I didn't always have the bigger tits than those bitches, but I knew how to fucking use them to get what I wanted..." Doreen groaned, bouncing her slickened tits on my cock energetically.
It looked like she had more to say, but soon her eyes went wide and she tittyfucked me faster, which I thought might have had something to do with that smug little look that Brooke had on her face now.
"Fuck!" Doreen moaned, her eyes rolling back briefly. "Oh, fuck! Pigtails... you've got magic fucking fingers!"
Brooke laughed, moaning herself as she pressed into Doreen's back. "Totally... I mean, like, I was fingering myself, you're getting Ryan off, I figured, like, that all three of us should try to cum at once, or close to at once... didn't wanna leave you out."
Doreen was now bobbing her tits on my cock rapidly, leaning down to occasionally lick and slurp on my cockhead. "You're one considerate cheerleader, Pigtails, but I've got a ways to go before I match you two."
Brooke laughed again, louder and more lustfully as she fingered herself and Doreen simultaneously. "Yeah, well, like you said, I've got, like, the most *magical* fingers!"
"Totally?" Doreen asked teasingly.
"Totally," Brooke and I responded in unison, laughing and groaning through our pleasure.
By this point we were all a mass of writhing, pleasure-seeking bodies, moaning and pressing against each other as Brooke simultaneously fingered Doreen from behind while also fingering herself, while Doreen was busy giving me one of the best tittyfucks of my life. I wished I could have done more for the two of them, but that was challenging in my current position, especially since I was pretty lost to the pleasure that our brunette class clown was giving me. I thrust against her while simultaneously trying to hold back, wanting to make sure I didn't lose it too soon while Brooke was trying to get both of them off, but knowing that I wouldn't have a lot of choice in the matter soon the way Doreen was going at me. Her tits were a blur on my cock, the sounds of moans and slick slapping bodies and low curse words overpowering me, driving me to lose myself in the moment.
Try as I might, I wasn't able to hold out for much longer.
"I'm... I'M CUMMING!!!" I roared, hoping I gave Doreen enough of a warning.
I don't know what happened first in the ecstatic chain reaction that followed, but I remember a number of images happening at more or less the same exact time as pleasure overtook my higher reasoning skills.
I remember that quick look up of pleasant surprise that Doreen gave me.
I remember the first shots of cum rocketing up and splattering against her chin and face.
I remember Brooke cumming, loudly, as she fingered herself into a hard orgasm, pressing herself harder against Doreen as she tried to keep the pleasure train rolling.
And I remember Doreen, angling her head down to get more of my cum as it shot down, her mouth lolling open as a harsh, shuddering orgasm shook her to her core.
I knew Brooke was the best at what she did, but given both her and my head starts, I was still impressed that she was able to get Doreen off as quickly as she had. Getting to see the curvy brunette between my legs moaning and writhing as my cum continued to shoot into her mouth and onto her tits, completely and utterly painting her, well, it was one of those kinds of memories I'd learned how to cherish.
And one that I knew I would have to immortalize once I got my better senses about me, but that was still some time off.
Until then, though, I was happy for the now-quivering Doreen to keep squeezing her tits around my cock, groaning and riding out the last waves of her own orgasm as she coaxed the last drops of cum out of me.
Sighing, Brooke collapsed against her, wrapping her arms around Doreen and kissing the back of her neck.
Doreen's reaction to all this was first to wiggle her ass against Brooke, then look up at me and laugh. This wasn't my usual desired reaction from a girl after I'd just coated her face and tits with cum, but with Doreen it seemed about right.
"Are you..." she gurgled, before throwing her head back and swallowing the cum that had made it inside. "Are you fucking *kidding* me? That's how hard you cum?"
I chuckled. "Actually it might have been a slightly smaller day than usual; Brooke?"
"Do I have to answer questions? I'm, like, still all floaty from cuuuuuummmmmmming..." Brooke whined, smiling up at me sweetly.
"I'm not saying you *have* to, but, don't you wanna see how much cum I shot over Doreen?" I asked.
Brooke's eyes brightened. "Oh, yeah, totally..."
Crawling around on her knees next to Doreen, Brooke giggled. "Yeah... it's a *lot*, but, I've seen Ryan do more than this. Had more than that in my pussy, honestly. He probably had a busy day."
I shrugged. "I mean, there *was* Sophie this morning."
"Well, there you go," Brooke replied, twirling one of her pigtails with a finger.
Doreen still looked at us agog, laughing to herself in surprise. "Are you just... I mean... this is normal and... fuck, okay, color me impressed, you really know how to coat a girl in cum."
Not wanting to lose this, I asked, "Hey, would you mind if I-"
"Got a picture of me all painted like this? The others warned me about this, but sure. Get it while the getting's good, 'cause I'm gonna use your bathroom in a sec, Pigtails, to wash this all off," Doreen said, running her fingers down her chest in some level of shock. "Fuck, that's a *lot* of cum... fucking awesome..."
Brooke knew this routine quite well, quickly getting my phone from my pants and passing it to me. Like any up-and-coming actress, Doreen knew her best angles and how to vamp for the camera, smiling cutely and leaning forward just slightly enough to give a perfect view of her cum-covered upper body. It was a fun image, and even just taking pictures of her like this was enough to bring some life back to my semi-deflated cock, something that clearly did not escape Doreen's notice.
"Okay, fuck," she said, forcing herself up onto her wobbly feet. "You're... fuck... you're gonna be ready soon, aren't you? And I want some of that before Pigtails here steals it all for herself!"
"Hey!" Brooke said, scandalized and crossing her arms over her chest in a playful pout. "I'm not *that* greedy!"
"You are pretty greedy when it comes to sex, though," I said, falling back onto the bed and sighing pleasantly.
"Truth," Brooke replied. "But not, like, in a bad way."
"Totally," I replied.
Doreen rolled her eyes. "I'm gonna take two seconds to clean up, and if you two are fucking when I get back... I mean, that'd be pretty fucking hot, but still..."
The class clown disappeared into Brooke's bathroom, and soon I heard the sound of running water.
I sighed pleasantly, rotating on the bed so that my head was buried among the many stuffed animals and pillows that covered it. Once upon a time I might have found this inconvenient and annoying, but with Brooke, well, I found it one of the many, many charms of my cute blonde girlfriend.
"So, she's fun!" Brooke said, bouncing onto the bed next to me and climbing on top, straddling my hips and leaning down to kiss me.
"Yeah, I'm getting that," I replied, holding Brooke close and kissing her back. "Didn't think you'd come around on her."
"Yeah, well, things can, like, change in a hurry when someone makes persuasive arguments. And if they're, like, cute and hot as fuck as her," Brooke replied, grinning and rocking her hips so she could rub her pussy against my re-hardening cock.
I groaned. "When it comes to cute and hot as fuck, no one holds a candle to you, love."
"Oh, I know it, but I like reminding you every so often," she replied, reaching down and grabbing hold of my cock. "Seems you're spending so much time these days with, like, any random girl you can find, it's good to remind you every so often that your girlfriends exist."
Lining my cockhead up with her slick, tight entrance, Brooke settled down onto me, forcing my cock into her inch after deliciously agonizing inch until I was deep inside of her. I groaned in pleasure, running my hands up Brooke's body as she sat up on me until I could squeeze her pert breasts.
"Thank you... for that reminder," I moaned, loving that satisfied smile on Brooke's face as she began to ride me.
"No problem! Always... fuckfuckfuck... happy to give that kind of a reminder whenever you need it!" she giggled, moaning loudly as she began to ride me properly.
Looking up at my tight-bodied girlfriend as she worked up a good head of steam fucking me, I found myself wondering how it could be possible for this moment to get any better. But, as was often the case during senior year, I was shown the error of thinking such a silly thing rather quickly.
"Oh, come on, what'd I say?" Doreen grumbled, her tone playful as she plopped down on the bed next to us. "I'm gone for only a couple minutes and here you are! Balls deep in the tightest, hottest blonde you can find... fuck, I bet she really is tight, isn't she?"
"You have no idea," I groaned, looking up at Doreen's amused face and smiling. "But I'm sure Brooke would love to show you."
"Oh, totally!" Brooke moaned, reaching down to finger herself as she rode me. "I totally got loads of toys you can use on me; shove 'em in my pussy, or my ass, you can find out how tight I really am! And it's tiiiiiiiiiiight... fuuuuuuuuuuck!"
This definitely seemed to pique Doreen's interest. "Alright, alright, you've earned yourself a little credit here, I'll give you guys that... doesn't make me any less disgruntled you got down to business so quickly without me! This was my day to try and seduce Ryan, and he's balls deep in you first!"
While there was definitely a joking tone to what Doreen was saying, I'd be lying if I said I didn't hear a little genuine disappointment in there as well. Not much, but enough to slow me and make me drop my hands down Brooke's sides.
I began, "Fuck, I'm-"
"It's my fault," Brooke groaned, fingering herself more eagerly. "I totally don't have, like, the best impulse control in the world, so when I saw Ryan's cock as hard as it was I thought about jumping him, but then I thought about you and remembered how this was your chapter and all that and I didn't wanna fuck with that, but then I thought, like, we could make this a compromise, and I could get Ryan nice and ready for you! Get him all warmed up so that when he fucks you he's, like, turbo-charged and ready to fuck you, like, so fucking hard, 'cause you seem like a girl who likes to get it so fucking hard."
That she said all of this without breaking stride or moaning too loudly once was impressive, and just one of the many additional reasons I had for loving Brooke King.
Doreen seemed less convinced. "You really expect me to believe all that?"
"For the parts that were the truth, yeah," Brooke admitted, groaning and whimpering as she braced herself for another orgasm. "For the parts that weren't, I was, like, really hopeful you'd believe me?"
Doreen stifled a chuckle. "Alright, you bought yourself that much time. You ready to give him up now, or do you wanna cum first?"
"Cumming would be nice..." Brooke whimpered. "So close, so close, pleasepleaseplease..."
Lacing her fingers together, Doreen cracked her knuckles. "Alright, since I want that dick, I guess I'm gonna have to take care of this myself. Watch and learn..."
It wasn't clear who she was asking to watch or learn, but Doreen didn't really seem all that interested in making her point any clearer. What she did seem interested in, however, was pushing Brooke's hands aside so she could finger my tight blonde girlfriend's clit. Brooke was riding me like a professional bull rider, her head dropped back in a moan and her pigtails flying about wildly as she bounced up and down on my cock with expert precision. Impressive as that was, however, what was nearly as impressive was how Doreen could keep up with her, fingering Brooke's clit rapidly as she rode me without really breaking pace or losing the tempo. Seeing these two hot, naked, utterly delightful girls side by side like this, one pleasuring the other while she was riding my cock for everything it was worth, it was a truly awesome moment that required every bit of willpower I had (and some half-empty balls) to not cum then and there.
Brooke, on the other hand, didn't require such willpower and let go, screaming and moaning as her pussy clamped down and gushed on me. Again, it felt miraculous that I didn't cum then and there, but one pleasantly warning look from Doreen was all it took.
"FUuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!!!" Brooke trailed off, laughing and leaning forward before she collapsed onto me. "Oh, fuck, thanks... Doreen..."
"My pleasure, Pigtails. Had to pay you back for that fingerbang you gave me earlier," Doreen replied, tipping Brooke a wink.
"Totally," Brooke agreed, looking at me dreamily and kissing me. "I... I think... I think I should go get some bottled water. I think I need some water. I think you guys need some water. I'll, like, get some water from the fridge! It's a packed fridge so it could take me some time, but, like, I'll get us all water! How's that sound to everyone?"
"Sounds fine to me," Doreen replied, fanning herself with one hand. "Easy to build up a sweat like this."
Looking Brooke in the eye, I smirked pleasantly. While water did sound fine by me as well, it also sounded like Brooke was looking for an excuse for Doreen and me to be alone together for a minute. Even when she was being greedy and horny, Brooke had this way of thinking about other people that impressed the hell out of me, all the more so when it was someone she barely knew like Doreen.
Kissing Brooke once more, I whispered in her ear, "I love you."
"Love ya too..." Brooke replied, kissing my ear as she climbed off of me, walking wobbily to the door and grabbing a bathrobe from the back of it before she opened it and disappeared into the hallway, closing it behind her.
Lying next to me on her stomach, propping herself up on her elbows, Doreen eyed me with some amusement. "I think your girlfriend's playing matchmaker."
"Probably. That a problem?" I asked.
"Oh, no, no, no," Doreen replied, looking down at my cock, still slick with Brooke's juices. "Not a problem at all. Brooke's one hell of a girlfriend."
She reached down and stroked my cock, shivering almost as much as I did at the contact. I let out a soft groan, looking her in the eyes, and loving the way her mere gaze challenged me back. Her hazel eyes bored into mine, practically daring me to make the next move. I didn't know if Doreen knew how much confident girls really got me going, but given how good she seemed to be at reading people, it didn't strike me as impossible that she could've figured that out within a few moments of meeting me.
Whatever the case may have been, while Doreen was plenty happy to have been leading things so far, one look into her beautiful eyes was enough to build on the fire that Brooke had already stoked within me.
Doreen wanted my cock? Fine. I'd happily give it to her.
Growling slightly, I rolled onto my side and grabbed hold of Doreen, twisting her so that she was on her back. She yelped in some surprise, but seemed all too pleased to see me when I climbed on top of her, spreading her legs and sliding between them effortlessly.
"So... you've been wanting *this* cock for a while now, huh?" I asked, grabbing my erection and playfully batting it against her stomach. "That's what you've been dreaming about?"
"Dreaming about?" Doreen chuckled. "My, my, my, don't you have a big impression of yourself."
"A well-earned one, I think you'd agree," I replied, slowly dropping my cock until it was rubbing up against Doreen's pussy.
Those beautiful hazel eyes widened ever so slightly at the contact, Doreen's mouth dropping open in a bit of surprise as I did this. "So, ummm... yeah, I guess... fuck that's big... I guess some of that's well-earned. You seem to know what you're doing. But it's hard for me to be sure, I mean, yeah, we've kissed-"
Roughly, I kissed her again, enough to make her moan against my lips and make my point clear.
With a new, dreamier tone in her voice, Doreen continued, "-and you know how to kiss, but it's your girl who got me off, and while I loved sucking your cock and tittyfucking you and all that good stuff, I don't see how that necessarily translates to how good you are. You might just have to, you know, really give it to me, prove all the rumors? I mean, yeah, you've so far proven every other one of them, but you never know which ones might be wrong."
I continued to teasingly slide my cockhead over her slit, making her groan softly each time it hit her clit. "So, what you're saying is...?"
Licking her lips as she looked down at my teasing of her pussy, Doreen said, "God, you really want to hear it from me, don't you?"
"I mean..." I laughed softly. "Yeah, after all this buildup, all the teasing and taunting and making me look at your hot, naked body... yeah, I want to hear you say it. I want you to tell me exactly what you fucking want, right here, right now, with me on top of you and my cock practically begging to slide into your pussy. I want to hear it."
Doreen groaned, a lot less softly this time. "Okay, you actually are good at this."
"I know," I replied, grinning darkly and kissing her quickly. "But you still didn't say what I wanted to hear you say."
Doreen licked her lips again, then silently nodded. "That's... that's fair... that's fair... fine... okay, then... Ryan Collins, won't you please, please, *please* fuck my surprisingly tight cunt and make me cum and make me beg for you to fire another load deep inside my tight little sexhole?"



Her voice was almost sweet when she asked this, which made the filthiness all the more exciting to me. I tried to give a cartoony approximation of being deep in thought for a moment, before coming to a conclusion that we both knew was coming.
"Hmmm... alright, I *guess* I can do that," I replied, pushing forward against her hot, wet pussy.
"Oh... fuck..." Doreen whimpered, arching her back as her eyes rolled back slightly. "Fuck... yes..."
Doreen spread her legs as wide as she could, welcoming me in as I pushed my cockhead against her pussy lips. She was so wet, and so eager, and the soft little encouragements she whispered to me only got me hotter, but that didn't make this part any easier necessarily. For as much sex as Doreen had had, I still must have been bigger than any guy she'd ever been with before, as she was fucking tight. Pushing against her entrance it felt like I was meeting nothing but resistance, but that didn't stop either of us. Doreen bit her lip and began rocking her hips, trying to relax and find the ideal angle of penetration, while I started thrusting back and forth gently, trying to help acclimate her to the size of my cock in a fashion that I had found helpful with many a girl in the past.
And as in the past, it was working with Doreen as well, as soon I could feel her lips spreading for me a bit at a time, opening up and welcoming me as I kept thrusting against her. Little by little I could feel my head slipping inside of her, until little by little became all at once. With Doreen locking her legs behind my ass, she pulled me forward determinedly and ensured that I had buried my cockhead, plus a couple inches more, inside her pussy.
"Oh, shit!" she exclaimed, laughing. "Oh, holy fuck! That's some... mmm... wow... I thought I knew what cock was, but, seems like I was wrong... *that*, my friends, is some fucking horsecock!"
"I get that a lot..." I groaned, savoring the tightness of her pussy as I began to slowly piston in and out of her, giving her a little more with every push. "I trust this meets your approval?"
Doreen laughed as I kept sliding a little more inside of her with each thrust. "That's... ummm... okay... okay, you're doing this while I'm trying to joke and... ohfuck... that's not easy... you're making it hard to think! Stop making it hard to think, only, don't stop... keep... yes... keep feeding that fucking python into my pussy, please, don't stop... yes... fuck, alright... that's some definite... *serious* horsecock you're feeding my sweet little cunt and... oh, shit, please, don't make me talk for a moment, just give it to me, I want it, I want to feel every inch inside of me, keep going, keep going, keep stretching me, keep giving... keep giving... FUUUUUUUUUCK!!!"
I grinned darkly at her exclamation, groaning as her pussy tightened around me uncontrollably. I always enjoyed talkative lovers, and it looked like Doreen was going to be *exceptionally* talkative, which was very fine by me.
Breathing shallowly, she sighed, then waved a hand at herself as if to try to cool off. "That's... tell me that's it. That's everything, right? You can't get bigger than that, can you?"
"Actually," I smirked, twitching my cock inside of her. "There's still a couple inches to go."
"There are?" Doreen asked, her eyes wide as she looked down her body in disbelief.
Bracing myself, I shoved the last couple inside of her. "Not anymore."
The busty brunette beneath me moaned, arching her back against the bed as she cursed a low and aggressive 'motherfucker."
Finally able to string more words together, Doreen whimpered, "Oh that's not funny... that *so* wasn't funny."
"Nah," I replied, kissing her deeply. "That was pretty fucking funny."
"I know," she murmured, looking back down in disbelief. "I was just hoping you'd agree with me on principle so I could win something, and winning against you ain't exactly that easy when you've got that horsecock to impress the fuck out of me with... oh, fuck, fuckfuckfuck, ooh, you might be an asshole for that last move, but the best kind of asshole around."
Shrugging, I said, "I've been called worse."
Before she could answer me, I kissed Doreen again, deeper and longer, before I started thrusting my cock in and out of her clutching cunt. She moaned against my lips enthusiastically, wrapping her legs around my ass to better encourage me to fuck her, not that I needed it. Doreen was a unique kind of insanely hot to me, sexy and cute and so utterly confident in how sexy and cute she was that fucking her felt truly exciting.
I fucked in and out of her hot, tight, and so completely juicy pussy and quickly became overwhelmed, losing myself to sensation as I began to thrust faster and faster. Doreen encouraged this, moaning against my lips and using her ankles against my ass to prod me into fucking her faster. Feeling the curves of her gorgeous body beneath me, her hard nipples rubbing against my chest as her breasts pillowed against me only drove me wilder, practically forcing me to grab one of her breasts and pinch her nipple while I fucked into her harder.
This made Doreen squeal distinctly hard against my lips, before she playfully bit me and forced me to break the kiss.
"So... you're every bit as fucking good as everyone else says, probably even as good as you think you are," she grinned, pushing me to fuck her even harder. "And I'm fucking loving it, don't get me wrong; but I like to be a bit more involved when I'm getting dick if you know what I mean."
"Wanna change positions?" I offered, squeezing her nipple particularly hard.
"Ah, fuck!" Doreen exclaimed, her eyes rolling back briefly as she countered my move by squeezing my cock with her pussy muscles. "Dick move... felt great, though... squeeze it again... ah, fuck... but, yeah, this is really fun, don't think I'm not enjoying myself, but I'd like to do my part here and do more than just take it like a fucking champ..."
"I'd say you're doing more than just 'taking it'," I grunted, groaning again when she massaged my cock particularly firmly with her pussy muscles. "Fuck, you're good at that..."
Doreen laughed, kissing my neck. "I know it. But-"
I interrupted her with another kiss, then said, "If you wanna switch this up, I'm gonna need you to unlock your ankles."
"But then I'll have to have this cock out of my sweet little cunt..." she replied, her voice playfully whiny.
"Do you wanna switch things up or don't you?" I said, keeping my pace up and pinching her nipple again.
Doreen squealed. "Fuck! If you keep doing that to my nipples, I might actually have to change my mind... but, no, fuck, I wanna get on my hands and knees... I want you to be able to really give it to me, and let me give back every bit I can."
The thought of her fucking back against me hard, of her bouncing breasts and jiggling ass, that look of raw ecstasy on her face... yeah, it was definitely enough to get me moving.
The second Doreen unlocked her ankles from behind my ass, I pulled out of her and got up on my knees, letting her quickly roll over onto all fours. Grabbing her hips, I shuffled forward and slid my cock back into her pussy, holding tight and starting a newer, swifter rhythm as I fucked into her properly hard. True to her promise, Doreen used this new position to force herself back against me with every thrust I offered her, trying to fuck me every bit as hard as I was fucking her.
This definitely seemed like an improvement to her. "Oh, god, fuck yes! Fuck yes, that's it, that's fucking it! Ooh, goddamnit, I need your cock... need your fucking cock like that, like that, harder, harder, that's it, that's the good stuff, hahahaha, oh, fuck... how the hell am I here? Why am I here? Why am I getting fucked in Barbie's bedroom with my face getting smashed into all these damn plushies?"
"Because you said yes!" Brooke piped in from across the room.
Doreen and I both turned our heads to look at Brooke as she leaned against the inside of her closed bedroom door. Neither of us had seen her reenter, and by the looks of her, Brooke had been there for a good while. With her hand between her legs, she was furiously rubbing her clit and quivering.
"Pigtails?" Doreen chuckled between moans. "How the fuck-"
"Don't stop, alright? Keep going, pretend I'm not here; I'm loving watching, and you two are gonna make me cum sooooooo hard... keep going!" Brooke whined, licking her lips and further bracing her legs so she could support herself against the door.
Doreen looked over her shoulder, exchanging a look with me, before we both mutually shrugged and kept fucking.
"If that's what she wants... the show must go on..." Doreen moaned, pushing back against me even harder.
Her ass jiggled impressively with this thrust against me, and between this sight and the knowledge that Brooke was watching us while she masturbated, I have to admit that I might have found yet another wind. Whatever energy I might have lost from the multiple sexual encounters I'd had today felt entirely restored, and I went at Doreen like a man possessed. My hips were a blur as I pounded into her, grunting and groaning until I was past all intelligible speech while I tried to keep up with Doreen's efforts to fuck me back. If I was a beast, this girl was a machine, fucking me back perfectly. Her tits swinging wildly beneath her, she didn't seem in the slightest bit fazed by how intense things had gotten between us, swearing and moaning and encouraging me onward in her delightfully filthy way.
Every so often, she would look back at me with this knowing smirk, her eyes darting to Brooke as I understood that Doreen particularly loved an audience. A class clown and a drama girl to the end, I should have known that she would love putting on an unforgettable show. Even as we both found ourselves approaching a nice, hard cum, there was no way that either of us could have denied Brooke a show at this point.
So, we didn't. We fucked, and we fucked hard, each of us trying to push the other past our limits of pleasure, keeping our focus on each other while knowing that Brooke was getting off to what we did. While I'd lost most of my coherent thought and the concept of multisyllabic words, soon even I was impressed to find that Doreen had stopped talking, at least as much as she was capable of stopping. All she was doing now was moaning and grunting, squealing and crying out as she fought to keep up with me, the two of us fucking with a passion I found impressive for the fact that today was the first time I'd ever really exchanged words with her.
Somewhere in the distance, Brooke came. I'd heard my girlfriend cum more times than I could count at this point, but this one seemed particularly devastating, as she cried out and laughed all at once, her legs failing her as she slid down the door and collapsed in a mess, laughing and breathing heavily as she watched us.
Doreen looked at my eyes, satisfied and unsatisfied all at once. She was close, I could see it, every bit as much as I knew I was fucking close too. There was a sparkle of mischief in her eye, a challenge that I knew I couldn't say no to. We both knew we were on the edge, and that at this point it wouldn't take much for us to explode. In this moment of understanding, where the only sounds in this room were our heavy breaths, the slaps of bodies against bodies, and Brooke's low giggles in the distance, we made a certain pact.
Whoever lasted the longest between us, would win. This was not a contest for prizes, but for pride, as both of us knew how fucking good we were and wanted to see how this would all shake out in the end.
This was a contest we only understood for a matter of seconds, however, as it was also one that I quickly lost.
"Ah, fuck!" I cried out, burying deep in Doreen and cumming explosively.
I hadn't expected I'd cum this hard this quickly again, but with Doreen's hot body guiding the way I found it next to impossible not to. Waves of pleasure crashed over me, threatening to momentarily black out my vision before I sharpened my vision. I was glad to keep my faculties, because it allowed me to be there when Doreen's own orgasm slammed into her seconds later. With a loud curse and a high, wailing cry, she came, her pussy clamping down on my cock, milking every last bit of cum I had in me as she cried out and shook and collapsed into the bed, laughing and moaning all the while.
Once I was sure I had finished, I pulled out and collapsed next to Doreen, kissing her slowly and lustily while we exchanged soft laughs and caught our breaths. There was a certain, profound look of satisfaction on her face, a softness to her smile that I rather enjoyed as an alternative to her well-honed snark. It was a look that I knew would be brief, as soon she'd be out of that joyous post-coital haze and ready for another round, or whatever else came next, but it was a moment I chose to enjoy while it lasted.
And it lasted as long as it took for Doreen to first roll onto her back, and for Brooke to then bound across the room and hop on top of her, straddling Doreen's hips and leaning down to kiss the curvy brunette.
"That was, like, awesome!" Brooke squealed, kissing Doreen repeatedly. "I always find it totally hot watching Ryan fuck, but watching him with you was, wow, soooooo much fun!!! I gotta watch him fuck strangers more often!"
"A stranger, huh?" Doreen replied, her smirk returning. "I thought we were a little more familiar than that, Pigtails."
"Well, not like *stranger* stranger, but, ya know, someone new and novel I don't get to watch him fuck on the regular. You guys totally make sex look gooooooood, and I'm like an expert, so I should know what is and isn't good!" Brooke said, squealing loudly when Doreen pinched one of her perky nipples.
"Nothing 'like' about it," I replied, enjoying the sight of the two of them kissing and fondling each other. "Brooke's one of the biggest sexperts in school, I'd wager."
"I'm honored," Doreen groaned, reaching down to squeeze Brooke's ass. "Always love to know when I rank the best."
"Awww, you guys! I dunno about *best* best, but, like, that's soooooo frickin' nice of you," Brooke replied, kissing Doreen playfully and hugging her close. "Ooh, god, that was so fun to watch, I can't wait to, like, really fuck you... but I'm kinda jealous you got all of Ryan's cum that time, I'm, like, a total whore for his cum!"
Doreen grinned, kissing Brooke before playfully swatting her on the ass. "Well, he fired off a lot in me, so there's plenty to go around if you want it."
Brooke's eyes lit up as she gasped in delight. "Are you saying you wanna scissor? Because I'd *love* to scissor with you!"
Doreen chuckled. "I mean, I was suggesting we eat each other out, since scissoring's kind of awkward and wouldn't exactly be a really efficient way of getting any of his cum and I really want to eat your pussy (you did hear me say how much I wanted to eat a cheerleader's pussy, right?), but, yeah, if you wanna scissor, let's fucking scissor, Pigtails."
"Yay!" Brooke exclaimed, kissing Doreen deeply. "I'm, like, the best at scissoring, so don't you worry, we'll have loads of fun!"
"I'm sure you are," Doreen replied, spanking Brooke playfully again. "But, I'm still a little wiped after what your boyfriend and I did, so, you're probably gonna have to do the lion's share of the work."
Pushing off the bed, Brooke sat up on Doreen again and smiled down at her. "Oh, I'm *so* ahead of you there!"
Doreen turned to look at me, amused. "So, I guess your girlfriend and me are fucking."
"Looks like it. You better strap in, Brooke boasts about how many guys she's broken before me," I said.
"It's true!" Brooke replied perkily, lifting one of Doreen's legs so she could better position herself for scissoring. "Ah, your pussy feels nice on mine..."
"Yeah, well... yours does too..." Doreen replied, groaning softly as she found it difficult to land a punchline. "And lucky for me, then, that I'm neither fragile nor a guy."
Brooke laughed, rocking her hips against Doreen's, moaning and giggling as she rubbed against her. "Good! 'cause I think I'm, like, gonna enjoy this... gonna enjoy fucking you... fuck, I can already totally feel all your juices and Ryan's cum on me... fucking hot... and if I'm enjoying myself, you're gonna enjoy yourself and..."
Brooke moaned loudly, rocking her hips faster as she rubbed her pussy against Doreen's with greater intent.
Doreen groaned deeply, dropping her head back and reaching up to pinch her own nipples. I knew that she was still tired from our fuck, but I also understood that she was the kind of girl who didn't lay back and take it when a challenge came her way.
So, while Brooke may have started this off doing all the work of fucking Doreen, soon Doreen braced herself up on her elbows, forcing herself to slide back further up the bed so she could elevate herself on a pile of Brooke's pillows so she could really get into it. Pushing her feet against the bed for leverage, she them grabbed hold of Brooke, pulling my tight blonde girlfriend closer so they could look each other in the eye, cursing and fucking against one another and even exchanging a few odd kisses when the moment seemed right. Moaning and grunting as they soon began to really get into it, the two beauties lying next to me looked like they were having the time of their fucking lives.
And where was I in all of this you might ask? Well, pretty much right where I'd landed after Doreen and I had fucked. I watched the two girls fuck with great interest, looking forward to being able to rejoin them. Admittedly, I understood that this would take a little while after my two most recent orgasms, but since they didn't seem to mind too greatly, and I was greatly enjoying the chance to watch them, it seemed we were all in a pretty good place. While Doreen and Brooke fucked each other, I was granted the honor of a front row seat to this display of raw, carnal debauchery.
And what a display it was. In spite of her size, I knew Brooke to be one of Regan Hills High School's sexual titans, a girl with insatiable desire and energy to match, a girl who was up for anything and everything and ready to do that at the drop of a hat. And Doreen? I would not have thought at a glance that our cute class clown would have had this in her, but here she was, grinding and humping against Brooke with a lustful hunger that matched my cute blonde girlfriend's. I'd seen Brooke fuck a number of women in the past, and knew that she was an artist when it came down to it, but it was always something truly special to see her come up against a girl who might well have been her sexual equal. It didn't happen very often, but I was certain in that moment that Doreen might have made the shortlist.
"Fuck... Pigtails... fuck, you really know how to fuck..." Doreen groaned, rocking her hips roughly against Brooke.
"Uh huh... I'm the best, I know it... but you're fucking good, too... god, you're so fucking cute, and I totally love your boobs! They're so big and soft and fun... ah, fuck, I could, like, totally get lost in them if I really wanted to," Brooke giggled, moaning and rocking her hips eagerly against Doreen.
"Thanks... and you've got an amazing butt..." Doreen said. "I know a lot of you cheer girls got great asses, but for a girl as small as you, fuck, you've got an epic butt."
"Awww, thanks!" Brooke groaned. "Yeah, I might not have, like, titties like you do, but I got a pretty sweet ass! Nothing like yours, though."
"Yeah, well, I'm thick and I know it. Yours is impressive 'cause it's unexpected," Doreen said, quickly leaning in to kiss Brooke. "Seems there's a lot that's unexpected to you, Pigtails."
"Yeah, totally not the first time I've heard that," Brooke said, looking down at me and smiling. "Most guys don't think I'm much more than, like, this blonde ditzy fuckdoll. I'm sure Ryan did too."



"I'm glad I was wrong," I admitted.
"You should be. Brooke's one helluva piece of ass, with a head on her shoulders to match," Doreen laughed, dropping her head back and moaning. "Fuck, and she's even selling me on scissoring... this is kind of great."
The way they were moaning and fucking each other with a greater urgency, it sure as hell looked like a lot more than *great* from the outside, but what did I know?
"Totally," Brooke moaned, kissing Doreen again. "But I'm, like, starting to get close, and I know you wanna eat my pussy, and I wanna cum on your face, so, like, you wanna switch it up, get into a 69?"
"Why?" Doreen grunted. "Starting to run out of steam?"
"Hardly," Brooke scoffed, reaching up to squeeze one of Doreen's nipples hard.
Doreen yelped. "Oh, fuck!"
I laughed. "Yeah, never accuse Brooke of running out of steam. She doesn't run out of steam."
"Totally," Brooke nodded, kissing Doreen again. "I was just, like, thinking how great it'd be for us to cum on each other's faces and make each other all messy, and also that since you like my butt so much that you could get a good look at it getting fucked by Ryan while you eat my cute little cunt!"
Doreen looked from me, to Brooke, then back again. "She's really fucking good at making these tempting offers, isn't she?"
"Oh, the best," I replied, laughing and looking down at my now pleasantly erect cock. "And, yeah, I'm ready for that whenever you guys are."
"Sweet!" Brooke exclaimed, kissing Doreen and crawling away from her.
Doreen looked at me, then my cock, with some interest. "You know, if this is how you conduct your interviews, I should really find reasons to get interviewed more often."
"I'm usually more professional than this," I laughed.
"Yeah, well, I'm getting to cum a lot, so I dunno if professionalism's really what I'd look for in an interview from you," Doreen said, smiling wryly. "Ah, fuck, you really should've gotten your interview in while Brooke and me were scissoring... bet you'd have gotten some really great answers that way."
"Certainly more honest!" Brooke exclaimed, grabbing Doreen by the shoulders and wrestling her to the bed. "Now, come on, I wanna eat and be eaten and have Ryan's cock up my ass, and you gotta be in position so it'll all work!"
Doreen smirked, reaching up to grab Brooke and wrestle her so she was on top of the tiny blonde. "Needy little bitch, aintcha, Pigtails?"
"Uh huh..." Brooke answered cutely, kissing Doreen and flipping her over so that she was on top.
Surprised, Doreen added, "Strong, too."
"Waaaaaaay stronger than I look," Brooke said, smiling and kissing Doreen again. "Bet I could fill you with all kinds of Puma Pride if I really tried."
"I'd rather be filled with what Ryan's got after he's done wrecking your ass," Doreen replied confidently, tweaking one of Brooke's nipples.
Brooke's eyes went wide as she turned her attention to me. "Doreen's the fucking best!"
Sliding over to the two girls, I found I had a hard time disagreeing, kissing each of them and getting in a couple moments of grabbing their tits and asses before they turned their attention back to each other.
It only took a little more kissing and groping and wrestling between the two of them before Brooke landed on top of Doreen, twisting around until the two of them were in a rather delicious-looking 69. Brooke dove in first, licking and sucking on Doreen's cummy cunt, but Doreen wasn't all that far behind, burying her tongue and fingers inside of Brooke as they lusciously ate each other out. Their moans and shudders as they did this, combined with the image of their gorgeous, if thoroughly dissimilar, bodies pressed up against one another was enough to spur me into action.
I knew from many, many times coming over here exactly where Brooke kept her lube and went to retrieve it, squeezing a generous amount onto my cock before slickening up and crawling on the bed behind the two entangled girls. With Brooke's flexing cheeks and winking asshole to guide me, I crawled up behind her, looking down at the eager eyes of Doreen Bell as she looked up at me with her lovely hazel eyes. That hidden fire she could so easily draw upon was on full display as she looked up past my glistening cock and into my eyes, as it looked like she practically needed me to fuck Brooke's ass before her eyes.
I didn't need a lot of encouragement past that. Grabbing my cock, I lined it up with Brooke's tight asshole and pushed forward, feeling the firm, warm embrace of my girlfriend's tightest hole as it tightly gripped my cock. I'd lost count of how many times I'd entered her like this, but every time it felt like the first. That same intensity, that same tightness, that same joy at understanding how much she wanted this and how hard it would make her cum. Pushing into her, feeding her every last inch until I was balls-deep inside of her not only felt natural, it felt fucking right, and excited me so much in this moment that I couldn't be sure quite how I was going to control myself.
"Fuck..." I hissed, savoring the feeling of Brooke's asshole as I squeezed her cheeks, enjoying the way she moaned particularly excitedly into Doreen's cunt.
Then came that other exciting, surprise sensation, as Doreen's tongue leapt out and briefly licked my balls. That brought me back to earth, and before I knew it, I was grabbing Brooke by the hips and fucking into her with slow intensity. I didn't want to make this too rough, didn't want to fuck too hard with their 69, but goddamn it was I tempted to. I loved Brooke's ass, and there wasn't much I wouldn't do to get another opportunity to fuck her until she was a screaming, quivering mess who could barely walk, but I had to be good in this moment. No, I had to be good so I could let them cum, so they could gush all over each other's faces and scream and cry out and beg for more.
More than that... I had to be good and restrain myself so I could get a shot at Doreen's ass.
So, I grabbed hold of Brooke and I fucked into her with a slow, deliberate pace while the two girls ate and sucked and licked each other. I understood that this could take some time, that even with their enthusiasm that Doreen and Brooke might want to draw the process out, really drive each other wild as they pleasured each other and made sure this fuck reached its truly messy heights.
"Ah, fuckfuckfuck, I'm cumming, I'm cumming, I'm totally cumming!!!" Brooke squealed, arching her neck back so she could cry out, her pussy gushing and squirting on Doreen's face and my balls.
Of course, this outcome was also a possibility, as Doreen had a talented mouth and Brooke always came like the world was ending when my cock was buried up her ass. And with Brooke being the kind of girl who could get pretty greedy when she was this kind of horny, well, this shouldn't have been as much of a surprise to me as it was.
Doreen didn't seem to hold this against Brooke at first, clearly enjoying the writhing, shuddering blonde on top of her, but soon she locked her legs around Brooke's neck and pulled her in to make sure she hadn't forgotten whose pussy she was eating. While Brooke was slowing and groggy from her cum, she was too much of a professional in bed to let that completely stop her, and with Doreen's encouragement she was soon eating our busty brunette guest with every bit of gusto she could muster. While she may not have been at her A-game, even at Brooke's A-minus game she was a fucking sex goddess, and it didn't take long for her to have Doreen cumming messily as well, writhing and shuddering as she held Brooke's face fast against her cunt.
By this point I was hard again and ready to properly pound Brooke's ass and fill her with cum, but that wasn't meant to be. The moment Brooke was free from Doreen's legs, she pulled away from me, hopping up on wobbly legs away from the bed. She was a fucking mess by this point, her skin flush with exertion, her face and thighs covered in juices, her makeup runny and one of her pigtails even knocked loose. She looked like she had just been to war, but my girlfriend couldn't have had a bigger smile, especially when Doreen forced herself up onto her knees next to me to better look at my well-fucked girlfriend.
"Oh, that was... mmm... that was fun... *so* fun..." Brooke giggled, running her hands over her tight body. "I dunno if I can, like... mmm... fuck, I can't even finish a sentence, I came so good."
"I'll take credit for that," Doreen joked, raising her hand proudly.
"I like to think I had a part in that," I replied.
"I mean, I won't say you didn't, but it was my mouth hoovering up her clit a second ago, so..." Doreen replied, shrugging.
I paused for a moment. "Alright, you got me there."
Brooke interjected, "That was, like, a totally 'go team!' kinda moment, and I got the best idea for another one... but I'm a mess, and I wanna clean up a little first, so like, Ryan, I think you should totally spoon-fuck Doreen in the ass while I get ready? It's part of an idea I got, and I think you guys will, like, really, really super love it, okay? Cool!"
She didn't even wait for a response from either of us before she skipped away into her bathroom and closed the door behind her, leaving Doreen and I looking at each other moderately confused.
"She's, ummm... really into her whole spontaneous thing, isn't she?" Doreen asked.
"Totally," I replied, looking the girl kneeling next to me up and down lustfully. "She tends to have some great ideas, though."
"I can tell," Doreen replied, looking down at my cock. "Fair warning, I don't give my ass up to every guy I meet, so it's not like this'll be easy, but you still look plenty lubed up (which is more than a lot of guys are willing to do), so... be gentle?"
I grinned, then lay down on my side. "No problem."
"Bitchin'," Doreen replied with a pleasant sigh, lying down on her side in front of me. "Ah... fuck, you two seem to really have something special."
"Brooke and me?" I asked, wrapping my arms around her and pressing my chest to her back. "Yeah. Us happening, it wasn't one of those things I ever would have predicted, let alone this whole poly thing we're trying, but it's working out so far."
"Good for you. I'm... I'm actually glad to hear that," Doreen said, turning her face so she could kiss me.
We kissed, softly and slowly in this position for a long moment before Doreen raised her leg and reached behind her, grabbing hold of my slicked-up cock so she could rub it between her ass cheeks. She slid my well-lubed erection back and forth, spreading the lube and my precum and prepping the way before she teased me against her asshole.
Continuing with her previous thought, she added, "Relationships... fuck, it's easy to get jaded to the whole idea of love even existing sometimes, better to build up armor to prevent yourself from getting hurt. Humor and cynicism have helped me with that so far, and it's not like I'm hurting for attention or getting ass every now and then, but sometimes... well, I guess I wouldn't mind my own person to call my own. And fuck like crazy at the end of the day."
Groaning as I gently thrust my cock against her tight asshole, I replied, "Well, I doubt you'd be lacking for suitors... there's plenty of guys and girls out there who'd be honored to be with you, I'm sure."
"Oh, no doubt..." Doreen groaned, arching her back to better angle her ass for penetration. "I'm a total catch, but I'm not ready for that, either. It doesn't take a lot of brutal self-reflection to know that I've got a lot of growing up to do still, and I'm *happy* being the me I am now, now. I don't want to saddle anyone else with the responsibility of putting up with my shit when I'm still working on it myself, whilst *also* trying to be the best motherfucking actress in school... but that doesn't mean I might not get stupid and sentimental and a little sappy with any well-executed romantic subplot in a movie that isn't totally ass."
I chuckled, holding her close and kissing her again. "Well, if you're sure, then fucking go for it. The world's a lot more exciting with a self-assured Doreen Bell in it, I'd wager, and when you're finally ready, you'll know it."
"Damn straight," she grinned, kissing me again. "Just like I'm sure I'm ready for your cock up my ass... come on, do it, Ryan... fucking do it, give me that cock... you fucked Brooke's tight little cheerleader ass, you can definitely take mine... fuck... do it... push it in... just a little harder..."
"Alright," I grunted. "Alright..."
Gripping Doreen tightly, I rocked back and forth, pressing my cockhead against her tightest hole. I was, quite fortunately, very lubed and very motivated, which made it all the easier for how tight her ass was. Doreen, for her part, did everything she could to make the next steps as easy as possible, raising her leg and stroking my cock with her hand as she guided it toward her ass. She moaned and grunted with every thrust I made against her, raising her leg higher and higher to give me better access until it looked like she might almost be able to pull off the splits herself.
Even with her consternation, between both of our efforts, the next part felt almost inevitable. Soon my cockhead broke through her tight little hole, sliding into her ass with its agonizing pleasure. Doreen let out a breath, cursing lowly and arching her back against me as she moaned lustily.
"Fuck..." I hissed, savoring her hot tightness. "Goddamn, that ass..."
"That cock," Doreen agreed, arching her neck to kiss me.
I didn't break that kiss as I slowly continued pushing forward, feeding inch after inch into Doreen's ass and savoring every second of it. Every inch brought out new sounds, new shudders, new shows of pleasure that I hadn't yet seen from this curvy goddess that only spurred me on further. Slowly and deliberately I gave her inch after inch until I was balls deep inside of her. I held Doreen close, gently squeezing her breasts and kissing her again. She broke this kiss quickly, looking at me with wide, awed eyes.
"Holy shit..." she whimpered, her voice shaky. "That's... that's a lot of cock up my ass."
Sliding in and out of her slightly, I replied, "Uh huh."
This thrust brought a new shiver out of her, and a brighter, cockier smile. "Oh, come on... you can do better than that..."
"Words, or fucking?" I quipped, sliding my cock a little more out of her, then inside once more.
"Both... fuck, that's good... not asking for hard again, but you can go a little faster than that I think..." she replied.
"Well, let's find out," I replied, gripping her tightly and trying to do just that.
I fucked in and out of her ass in a slow, deliberate pace, giving her just over half my length with each thrust and making sure I was getting her properly into it. Though it was difficult for her to fuck me back in this position, she'd since moved her hands so she could squeeze her tits and finger herself, which I generally took as a good sign that she was getting into it.
As if her words weren't a good enough indication.
"That's it, that's it, right there, right *fucking* there... goddamnit to hell, fuck! I haven't... mmm... haven't had a cock up my ass in god knows how long, and not this big, or this good... ah, I should really do this more often, make sure I'm not out of practice... never know when another cock like this is ever gonna come around."
"Doreen," I grunted. "There's no cock like mine in town... I'm one of a kind!"
She laughed at my attempt at cockiness, but her smile was well worth it. "Maybe... maybe you are..."
"Oh, he definitely is!"
I'd rather well gotten into fucking Doreen's ass by the time the bathroom door swung open and Brooke stood proudly before us. True to her promise, she'd cleaned up well, fixing her collapsed pigtail and even reapplying some of her makeup.
More than that, though, Brooke had also put on one of her best strap-ons, with a big, and naturally hot pink, rubber dildo hanging between her legs.
This was not a new sight to me, but it seemed to surprise even Doreen's jaded sensibilities.
"Oh... so, is that for Ryan, or me?" Doreen joked, though her tone was a little shakier than I would have expected.
Brooke giggled, then bounced on over to the bed, lying on her side in front of Doreen. "It's for you, silly! Oh, I look forward to giving it to Ryan someday, but, like, for now, we're gonna make you a sandwich!"
Groaning as Brooke lined up the dildo with her pussy, Doreen replied, "I don't think I've ever been this excited to hear someone offering to make me a sandwich... FUCK!!!"
Yeah, Brooke knew how to make an entrance, even inside of Doreen. It didn't take much for her to slide the big pink dildo into Doreen's sopping wet cunt, and soon she was buried inside of the curvy brunette between us every bit as much as I was.
"This... alright, I had some predictions about how this day would go... maybe even some pretty hot and sweaty ones, but you two, you fucking hot, gorgeous pair of the best goddamn sex maniacs I've ever laid eyes upon, you surprised me... you've actually fucking surprised me! Me! Fuck... that doesn't happen very often..." Doreen groaned, alternating between kissing Brooke and I as we fucked in and out of her.
"Well, you want us to, like, stop?" Brooke replied, squeezing one of Doreen's breasts while I squeezed the other.
"Because we can, whenever you want," I replied, thrusting into Doreen's ass more insistently.
"NO!!!" Doreen practically roared. "Don't you dare, don't you *fucking* dare! I've never had two cocks like this, and, I mean, this still isn't two cocks, but I've never been filled like this, god, keep going, you two, keep doing whatever the fuck it is that you're doing, fucking use me, fucking wreck me, I don't care, just give it to me, give it to me and make me fucking cum!!!"
"Oh, we'll make you cum!" Brooke giggled, reaching back for the nightstand near her and quickly pulling a small toy from it. "With what we got, and this little toy here... yeah, we're totally gonna make you a fucking mess!"
Brooke clicked a button at the base of the innocuous-looking, small purple toy, bringing its powerful vibrations to life. Doreen's eyes went wide and a deep groan poured out from her as she kissed Brooke lusciously, while Brooke was happy to oblige by sliding the purple vibe down to Doreen's clit. Incapable of holding herself back, Doreen practically screamed out in pleasure, silenced only by Brooke's lips.
Now, double-penetrating a girl was not something that was new to Brooke and me. We had plenty of practice on Josie and Sarah and, well, a whole lot of other girls, honestly, so it didn't take long for the two of us to get a decent rhythm together. The two of us locked eyes, sharing a secret smile as we fucked Doreen into oblivion, pounding both of her holes and making her scream multiple times as she came over and over from this double-penetration fuck.
Between sharing this bed with one of the women I loved most in this world and Doreen, a girl who was every bit as much fun to be around as she was fucking gorgeous, I was in fucking heaven. It felt like I could watch the two of them cum over and over again and never tire of it, but realistically, I knew that wasn't possible.
Soon, I felt that building pressure in my balls once more, and warned the pair of them that I would soon be cumming again. At Doreen's insistence, I pulled out of her ass and stood on the bed as she and Brooke both lay on their backs, letting my cum all over their faces and chests while they smiled up at me and caught whatever they could in their open mouths.
I was spent, but looking down at these cum-covered angels... fuck, it was worth it.
Doreen rolled onto her side, licking cum off of one of Brooke's nipples. "You two know we're not finished yet, right? I mean... I may not be up to your speed, but I've still got some gas left in the tank, if you think you can keep up with me."



Brooke and I shared a smile before I replied, "Yeah, I think we can manage that."
***
Now, one of the problems that comes with long-running fuckfests is how easy it is to completely lose track of time, especially when you're with gorgeous girls like Doreen and Brooke. While nothing we did over the rest of the afternoon could match up to that wonderfully messy DP of Doreen, the three of us got lost in each other for a while, and in time for that matter, which might have made me not nearly as careful as I could've been.
If this had been at my place, this wouldn't have been a problem.
We *weren't* at my place, however, so maybe this next part was inevitable.
During a lull in our afternoon of debauchery, I got thirsty, and so pulled on my briefs and set out in the kitchen to get a drink from the fridge while Brooke and Doreen got busy fingering each other. I was too busy looking at my phone, seeing my unread texts from Olivia and Kaitlyn and Josie and vowing to sort through them shortly, and pulling a Gatorade from the fridge in the kitchen when I heard the voice behind me.
"Well, I guess that explains all the screaming."
Startled, I slammed the fridge shut and whirled around, my eyes as wide as saucers.
"Mrs. King! I'm sorry, I was-"
Brooke's mom laughed, her smile as cute as her daughter's as she replied in her high, friendly voice, "Relax, Ryan, I'm just playing. Though next time, you might want to be a little more discrete; if Brian were here, there might be a problem."
I gulped, nodding softly as I took in Brooke's mom, Mrs. Brittany King. I'd only met her a few times in passing before tonight, but always thought that she looked like what I imagined Brooke would look like in twenty years. Short and petite and every bit as blonde as her daughter, her face might have been slightly rounder and a little more tired-looking, but she was every bit as beautiful as Brooke was, with eyes and a smile that could light up a room just as easily. She looked like she had just gotten off work, wearing only a practical, yet stylish blouse and a corporate-looking skirt, with heels that managed to give her a little bit of extra height, if not enough to prevent her from having to look up at me.
I knew Brooke's parents to have their own fairly wild sex life, as Josie's repeated encounters with Brooke's dad had proved, and encouraged Brooke to have much the same, but that didn't prevent me from feeling like I had just been caught with my hand in the cookie jar.
"I'm sorry, Mrs. King," I said, dropping my hands in front of my underwear. "I think... maybe I should..."
Mrs. King rolled her eyes, amused. "Relax, Ryan, it's nothing I haven't seen before... though I do suddenly understand why my daughter likes you so much."
"I have other charms, too," I shot back, defensive.
She giggled, almost identical to Brooke. "I'm still teasing. Relax, Ryan, you're not in trouble, and you won't be in trouble. Unless that mascot head in the back of my daughter's car means some kind of trouble?"
I gulped again. "Only a little trouble."
Mrs. King giggled again. "Oh, goodie. Glad to hear she's having a little extra fun this year."
She fell silent, and for a moment, the two of us looked at each other. With her eyes on me, I was suddenly glad I'd had as much sex as I'd had today, as an erection in front of her would have been pretty awkward, not that I wouldn't mind her looking at my erection under other circumstances... I mean, she was pretty hot, after all, but Brooke was in the other room...
Then, as if a lightbulb went on above her head, Mrs. King's face brightened and she exclaimed, "Oh! Before you get back to fucking my daughter, I had a question I've wanted to ask you!"
"Yeah?" I asked.
"Well, Brooke tells me your plans for the future are still up in the air..." Mrs. King said.
"Yeah. I'm hoping to attend the community college in the fall, but I haven't applied yet," I explained, knowing how lame that sounded.
"That's a good school, and pretty easy to get into, too. I wouldn't stress too much about it," she said, clearly having caught the hesitance in my voice.
"Thanks," I replied.
"No problem!" Mrs. King replied, chipper and all smiles. "But, school aside, if you're in the market for a job, my company is looking to hire some file clerks for the summer, maybe even past that. Since these clerks would be working in my department, I can pretty much pick up whoever I want if they want the job. Since I know how hard it is to get a first job like that on your resumé, and unpaid internships are exploitative and stupid as heck, I wanted to make the offer to some of Brooke's friends. And since you're one of Brooke's friends..."
Honestly, I hadn't put a lot of thought into a job at this point, but I knew I would need one, and that opportunities like this were few and far between.
I smiled gratefully, "Thanks, Mrs. King. That sounds... well, that sounds pretty great, really. Do I have to fill out an application, or-"
Jumping in, she replied, "I know you don't graduate until June, so we won't ask you to start before then, but I'm running some interviews in April. I'll have Brooke give you details when the time comes, but dress smart and don't mess up any of the questions and you'll do great. We offer fair salaries, medical, Casual Sex Fridays and free donuts! Ah, this is exciting, all of you going out into the world... but I should really get out of this monkey suit and into something comfortable before Brian gets off shift. And you should be getting back to pleasuring my daughter, shouldn't you?"
It was only as Mrs. King walked down the hallway that I finally actually heard everything she'd said in my mind, and while one of the four perks she talked about certainly made me do a double take, by the time I thought to ask about it, she was long gone.
It was a joke. It had to be a joke. Brooke liked to joke, and like mother, like daughter and all that, but if the job offer was real, well that would certainly be something, wouldn't it? The future was coming for me whether I wanted it to or not, but if I could get a job like this without having to try that hard, at least one big stress on that future was about to be relieved.
Suddenly glad that I'd completely lost track of time if it allowed me to accidentally run into Mrs. King, I grabbed that Gatorade I'd forgotten about and prepared to head back to Doreen and Brooke, ready to keep this night of hot sex going with a new spring in my step.
***
(Author's Note 2: Writing this story is something I do in my spare time for fun, so if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series. It motivates me to continue writing more. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for all of your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. It's been a rough few years, and in times like this, it becomes very easy to give in to anger and let that rule your life. I ask that, instead of letting anger run your life, take a breath, ask yourself if anger is really best in this moment, and if it isn't, try to guide it more constructively. When given an opportunity, try to spread a little kindness in the world instead of hate. Do something nice for a complete stranger. Brighten the day of someone you care about. Talk to a friend you haven't talked to in ages. Help someone who is having a hard time. It's a rough world out there these days, and while that doesn't look like it will change anytime soon, it doesn't take much to make it just a little bit better. Please be good to yourselves, and to everyone else.)



        Senior Year Memories Ch. 46

        After a bad day, Ryan dominates a bitchy Latina actress.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/senior-year-memories-ch-46

Title: Senior Year Memories Ch. 46

Author: aimingtomisbehave33

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: After a bad day, Ryan dominates a bitchy Latina actress.

Tags: slut, 18-year-old, black girl, bitchy, oral, high school, anal, latina, rough sex, submissive

Series: Senior Year Memories


(Usual Disclaimer Time: Even though this story almost entirely takes place in a high school setting, all the characters in this story are 18 years old or older, and since we're living in the wide wonderful world of porno-land here, where clichés roam free and things might get a little unrealistic from time to time, please remember it's all in good fun. This story is highly serialized, and though it's not 100% necessary to have read the whole story up until this point to enjoy the content of the chapter, it's definitely advisable to understand the many ongoing plots.)
(Author's Note: I want to thank everyone whose votes selected Faith Serrano as this chapter's SYM Girl, as well as determined some of the other action in this chapter. As always, I want to give special thanks to fellow Literotica author Lil_kitty for her excellent work as my editor and acting as a second set of eyes on this chapter, and for letting me know what did and didn't work; if you get a chance, please check out her work and drop some stars if you enjoyed, she writes some very hot and fun stories.)
Previously, on Senior Year Memories: Covering a school assembly for the Puma Press, 18-year-old Ryan Collins witnessed a prank by class clown and drama club member, Doreen Bell. After being charmed by her, Ryan, accompanied by his girlfriend, Brooke King, who was upset with Doreen for pranking the school's baseball team, met with Doreen. Though initially hostile, Brooke too was later charmed by the curvy class clown as well, and the two of them agreed to help Doreen with a prank she was pulling off later in the day. After helping and documenting Doreen as she streaked across the school quad during an event, Ryan, Brooke and Doreen retreated to Brooke's place for a good laugh and a hot, steamy threesome.
***
Of all the people whose paths crossed mine during senior year at Regan Hills High School, Nadia Barclay was easily one of the toughest of them. I don't mean this as an insult or to call her cold or anything like that, no, but as my new friends and acquaintances went, I doubted that you could have found anyone more driven and single-minded than the editor of Regan Hills High's Puma Press. She ran our high school's paper like a well-oiled machine, demanding quality writing and reporting in the hopes of making us the award-winning paper she knew we could be (and, admittedly, gain her some glory as our editor). Sure, it could make her into a cruel taskmaster at times, but I had to admit, it also got results; for as motley a group of writers and photographers and artists as we were, she had whipped us into shape, making sure that we were always operating at peak efficiency and enjoying the fruits of our labors when it was appropriate.
There were plenty of people around school who thought that Nadia was simply incapable of having fun. From experience, I knew that it was a lot more complicated a situation than that. Nadia was the kind of girl who liked to be in control more often than not, but like anyone else, she had her needs and was thoroughly capable of letting her hair down.
Or, as I was intimately familiar with, when she was fucking horny, since she tended to call upon me on those occasions.
"FUCK ME, RYAN, FUCK ME HARDER! MAKE ME FUCKING SCREAM!!!" Nadia demanded, clearly unaware how loud she already was.
We were in Nadia's bedroom, both of us naked and me rather enjoying pinning her to the bed as I fucked her into submission. From experience, I knew that Nadia was the kind of girl who really enjoyed being thrown around and being taken. It probably came from her being such a control freak the rest of the time, but whatever the reason, I was fucking enjoying having every inch of my thick, ten-inch erection buried deep inside her tight cunt as I pounded into her.
I looked down at Nadia, taking in the beautiful black girl beneath me as her pretty, normally somewhat severe face fell to the throes of ecstasy. Her big brown eyes looked up at me hungrily from behind her wire-rimmed glasses, her long and shimmering black hair splayed out on the pillow behind her an utter mess as I fucked her hard. Her toned body felt magical against mine, her tight pussy clenching and milking my cock expertly while I fucked into her, her dark skin making a thoroughly exciting contrast to my own pale complexion. Bouncing beneath me, her firm C-cup breasts looked thoroughly enticing, and I couldn't help but grab and squeeze one of her erect nipples.
"Ah, fuck!" she cried out, her eyes rolling back briefly before she kissed me passionately. "That's *exactly* what I fucking need! Keep going, I'm close... I'm close... I'm so fucking close, please, fuck me!"
"Don't you want to keep it down a little?" I grunted, looking to the bedroom door a little nervously.
Nadia looked up at me, shooting a playfully severe smile before kissing me again. "Are you worried my mom's gonna come home early and hear us? Worried she might get jealous?"
I scowled, but I didn't stop fucking Nadia. I'd had sex with her mother, Mrs. Erika Barclay, many times over the recent Book Club retreat, and while I'd really hoped that this was one of those things that Nadia would never find out, I was also unsurprised that she seemed to instantly know what had happened upon my return. Nadia was a woman who had her sources after all, and there were few things that she didn't know, particularly if said things also happened to be delightfully embarrassing.
"Fuck... never gonna let me live that one down, are you?" I asked.
"Let me think..." Nadia groaned playfully, squeezing my cock particularly hard with her pussy. "Not a chance."
I kissed her with a fiery passion, pinching her nipple exceptionally hard again. "Whatever."
She laughed, that laugh nearly cut off by a wailing moan of pleasure. "'Whatever'? That's all you've got to say to me? No witty banter or stupid pride that you fucked my mom?"
"I'd rather focus on fucking you, all things being equal," I grunted, kissing her again. "And weren't you...?"
"Close?" Nadia groaned, nodding softly. "Yes... almost... almost there, come on, just a little harder, a little faster, yesyesyes, fuck me, fuck me, come on, fuck me, please, fuck me a little harder, a little harder, right there, come on... fuck... fuck... FUCK, oh fuck, I'm cumming! I'm cumming, yeeeeeeeessssssssssssssss FUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!"
Wrapping her arms and legs around me tightly, Nadia came deliciously hard, grunting and squirming and squealing as her pussy spasmed and gushed around my cock. Seeing someone as controlled and ordered as Nadia completely losing it like this always struck me as painfully hot, so I couldn't help but slow down for a moment to better take in the sight. Seeing that severe edge to her face disappear as she became her most purely unbothered self... well, I couldn't help but kiss her. I kissed her long and deep, slowing our fuck as she jerked and shook beneath me, her arms and legs holding onto me tightly before finally going limp.
Breathily, she looked up at me with a dreamy, almost loving look in her eye, before kissing me.
"That was ... exhilarating," she purred, kissing the side of my neck and looking up at me with a satisfied grin.
"Seemed like it hit the spot," I replied.
"Oh, you have no idea..." Nadia replied, biting her lip and looking once again so perfectly fuckable.
Smirking, I began to pull my cock back.
"No way..." she said, tightening her heels behind my ass. "I want to get on top... I want to ride you and make you fucking cum... turnabout is fair play."
I grinned. "Well, if you say so..."
Wrapping my arms around her as best I could, I helped roll us over so Nadia was now on top of me. Quickly, she unwrapped her legs from me so she could brace her knees against the bed, better allowing her to ride me. Looking fucking gorgeous, and more than a little satisfied with herself, she dropped forward slightly and braced her hands against my chest. She rode me with a slow, delicious intent, taking her time as she rode up and down on me.
Though I had been expecting faster than this, I could not deny how good it felt to have her ride me so deliberately.
"So... fuck... I wanted to ask you how your assignment with the drama club is progressing... see how things are going with the musical prep..." Nadia groaned, rocking her hips to better allow her pussy to squeeze my cock.
"I thought we weren't talking shop today..." I grunted, reaching up so I could squeeze her swaying tits more properly.
She tossed her head back in a moan, riding me slightly faster. "That was... fuck that feels good... that was the plan, but I changed my mind..."
Playfully, I reached back and swatted her butt. "Way to change your mind."
Nadia, a girl who rather enjoyed her full, round ass, groaned more intently at the loud snap of my hand against her cheek, riding me harder for a moment before she finally slowed back to her deliberate pace again. Her eyes fluttered as she lost herself in pleasure. Then she looked back down at me hungrily.
"You don't have to talk about it if you don't want to, but I doubt I'll remember to ask you after a couple more good cums... I *will* be cumming at least a few more times, right?" she asked.
"Oh yeah," I replied, sliding my hands back up to grab her by the hips and better help guide this fuck.
"Perfect," Nadia replied. "Anyway, I thought that since I likely won't remember to ask you for a status update today once you've properly exhausted me, it seemed most prudent to ask you now. You don't have any objections, do you?"
Honestly, I could have a few objections, most of which involved how good it felt to be buried balls deep in her tight, hot pussy, but I also knew how Nadia operated. Even when she was trying to get lost, there were some things she just couldn't turn off. And, if I'm being honest, there was some sort of strange excitement in talking about work while we did this.
"Bend over slightly? I wanna suck your tits first, then I'll talk," I said.
Nadia obliged me, leaning down and presenting her heaving breasts for my mouth. "I think you're just trying to stall for time, and while I admire the attempt, don't think that means- OH!"
Yeah, I had a pretty talented mouth that even Nadia couldn't really fight against. I sucked at one of her nipples, then switched to the other, nibbling and running my tongue over it playfully. I couldn't help but notice that this did get her to fuck me harder, an action I was all too happy to return as I bucked my hips up against hers.
Letting her nipple pop from my mouth, I explained, "I've already gotten interviews with three out of the four girls trying out for the leading lady role in the play..."
"Why only three out of four?" Nadia asked.
Smacking her playfully on the ass again, I replied, "Because Chloe, Doreen and Zahra *combined* are a lot easier to deal with than Faith."
"You've fought bigger dragons than Faith Serrano," she replied, sitting up fully on my cock so she could reach up and squeeze her tits while she bounced, a thoroughly enticing sight from my view.
"Yeah, but that doesn't mean I actually *like* dealing with any flavor of dragon, even one as small as Faith Serrano," I continued, then adding. "And from my interactions with her, she's still a formidable dragon."
This might have been a slight exaggeration, but only just. While the three contenders for the leading role of Audrey in our school's spring production of Little Shop of Horrors I had actually interviewed (and had sex with, I'm not gonna lie) Doreen Bell, Zahra Dashti and Chloe Marcus had proven to be utter sweethearts, I didn't get the same vibe off of the fourth contender, Faith Serrano. While the gorgeous Latina had looks that could have stopped any man in his tracks and was probably as formidable a triple threat as she seemed to think she was, there was something about the attitude that she'd shown me in all of our interactions that just set me on edge. She had a bitchiness to her that gave her a considerable edge, and more than that a sense of entitlement that made me feel icky after our few brief conversations. I knew that I couldn't avoid her forever, and that time was running out, but that was not my concern for now.
"You'll find a way to deal with her. You always do," Nadia groaned, pinching her nipples and closing her eyes tightly. "Worst case scenario, you can always whip that cock out and let that do the talking. It's proven *quite* persuasive in the past."
"If it comes to that," I replied.
"It probably will. You know it, I know it, everyone who knows you knows that's likely how things will shake out," she explained, laughing slightly. "Now, since we've talked leading ladies... how are things going on the leading man front?"
Speaking of topics that made me feel icky...
I grabbed Nadia roughly and threw her off of me, making her squeal in surprise. Getting up on my knees on her bed, I flipped her over so that she was on her hands and knees, then slid my cock balls deep back into her pussy. This got a particularly loud, excited moan from her, a moan that only got louder when I grabbed her hips and started to give it to her properly.
Sliding my hand up her back, I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled it, hard, arching her neck upward. I'd been told once never to fuck with a black girl's hair, but knowing how Nadia liked it a little on the rougher side, I'd learned she made an exception in bed.
It also made it more exciting to update her as I continued to fuck her. "Probably going to Micah Burke. I don't want it to, because the guy's a tool, but it probably will."
"Tool or not, you'll have to get an interview with him too if he gets it... part of the assignment... oh, god, keep going like that, you'll make me cum again..." Nadia moaned.
Gripping her hair more tightly, I pulled Nadia back, forcing her to push her hands off the bed so she was on her knees in front of me while I fucked up into her. I wrapped my arms around her, gripping her tits to help hold her up and kissing her passionately. Nadia had always been an enthusiastic kisser, and this moment was no different as fire passed between us.
Breaking the kiss as I slowed my thrusting, I hissed into her ear, "You questioning my journalistic integrity?"
"Considering how much you fuck your interviewees, I really should..." Nadia groaned, reaching down to finger her clit. "...but not in this case. You'll get the interviews?"
"I'll get the interviews with whoever gets the leads..." I replied, quickening my pace again even as I lowered my voice. "...I promise."
She moaned again, craning her neck to kiss me again as I fucked into her. "I believe you. Now promise me something else."
"Anything," I replied.
Rocking her ass back against me, Nadia begged, "Fill me up soon? I fucking need it."
I grinned, kissing her back. "That shouldn't be a problem."
Holding Nadia close while she fingered herself, I fucked up into her swiftly and roughly, my hips a blur as I pushed myself to my limit. Save for our moans and the wet, slapping sounds of our joining, we were close to silent as we pushed ourselves toward that final edge, waiting for our pleasure to spill over as we lost ourselves in the moment and simply exploded.
Considering how long I'd been holding back, it wasn't that much of a surprise when I couldn't restrain myself any longer, burying my cock deep inside of Nadia and cumming violently inside of her. Shot after shot of cum filled her through my final thrusts as pleasure threatened to blind me, my only grounding to Earth holding on to Nadia tightly as I made sure her pussy was filled to the brim with every drop of my cum. Nadia soon came again, bucking and moaning against me as powerful shudders overtook her. Her confident, often low voice was replaced by high, pleased mewls as she shook and jerked against me, before the two of us collapsed on our sides on the bed, breathing heavily.
Of course, with Nadia, there was rarely time to bask in the glow and engage in a little pillow talk, as once she had sufficiently caught her breath, she seemed to find that the perfect time for a pep talk.
"I know you know what you're doing with the drama kids, but I also know how easy it can be to allow yourself to be distracted when you're faced with unpleasant assignments. You've proven yourself able in the past when it came to dealing with complex situations, and I'm hoping you'll show that same ability with this situation," she said, smiling at me pleasantly.
While I was feeling so good in this moment that pep talks felt thoroughly unnecessary, I couldn't help but smile back at her. "Thanks. I won't let you down."
"I know," Nadia replied, kissing me again. "So, let's catch our breaths, then go again?"
Feeling life stir back into my cock, I replied, "Oh, yeah."
As Nadia and I began to make out again, that pep talk seemed like it was miles away, and was soon forgotten as we got into another round of some intense, and rather enjoyable, sex.
Had I known what the next day would bring, I'd have tried harder to hold onto that pep talk a little longer.
***
Of course, like most truly irritating days, the next one didn't seem like a problem when it began. Still riding high from an afternoon of having sex with Nadia (and then a nice follow-up with Josie when I got home), I scored well on a pop quiz and managed to ask some solid questions during a lecture by Mrs. Lynn.
Hanging out at lunchtime with my recently forged "partner in order" Olivia Raine-Goldblum was simply icing on the already quite pleasing cake.
"You're still ingratiating yourself with the drama club with an impressive efficiency," Olivia said, taking a sip from her water bottle.
Like most things the willowy and pale girl with hauntingly black hair said, I could sense a hint of sarcasm and hidden meaning to her words, especially with this one of her favorite conversational topics. This was something I'd simply gotten used to since knowing her, and rather come to enjoy.
"You say that like it's a bad thing," I replied, smirking.
"I never *said* anything to that effect," she said, a finger chidingly. "I might have implied it, but I never said it, and any perception of negativity is simply your own projection of what you perceive my personality to be. I merely noted that you've been... *impressive* lately."
Nodding, I said, "Well, I'm not the only one. She's playing it pretty coy about what actually happened with the two of you, but Josie seems impressed with whatever went down between you guys, and she's not easily impressed."
Olivia reached up to move a lock of her black, shoulder-length hair to the side, and though she was smiling it still seemed like she would have hidden behind her bangs were it possible.
"We had a good time," she replied coyly.
Though she usually hid away behind a hoodie and other techniques to make sure she wasn't noticed, I could tell that the 5'9" Olivia had a wild side and a nice body for a girl as slender as her. Her jeans were usually tight and gave away enough hints of her modest hips to catch my attention, while her lips had just enough pout to make it difficult to look away from. While a smile from her was rare, I'd seen enough hints to know that she had a darkly mischievous side that I deeply hoped to see one of these days.
"Yeah, well there's good times, and *good* times, and the way Josie was smiling afterward, I'd say you had one of the latter," I teased.
"Jealous that I might steal one of your girlfriends away from you?" Olivia teased back.
"Hardly," I replied. "We all know that what we've got together is good, and that we're all fucking around with other people. So long as everyone's cool with it, it's all good."
She shook her head, confused but fascinated. "Not sure how the four of you manage this. I mean, yeah, the sex part I get, but the rest of that... sounds intense."



"It can be, but we've been making it work so far. Helps that we spend plenty of time together, but that we've also all got our own things to keep us busy," I explained.
"Like?" Olivia asked, cocking her head slightly.
"Well... Josie and I have the paper, and she's also got her photography... Brooke and Sarah have cheer together, and while Brooke's a social butterfly, Sarah's really into dance practice in her spare time, and she's probably going to be a lot busier once their exchange student gets in," I continued.
Olivia raised an eyebrow. "So, the Kents are hosting a foreign exchange student?"
I nodded, still not clear on all of the details but happy to describe what I knew. "Yeah, some old friend of Viola... Ms. Kent's, from her dancing days returned to Ireland some time ago, and her daughter wanted to spend some time exploring stateside. So, she joined an exchange program, and the Kents decided to host her and... yeah, I guess we'll be seeing a foreign exchange student here for a few months?"
"I'm sure *that* should be exciting for you. I hear Irish girls really know how to fuck," Olivia teased again.
I knew better than to let this be all about me. "So, what do you have going on these days?"
"Play prep," she replied quickly.
"I mean... *aside* from play prep," I said.
Olivia shrugged. "The usual, I guess. College applications. Wondering if college is going to be worth it. Wondering if my family will be able to afford college or if loans will own me for the rest of my life. Considering hitting the road with a bindle on my shoulder and never turning back, or possibly running for office. Really, aside from the existential dread inherent to being a young person in this day and age, it feels like the sky's the limit for me."
She said this with such a dry, deadpan tone that I didn't know how serious she was or wasn't, so I said the next part in as cautious a joking manner as possible.
"That's... ummm... a little grim," I said.
"That's what my therapist says, but they also think I'm making a lot of progress," Olivia said, her eyes darting over my shoulder briefly with some concern. "I may be wrong, but it seems like Officer Brandy is coming toward you with ill intent in her eyes."
There were few people in school quite as intimidating as our school security officer, Officer Brandy Rivera. The tall and muscular Latina woman was known for her efficiency at taking care of troublemakers and ensuring that the school was a safe place for study. I had never been in trouble to speak of, and so had never had to cross paths with her on school grounds, though I'd had a few close calls of late given some of my adventures with Jess and Doreen. At the recent book club retreat, I had gotten to know her quite intimately as one of the most intense lovers I had ever known, and so as I turned to face her, I did so with the slightest smile on my face, wondering if she might be looking for another round.
I could tell by the look on her face, grim and uncomfortable at once, that she was not here to ask me for another round.
"Officer Brandy," I said, cautious.
"Ryan," Officer Brandy replied, eyes flitting to Olivia briefly before turning back to me. "I'm afraid I need to ask you to come with me."
"Why?" Olivia asked, her tone defensive.
"This is none of your concern," Officer Brandy said to Olivia, never taking her eyes off of me. "I'm sorry, but I've been told to take you to the principal's office."
There was a slight ringing in my ears of disbelief and fear, as I had never once expected in my life to ever need to go to the principal's office. Quickly, my recent standing as an accomplice to one of Doreen Bell's pranks flashed before my eyes, but I doubted that that was the sort of thing that would have me summoned to the principal's office. I'd hardly even done anything, and there was no way that Doreen or Brooke would have rolled over on me.
Dumbly, all I could ask was, "Am I in trouble?"
"That remains to be seen. I'm sorry, Ryan, but I really need you to come with me at once," Officer Brandy said.
"Why?" Olivia asked again. "Ryan's the best kind of dull you're going to find and usually a goody-two-shoes to boot, there's no way he'd have ever done anything wrong enough to justify getting called to the principal's office. He's-"
"This is none of your concern," Officer Brandy said.
Still numb, I turned to Olivia and replied, "Please... I don't... just don't make this any worse?"
"I'm trying to make it better. Trying to make sure you don't get railroaded by an unjust legal system," she said quickly.
"Pretty sure you don't have much of a say in this," I replied shakily. "Not like I get representation in there."
"He's right," Officer Brandy replied, placing one of her strong hands on my shoulder as she started to guide me away. "We'll get this sorted out one way or another, and if you want to help Ryan, staying out of this is your best bet."
I looked back at Olivia hopefully, stuck somewhere between wanting her to stay out of this and wanting her to somehow save me. If it had only been the two of us, perhaps I would have been able to convince her to stay back, but with this trouble I was in coming from on high, I could see something working behind Olivia's eyes.
She was up to something, and I wasn't sure that I was going to like it.
***
Principal Annika Carpenter was a woman I had always hoped I would never have to see up close and personal, because there were few good things that came with being summoned in front of your school principal. Sitting in a chair in front of her desk while she faced away from me, looking out the window across the school, I felt particularly small. Though only 5'10", in her ever-present high heels she practically towered over me where I sat. Her suit was professional and immaculate, her long blonde hair up in a severe and harsh bun, and she generally looked like she was trying to intimidate.
"We take all allegations of bullying in this school quite seriously, Mr. Collins..." Principal Carpenter said, taking a sip from her cup of coffee. "And whenever they are made, we must investigate them accordingly to get to the truth of the matter. Still, I will admit that I never would have expected to see you of all people in here. Aside from your alleged involvement in the Bowman affair back in September, your record is quite spotless. Good grades, teachers have nothing but the highest praise for you, your extracurriculars seem nice and in order... you're even a rather decent writer for the Puma Press. You've never gone out of your way to stand out, yet in doing so have been something of a model student. An ideal student, I would daresay, from an administrative standpoint."
She then turned to face me, looking down at me sternly. "Which is why I am so disappointed to have to call you here today."
I knew that Principal Carpenter was beautiful, but having never been this close to her, I never knew quite *how* beautiful. Her face was narrow and her features sharp, with dazzling blue eyes staring at me coldly through her conservative glasses and full lips that she tried to set in a tight line, yet simply couldn't hide the fullness of. Even in her power suit that did little to give much of an impression of shapes beneath, I could see quite well her large bust. If I were here under any other circumstances, I would have probably been turned on as I took her in, but since I was here under less-than-ideal conditions, I felt particularly small under her gaze.
My defenses might have been weak in this moment, but they weren't completely non-existent.
"Bullying?" I asked. "I don't... I don't know what you're talking about."
"If only that were the first time I'd heard that," Principal Carpenter sighed, sitting at her desk in front of me. "I'm sure you're *entirely* unaware of what's happened."
Reaching across her desk, she pressed a button on her intercom system. "Jerry, could you please send him in?"
Seconds later, the door to the principal's office opened, and in stepped one of the least welcome faces I'd ever seen.
Micah *fucking* Burke. Tall and with shoulder-length blonde hair, he was dressed less flashily today than usual, and his normally cocky, arrogant face now held an unfamiliar look of vulnerability... and could he have been crying recently? His eyes were certainly watery and red, and the moment he saw me they certainly widened as a look of fear came across his face.
"Does he have to be here, too?" he asked, his voice quavering.
My face flushed red with anger. I knew that Micah was a sonofabitch, but I didn't think that he'd resort to tactics like this. He always seemed like more of a direct kind of asshole, but I should have known that a drama asshole like him would be a little more creative than just trying to fight me.
Angrily, I stood up from my chair, looking from him to Principal Carpenter and back again. "I don't know what he told you, Principal Carpenter, but whatever it is, it's a lie, he-"
"Sit DOWN, Mr. Collins," Principal Carpenter said, her voice almost as icy as her eyes.
Unable to ignore her, I fumed and sat down, eyes staring daggers at Micah. He kept up the look of the frightened, wronged victim in all of this, without a hint of smug superiority or even a secret smile as he kept the performance up in front of Principal Carpenter, backing away from me slightly in trepidation even as I sat down.
Turning her attention back to Micah, she then directed, "And, yes, Micah, I'll need you here as well. We're going to get to the bottom of this, and I'm going to need both of you to do that."
Nervously, Micah looked between Principal Carpenter and me before sitting down next to me, his eyes darting to me periodically, but mostly staying locked on her. I could see exactly what he was trying for here, and while I didn't know what exactly was going on, I could make a few guesses as to the sort of story that he would have spun for her.
Straightening herself up, Principal Carpenter explained, "Now... Mr. Burke has made it clear that the two of you have had a... tempestuous relationship ever since you started spending more time around the drama club, isn't that right?"
"Yes," I confirmed, as that was fairly truthful. "But-"
Cutting me off, she continued, "*And* that this relationship recently culminated in an altercation at a local business called... Tech Noir, I believe?"
"That's it," Micah confirmed swiftly, looking to me without darting his eyes away this time. "All I've ever wanted is to be friends with Ryan because he seems like a pretty cool guy, and all I've ever gotten out of him is hostility and anger and... and words I'd rather not repeat here. I don't know what I ever did to deserve any of that... maybe I'm just not a likable enough guy, I don't know, but when I tried to talk to him, he... he..."
He trailed off, looking away from me and Principal Carpenter, quivering and shaking slightly. It was a bit much of a performance, and I hoped that it was one that Principal Carpenter would see right through, but her face was unreadable to me. She had a certain steeliness to her that I found unencouraging, especially when she cleared her throat.
"These accusations are serious, Mr. Collins. We have a zero-tolerance policy towards bullying, even off of school grounds. I need you to understand this before you say anything else, to know the *weight* of what you have been accused of before you do, or say, anything rash. Now, would you like to offer *your* side of the story?" Principal Carpenter asked.
I fumed, not just at Micah, but at... well, everything this moment represented. After years of getting ignored by this school while having to deal with the torments I'd dealt with, this moment was laced with a bitter irony that broke something inside of me. It was something I didn't know had even existed, and yet once it had broken, I could feel it, knowing that what it was releasing was something I never would have dreamed of exposing to anyone in authority.
Miserably, I dropped my head, trying to hold back my own tears of rage as I laughed to myself.
"I didn't do anything. Just like you didn't, Principal Carpenter," I said, my chuckle low and bitter.
"Excuse me?" she asked.
Even Micah looked at me with confusion.
Licking my lips and trying to hold my temper in check, I continued, "You say you have a zero-tolerance policy for bullying... where was that policy when Kyle Bowman went here? I was bullied by him for so many years that I lost count, yet nothing was done about that sonofabitch until you had it revealed to you that he inconvenienced you personally while he was dumb and drunk. I was bullied by that bastard at this school for three years, beaten up, threatened, extorted and harassed, and not all that quietly either, and nobody did anything. Anything!"
I looked up at her with blazing eyes, then at Micah as I stood up violently. "I should've reported it sooner, should've made it a big *fucking* deal, but I didn't because I was afraid. That's on me, and I get that, because if I'd known that you would respond so quickly to even a *hint* of bullying, I'd have ratted him out the first chance I had!"
"Mr. Collins!" Principal Carpenter exclaimed, raising her voice.
"Hey, Ryan, please, be cool... please don't... please don't... not again..." Micah said, cowering in his chair as I let my anger guide me.
"Not now, Micah!" I practically yelled, before turning back to Principal Carpenter. "I'd tell you the truth, that this asshole here is a wolf in sheep's clothing who attacked *me* at Tech Noir, but if you're so willing to believe him over me, what's the point? I never raised my hand to him, as much as I wanted to, but now... now I wish I had. Then at least I'd deserve this kind of treatment."
Furious, I sat back down in the chair, wishing I could disappear into it as I bitterly said, "Since it sounds like you've got your mind made up already, make your decision. Let's just... let's just get this over with."
I was miserable, Micah had a faint smile that he was trying to hide, and Principal Carpenter... she still seemed impossible to read. Her steely eyes scanned over Micah and me, trying to get some kind of read on us that she could use, no doubt. Although I was too angry to put it all into words, I hoped that I had gotten my point across enough that she would at least not excuse me out of hand, but it was difficult to understand her just then.
"This is... a challenging situation. I have no witnesses, and only both of your words to go on here, and both of you seem genuinely impassioned in your causes. I cannot dismiss what has gone on here for either of you, but my conscience also binds me to the truth," Principal Carpenter explained, drumming her fingers on the desk as she looked away from us.
It only took that second for her to look away for that smugness to return to Micah's face again as he looked at me. If he could have gotten away with it, I was certain he likely would have winked at me in that moment... but before he could, Principal Carpenter was looking at us again.
Sighing softly, she said, "I'm afraid, that lacking any convincing evidence, I will have to err on the side of caution and-"
The door to the principal's office swung open, and in slid my own personal cavalry charge all wrapped in a drab hoodie.
"Did somebody say evidence?" Olivia asked, straightening herself out and nodding. "Principal Carpenter."
Raising her voice, Principal Carpenter called out, "JERRY!"
"Don't blame your secretary, he was doing his job, but I was faster," Olivia explained, strolling casually past Micah and me toward the principal's desk. "I might have also been listening in for a while first, again, don't blame Jerry, but as soon as I heard what was going down and the genuinely false accusations my associate Micah here was making against Ryan, I thought that I might be able to shed some light on what actually occurred."
Principal Carpenter raised an eyebrow, while Micah looked an interesting combination of frightened and furious.
"And how, pray tell, would you do that?" Principal Carpenter asked.
"Olivia..." Micah said, licking his lips nervously as he kept his tone nervous-sounding yet threatening. "...what are you doing?"
Olivia ignored him, pulling out her phone and bringing it over to Principal Carpenter. "I was at Tech Noir with Ryan and Micah and a bunch of our friends from drama, and even though I was too preoccupied to see what happened myself there are other corroborating witnesses that I could easily call in on Ryan's behalf, but if that's not enough, my good friend Amy was quite close to the 'altercation' between Ryan and Micah and was good enough to get a video of it and share it with me. I kept it out of curiosity, and am truly glad now that I hadn't deleted it."
I couldn't see the video that Olivia was sharing with Principal Carpenter, but having been there, I had no doubt that our principal was getting an interesting show of Micah throwing me against the wall of Tech Noir. Even though the music in the background wasn't quiet, the audio was good enough that even from where I was sitting, you could hear Micah's threats.
"Listen, you little pussy! You won't stop me from getting what I'm owed. I'm taking what I fucking deserve, and if you try to get in my way, I will defeat you! I know stage fighting, and karate, and I will destroy you if I have to! Just stay the fuck away from my bitches!"
A feeling of lightness had begun to sweep over me, even if I was still fueled by a dull rage. Seeing Micah going quite pale, however, nearly made this worth it.
"I see..." Principal Carpenter said as Olivia put her phone away. "That is... compelling evidence."
"I can call in some of the other witnesses too, if you'd like, I know Cecilia and Chloe and Tommy all had a good view of what occurred..." Olivia said, keeping her voice even and professional as she stared down Micah.
Olivia may not have had a lot of hopes for what her future would offer her, but from my eyes, she could have made one hell of a lawyer.
Principal Carpenter looked at me with a new resolve. "Mr. Collins, I'm sorry for the inconvenience. There seems to have been a miscommunication about your involvement with what happened at Tech Noir, and we will no longer require your presence."
Micah protested, "But-"
"And you, Mr. Burke... I would like to discuss this matter with you further, and educate you on the details of our anti-bullying policy, as well as how ill-advised it was for you to lie to me," Principal Carpenter said.
Olivia strolled over to me, grabbing me by the shoulder. "Come on, we're not needed here anymore."
I was stuck on a strange cloud formed between euphoria and rage as I stood up, looking down at Micah with genuine loathing. It seemed like the loathing was thoroughly mutual as he looked up at me almost accusingly, like it had been my fault he was getting in trouble for his own lie to the principal. I let Olivia lead me out of the office, then into the fresh air outside the administrative building.
Immediately, I nearly swooned, doubling over and placing my hands on my knees as I tried to catch my breath. I'd managed to avoid letting panic take me over when I was in Principal Carpenter's office, but now it all hit me at once, that sick feeling of danger mixing awkwardly with the euphoria of that danger no longer being a problem. It was hard to believe that I was as in the clear as I was, enough that I felt dizzy and like I might throw up.
Olivia patted me on the back. "Easy, slow, long breaths, in through the nose, out through the mouth."
"Sorry, I feel like I should have more dignity than this," I replied woozily.
"Don't worry about it. You're not used to trouble. Get a little more used to it and this will get easier," Olivia replied.



Feeling the anger still flowing, even if it wasn't with as hot a voice as it had before, I said, "I don't want this to get easier."
"Then what do you want?" she asked, continuing to gently pat me on the back.
"Right now?" I pondered. "Revenge."
Olivia thought about this, still patting me on the back. "Revenge is nice, and certainly fun, but this isn't the time to figure out a way of cumming on Micah's face. This is a time to cool down and take your win."
Standing back up unsteadily, I said, "It's your win, really. I wouldn't have been able to do this without you. Thank you... Olivia. Thank you, so much. I don't know how much I owe you."
"Oh, you owe me plenty, but I'm in no hurry to collect," she said, a faint smirk at the edge of her lips.
This was normally a look from her that I would have treasured, but my mind in its disorder wasn't ready to feel good yet. I felt like I had just narrowly avoided getting hit by a car, and now more than anything, I wanted to make that driver pay. I didn't know the punishment for bullying, but if he had managed to truly sell the charges to Principal Carpenter, it felt like it could have gotten bad. *Really* bad. He would have tried to burn my life to the ground simply because I was sleeping with girls he viewed as "his," and I knew that if I didn't do anything about it, he wouldn't quit.
"So, you've got that unusually focused look on your face now that makes me think you're still thinking about Micah," Olivia said, following my gaze back in the direction of the principal's office. "You and I both know that he's not worth your time, and that an attention whore like motherfucking Micah Burke wants you to be thinking about him even when he's not around. That's how a bitch like him wins. So don't give him that satisfaction, you just go and keep being *you*, kick ass in class, write some great articles, fuck one or all of your girlfriends, but whatever you do, *don't* let Micah cross your mind even once."
My blood boiling, I still found it difficult to listen to Olivia, "But he-"
"Oh, for fuck's sake," Olivia said, shaking her head and grabbing either side of my head, pulling me in for a kiss.
If she was looking to distract me, well that was mission accomplished. As her full lips pressed against mine, I could feel the world around me melt away for a moment, that hot anger cooling as I was taken away for a moment by a different heat. My problems didn't disappear, but they certainly felt much further away as she pressed her lips against mine, sucking gently and probing my mouth with the tip of her tongue. Soon I couldn't help but kiss her back, routing my anger into this kiss and suddenly feeling grounded.
Almost as soon as she'd begun kissing me, Olivia broke the kiss, looking at me with those lovely hazel eyes with an almost intellectual curiosity.
"Are you back?" she asked me, licking and pursing her lips in case she needed to do this again.
"I'm..." I said, considering. "Mostly. I'm mostly back. Mostly here. Thanks."
"I'll do that again if I have to, fair warning," Olivia said, a faint hint of amusement in her voice.
"That a promise?" I asked, craning my neck to look back in the direction of the principal's office again, albeit more jokingly.
Grabbing my chin, she made sure I was looking her in the eye. "As I said, that's a warning, and one I don't make lightly. I want you to promise me that you're not going to let Micah Burke ruin your day. Fuck, I don't want you to let him ruin *anything* for you. That bastard doesn't deserve a win, no matter how small or irritating."
I licked my lips, considering, but then untensed my body, nodding softly. "I'll... I can promise that I'll try."
"Cool," Olivia replied, though it didn't seem like anything could be cool to her right now. "Because I meant what I said. If I hear that Micah Burke so much as got you to raise your voice again today, I won't have any choice but to do that again."
She said this with a kind of deadpan that I genuinely could not tell if she meant that facetiously or not, but with my wits about me enough right now, I knew better than to tease someone who had just helped me out of what could have been a serious jam.
Raising my hand, I said, "I promise I won't let Micah ruin my day."
Clearly skeptical, but unable to offer anything else, Olivia simply nodded again and said, "Good."
***
As promises went, I think Olivia and I both knew that this would be a difficult one to keep, and once lunch had ended and it was back to class, I couldn't help but let Micah's stupid, smug face float to the forefront of my focus again. I didn't let the rage take me over again, and did manage to make it through my last classes without even raising my voice, but as the day went on I found it more difficult to focus, that anger lingering and manifesting as some rather violent margin doodles in my notebooks.
The end of the school day couldn't come quickly enough, honestly. There was nothing I wanted more than to go home, take off my shoes and spend the evening with my girlfriends, but life wasn't meant to be that simple. Between Brooke and Sarah having cheer practice and Josie needing to go to a family dinner, I was biking home alone and in a reasonably foul mood.
Dad wasn't home when I got there, not that that was much of a surprise, but after I parked my bike in the garage and headed inside, ditching my shoes by the door, I couldn't help but feel like I wasn't alone. Call it one of those primal instinct moments, but I could feel the hairs on the back of my neck rise with the feeling of potential threat. Of course, I had friends who could have snuck in here for any number of probably sex-related reasons (Kaitlyn or Alice or Jennifer immediately came to mind), but with the way my day had been going, it was probably some asshole like Micah or Kyle.
I set my backpack by the garage and walked quietly and cautiously through the house, one of my fists balled as I searched around for whatever possible invader I might have to deal with.
I didn't have to search very long, as an annoyed, if undeniably sultry voice, spoke up the moment I stepped into the living room.
"It's about time; do you have any idea how long I've been waiting here for you?"
Looking at the girl sitting on the couch, I sighed heavily. Fortunately, it wasn't Micah or Kyle, but seeing 18-year-old Faith Serrano sitting on my couch didn't fill me with that same thrill I usually got out of seeing a sexy girl sitting unexpectedly in my home.
And it is worth underlining, Faith was stunning. The 5'9" Latina beauty had smooth, light brown skin and the kind of long, silky black hair that you'd want to spend some time running your fingers through, most of which fell behind her back save for strategic curtains that framed her face and ran over her upper chest. She had a face that was so sharp and angular that modeling seemed her destiny, with expressive brown eyes (lightly but distinctly made up with a dark eyeliner and eyeshadow today) and full lips painted a dark, seductive crimson. Her lithe body was held in a slinky black dress that conformed perfectly to her, with a skirt short enough to show off her long, toned legs and cut low enough in the front to impressive cleavage for a girl who most likely rocked a C-cup.
On any other day, this look would have been utterly seductive and turned me on in a heartbeat, but between my existing mood and that look of bitchy scorn on her face, it had... well, I won't exactly call it the *opposite* effect, but close.
Sighing again, I shook my head softly. "We really gotta do something about that hide-a-key."
Faith had a reputation of being the biggest bitch in the drama club, and the way that dark irritation swam over her beautiful face, I understood intimately that this reputation was well-earned.
Standing up from the couch, she said, "I've come here to see you on my own time, my own *valuable* time, dressed to kill, and all you have to comment on is how poorly hidden your front door key is?"
While her voice was normally every bit as silky and smooth as her hair, the bitchy whine it took on as she raised her voice was sharp and deflating. As she stood up, I realized that she was wearing heels, no doubt to help her stand taller than me and intimidate. I wasn't intimidated, but I couldn't deny it was a good look on her.
"Do you often commit breaking and entering on your own 'valuable' time?" I asked, keeping my tone snide.
Faith's eyes widened, annoyed. "If you had gotten around to interviewing me like the other girls up for Audrey, like you were supposed to, I wouldn't have had to resort to desperate measures like this!"
"I was getting around to you," I shot back.
"Were you, though?" she accused, barking a laugh.
Alright, maybe she had a point there.
Arrogantly, she continued, "Yes, I thought not. I can hardly blame you, really; I know I intimidate a lot of people, especially guys. Or maybe after you made your rounds with the other girls, you decided to save the best for last?"
Faith was rather shameless, and on another day, I might have even appreciated that, but this wasn't any other day.
I shook my head. "I'm not in the mood, Faith... I've had a day. But if you want to set something up for tomorrow, I think I can accommodate-"
"No," Faith said, her voice sharp and firm.
It took me a second to fully understand how she'd responded, and when I did, I asked in disbelief, "No?"
"No," she said easily. "I'm here now. I've made the time. I've come to you. I'll answer whatever questions you have if you *actually* have any questions, but since you and I both understand how this really works when you come to interview a starlet wanting to win a leading role, I've come prepared."
"I..."
I was about to say "I don't know what you're talking about", but since my sexcapades with the girls of the Drama Club seemed well known at this point, I decided not to rely on a lie that was that lame.
Instead, I said something that was technically true, "I actually *am* interviewing everyone I'm sent to interview."
This was not the strongest argument I could have made, and one that Faith saw through quickly as she sauntered on over toward me. "Yes, I'm sure you are... and what about *after* you're done with the interview?"
Well, oftentimes the interviewing portion had happened after sex, but I got her point. That, and she was making one hell of a play for me, I had to admit, and on pretty much any other day it might have even worked, but considering where my mood was now...
"I don't have the time for this, Faith," I said.
"I do," she shot back quickly. "I've got the time, and the opportunity, and we all know that I'm going to win the part anyway and that you'll have to get an interview with me then, so why not get it now?"
"You getting it isn't set in stone," I replied, eyeing her with some interest as she approached me.
Faith smirked at me confidently. As smirks went, it was admittedly attractive, but that smug superiority behind hers didn't do anything for my mood in the moment.
"You know what, you might be right, but *might* only goes so far. The other three girls are undeniably talented, and attractive, as you no doubt know about as well as any other smooth-talking Regan Hills High lothario, but *none* of them hold a candle to me. I am head and shoulders above the three of them as an actress and singer; when they take to the stage, they perform. When I am on stage, I *command*. Mrs. Harker doesn't just give me the role because she knows she has to do tryouts and ensure that everyone who auditions gets a chance, but at the end of the day, *I'm* the only option," she continued, slowly approaching me with a slinky, seductive stride.
"Then if you're that certain, why are you here? You don't need me for any of that, Faith. Not if you've got it that wrapped up," I said.
Faith shook her head, laughing softly to herself. "Because those girls got something that I didn't. They got your time and your attention and your words to put in the paper. I know a local high school paper's interview means next to nothing, but let's be honest: I'm a greedy bitch and I hate it when someone else has something that I want."
She'd strolled up to within almost arm's reach of me, better allowing her to look down on me in her elevated stance.
"But more than that, I'm not a fool," she continued, smiling slyly. "I know that you and Olivia are Mrs. Harker's special 'helpers', the ones who give her an 'outside perspective' to find truth in performance and all that pompous bullshit that she likes to talk about. I know that, somehow, your voices mean something, and that while Olivia can become a brick wall with a thought, you can be... persuaded, when the right pressures are applied."
Faith leaned over ever so slightly, giving me a rather delectable look at her cleavage. While she may not have had the assets of some of the girls I'd been with lately, she knew what to do with what she had. I couldn't take that away from her. Her raw femininity and confidence had done enough to stir my erection in my pants, which nearly distracted me away from my lingering anger over the Micah situation, but only so much.
"Sounds like you've got it all figured out, don't you?" I asked, keeping my voice low and noncommittal.
"Don't I?" she asked, smiling as if she'd already won.
Shaking my head lightly, I turned away from her and chuckled. I couldn't see the look on her face, but I imagined that it was pretty fucking priceless when I did that.
"You caught me on the wrong day, Faith," I continued. "The wrong *fucking* day."
Annoyed, Faith started, "Nobody's ever-"
I interrupted her. "Micah tried to get me in trouble today. Maybe suspended. Maybe even worse, who knows? Did you know that? No, you wouldn't have any reason to, would you? Even if it had hit the gossip grapevine, you're too damn self-involved to care to keep an ear out. Thankfully, Micah's own idiocy and the intervention of a certain someone got me off the hook, but it's done little to improve my mood. I've spent the latter half of this day first terrified, then pissed... fuck, I even told off Principal Carpenter, something I never in a million years thought would be possible. You'd think my own absolution and the catharsis of yelling and watching the guy who tried to get me in trouble take some trouble of his own instead would have been enough to improve my general temperament, but it hasn't. I'm still in a foul *fucking* mood, and I doubt you'd want to see what I could do in a state like this, because I can't recall ever having been quite this mad before. Your interview, let alone any extracurricular activities past that point, would suffer for my mood. I don't want that for you, and I doubt *you* want that for you, so for your own safety and my own mental health, why don't you take a hike and we'll revisit the interview subject at a later time."
I like to think it was impressive how level I was able to keep my temper as I gave her that little speech, and by Faith's silence as she stood behind me, I thought my message had gotten across. Hell, if I were in her shoes, I'd have left then and there without looking back.
Faith didn't move an inch, however. She was quite close to me by this point, close enough that I could hear her breathing, and that it had increased as she listened to my speech. It might have been fear, but it didn't sound like panicked breathing... no, there was something else to it that I was intimately familiar with, even if I couldn't pinpoint it in that moment.
"I... I don't believe you," Faith said, her challenging tone wavering slightly.
Behind those words, I could make sense of that shakiness in her tone and knew that it wasn't fear. Try as I might not to overthink the situation, I couldn't help but feel some primal excitement about what it actually meant.
"What's there not to believe?" I asked, trying to keep my tone even, even though it certainly took on a more threatening sound as I tried to glean more information on what she was trying to do.
Her breathing still quite a bit faster than it had been previously, Faith continued, "I don't believe you've got that kind of rage in you. You're not the type. Oh, sure, you've got some of that skinny white boy former-incel energy going on inside of you, and you could probably lose your shit if someone beat you in... well, whatever a nerd like you does in his free time, but I don't think you have it in you to make good on a promise like that. I think you're too nice, and all this talk? It's just talk. You don't fucking have it in you to take this shit out on me no matter what I do."
Faith kept her tone bitchy and confident, but there was more to it than just that, enough that my anger legitimately faltered for a moment.
To confirm my suspicions, I slowly turned around to face her. While she was still undeniably bitchy-looking, some of that arrogance had left her face, replaced by a strange sort of interest. Her breathing had quickened and she was slightly flush, and looking down... fuck, I could swear I saw her nipples pushing through the thin fabric of her dress. While I couldn't doubt that Faith Serrano had come here with the possibility of seducing me to get what she wanted certainly on the table, by the look of faint surprise hiding in her excitement, I was willing to bet that she hadn't considered the possibility that there was anything here that might actually turn her on.
Was my anger and tough talk actually doing something for her? I had known some particularly bitchy girls who got off on indulging their submissive sides while they tried to get my blood up, and that sex with them had been some of the most intense sexual experiences I'd ever partaken in. Could Faith be one of those girls, too?
Cautiously, I tested the waters on this while still giving her an out if that was what she wanted. "You don't want to do this today."
"And you're just trying to talk tough so you can get out of having to interview me because you think I'm a bitch," Faith replied quickly, grinning.
"Stop this, and leave..." I threatened.
She forced a smirk. "Fuck no. You're either going to interview me, or I'll seduce you, those are the only ways this can end. You haven't got it in you to make a move or make good on this whole bad boy thing you're trying to force, and you- "HEY!"
Her exclamation was cut off as I grabbed her by the shoulders and practically slammed her into the nearest wall. She gasped in surprise at the suddenness of this, looking at me slightly dazed, before that bitchy indignation took over.
"You... what the fuck?" she spat out.
"You come into my home without permission when I'm having the worst fucking day I've had in a *very* long time, I warn you about this, I give you every chance to realize how bad an idea this is, and you persist. You persist in playing this seductress role because you think it'll get you what you want when all it does is make you look like more of a manipulative, and frankly *desperate*, bitch and... and... you do all this, and you're surprised when I'm a little rough with you?" I said, only barely holding back my seething anger.
And there it was. That softening in her face, that look of submission as her lips parted and she let out a slow, pleased sigh.
I loosened my grip on her shoulders.
Softly, Faith said, "I'm sorry... I... I didn't know what your day was like when I came here."
I let go of her completely now. "No. No you didn't. So, I'll ask you again... do you really want to stay for an interview when I'm like this?"
Faith stood there, clearly considering this for some time. I could see her face running through the full gamut of emotions over this, her eyes darting to the door briefly, then to my face. A small smile almost formed, but then she looked down and away from me, fully submissive.



She moistened her lips, her voice suddenly soft as she said, "Seeing you like this, an interview isn't what I had in mind."
This felt unsurprising given how this afternoon had developed. Given the mood I was in, I probably should have kicked her out and not risked things getting out of hand.
Then again, if I'd done everything I *should* have done in life, I wouldn't have had nearly as fun a senior year, would I?
"Yeah?" I asked.
"Uh huh..." Faith said softly, before she took on a hint of her bitchy tone again. "It's... interesting to see you like this. I think in a state like this, you could do some seriously bad things to me, and I'd like them. I'd *really* like them. You could make me very happy like this, I think... you could, but I doubt you've got that in you."
I stepped closer to her, our bodies almost touching as I looked her in the eye. "There's a lot to me you can't see, but keep being a bitch about it, and you'll have no choice but to find out."
A smile flickered at the edges of her lips, before she forced her lips into her bitchy scowl. "God, are you just going to talk all afternoon, or are you gonna fucking do something about this?"
Forcibly, I stepped forward and pressed my body up against hers. Faith let out a little gasp of surprise as I did that, one that I could swear then had a slight hint of moan to it. Seeing that look of softening to her eyes, I found Faith suddenly considerably more attractive than her usually bitchy, disdainful look. That slight part to her lips, those faintly turned-on sounds that escaped from deep within her throat... fuck, there was nothing I wanted to do more in this moment than kiss her, but I quickly realized I wanted to take a very different path with her.
I reached out and took her wrists in my hands, lifting them above her head so I could pin her hands above her with one of my own. I then ran my other hand lightly down her arm, then down the side of her body. My touch was light, but I kept it clear that it wouldn't take much for me to grab her harder if I had to.
Never breaking eye contact, I kept my voice low and threatening. "For all the time you put into trying to convince me that you were here for attention, this is really what you wanted all along, isn't it? You wanted to be pushed around and taken?"
"I wasn't lying..." Faith replied, moaning slightly. "I really am a greedy bitch, and I can't stand not having what the other girls have... but the fact that you, in the midst of a shitty day, happened to figure out my particular kinks... well, that is thrilling, wouldn't you agree?"
I continued running my fingers down her side, enjoying the swelling of her hip. For a girl as otherwise slender as she was, I could tell that Faith had a nice, round ass, one that I was excited to get an opportunity with very soon.
"Bitchy girls like you, so often all they want is to let go from having to be in control all the time and just want to be dominated. I played the odds with the evidence I was given," I said, letting my fingers drift down to the edge of skirt, grazing the soft outside of her thigh.
She hissed pleasurably in response, shivering slightly. "It was a good bet."
"What can I say..." I said, reaching under her skirt as I slid my hand between her legs. "I've become a decent gambler this year."
Faith moaned softly, parting her legs ever so slightly as I continued to tease her inner thighs. I could have kept going like this with almost any other girl, but in my current state, and with what seemed to excite her, I knew better than to be too gentle about this. Extricating my hand from her inner thighs, I searched upward for the fabric of her panties, and when I found it, I hooked my fingers in and pulled roughly. Faith let out a sharp exhalation of surprise as I forcibly pulled her panties down, arching her back to better help me pull the thin fabric over her ass before I dropped the skimpy black garment to the ground.
Looking down, I said, "A thong. You really did come prepared."
Whimpering slightly as I slid my hand up between her inner thighs again, Faith replied, "I never go on stage without knowing my lines... OH!"
She wasn't quite wet when my fingers first grazed her pussy lips, but I could feel a hint of moisture. I could certainly do better than that. Sliding up over her slit, I quickly found her clit and began rubbing it. I might not have been terribly gentle with this, but we both knew that what was to come wasn't going to be all that gentle.
"You say that..." I grunted, leaning in so I could hiss into her ear. "And yet you seem surprised. You really didn't think I had this in me."
"No," Faith whimpered, leaning her head into my shoulder. "Alright, I didn't... oh, fuck... your fingers... so good... I thought I had you, thought I could seduce you, thought I could make this easy. I didn't expect that you'd have a bad day, and that that would lead to this, I thought, I thought I could manipulate you and- AAH!"
I squeezed her clit between my thumb and forefinger, experimentally at first, and then a bit harder. This sent a quake through Faith's body as she cried out, bracing her feet awkwardly against the floor while I continued to press her against the hallway's wall.
"Maybe you could've," I admitted, fingering her more firmly. "But..."
"You've had a day..." she groaned, rocking her hips against my hand.
"I've had a day," I replied.
I leaned back just enough that I could look her in the eyes, taking in the ecstasy on her face as I roughly fingered her. As a guy who had spent much of his life not feeling terribly strong, in this moment I felt like a fucking god, completely in control of Faith's body and pleasure. As I fingered her, I felt a surge of undeniable power, watching her mouth drop open and her eyes shut as she moaned uncontrollably against my efforts. It wasn't long before her pussy was quite wet and Faith was wantonly thrusting her hips against my fingers.
She opened her eyes, and I looked into them intently. I knew that I could have done whatever I wanted with her, pulling my fingers from her pussy and leaving her high and dry, forcing her to submit to my whims as I took wicked pleasure from the power I had over her. This idea was even tempting for a moment, but as I looked into her beautiful brown eyes, I knew that I wanted her to understand something. She had to know that no matter what she thought of me, that I wasn't to be underestimated, and that she couldn't fucking push me around to get whatever she wanted.
No, Faith Serrano was going to understand *exactly* what Ryan Collins was capable of.
I fingered her more swiftly, slowly but surely working my fore and middle fingers past her lips, pressing inside of her and making her truly squeal. She was tight, but I thought she seemed like she was capable of more, and soon I forced my ring finger inside of her as well. Faith cried out in pleasure and pain, leaning into my shoulder and biting it through my shirt as I thrust my fingers in and out of her while quickly rubbing my thumb over her clit.
"Ah, what the fuck? Whatthefuck, whatthefuck, whatthefuck?" Faith repeated, moaning and rocking against me. "How the fuck are you doing this? Who are you? How are you... fuck... how are you doing this? Fuck, what's... oh god, ohmygod... ohmygodohmygodOHMYGODOHMYGODOHMYGOD!!!"
I smirked down at her, lowering my voice as I then leaned in and whispered malevolently in her ear. "Cum for me... come on, do it, fucking cum for me *slut*. Be my slutty little drama bitch and cum so fucking hard you can't walk... do it... fucking do it, you know you want to, cum for me... cum for me NOW!"
Faith looked into my eyes with a certain frantic desperation that did wonders for how turned on I was, and it was only a matter of seconds before she was cumming on my hand. As I had expected by this point, for all of her sultry bluster when she was trying to manipulate me, her cries of release were high and whiny, screaming and wailing as her pussy gushed on my fingers. Her body jerked and shook roughly, and try as I might to keep her nice and pinned, soon she'd broken her hands free from mine, wrapping them around my neck so she could balance. Watching this controlled, bitchy girl completely losing it gave me a tremendous feeling of power, which seemed quite necessary after the way the day had gone.
Soon, Faith's legs turned to jelly and she lost her grip on my neck, sliding down the wall and pulling my fingers from her pussy in the process. She landed roughly on her ass, skirt bunched up around her waist as her pussy was now exposed to me lewdly. From her soaked, swollen lips to the well-trimmed patch of pubic hair that framed it, it was a pussy that was every bit as beautiful as Faith herself was, and an enticing promise of things to come.
"What the fuck..." Faith muttered to herself as she tried to get her bearings. "Just... what the fuck... they were lying... they had to be lying, there was no way you could do that... just some skinny nerd and you couldn't do that, but you did do that... fucking made me cum, made me cum *hard*... how did you do that? How could you do that?"
She kept blinking and shaking her head in disbelief. I could have stood there and felt modestly insulted by what she was saying, but since I was still happy to let my bad day guide me, I thrust my fingers, still glistening with her juices, into Faith's mouth. She was surprised by this at first, her eyes widening and the first garbled sounds to escape her throat sounding distinctly like angry indignation, but after she got a taste, that sound changed quickly. Soon those sounds turned far more pleasurable, her eyes lidding over as Faith suckled her own juices from my fingers. Her full lips provided remarkable suction, and with her tongue dancing actively over my fingers... well, I was looking forward to doing quite a few things with Faith.
When it seemed like she'd lavished sufficient attention on my fingers, I pulled them from her mouth and stood over her silently. Faith eyed me looming over her with a look on her face somewhere between incredibly turned on and afraid, which suited her well. Now that she'd finally gotten her cum, I could see a little bit of her defiance returning, her sane mind taking her away from such simple submission, but sitting half-naked on the floor with her pussy out, there was only so far back she could go.
Finally, I turned away from her and started walking down the hall, pulling my shirt over my head as I went. "My bedroom's down the hall. Come on."
I didn't know if she was still catching her breath or actively following me, but I knew Faith would come. She was in too deep at this point, and too fucking horny. As I entered my room, I felt a wave of madness take me over and had to keep myself from laughing. This was... well, it was hardly the craziest thing I'd done this year, but it felt pretty intense in the moment, and now that Faith couldn't see me, I did the quick and thoroughly undignified things I had to do before a new girl took in my bedroom. I swept some clothes off the floor and under my bed, turned on my lights and closed the curtains so Alice wouldn't get a free show today, and quickly undressed, pulling off my socks and pants and sitting on my bed in my underwear, trying to look cool and collected and as powered by dominant anger as I had moments ago.
My timing was good, as only moments later, Faith sauntered into the room. Her legs were still shaky from her orgasm, all the shakier on her heels, and her hair was a fucking mess, but there was such a look of bitchy satisfaction on her face that I could honestly say I don't think she'd ever looked better.
"Close the door behind you," I practically growled from my seat, an order to which Faith easily complied.
She chuckled to herself softly, still standing by the doorway as she eyed me on the bed. "You know, you're not bad at faking the dominant asshole thing when it suits you."
I couldn't help but notice that her eyes had drifted down to my underwear-clad bulge, and with all ten inches of my erection threatening to burst out, it seemed she liked what she saw. Perhaps even in spite of herself, her lips parted and she took in a breath of disbelieving surprise as she focused on it.
"It's worked well for me in the past," I said, smirking. "Seems to be working for you now."
"You got lucky. A lot of other girls would slap you and run away if you tried to pull that shit," Faith said.
"Lucky? Maybe a little," I admitted. "But I've also got a lot of experience reading girls, and you're not as good an actress as you think. You couldn't really hide this side of yourself as easily as you thought. Now, take off your clothes."
Scowling, she slipped out of her heels, seeming to take great relief from being able to place her feet on the carpeted floor. "I'm an *exceptional* actress... but perhaps arousal clouds my abilities sometimes."
"No perhaps to it," I said, looking her up and down. "Shoes are a good start, but you're not naked yet."
Faith reached behind her back, unzipping the top of her dress before shrugging out of it. I watched as she slowly, even teasingly, dropped her dress down to the floor, exposing her breasts clad in a lacy black bra, the firm expanse of her abs, and once again, her beautiful pussy. Faith Serrano had an amazing body, with firm, high breasts and wide hips that promised a nice ass that promised some excitement. It was enough to make my mouth water, but I was playing this cool in the moment, leering at her appreciatively.
Now standing before me wearing only her bra, she looked almost embarrassed, I thought, her hands reaching down for her pussy almost bashfully. Whether this was all part of the performance she was having fun with, or a sudden wave of feeling exposed, I didn't know, but I summoned some of that irritation that had been powering me to smile darkly.
"Take your bra off, too... *now*," I demanded, keeping my voice thoroughly icy in my command.
Nodding softly, Faith reached her hands up, exposing her pussy again as she undid the clasp at the front of her bra, dropping the flimsy garment to the ground as she exposed herself to me, fully nude. Her C-cup breasts were firm and full, with a nice roundness and hard, dark nipples that made me lick my lips without thinking.
Without a word, I arched my hips off the bed for a moment, allowing me to pull my underwear off and drop it to the floor. If she had looked shocked at how good my fingering moments ago had been, she looked positively awestruck at the sight of my now-freed cock, her eyes running up and down its length, taking in my full balls, thick shaft, and huge cockhead that freely dripped precum.
Now naked, I twisted and leaned back on my bed with my head on a pillow, then cocked my neck urging her closer.
In spite of however cool and sultry she wanted to play this, Faith approached me quickly, climbing onto the bed next to me, straddling one of my legs as she looked down at my massive cock between us. At full mast like this, my cock couldn't help but press into her stomach at this angle, smearing a thin trail of precum over her belly that made me chuckle.
"That's... that's insane..." Faith said, still looking down at my erection. "This cock... that's insane... fucking crazy..."
Her disbelief was enjoyably erotic, though not nearly as powerfully hot as seeing her naked body poised above mine. Faith's toned, yet still soft, body felt amazing against mine, and the sight of her hanging breasts above me drove a darkly primal side of me.
I pulled her close to me, elevating her so I could press her tits against my face. Wrapping my lips around her nipples, I found them every bit as suckable as they'd looked from a distance, and that she was incredibly responsive to having her breasts pleasured. I licked and sucked at them, applying pressure that made her moan and writhe and squeal, experimenting with going harder to see what would truly drive her mad. Faith seemed to go particularly crazy for harder pressure, and when I gently bit them, well you would have thought she'd lost her mind for how loud she cried out in pleasure. She was getting so loud, in fact, that I found myself wondering if Alice was getting a show anyway even without the benefit of my curtains being open.
I kept like this for a while, licking and sucking her tits hard while my hands were full of her ass. I squeezed and groped her ass wantonly as I feasted on her tits, enjoying every new debauched sound of pleasure that managed to escape Faith's lips.
Testing the waters, I swatted her ass firmly, pulling a confused and indignant howl from her.
"Motherfucker!" Faith cried out, pulling her tits away from my mouth as she looked down at me with a blazing fury.
I grinned up at Faith darkly, seeing her anger quickly turn to submission as her mouth dropped open in slight worry.
She started, "I mean-"
Swiftly, I sat up, nearly pushing her off of me. I managed to twist her to the side just enough that she was kneeling perpendicular to me, her face between my thighs while her ass was in the air.
"I'm not a motherfucker normally," I said, raising my hand behind her ass. "But catch me on a day like this, and it's pretty fucking easy to be that kind of asshole."
SMACK!
I brought my hand down hard on her ass, causing Faith to yowl in pain and defiance. Beneath that yowl, however, there was definite moaning, her body responding positively to the sudden impact as her breasts pressed into my thigh.
SMACK! SMACK!
"Fuck!" she cried out.
Grabbing a handful of her luscious, shimmering black hair, I arched her neck so she was forced to look up at me. The look on her face was a confused one, one of pain and heated anger, but with an undeniable smile that couldn't be ignored.
"You fucking love this, don't you?" I taunted, smacking her on the ass again. "You fucking love coming here and being a complete and utter bitch, only for me to turn the tables and fucking take you like this, don't you?"
Moaning submissively, Faith asked, "Would you stop if I said yes?"
Grinning, I smacked her ass again, then ensured that I had a good hold of her hair as I guided her face toward my cock.
"Suck it, bitch..." I growled, making sure the threat in my voice was clear.
Faith looked on my cock with a sense of intimidated awe as so many girls did upon getting this up close and personal, but by the time her lips grazed my cock, any intimidation had fled her. It was a light graze, only the faintest of touches really, but once her moist lips touched the side of my cockhead, it was like a switch flipped inside of her. Faith began kissing and licking my cockhead with a wild, almost mindless abandon. For all of her bitchy restraint earlier, I had to admit that this wild passion was a good look on her, and felt fucking amazing even before she took my cock into her mouth.
Once she did start sucking, though, all bets were off. Those full lips of hers felt heavenly spreading around my cockhead, and with little difficulty she began to inhale more and more of my cock, bobbing up and down as she messily sucked on me.
I groaned, fucking slowly up into her face while I guided her pace with my hand in her hair. Even with my girth giving her some trouble, Faith seemed like a natural when it came to sucking big cock, eagerly swallowing and slurping nearly every inch of my cock with every thrust. I let her up to breathe and when she was gagging, rubbing my cock on her face whenever she did so before forcing it back into her mouth, fucking her face without much mercy.
With this taken care of, I looked to her ass in the air, and even though it would be taking some chances, I couldn't resist...
SMACK!
Faith squealed around my cock, the vibrations turning me on intensely and making me spank her again. I did this a few times, enjoying the way her yowls felt around my cock as well as the way it only made her suck me harder. Not wanting to wear out my welcome with this, however, I soon dropped my hand lower, fingering her pussy, teasing her slick folds as I considered what would happen next, even though we both knew *exactly* where this was going.



Before I could pop off, I let go of Faith, letting her pull away coughing. She looked up at me with tear-streaked, watery eyes, smeared makeup, and one of the biggest smiles I had ever seen. Compared to her usually bitchy look, this positively lit up Faith's face. While I certainly wanted to see more of this smile and was happy to figure out what else would bring it about, the fact that she was getting into this rough encounter every bit as much as I was certainly brought its own unique excitement.
She pushed herself up onto her knees wobbily, looking at me and licking her lips and allowing me to better see her nudity. Faith's body was, for lack of a better term, perfection, and I wanted rather desperately to throw myself at her and roughly defile her.
There would be time for that, of course, but before that I got up on my knees and crawled in front of her, pressing my body against hers and pulling her into a tight embrace as I kissed her deeply. Faith moaned against my lips, kissing me back as she ran her hands over my body, then reaching down to eagerly stroke my cock. My hands soon quickly found her perfect, round ass, squeezing it enthusiastically as we made out.
It was impressive to me that only minutes ago she had been this spiteful bitch who had broken into my house in an attempt to get me to bend to her will and possibly even seduce me, and now here we were. True, in many ways her plan had actually succeeded, as sex seemed like an endgame in her original plan as well, but I was satisfied with how I had taken charge of this encounter. More than satisfied, really; in addition to being a genuine hottie, Faith brought some intense passion to the bedroom that I was looking forward to pushing to its limits.
Breaking our embrace, I pushed Faith to the side so that she was on her hands and knees again, then crawled behind her. Faith tossed her hair over her shoulder so she could better look at me, eyeing me intently and breathing heavily as I positioned myself behind her.
With some sense of awe, I ran my hands lightly down the beautiful brown expanse of her toned back, taking in the softness of her skin before finding and squeezing her ass roughly again. With her ass almost glowing pink from the spanking, Faith moaned at this contact, flexing her ass cheeks and pressing back against me as I teased her.
Groaning, she dropped her head. "Fuck... guys always want my ass... bet you're like all those other assholes... you'd want nothing more than to fuck my tight, Latina booty, wouldn't you? Yeah, all of you guys are the same, fucking assholes who want nothing more than my tight asshole... fuck..."
Squeezing her cheeks firmly, I pulled them apart and looked at her tight, winking asshole. She flexed again, teasing me with her tight, forbidden hole, a smile on her face sending a delightfully mixed message from what she was saying.
Experimentally, I slid a finger between her cheeks, teasing her tight hole and running firm circles over it. Faith moaned a deeper, lustier moan, pressing back against me as if she was trying to fuck my finger with her ass.
"I mean, not to speak for the assholes of the world or anything..." I said, grunting and forcing my finger into her ass up to a couple knuckles. "...but you've got a really hot fucking ass..."
Faith practically squealed with pleasure as I violated her hole, experimentally thrusting my finger in and out and curling it inside of her. Considering how hot and tight her asshole was, I could see why so many guys would want a piece of her, because god knew that I did.
I pulled my finger out of her hole and then smacked her asscheek. "Yeah, this isn't on the menu just yet..."
Faith looked particularly upset at this pronouncement, though it might as easily have been the sudden impact. Whatever set her off, I doubted she'd be too upset for long, as soon I'd grabbed my cock and lined it up with her pussy. I took great pleasure in rubbing it over her soaking wet entrance, though not nearly as much pleasure as I took from driving this hot, bitchy Latina wild.
"Ah, fuck... so we're doing that now... fuck... it's about fucking time. You kept wanting to tease this out to torture me, but this was how it was always going, you fucking me like a little bitch on my hands and knees, taking me while I'm here giving into you like a sweet little sub should..." she moaned, rocking her hips against me.
So, she was conscious of this.
Growling, I asked, "So, this was all an act then?"
Smirking slightly, Faith responded, "Everything in life's kind of an act, and haven't you heard that all the world's a stage? It's what we take out of that act that's important, what it means to us and what it makes you feel... and when a partner has it in them to dominate me right, and I doubt there's been more than one or two of them, yeah, being a subby little bitch gets me hotter than just about anything in the world. I thought you'd figured that out."
"Well, you keep going in and out of being a bitch and a sub, so I had to ask..." I grunted, continuing to tease her slit, pressing against it slightly and rocking back and forth against her.
"Why, would you prefer me one way or the other? Would you rather I already be a quiet little slut, or would you have more fun if you had to tame me from being such a cunt?" she continued, teasing me as she rocked her pussy against my cock.
It hadn't escaped my notice by this point that I was no longer really all that mad, my bad day rather comfortably in the rearview mirror by now. I should have probably thanked Faith for this distraction, but as turned on as I was, I couldn't stop myself if I tried at this point. Finally pushing against her tight entrance, I could feel the folds of her pussy lips parting for me, giving me ample opportunity to push into her.
"You know... I think I'm enjoying having to tame you like this..." I said, pushing forward. "And if you're enjoying the challenge, then so... am... I!"
"Ah, FUCK!" Faith cried out as I gave her one conclusive push, forcing the head of my cock into her hot, slick cunt.
Goddamn, she was tight, but so were most girls when getting invaded by my beast of a cock. Faith took it better than many, crying out and burying her face in the nearest pillow she could find as I invaded her. The tight inner muscles of her pussy embraced me firmly, practically pulling me in as they contracted. With an invitation like that, I couldn't help but grab onto her hips and take the opportunity, rocking my own hips as I fed my cock into her an inch at a time.
Finding her uncharacteristically silent as I did this, I smacked Faith on the ass again and asked, "Fuck... ever had a cock this big before, bitch?"
She groaned at this sharp, insulting name again, pushing back against me as my cock more than half-filled her. "Never, no... cocks shouldn't come like this... never this big, never this perfect... you're impossible, and yet you're here, filling my fucking pussy with that perfect cock... fuck... how does it keep going? How are you even... fuck, you shouldn't be like this, you should be just another annoying nerd who only ever gets to look at bitches as hot as me without ever getting to do anything, you shouldn't be doing this, but you are... you fucking are and you're filling my pussy so good..."
Faith reached between her legs to touch herself, but I quickly grabbed her arm and slapped it aside, bending over so I could hiss into her ear, "You cum when I tell you to, get it, slut?"
She turned to look at me, a moan on her lips and desperation in her eyes. I wouldn't grant her release right now, but I would kiss her. I would kiss her deeply as I forced those last inches into her, ensuring that I was buried to the hilt in her hot Latina pussy, feeling her body pressed to mine as she shivered and shook and lost it a little against me. I doubted that I had tamed Faith, or that anyone truly could, really, but I was happy to be where we were. She'd taken my bad day away from me and encouraged me to embrace my aggressive side, and as thanks, I'd make damn sure she got to enjoy being the submissive slut of her dreams.
Saving one hand to reach around and squeeze one of her nipples briefly, I soon straightened up behind her on my knees, shifting my hands to her hips as I started to thrust into her. This was no time for timidity or gentleness, and I gave her none as I soon built up to a rapid pace, thrusting nearly my entire length in and out of her with every stroke. Though clearly enjoying her submission, she still pushed back against me, moaning and whining as her pussy massaged my cock, desperate for more.
"Oh my god... yes, yes, please keep fucking me like that... it's so good... so big, fuck, you're so fucking big... fuck my tight little pussy, please, please fuck my little pussy... it's so hot and so tight and so wet for you... fuck, it's like you're tearing me apart, but you're doing it so good... so big... fuck, it feels so good, please, please keep fucking me... make me sorry I was such a bitch to you... please make me sorry... fuck, please... ohmygod, ohmygod, ohmyGOOOOOOOODDDDDDD!!!" Faith cried out, bucking against me as a quick, sharp orgasm hit her.
I hadn't been doing this for very long, but it seemed she was particularly sensitive. I could definitely have a good time with that, and I intended to. Only the tightening of her contracting pussy and the wild shaking of her body slowed me as I fucked into her, and only temporarily, but soon I was at it some more, fucking Faith and using her body for my own pleasure as she came down. She was a mewling mess by this point, face down in the pillows as her arms had given out, held up only by her knees as I continued to drive into her.
I chuckled, playfully slapping her ass again. "You come across the big bad bitch, and here you are, already cummed out *again* from some hard fucking? You must not get a lot of action..."
Moaning, Faith turned her head on the pillow so she could speak to me. "What gave me away?"
Okay, so I hadn't actually meant to target her in a specific way like that, and now felt kind of like crap for hitting on something truthful there.
"Sorry," I grunted, slowing slightly. "I-"
"Don't be sorry... and please don't stop..." she whimpered, groaning when I picked my pace back up again. "A lot of guys want me, and they can't handle me, or they're intimidated by me. I get it, but I'm not changing... I get what I can, when I want it... fuck, please keep going like that... and for all that time in between, I've got a vibrator."
In spite of myself, I laughed out loud. Faith shot me a quick, angry glare, one that was quickly drowned out by her moans as we kept going at it.
Fun though this position was, it was also not the easiest to keep up for very long. Beyond that, I was suddenly feeling the urge to look Faith in the eye. Call me a sentimental fool, but even when drawing on aggression as I was in this moment, I did like to look a girl in the eye when I was fucking her as much as I could. There are, after all, few pleasures in life quite like seeing life sparking behind a lover's eye when they cum.
Slowing just enough, I pulled out of Faith and grabbed her hips, rolling her onto her back. This wasn't that much of a challenge at this point, as Faith's body was so loose after a couple orgasms that she might as well have been made of rubber. Then spreading her legs and climbing on top of her, I slid my cock back into her pussy and continued thrusting into her.
"Fuck..." Faith and I grunted, almost in unison.
A small smile passed between us. Between the adrenaline high I was still riding off of the faint remnant of anger that powered me, and Faith returning back to that ecstatic face of blended bitchiness and submission, we returned to the frantic, pounding pace of this fuck.
"So goddamn tight... bet your pussy won't be the same after me..." I grunted.
"Whose pussy could be?" Faith moaned. "Once you've had dick like yours, I doubt a lot of girls can go back to whatever other guys are packing... oh, fuck... fuckfuckfuck... ohmygod... I guess your girlfriends... they must be lucky they got you when they did... if they hadn't, there'd be girls fighting over you every day, wouldn't there?"
"Maybe. I'm pretty good, but I don't know if I'm *fight* good," I continued, enjoying the opportunity of this new position to kiss her deeply.
Faith groaned against my kiss, her eyes rolling back briefly before she looked up at me with her lips pleasantly parted in the aftermath of a moan.
"A couple guys once fought over me... it was the stupidest fucking thing, wannabe alpha male bullshit... like, they were actually trying to intimidate each other by yelling about how much more 'alpha' they were... thinking that they could impress me with all this and by throwing fists... but we're all dumb when we're horny, so I don't see why you haven't had girls fighting over you. I could see some... ohfuck... crazy catfight shit happening over you," she groaned.
Kissing her again, I asked, "So... was there a winner?"
"In a fight like that, there's no winners," Faith replied.
"Fair point," I admitted, reaching up to squeeze one of her nipples. "You go home with the almost winner?"
Somehow, she managed to laugh and moan at the same time as I pinched her nipple firmly. "Fuck no... I went home with one of their girlfriends. She knew how to impress a lady..."
Quickening my pace as I felt my cock swelling with imminent release, I said to her, "Somehow I doubt you're a lady..."
"Yeah?" Faith grunted, leaning up to kiss me. "How'd you fucking guess?"
I pinched her nipple again, hard, and then put my hand to her throat. I squeezed it lightly, letting the fire within me take over. Faith looked up at me, her eyes widening and her mouth dropping open at this implied threat, surrendering once more to her submission as a low moan escaped her lips.
"The way you curse... and get off on being fucking used... and me calling you a 'bitch' and a 'slut'..." I murmured, keeping my voice low and full of appropriate threat. "No, you can look good and play a responsible, elegant lady on the stage, but you're no lady... you and I both know that, and know that that's what gets us off the hardest. You wouldn't be fun if you were a lady, no..."
I forced myself up into a semi-kneeling position, grabbing one of Faith's flexible legs and putting it up on my shoulder. "You're so much better as a slut..."
I grabbed her other leg and put it up on my shoulder. "...a bitch..."
I looked down on Faith with malevolent glee, taking no small amount of pleasure in the way her eyes widened in anticipation of what was coming next.
Not allowing either of us to change our mind, I leaned down, folding her in half and kissing her hard again before I whispered in her ear, "...a total fucking cunt. You and I both know this is how you have your real fun..."
I propped myself up, keeping her legs pinned to my shoulders as I readied myself to really fuck her. "No, you could never be a fucking lady... and we both know you're so much better that way..."
Faith licked her lips, moaning softly after I finished saying my peace. She rocked her hips against me, practically begging for me to fuck her.
And then there was no 'practically' to it, as Faith begged, "Fuck me... please, fuck me hard... fuck me as hard as you can... I've been a bitch, and bitches like me, we deserve to be fucked hard like that... fuck me and cum... god, please cum inside of me... it might be the only way I'll ever be able to find the error of my ways."
There was a faint smirk of mischief at the corners of her mouth, one that I was all too happy to kiss away as I grabbed hold of her tight and truly began to fuck her.
Now, I've had a few occasions to truly cut loose with some genuinely bitchy women (Daphne and Mrs. Bowman come to mind), but given the sour mood that I was already in, it felt like I might have reached a new level of hard fucking as I pounded in and out of Faith Serrano's juicy cunt. It may have just been my mood that day, but I could swear there was something genuinely special about her, something that brought out my best and most constructive dark impulses and made me go to town on her in a way like I couldn't recall before summoning.
Faith certainly encouraged this, whining and moaning and begging me to give it to her harder, fingering her pussy lustily as I found new stores of energy to fuck her tight little pussy with the savagery it required. It felt like I should have finished ages ago, yet here I was, calling upon reserves I only had rare occasion to call along, inspired by Faith's raw sensuality and something in that bitchy submissiveness I couldn't help but be drawn to. Looking down into her eyes, feeling a strange connection, an *understanding* I couldn't adequately place, I couldn't help but push both of us toward our limits.
And then there was a moment when I couldn't summon any more. Shutting my eyes tightly, I buried as deeply into her pussy as I could and cried out a single, dark expletive, cumming as hard inside of her as I'd possibly ever cum before. I felt every bit of rage and irritation, every dark feeling that this day had brought about, coming together at once and leaving my body, pouring out of my cock in an explosion of pure bliss.
The beautiful Latina beneath me met my enthusiasm, her pussy gushing and contracting on my cock with her own powerful orgasm. She surrendered to her ecstasy, her eyes rolling back as she cried out in a long, wailing orgasm that seemed to positively wreck her. Her clenching pussy took my cum, squeezing every last drop out of me until it felt like I couldn't possibly give her any more. Given what buildup we had had, it felt like I'd fired off a quart of cum inside of her, something that I doubted very much that Faith would have a problem with.
I collapsed into her, letting Faith's legs go as I fell. Weakened by our encounter, she briefly wrapped her legs around my ass, kissing me slowly and sensually before unlocking her feet from behind me and collapsing to the bed.
Achingly, I pulled out of her and climbed off, collapsing face down next to her and trying to catch my own breath.
The room felt like a sauna with our collected heat, the air reeking of sweat and sex as we came down from our high. For how loud things had gotten between us, the silence now felt deafening, our ragged breaths sounding impossibly loud.
I turned my head to look at Faith, who seemed only half-conscious, her eyes fluttering weakly as she took me in. Part of me wanted to get a picture of her in this state for my Senior Year Memories album, to get her at her truest, least put-on self, but in the haze of post-coital bliss that I was in, I felt like a different kind of honesty was more pressing.
Propping myself up on my elbows, I let my eyes roam over her naked form for a moment before asking, "So... why do you want to be the lead in the spring musical?"
Though her eyes were still fluttery, they soon locked onto me with a knowing confidence. "You'd like to do this now?"
"It seems as good a time as any," I said, knowing full-well how wrong I was.
Quickly and easily, Faith answered, "Because I'm the best. The most talented. I deserve it."
No, that wasn't the kind of honesty I was looking for. Sighing, I reached one hand down between her legs, teasing and fingering her well-fucked pussy, making her slowly writhe and moan.
"This isn't fair..." Faith pouted, though she made no move whatsoever to stop me, instead rocking her hips against my hand to ensure better stimulation of her clit.
"I never said I fought fair, or interviewed fair..." I said, grinning darkly as I slowly massaged her clit. "No... you gave me your stock answer, the answer you make sure everyone has so they know what your personal brand is. That's not what I want..."



She moaned and cooed in her post-sex euphoria, rocking her hips more insistently against my hand. "But it's the truuuuth..."
I nodded, quickening my pace, but only slightly. "Fine, then I'll ask another way. You think you deserve the part because you're the best... that remains to be seen, but your confidence is no doubt at least mostly well-earned. It seems like you're *compelled* to be the best, so I now ask you... why *must* you be the best."
Faith bit her lip through a moan, fucking herself against my hand more insistently as I pleasured her. It didn't look like she wanted to share this with me, and so I pulled my fingers away from her pussy. This was enough to get her to reach down quickly, grabbing my hand and pressing it more firmly against her well-fucked sex.
"It's because I wasn't always this way, alright?" Faith moaned, rubbing herself against my hand more insistently. "I wasn't as cute as my sisters and cousins, everyone thought I was the ugly one when I was growing up... and the stupid one... stupid because I had a fucking stutter that I couldn't help... my parents, uncles and aunts and brothers and sisters and cousins, they would all laugh at me. And I didn't want to be laughed at. Some teacher back in elementary school, she saw the trouble I was having and suggested I try out for a play... god, please keep going like that... I thought that was the stupidest fucking idea in the world, but she insisted..."
"And did it work out for you?" I asked, applying more pressure.
"Fuck... fuck... fuck... please keep going like that," she said, her eyes rolling back. "What do you think?"
I pulled my fingers back, removing a little pressure. "I think that's not an answer."
Silently, Faith fumed at me, but then reaching up to pinch her nipples, she continued, "Yeah, it worked. It... fuckfuckfuck... it helped me with my confidence, and when I was focusing on my lines, I found I could talk like everybody else. I wasn't, like, award-winning or anything like that, but it helped build me up... and with the attention and surprise I got, I knew I couldn't let that leave me. I knew that whatever I did, I had to be the best so people wouldn't think I was that fuckup again. I practiced harder at the things I loved than anyone else ever could, and once I hit puberty and it was kind to me and I got into makeup..."
Dramatically, Faith waved her hands down her body, making sure I got the picture. "...and you can tell the rest."
"I can..." I admitted, smiling at her.
Her eyes darkening, she added quickly, "And if you tell anyone I told you that, it doesn't matter how good at sex and dominating me you are, I'll fucking deny it and do everything in my power to destroy you..."
I chuckled darkly, then removed my fingers from her pussy. "I wouldn't dream of it. Your secrets are safe."
Faith nodded, then bit her lip and tensed up with a sense of desperation. "That's great and all, but..."
I smirked. "Right, you want to cum, don't you, you little *bitch*?"
"No shit!" she shot back, her tone thoroughly bitchy, before softening submissively. "I mean... yes, please..."
Grinning, I rolled partly on top of her, kissing Faith slowly yet firmly. She moaned against my lips, kissing me back with a fire I rather liked. My fingers still only teased her pussy, but not enough to get her off. There was an image of her I rather liked, and while I wanted to keep her primed, I didn't want to get her there just yet.
Rolling off of her, I pulled my fingers from her pussy. "Come on... let's hop in the shower. I had a long day at school, and I could stand to wash it off..."
Faith grinned. "I could use a shower too, after all that we've done..."
"Well, then, get up..." I said.
Faith rolled her eyes at me, then hopped out of bed. This was definitely my moment, and I took it to find and grab my phone.
"Hey," I announced, smiling at her. "Would you mind a picture?"
Turning around to face me in the bathroom doorway, Faith rolled her eyes again. "You know how much it usually costs for people to get a picture of me?"
"This is only for personal reference, I promise," I said.
Smiling softly, she struck a dramatic pose in the doorway to the bathroom. As with everything related to Faith, it was thoroughly extra and utterly gorgeous, with her nakedness perfectly on display, a trail of our juices going down her slightly raised leg a perfectly beautiful sight to add to my album. I snapped a couple quick pictures, then set my phone aside.
I got up, my half-hard cock standing out pleasantly as I eyed her with dark intent. This look on my face seemed to work rather well for Faith, as I saw her quiver with sudden anticipation.
"What are you going to do to me?" she asked, her voice sounding simultaneously frightened and aroused.
Instead of answering her out loud, I only gave her another dark grin.
***
Hot water cascaded down around Faith and I in the shower. I had pinned her to the wall, pressing my body against hers and elevating one of her legs just enough to better allow me to fuck in and out of her perfect, tight cunt. While shower sex wasn't usually a favorite of mine, when the girl was tall enough it could have a unique kind of excitement, and Faith was more than up for the challenge.
"Oh god, please, please keep fucking me... please keep fucking me... feels so good, please, oh god, fuck me, fuck me, please, oh god, oh god, ohmygod..." she whined as I pounded up into her.
Grunting and enjoying the feeling of my cock being gripped by her tight pussy, I said, "Yeah... take it... take my fucking cock... bet you're sorry you were such a bitch to me now..."
Faith groaned. "I don't know about sorry..."
With my free hand, I reached up and pinched her nipple, hard. "What are you, again?"
"Oh, fuck!" she cried out. "I'm... I'm a bitch..."
"And?" I growled, feeling her shudder against me as I took this darker tone.
"I'm..." Faith started, her voice softening slightly. "I'm your bitch."
I kissed her, fucking into her harder as I said, "You're damn right."
So, this might not have been the most familiar role for me, but Faith's role was one she seemed perfectly content with. We'd been at this in the shower for a while now, with her already having cum twice on my cock, and I was looking forward to a third one before I got around to filling her up again. We knew our parts well, and I was happy to keep reading the script as it was being written here.
Of course, it seemed that Faith was happy with some improv.
Kissing me passionately and groaning deep and breathily, she looked up into my eyes and said, "But... and I'm not going to stand here getting fucked and tell you how to do this... if you really wanted to make me your bitch, I think you should really get meaner. And rougher. And you should probably take it out on my ass; I know you said it wasn't on the menu yet earlier, but maybe it would be if you got madder..."
Fucking her only harder against the wall at this proposal, I asked, "Yeah... you think you can get me madder?"
Moaning, Faith nodded. "I mean... do you really want to hear what it was like when I hooked up with Micah? What it was like seeing him naked, being beneath him, feeling his muscles tense as he was going at me, seeing-"
Alright, Faith knew exactly how to get the kind of reaction out of me that she wanted. Angrily, I pulled out of her, then pressed her face-first against the wall.
I slid my cock between her ass cheeks, leaning in and whispering in her ear. "So, you want me to take it out on your ass?"
She groaned submissively. "It might help teach me a lesson... might be the only way I'll stop being such a bitch to you..."
Faith may not have known exactly what she wanted to be throughout our sexual encounter, but she was so fucking hot that I really didn't mind. I was tempted to just force my cock into her ass, truly tearing her apart and utterly destroying her, but even in a state like this, I understood my manners.
Quickly, I found my bottle of shower lube and made sure to coat my cock with it, before sliding my cock back between her ass cheeks. I thrust up, gently at first, pressing my cockhead against her tightest hole teasingly yet forcefully.
"You *really* want to learn this lesson, don't you?" I growled, nibbling on her shoulder.
She moaned, rocking her ass against me. "I... I might have to... it might be the only way to be sure..."
Grinning, I nibbled on her again and said, "Well, suit yourself..."
With little mercy, I pressed upward into her tightest hole. As could be expected, it was not the easiest of fits, even with as much lube as I'd applied and how eager Faith was, but it also wasn't like either of us was inexperienced. Gripping her tight, I kept pushing up into her, loving the cries of pleasure and pain this Latina beauty let out as she arched her hips against me, ensuring that I had that ideal angle for violation.
I couldn't tell you which of us cried out in greater pleasure when I finally broke in and pushed my cockhead inside of her... alright, it was probably Faith, if I'm being honest. That girl's voice could get exceptionally high and whiny when she was enjoying herself, and while her scream wouldn't have rattled the windows, it was genuinely impressive.
"That's it..." I groaned into her ear. "Fucking take it... take my cock up your ass..."
"Whatever you say..." Faith moaned. "Just... please, don't stop... I need it... I deserve this punishment, please, fucking punish me, hurt me, give it to me, please, just make sure I learn my lesson..."
Grunting pleasurably, I pushed up further, sinking inch after exquisite inch into her tightest of holes. Every extra bit I put inside of her was a new overwhelming pleasure as her perfectly tight asshole gripped me intensely, squeezing my cock with every new depth I plunged to. Her ass was truly magnificent, and when I bottomed out inside of her, I couldn't help but break character for a moment and kiss her deeply. The profound intimacy of this act struck me intensely, and I'll admit that it was hard for me to be as hard on her as I wanted.
The feeling seemed to be mutual, as Faith kissed me back with a slow, almost dreamy focus, moaning against my lips softly and occasionally whispering "yes" and "thankyou."
This moment of quiet bliss, however, was one that was thoroughly short-lived, as soon I began to thrust into her, truly giving Faith Serrano the assfucking that she deserved. Whether it would teach her any lessons on not being a bitch, I couldn't say, but in the moment we were all so lost in our mutual bliss that I couldn't care less. I was in my rough mode again, fucking her, savaging her tightest hole as I grunted and she cried out in exquisite agony and ecstasy. We might have been the only beings in this world for the beautiful roughness we shared. Every thrust, every time I grunted in her ear and called her "bitch" and "slut" and "whore", Faith would lose it, crying out higher and begging for more, leaning back to kiss me and beg for more.
We were so lost, in fact, that I didn't even notice the insistent buzzing of my phone on the counter as I received a handful of texts that would become quite relevant in the coming days.
UNKNOWN: I hear your Micah problem's getting worse
UNKNOWN: I can help
UNKNOWN: After school, tomorrow, Whitehorse Gymnasium
UNKNOWN: You're not alone
Had I received these earlier, I would have been ecstatic, and when I did finally receive them later I would be still. Until then, however, I was happy to ignore these and focus on the task at hand. I was happy to lose myself in violating Faith's ass and making her scream and thinking about whether I'd be happier cumming in her ass or pulling out and forcing her onto her knees to cum all over her face.
Realizing that this was a good kind of problem to be thinking about, I only smiled and fucked Faith's ass harder.
***
(Author's Note 2: For the longest time, writing this story was something that I did in my spare time for fun, but because of the great support of so many readers, I am nearly able to write these stories full-time. It's been amazing, and I cannot thank you and your enthusiasm enough. As ever, if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series, as it truly keeps me going sometimes. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. For a lot of reasons, it's been hard for the last few years, and in times like that it gets really easy to forget the little things and not take care of yourself, and I humbly ask that you take time out of your day for some self-care when you can. Stay hydrated. Move around every so often. Brush your teeth and floss. Try to get a reasonable amount of sleep as often as possible. And, of course, please take care of your mental health. Address problems rather than bottling them up, and if things seem like too much, just know that there are people and resources out there who would be more than happy to help you, and that many are just a phone call away. It's a rough world out there, but we can't make it a better place if we don't take care of ourselves first. As always, please be good to yourselves and to everyone else!)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: As 18-year-old nerd Ryan Collins continued to cover the goings on with Regan Hills High's drama club's upcoming spring musical for the school paper, his conflict with arrogant actor, Micah Burke, came to a head when he falsely accused Ryan of bullying. Forced to defend himself in front of Principal Annika Carpenter, Ryan was only truly saved when his new friend, Olivia Raine-Goldblum, came to his defense with evidence exonerating him. Shaken, and knowing his Micah problem wasn't over, Ryan returned in a foul mood only to discover the beautiful Latina actress, 18-year-old Faith Serrano, who believed charming Ryan was her path to winning the lead role in the musical. Not in the mood for dealing with the bitchy and stuck-up Faith, Ryan tried to brush her off, but Faith wouldn't be denied, and coaxed Ryan into a session of some truly enjoyable, and rather rough, sex. With some of his stress relieved, Ryan received a mysterious text that promised aid with his Micah problem, leading him to an uncertain future...
***
I'd have been stupid if I didn't think that this could be a trap.
While it was true that almost every mysterious text that I'd gotten over the past six or so months had almost always been a prelude to some genuinely amazing sex, dealing with a jackass like Micah Burke, who had only the day before tried to get me in serious trouble with Principal Carpenter, had a way of making me more cautious than usual. After all, it wasn't like these anonymous texts were a shining beacon of comfort.
UNKNOWN: I hear your Micah problem's getting worse
UNKNOWN: I can help
UNKNOWN: After school, tomorrow, Whitehorse Gymnasium
UNKNOWN: You're not alone
On the one hand, I was happy for the idea that there might be some others out there who were willing to help me deal with the Micah problem. Having Olivia in my corner had already gotten me out of that trouble with Principal Carpenter, and I felt awkward leaning on my girlfriends for help with the problem any more than I already had; Josie, Brooke and Sarah had been so supportive even while dealing with their own end of the school year issues, and I didn't want to put any more on them.
New allies would have been a godsend, under the circumstances.
On the other hand, there was every chance that this unknown mystery texter could have just as easily been Micah himself, looking to get me on familiar ground before making some kind of stupid, haphazard move on me. That the texts indicated that someone wanted to meet up with me after school at a location whose website proudly advertised itself as a gym offering "BOXING & MMA FIGHTING LESSONS & SUPPORT" made it seem like it could be a familiar stomping ground of Micah's, especially after his self-aggrandizing boasts about his karate prowess.
It would have been all too easy to ignore these texts and just stay home, maybe watch a movie or hang out with my girlfriends or actually even get some of that elusive homework time.
It would've been easy... but if I'm being honest, if I'd always done things the easy way, I'd have missed out on a lot of the best opportunities that this year had given me.
So, perhaps foolishly, the next day after my "memorable" encounter with Micah Burke in Principal Carpenter's office (and my even more memorable encounter with the bitchy and beautiful Faith Serrano at my place afterward), after school I hopped on my bike and pedaled my way into downtown Regan Hills... well, about as much of a "downtown" as we had, anyway. The businesses that lined Main Street had always been an eclectic mix of shops that had been there seemingly forever and businesses that came and went on a yearly basis, with that ever-present filler of your usual blend of fast-food restaurants to fill in the gaps. While I'd known about all these places from growing up in Regan Hills, it was only this year that it felt like I'd truly *seen* them for the first time, allowing me to discover the wide variety of experiences my small town had to offer.
My phone's GPS took me down Main Street, hanging a right at the side street just past the Tech Noir karaoke bar, before heading about another block down before I found the seemingly ancient brick building that held Whitehorse Gymnasium.
A glance at it had me marveling that this building was still standing. With bricks that needed a good power-washing and a sign that had probably been faded since before my father was born, it was only the large plate glass windows that lined the front of the place showing activity inside that indicated the place was open. Peering past the posters taped to the windows that advertised the various boxing and MMA classes they offered and upcoming fights, I could see what looked like the kind of place you'd expect a boxer from an underdog sports movie to train.
An underdog movie from the 70s, by the looks of some of the equipment within.
I could see men and women, some on the older end, some college-aged, and even a few people I recognized from school, lifting weights and battering around a variety of bags. In the center of the building was a well-maintained and elevated boxing ring where two gloved, helmeted opponents battered on each other before getting pulled apart by a wiry, dark-haired young woman with her hair up in a pair of buns on the back of her head.
It was fascinating to watch in its way, but already a bit nervous about coming here, I wasn't exactly comforted by what I was seeing; this was just a little too testosterone-heavy for my tastes. Sure, it looked public enough to make an ambush from Micah seem unlikely, but even if he wasn't here, what exactly could I get out of this experience? And, was this really the kind of place that I wanted to find an ally at? No... no, this didn't seem like the place for me; this was a bad idea. If I was going to deal with Micah, I'd have to circle the wagons and do it on my own terms.
I turned back toward the lamppost that I'd locked my bike to, then stopped myself. That voice of doubt that stopped me... that was the old me, an old me that Micah had brought back to life in the most irritating fashion possible. This guy was an asshole. I could *not* let him win, in life or in my head. No, if there was even a chance that the mystery texts I'd received were legit, I had to find out and see this through, no matter how outside my comfort zone this place felt.
Turning back toward Whitehorse Gymnasium, I was greeted by the sight of the front door opening, and a familiar face looking back at me.
"You weren't planning on running off once you'd come this far, were you?" she asked in her silky-smooth voice, a wry grin on her beautiful lips.
Seeing that this face was not only familiar, but friendly, I returned the smile. "I considered it... for a second. Only one second, and a stupid one at that."
Chuckling softly to herself, 18-year-old Cecilia Dunwich replied, "Yeah, we all have those stupid seconds sometimes... nothing to stress about. Glad you reconsidered, though. You *are* coming in, right?"
Truthfully, there likely wasn't much that I *wouldn't* do if asked by Cecilia Dunwich, if you know my history of how I handle such questions from beautiful girls... and Cecilia was fucking gorgeous. A 5'8" lighter-skinned black girl, her angular, clever face had a naturally easygoing look to it that I'd discovered partly came from weed, but mostly from just being an easygoing hipster of a girl who didn't give a shit what anyone thought of her. Her hair was long and kept in a loose series of dyed-blonde braids and dreadlocks that she kept pulled back, revealing her sharp brown eyes, pierced septum and lips painted a playful magenta. While I'd mostly met her in conjunction with the drama club and knew she was one hell of a singer and dancer, her time spent on the color guard gave her a truly killer body, thoroughly toned with lean muscle that showed well in her arms, legs and tight abs. Today she wore tight, distressed jeans that showed off those legs, and her remarkable ass, quite nicely, and a faintly gold, sleeveless top that highlighted her strong arms and round D-cup breasts and made it rather difficult for me to come up with a timely response as I took her in.
Still, after a few silent seconds passed, I shook clear those aimless thoughts and asked, "You texted me?"
Smirking slightly, Cecilia replied, "Yeah. Olivia told me the kind of bad spot you're in, and I thought it possible I could help. Come on in and I'll do a little show and tell, maybe some truth or dare if you force me, see if we can find some common ground with your Micah problem and might be able to find a solution you'll like."
I considered this briefly. While I didn't know Cecilia well, all of our interactions had been friendly, and there was something to her easygoing nature that naturally drew me in.
Stepping forward, I followed her into Whitehorse Gymnasium. "Let's start with some show and tell, then."
"Alright," she said, nodding and welcoming me inside the gym.
The air of this place took on a different vibe on the inside than it did the outside, smelling of sweat and old wood in a way I found familiar to the school gym I often worked out at. Though there were plenty of musclebound jocks grunting and exerting as they beat on various bags, the hostility felt remarkably low, particularly once I saw some familiar faces in the mix. Now in the ring I caught sight of the compactly muscled Noa Kanzaki and the slender Nica Dubois squaring off against one another, almost unrecognizable for the way their padded helmets obscured their faces, but I wouldn't miss those bodies anywhere. The girl with the twin buns dropped her hand, encouraging the pair of them to begin sparring.
"So, I dunno if this is your thing or not, or how applicable it is to the current situation, but I figured that if you were gonna be dealing with Micah, you'd want all your options open," Cecilia explained, leading me toward a set of abbreviated bleachers off to the side of the ring and sitting down a few rows back.
The rows were mostly empty, save for a few hangers-on who were waiting for boyfriends and girlfriends and friends and family members to finish up at the gym, but there were a few idle claps here and there as Nica and Noa began to fight. The one exception to this limited interest was a girl I recognized from school, 18-year-old Scarlett Bishop. A short half-black, half-Latina girl with a tight body and a head of black, curly hair that bounced around whenever she got up to clap, she was a one-woman cheer section for pretty much everyone it seemed, shouting encouragements and clapping loudly.
Sitting next to Cecilia, it was hard not to have my attention bouncing around the room, from the fight, to Scarlett, and of course the impossibly gorgeous girl sitting next to me. If it was possible for someone to be so laid back and easygoing that they were intimidating, well, that would be Cecilia, and while I normally might have felt a bit overwhelmed sitting next to her, after the events of the past few weeks, I wasn't stressing the situation that much.
Not to say that I wasn't checking her out a *little*.
Picking up where she'd left off, with a slightly sardonic tone, I asked her, "And of all the options I could keep open, you think I should be learning boxing? MMA?"
Cecilia chuckled. "I'm not saying you *have* to do anything, not that you wouldn't look cute up there."
The compliment came easily to her, as my response did to me, "I don't know about me, but you'd definitely look hot up there."
She seemed unsurprised by my response, but that easy smile of Cecilia's widened ever so slightly. "I should've put my name in for a round or two today, if I knew I'd have an eager audience."
"There's still time," I replied, sounding almost as confident and smooth as I meant to.
"With all my hair and makeup? Yeah, that's a process, and one I'm not ready to deal with today. Nice try, though," Cecilia replied.
"Can you blame me?" I asked.
Raising an eyebrow, she asked, "You're not normally this... well, whatever mood you're in right now."
"Let's just say I had a bad day, yesterday, that became a good day by the tail end, and I'm still kinda riding that high," I explained.
Cecilia nodded knowingly. "Olivia told me about that first part... and I'm going to assume the way that Faith's been walking around all wobbly today has to do with that second part?"
I shrugged noncommittally, which seemed to be the right response for Cecilia.
Nodding in that knowing, wise-beyond-her-years way that she had, she replied, "She's needed some good dick for a while now; I knew that'd improve her mood. Good for you."
"I didn't say anything," I replied.
"And you don't have to say anything... I'm just here to make my pitch and let you make your own choices," Cecilia explained, waving across the gym. "Now, I'm not saying that you gotta learn boxing, or MMA, or anything really if that's not your scene, but I wanted to make sure that you knew all your options, because Micah will keep coming at you while he feels threatened by you, and that won't change anytime soon. He's tried to get you in trouble, and that didn't work... and that's got him madder than ever. He might try to get you in more trouble, or he might bust out some of that karate he likes to keep talking about."
"That was real?" I asked.
She chuckled. "Yeah, I know, most white boys who like to talk about all the fighting they know are all sorts of full of shit, but Micah actually practices what he preaches. Get him to take his shirt off, and he's surprisingly jacked."
"Fuck," I said. "I was hoping that was bullshit."
"Nope. That's one of the only things that guy'll tell the truth on," Cecilia admitted.
"Thanks for the head's up. I don't know what I'm gonna do with that, but..." I said, surveying the room with a new set of eyes and wondering if I actually would have to train for a fight with Micah.
Seeing this conflict on me, Cecilia patted me on the back. "Hey, it's not all bad. Is conflict with Micah inevitable? Yeah, you guys are coming to a precipice I don't think either of you can return from. If you're smart, you'll find some way that doesn't end in violence to deal with him... but if violence is inevitable, you can't do better to train for it than here."
Spreading her hands before her to show the place off, she continued, "Yeah, you can train in all the sorts of macho styles that alpha assholes like to boast about knowing, but beyond that, they've got regular self-defense classes here. Quinn, she's up there reffing the fight? She teaches those self-defense classes here after school to a lot of the girls in our grade, or anyone, really, who has to deal with assholes. If Micah, or anyone else, decides to come at you, she can teach you how to deal with them in a way where you'll at least be able to give as good as you get, maybe even come out on top."
I looked at the wiry girl with her hair done up in a pair of buns, and then it clicked where I knew her from. Quinn Whitehorse was a girl from our class who'd always been a little too much of a jock to be on my radar before now, even if I knew she was quite pretty. The Navajo-descended beauty was unrecognizable now in the safety gear she wore to ref the fight between the other girls, but she had a confidence to her movements that made it clear she knew everything she was doing as she guided and instructed the two sparring girls.
That didn't make her any less intimidating... but it was good to know.
"It's an interesting idea... but he tried to screw me over with Principal Carpenter. He said I was bullying him. If I'm going to solve this, I'm probably going to have to outthink him," I said, trying to think of an idea of how to defeat him and coming up with nothing.
"Makes sense," Cecilia replied, noncommittal. "Just gotta be careful. He's not as smart as he thinks he is, but that doesn't mean he's stupid, either."
"Yeah, I'm getting that," I said, sighing, before looking over at Cecilia curiously. "Can I ask you something?"
"Sure," she said, chuckling softly as Scarlett became particularly animated over something in the fight on the stage.
Licking my lips, I asked, "What's your interest in this? I mean, yeah, I get why anyone would want to take it to Micah, but why help me?"
Cecilia considered me for a moment, pursing her lips and smiling that easy smile again. "It's a little complicated."
"I've got time," I said, eyeing her curiously. "And it seems like you do, too."
Thinking on this a moment longer, she replied, "Well... let's be honest, I've heard about you, and I'd be a fucking liar if I said I wasn't interested to see how true the rumors are. That's where you first caught my attention, but if all I was doing was acting on primal, sweaty instinct, we'd have done this already and had some of the best fucking sex of both of our lives."
I raised my eyebrow. "You think a lot of my skills."
"And my own," Cecilia said, leaning back in her chair confidently. "I know what I can do."
"As do I," I replied, confidently.
"I know," she replied. "But like I said, if that's all there was, we'd have done this already, and that wasn't what I was interested in. And, yeah, you got me more interested when I saw how all my friends were after you'd 'interviewed' them, and the way you got Micah all hot and bothered and pissy was pretty great at first. But when I saw him go after you at Tech Noir, and when I heard about what happened yesterday..."
The normally easygoing Cecilia's face soured briefly, her hands briefly balling into fists before relaxing as she looked away from me. I'd have been concerned for her, but she quickly got out of this moment of darkness.
"I fucking hate bullies. Dealt with them my whole damn life in my own way, and I can handle myself, but that doesn't mean that I like it when I see other people having to deal with them. I want to help however I can, so I texted you and... well, you handle it how you wanna handle it from here," Cecilia continued, leaning back in her chair easily as she let her eyes return to me.
I looked at Cecilia as she tried to look as casual as ever, but could see that hint of concentration in her eyes that indicated something... well, something that I actually found pretty heartwarming.
"Thanks... thanks for caring," I replied.
She eyed me, then broke out in a smile. "Thank *you* for making things in Drama Club a lot more interesting than usual... I thought all I had to look forward to was nailing my audition for one of the backup singers in Little Shop, and yet here I am getting a new wave of gossip every other day it seems."



"Good gossip?" I asked.
Cecilia leaned back in her chair, trying to look noncommittal but unable to keep the grin from her face. "Yeah. Good gossip."
Smirking, I replied, "I like starring in good gossip."
"Then you'd *love* all of what I've heard... but since you've lived it, I don't need to repeat it," she continued.
The smooth, casual tone of her voice took on a slightly deeper, huskier tone that I wouldn't deny was interesting. I could sense some promise in her body language, and finding her undeniably attractive, I thought about pushing my luck a little to see where this afternoon might go.
"You don't need to repeat it, but it sounds like you've been thinking about it a lot," I said, lowering my own voice conspiratorially.
Cecilia looked at me as if sizing me up, nodding slightly. "And if I have?"
I leaned back in my own chair. "Well, it's nice to be thought of, is all. At least from where I'm sitting."
"It's nice from this seat too," she replied, grinning slightly. "And don't even try to lie and say you haven't been thinking about me any, either."
"I wasn't planning on it," I replied.
Cecilia nodded. "Good, because I've seen how you've eye-fucked half the girls in the drama club, and I've enjoyed being part of that half."
I considered what I knew about Cecilia from this conversation and from our previous interactions, and since it seemed like, for all her laidback nature, she was pretty straightforward about what she wanted and who she was, I thought it might be best to respond in kind. True, the direct approach had never precisely been my style, but I was willing to take that gamble given the circumstances, especially since I was already quite hard for her.
"Why stop at eye-fucking?" I asked.
This caught Cecilia off guard, but only just, as she quickly replied in her sweet, smooth voice, "You know what? That is an *excellent* question."
Seeing how much she seemed to like me pushing my advantage, I said, "I've got an even better question."
"And what's that?" Cecilia asked, leaning closer to me in anticipation.
Grinning, I asked, "Why don't we finish this conversation someplace else a little more private?"
Quietly, she considered me, while I, undeniably, continued to look over the gorgeous girl sitting next to me. With a body like hers and a background in dance, I knew that Cecilia would undeniably be great, and the way she eyed me, I knew she was sorting out the same equation based on everything she knew about me. While she hadn't said anything yet, I was optimistic about where this conversation was going.
And it likely would've reached that point if it hadn't been for a 5'1" ball of energy bouncing up the aisle near us.
"She's getting in the ring next!" Scarlett Bishop exclaimed cheerfully to Cecilia before turning her attention to me, smiling an excited, toothy smile at me. "Hey, Ryan, you made it! Have you two planned out how you're hooking up yet?"
Without missing a beat, Cecilia replied to her friend, "We were just hammering out the details to that, actually."
"Ah, cool!" Scarlett replied, her eyes bouncing back and forth between us before landing on me. "Well, sorry about interrupting, but we need a quick time-out for friend shenanigans, since Lexa's heading into the ring soon and could really use our support!"
She said this with a natural hopefulness that I found hard to reject... not that I thought I was likely to reject Scarlett anyway. Another girl who'd traveled well outside my social circles before senior year, she was a popular girl from a somewhat wealthy family known for throwing some of the best parties in town. Being stunning certainly didn't hurt her case, either. Though not part of the school's color guard like her best friends Cecilia and Lexa, she still had a lithe, athletic dancer's body that she showed off well in her tight, midriff-bearing black t-shirt and matching booty shorts. With a tight, firm ass and a high pair of C-cup breasts, she packed a lot of fun into a tiny frame, matched only by her beautiful, enthusiastic face.
We hadn't had a lot of interactions this year, though after I'd helped her avoid having a place on Micah's list of conquests, I had noticed a certain cordiality from her that we hadn't shared before, which was always nice to get from beautiful girls.
"Support away," I said to Scarlett. "I didn't have any plans today; I'll happily join a cheering section if you need one."
"Perfect!" Scarlett exclaimed, before turning to Cecilia. "So, can I steal you for some of that friend shenanigans time I mentioned?"
Standing up from her chair, Cecilia straightened out her outfit and said, "I'm sure you've already given Lexa enough encouragement... don't want to overwhelm the girl and set off her anxiety, especially when she really needs to beat an asshole down in there. Why don't I go offer some support while you keep Ryan company... don't want to leave him bored, do we?"
"Ah, no, wouldn't want that at all!" Scarlett chirped.
Turning her gaze playfully to me, she added, "And Scarlett is *anything* but boring... you two should get along *great*."
There was a sultry playfulness to the way Cecilia said that, and one look at Scarlett was enough to know that Cecilia knew what she was talking about on this subject.
Before I could say anything, Cecilia had gotten up and walked out of the bleachers, with Scarlett dropping down to take her seat quickly after her.
"Hi!" Scarlett said, beaming at me.
Grinning back, I replied, "Hello again. You don't have to keep me company if you don't want to, you know."
"I know, but I *do* want to," she continued. "I still owe you and Olivia one for helping me dodge that bullet with Micah the other day... that would've been... I'm not sure what that would've been, honestly. Regrettable, I think? Yeah, *definitely* regrettable."
"That's the impression that I get," I said, shrugging. "But you don't owe me anything."
Scarlett chuckled. "Oh, you haven't even heard what I'm offering! You at least gotta hear what I'm offering before you say that."
Well, this was the kind of segue I was always happy to hear out. "Oh?"
Leaning in conspiratorially, Scarlett whispered, "Well, one helluva lot better than I was going to give Micah, I'll tell you that... but I'll leave the rest to your imagination."
I was already quite hard from my discussion with Cecilia, and this did little to change that. Scarlett was a different, distinct kind of beautiful from Cecilia, but had that bright smile that I enjoyed in many girls, and an energy that I knew would translate to her being every bit as exciting in bed as she thought.
"I've got a pretty vivid imagination," I said, leaning in toward her slightly.
Scarlett giggled. "Yeah, well, I'd like to see some of that imagination. See, feel, taste... just have some seriously good times, you know? I'm kind of all about good times."
"So, I've heard," I replied.
"Good things?" she asked.
"Well... I heard you had one helluva Halloween party," I said, smiling.
Scarlett laughed. "Yeah... okay, maybe that one was a little *too* fun, but I'm good for regular kind of fun, too. And whatever kind of fun your vivid imagination can get up to."
"Fair warning, though; Cecilia kind of already has first dibs," I explained.
She shrugged. "We share everything... shouldn't be an issue."
This just kept getting better and better.
Lowering my voice, I leaned back in my chair, chuckling, "Man, I love this town."
"Right?" Scarlett laughed, leaning back in her chair as well so she could get a better look at the ring as it was cleared. "I've had so much sex this year, I wouldn't fucking know what to do with myself... it's crazy we haven't done it yet."
"I've had a lot to sort out," I admitted.
Sighing, she replied, "Same, honestly. I don't think any of us in our class *don't* have shit to sort out... kinda why we're here, really... that, and Cecilia's whole 'giving you all your options' plan..."
Finding this more cryptic than illuminating, I asked, "What?"
Though it looked like she wanted to answer me, with her eyes on the ring, Scarlett then jumped to her feet and put her hands around her mouth, cheering, "Kick his ass, Lexa!!!"
I shifted my attention to the ring. Cecilia stood beside it, offering words of encouragement to a tall, slender yet fit, black girl dressed in athletic shorts and a loose t-shirt. Though I couldn't see her face from the protective headpiece she wore, by her name and what I could see of her, I knew her to be 18-year-old Lexa Reynard, a girl from my class who was friends with Cecilia and Scarlett. Another girl who I wouldn't have had the chance to know before this year, she was normally all preppy class, kind and intelligent and working on building her influencer following when she wasn't practicing with the school's color guard. Normally so posh and well put together, it was disorienting seeing her here like this, especially since she was facing off a taller, more muscular guy who looked like he wasn't taking this seriously.
Sensing something was different about this fight, I asked, "This isn't a normal fight, is it?"
"Fuck no," Scarlett explained. "This guy's one of those college assholes who thinks that calling himself an alpha and constantly correcting you about what words mean what counts as a personality. He's been harassing Lexa for a while now, mostly your usual mix of vaguely misogynistic BS, some veiled racism for good measure, and she hit her limit, challenged him to a fight if it would get him off her ass."
"Will it work?" I asked.
"I doubt it," she continued, cheering for her friend again. "Guys like that don't know how to take no for an answer, but I guess we'll find out how well he takes a punch to the face."
I watched as the two of them squared off in the ring, Lexa's opponent looking like he thought he had this in the bag while Lexa was tense and poised, holding her hands high in a defensive, ready to be quite *offensive*, posture.
"Is he any good?" I asked.
"I don't know about him..." Scarlett admitted.
Standing between the two of them, Quinn separated the two fighters before stepping back, dropping her hand to begin the fight. It didn't seem that AJ was ready for what was coming next, as Lexa was on him in a hurry, raining down a storm of blows to his gut before uppercutting him in the jaw, sending him back into the ropes, then falling flat on his fucking face in the ring.
"...Lexa's fucking amazing, though," Scarlett finished, jumping to her feet and cheering as if Lexa had just won a title fight.
It felt good joining her. It was a good fight, after all, and it was always fun watching guys like that get taken down a peg.
The way he lay face down, with Quinn showing no interest helping him to his feet, said that AJ had been taken down more than a peg, and had me reconsidering taking up a few self defense lessons after all. I may not have been a big fan of violence, but there was no denying that it had a certain satisfaction, and the thought of knocking Micah down like that did have a distinct appeal.
Until then, I was enjoying cheering for Lexa's victory, and that sheer joy when Cecilia jumped into the ring to grab Lexa's hand and lift it above her head in triumph, and that surprise following moment when Scarlett grabbed me and pulled me down for a quick, deep, and thoroughly playful kiss. Her full lips pressed against mine felt amazing, wet and enthusiastic with a tongue that darted cheerfully into my mouth as if that were how she kicked off every kiss, before she separated from me just as quickly and looked up at me with mischievously hungry eyes. Those weren't eyes that meant to stop at a kiss... no, they were the eyes of a girl who was annoyed that we were in a public place.
This day got more promising with every passing moment.
Rather than act on anything foolish (if fun) in public, Scarlett grabbed me by the wrist and exclaimed, "Come on! We gotta celebrate Lexa!"
Pulling me up to my feet, Scarlett dragged me ringside as Cecilia and Lexa stepped down from it and shared a quick, exuberant hug. I was taken by these two girls' heights, with Cecilia at 5'8" and Lexa at 5'7" leaving both girls only a few inches shorter than me. It left them imposing in a way, but undeniably beautiful.
"Great fight, Lexa!" Scarlett exclaimed, helping her friend pull off her boxing gloves before hugging her. "You really kicked his ass!"
Breaking the hug, Lexa pulled out her mouth guard and said, "I'd *barely* call that a fight. That asshole got exactly what was coming to him... and I'd gladly do it again."
She was still running on adrenaline and breathing heavily, so I didn't blame her for ignoring me at first. When she did see me... well, I won't say that her eyes lit up with excitement or curiosity as Cecilia and Scarlett's had, but she didn't seem to find me unwelcome, either. Between her post-fight state and her helmet, though, it was difficult to be sure.
"I see your guest came," Lexa said, nodding at me. "You gonna take up some lessons here, too?"
"Still thinking about it," I admitted.
"Keep thinking about it and you might get your ass kicked before it really matters," Scarlett chided.
Patting her friend on the shoulder, Cecilia said, "Come on, Scarlett, he'll make his own choices."
"Yeah, but he's cute and I don't wanna see him get beat up," Scarlett said, beaming up at me as if her smile alone might make the point for her.
I mean, it was a cute as hell smile, but not enough to make me make a decision on the spot.
"Ease up on the full court press, Scarlett..." Lexa said, turning to me with an apologetic smile on her face. "The classes here are quite reasonable and excellent exercise if that's what you're looking for, but I know how daunting it can seem from the outside."
I smiled at her in thanks, understanding at once that Lexa seemed like the kind of girl who was used to apologizing for her friends.
"Yeah, and we're celebrating Lexa here anyway, right?" Cecilia said, looking to the side as a wobbly AJ was helped out of the ring. "A victory deserves some kind of party, and Ryan's made it *exceptionally* clear to me how much he wants to party with *me*... but I'm sure he'd enjoy being our fourth wheel as we celebrate Lexa, wouldn't he?"
Again, Cecilia had that near-effortlessly smooth way of making it seem like she was in absolute command of whatever she said, one that would have had me doing whatever she wanted even if I hadn't wanted to do exactly this. Sure, I had only imagined this being between Cecilia and myself, but with an invitation like this, there was no way I could say no.
Seeing that semi-skeptical look still on Lexa's face, I said, "If I wouldn't be a problem..."
Lexa caught my reservation well, nodding and quickly replying, "No... you wouldn't be a problem to me, anyway."
"My place!" Scarlett exclaimed. "Hot tub time?"
Lexa groaned pleasurably. "Oh, fuck, that does sound amazing."
While sharing a hot tub with these three gorgeous girls did sound exciting, I had to note, "I don't have a swimsuit on me."
"Don't worry about it... I'm sure we'll come up with something," Cecilia practically purred.
***
Admittedly, when Cecilia said they'd come up with something, I imagined that I'd be naked in the hot tub with them. Instead, they parked me in a guest room in Scarlett's family's rather nice house, waiting for Scarlett to dig up a clean extra pair of swim trunks that had been left behind by her older brother when he went to college. Her parents were thankfully out for the evening, leaving the four of us to get up to... well, I guess whatever we'd get up to. On the ride over here in Cecilia's car, there had been plenty of innuendo and loaded gazes between Cecilia, Scarlett and myself, and while I got more curiosity than anything else from Lexa, she didn't seem shocked by anything that was happening here.
None of this was a promise of any action or excitement to come, but I was happy to see where this was going.
I sat on the bed in the middle of the guest room, flipping through pictures from my Senior Year Memories album, when I heard a knock at the door frame.
"Hey, you needed these?" Lexa said, smiling at me apologetically.
I looked at her there, momentarily taken aback by her beauty. She'd taken a little bit of time after her bout at Whitehorse Gymnasium to freshen up, and I had to say the results were stunning. Lexa now wore a simple black dress with a skirt that ended just above her knees. It was stylish and classy, loose enough to be comfortable but just tight enough that I could get a nice view of her lithe body and modest B-cup breasts. Her face was narrow and clever, with soulful dark eyes and a thin, slightly awkward smile, her long black hair pulled back behind her. For a girl who I knew to be an aspiring influencer with a bunch of pictures of herself online that made her look to be a glam, confident party girl, seeing her looking anything less than in complete control like this was kind of novel.
I won't deny that my eyes first went to her amazing, and bare legs, taking in her lithe muscles and dark skin, before I looked to her hands and saw her carrying a pair of trunks in one, and a crumpled-up bikini in the other.
"Thanks," I replied, standing to get the swimsuit from her.
"Anytime," Lexa replied, smiling easily as she handed the suit over to me.
I'd expected this interaction to be done and over with quickly, but when she closed the door behind her, I was confused.
Before I could raise any questions, Lexa quickly answered, "So, I'll cut to the chase. Cecilia and Scarlett are the fucking best, but they've also got this thing where they like daring me to do things they think will be good for me because I used to deal with a lot of anxiety. I'm a lot better now, therapy and the right meds do miracles, and the things they've helped me get into have been really good for me, but that doesn't mean the dares can't sometimes be a little on the... inconvenient side. So, I figured I'd tell you directly so I don't have to come up with a stupid excuse."
I mean, if she wanted to get my interest in a hurry, she'd done a good job. "And that's why you closed yourself in with me."
Smiling knowingly, she replied, "That was the first step of what they dared me to do. The second step involves me changing into this..."
Lexa held up the skimpy black bikini in her hand, then finished, "...in front of you."
"Ah... I see why that would be a problem," I replied.
Smiling warmly, she said, "Thanks. Now, Cecilia and Scarlett are thoroughly convinced that the four of us will all be having sex by the end of the night. I am less convinced. Don't get me wrong, it's not that I can't be convinced, or that I don't think you're cute and that I don't want to see what has all the girls talking, but I'm used to things taking a *little* more time before we get to the part of the evening where I'm riding a guy and milking him for every last drop he has. If you can't tell, I *am* a classy girl, and I do enjoy *some* romancing, after all."
Lexa said this with a playful kind of sarcasm that already had me liking her, and understanding her position better than ever.
"As well you deserve some romancing," I replied. "Since your class is self-evident."
"Well, thank you," she replied in a mock bow.
Thinking about her situation, I continued, "Well, we do both need to change, and if you'd like, I can turn my back, or even change in the bathroom, or you can change in the bathroom, whatever you're most comfortable with."
Lexa chuckled. "Oh... I must not have communicated myself well enough, sorry... what I meant to convey was that, so long as you're not uncomfortable with it, I have no intention of failing in the dare that has been given to me. I've found a lot of satisfaction in completing the various challenges those two have given me, and am willing to give them the benefit of the doubt that this challenge might well be for my own good additionally. So, if it's not a problem for you..."



Looking her up and down again, I replied, "Nope. Not a problem."
"Good... then why don't we change?" she continued, leaning over to take off her shoes.
I couldn't help but notice the "we" in that phrase, even if the dare only really consisted of her changing in front of me. It struck me as possible that she just might have wanted to see me naked, and if that was the case... well, it was a setup I wouldn't object to.
I took off my shoes and socks, standing up in time to see Lexa first reaching behind her to unzip, then shrugging out of her stylish black dress, revealing her beautifully toned body to me. Naked save for dark blue, lacy bra and panty set, she looked absolutely amazing. My opinion must have shown on my face, or perhaps I let out an impressed breath too quickly, because soon she was grinning at me.
"Yeah, I'm pretty fucking hot," Lexa admitted, looking down at herself. "But if you stay dressed like that, I don't think you'll ever make it to the hot tub..."
I understood a good idea when I heard one, and quickly set the swimsuit she'd handed me on the bed nearby. I then pulled off my t-shirt before dropping my jeans to the floor, standing in front of this beautiful black girl wearing only my briefs, which it is worth noting were straining impressively from being in her presence. I felt fine shamelessly ogling her, since she was rather plainly staring at my bulge, which was a nice feeling, all told.
Clearing my throat, I grinned at her and said, "So... I'm not gonna lie, that was a great fight. You really kicked his ass."
Snapped out of her ogling, Lexa laughed and reached behind her back, "*That* wasn't a fight. That was a beatdown. But I *did* put a lot of work into learning how to do that, so, thank you."
Unclasping her bra, she let the garment fall to the floor, revealing her beautiful, perky, B-cup breasts. Firm and round with dark, pointed nipples, they fit her well and looked thoroughly delicious and seemed to be a point of pride for her with how she watched my reaction at their reveal.
"I can tell it took some talent," I said, unashamedly looking at her bare breasts.
Lexa smirked, reaching down and hooking her thumbs into her panties. "Thanks. Some people say these things look easy and effortless, but when you put a lot of work into training... well, it's good to be appreciated by someone who knows what to look for."
If I'd thought her breasts looked like Lexa's tastiest asset, I was proven quite wrong at the sight of her shaved pussy. Though not quite glistening yet, there was a prominent swelling to her lips that had my mouth watering. Of course, with plenty of experience with showing herself off as an influencer, she knew how to show her best side and soon slightly cocked herself to the side, showing off her full, round ass before separating her legs just enough to make sure I could truly take in how long and perfect they were.
It took a moment for me to get my senses back to respond, "Oh, I'm all about appreciation. And spending time with people who know how to appreciate."
"Yeah?" Lexa asked, looking down at the bulge in the front of my briefs. "I can be appreciative too."
"Somehow, I thought you might," I replied, dropping my underwear to the floor and letting my thick, ten-inch erection pop free.
As ever, I couldn't not enjoy the sight of her eyes going wide and her mouth opening slightly with a pleasantly surprised gasp. Lexa's eyes were firmly locked on what I had to offer her, and I was proud enough to show off and take in her enjoyment.
That, and continue taking charge of the situation.
"I'd say you've fulfilled your dare," I said.
"Y...y...yeah," she murmured, before smiling up at me pleasantly.
"Though we should get downstairs with the others... since they might come looking for us soon, and if that happens, we won't get you in that hot tub. We'll probably stay here and, well..." I explained.
Lexa looked pained at having to decide between enjoying her desires and the temptation of the hot tub, but in the end, there was one clear victor.
"Yeah... let's get those swim suits on and downstairs before anything happens," she said, resignedly. "Though you really know how to make this fucking hard for a girl."
Smirking, I shot back, "Well, you know how to make a guy fucking hard, so I'd say we're even."
The look on Lexa's face bordered somewhere between wanting to roll her eyes at me and wanting to break out laughing, but as this beautiful, naked black goddess finally grinned and laughed softly, I felt victorious.
***
Eventually, Lexa and I made it downstairs and to the backyard hot tub, finding Cecilia and Scarlett having already parked themselves in the hot, bubbling water. With Scarlett wearing a pale pink bikini and Cecilia wearing a tight, form-fitting navy-blue one-piece in addition to Lexa's comfortable-looking black bikini, I knew I would have struggled to hide my erection if this were any other occasion.
Thankfully, this was the kind of occasion where my erection would be *quite* welcome.
Lexa groaned pleasantly as she slid into the water, dropping her head back against the edge of the tub as she soaked in the heat. A couple drinks sitting around the edges, Cecilia and Scarlett looked like they'd already well settled in for an afternoon of lounging in the tub and making it look good.
"Took you two long enough," Cecilia said, amused and eyeing me as I climbed into the tub.
Enjoying the heat and the rhythmic pulses of the jets in the tub as I submerged myself in the water, I slid in next to her, draping my arm behind her shoulders. Cecilia slid in closer next to me, smiling at me with a promise I looked forward to calling her on.
Answering her, I said, "Well, you gave her a dare, and she fulfilled it. If we took a little longer because we were looking at each other change because of that dare, well, I'd say that's on you guys."
Lexa chuckled pleasantly. "Yeah, what he said... fuck, this water's nice."
Scarlett's jaw dropped open, as she turned to Lexa with mock anger. "It's not a dare if you tell the other person it's a dare! You forfeited that dare!"
"No, I didn't," Lexa replied with a chiding tone. "Maybe normally it would be forfeiting the dare, but I did such a good job of changing in front of him and getting him all excited that I would have fulfilled the dare with extra credit were it done normally. So, with that extra credit in mind, it evens out to a success."
Scarlett still looked annoyed, but Cecilia chuckled. "Those *are* the rules."
"Stupid rules," Scarlett replied, shaking her head.
Laughing with my own amusement, I said to no one in particular, "Wow, you guys really have this whole dare thing down to a science, don't you?"
"And you don't?" Scarlett asked.
Thinking about this, I replied, "Well, friends are mostly a fairly new concept to me, and my only real long-term friend... well, we've never really needed a dare system to get each other to do something stupid. Those things just happened."
"Well, you'll have to come up with some new rituals with your new friends then, won't you?" Cecilia said in her silky-smooth voice as she pressed her side into mine, allowing me to further tighten my arm around her shoulders. "Since you seem to make them so easily these days."
"I've been doing alright," I said, not trying to hide the smugness from my grin that much.
"Damn right you are... look where you are now, sharing a hot tub with the three hottest girls in school. I'd say you're doing *better* than alright," Scarlett boasted, pushing herself above the water just enough that I couldn't ignore her nice, round breasts.
"Scarlett, honey, it's called humility; he's trying to engage in it so he doesn't come across like a cocky asshole in front of all of us, and it's working in a way I find *thoroughly* charming," Lexa said, looking at me with drowsy eyes and a soft smile.
I was about to return that smile when I felt a hand land on my thigh, squeezing pleasantly. I looked into Cecilia's eyes as she gave me a proud little smile, cocking her head subtly as if to ask for permission. Though I'd made my intentions for her clear earlier, it was nice of her to ask, and I nodded slightly back to her.
That proud little smile of hers grew slightly as I felt her hand untying the elastic of my swim trunks before slipping underneath the waistband, her hand wrapping around my cock experimentally. Almost imperceptibly, her eyes widened and she let out a gasp as her strong, yet delicate, hand explored my cock. She wrapped her fingers around the girthy head, before sliding down my shaft and experimentally cupping my large, full balls. Always having seemed so confident around me in the past, I felt rather proud that I could surprise Cecilia, even if briefly. Still looking into my eyes, she went back to gently stroking my cock with an unhurried ease that felt amazing.
It took a lot not to moan, and I thought that I did a good job, all told, of not drawing too much attention to what we were doing under the water.
Raising an eyebrow, Scarlett asked, "Cecilia, are you stroking him off?"
Okay, maybe we weren't doing that good a job of not drawing attention after all.
"Yeah," Cecilia replied easily. "If you were sitting next to this cock, trust me, you would be too... it's fucking marvelous."
"It really is," Lexa purred from her reclined position.
Annoyed, Scarlett replied, "I know it's fucking marvelous... I mean, I'm *told* it's fucking marvelous, but unlike the two of you, *I* haven't had the pleasure yet. Even then, that doesn't really matter, because weren't we gonna have a *little* fun before we have a *lot* of fun? Here you are, stroking his cock, and none of us even dared you to do it!"
"Not this again," Lexa replied, her voice weary yet still amused at her friend's insistence.
"Had we settled on truth or dare? I thought that was an up in the air idea," Cecilia replied, amused.
I should also note that she hadn't stopped stroking me in this period, and was also exceptionally skilled at the art of the hand job. Trying to be subtle about it, I thrust against her experimentally, but Cecilia never sped up or changed her deliberate pace, teasing this out and making it clear that we were going to do this how she wanted to. Considering how desperately I wanted her, I could indulge her, but I didn't know how long I'd be able to hold out.
"Well, *I'd* like to play," Scarlett replied.
"This hot tub water is getting me mellower by the moment, so I don't know what my capacity for fun and games are, but if you guys wanna... you guys go for it, I'll probably join," Lexa mused.
"You all know I like a game as much as any girl," Cecilia replied easily, eyeing me mischievously as she continued to stroke me. "And we all know how truth or dare usually ends up 'round here, especially when it gets started in this tub... it's all a matter of whether we want to do it when we have a guest, and if he feels comfortable playing like we play."
Scarlett giggled. "Playing the way we play it is probably gonna end how this night was gonna end anyway with our guest, so, why the fuck not play some first, right? Get a little fun and foreplay in before we get down to it?"
I licked my lips, holding back a hiss as Cecilia continued to work her magic. "Now, call me crazy, and with the reminder that I've never really played truth or dare before, but isn't it *usually* some kind of lead-in to sexy times?"
"Pretty much," Lexa admitted in her relaxed tone.
"Yeah," Cecilia confirmed. "So, we don't really play it all that differently from anything you've heard, but we've got less BS about what the actual purpose of it all is."
"Yeah!" Scarlett replied cheerfully. "And you're a smart guy, you knew tonight was ending in sex anyways, so it's all about how much you wanna make a game out of it first."
Admittedly, my decision-making skills weren't at their peak when being stroked off by a beauty like Cecilia, but enjoying the presence of this trio of gorgeous black girls, I was willing to see where this was going.
"I like games," I said, nodding confidently.
"Nice!" Scarlett exclaimed. "So, you go first then! Truth or dare, Ryan?"
It was easy to be confident when the spotlight wasn't completely on me, but now that it was, I found a sudden and serious debate raging within me over the best way to kick this off. With Cecilia not showing any signs of easing up on her stroking, I thought it best to start things off simply.
"Truth," I said.
Though she looked slightly disappointed, Scarlett rebounded quickly. "So, we've all had an interesting year here in good old Regan Hills, and we've *all* heard stories about what you've gotten up to this year. Who knows, some of them are probably even true. With that in mind... Ryan, where's the craziest place you've done it this year?"
I racked my brain for the various options that hit me, from Homecoming to in the middle of an under construction haunted house, not to mention on the stage of our school's little theatre... but as for craziest, I went with something more recent that stuck out in my mind.
"Prescott Paintball," I said, quickly. "We didn't go all the way while we were there, mostly just did some hand stuff, but it was during business hours, other people on the course taking shots at us. That count?"
Scarlett looked somewhere between impressed and disappointed. "I mean... I wouldn't count 'some hand stuff' for the sake of this question, but... jury?"
"It counts," Lexa replied simply.
"Thoroughly counts," Cecilia replied, giving me an affectionate squeeze as she stroked me. "I've been with some people where their fingering skills were magical... that completely counts."
"Well, I'm overruled," Scarlett said, shrugging in a way that lifted her breasts just enough above the water to make my cock twitch. "Your turn, then, Ryan."
"Fine..." I said, stifling a soft groan, before turning to the girl who was giving me this exquisite pleasure. "Cecilia... truth or dare?"
Smirking confidently, Cecilia replied, "Dare me."
I grinned, then looked around the tub. "I dare you to make out with..."
This was a true challenge, picking one of the other two gorgeous girls here for such a dare.
Finally deciding, I finished, "...Scarlett, for at least thirty seconds."
Smiling proudly, Cecilia replied, "You only said 'at least', so I trust any amount of time over the limit would also be acceptable? Because you don't really have to dare me to make out with Scarlett. Frankly, everyone should get to make out with Scarlett... her mouth is divine."
"Mmm, thank you," Scarlett answered, giggling.
Cecilia shrugged out from under my arm and slid over to Scarlett, a sight that was enticing as it was frustrating, as that meant she had to let go of my cock. Nevertheless, with effortless grace, Cecilia climbed on top of Scarlett and straddled her friend, pushing herself in close so she could rub her breasts against her friend's.
"This about what you were looking for?" Cecilia asked, leaning in and kissing Scarlett lusciously.
I would have answered in the affirmative if I weren't so hypnotized at the sight of these two beautiful black girls kissing so enthusiastically. Watching the two girls effortlessly kiss, their soft, full lips mashing against each other as they kissed, their tongues intertwining as they moaned and rocked against one another... fuck, it was like watching a piece of fine art being made. They were clothed, and they weren't doing anything more intense than kissing, and yet it felt like I was watching a sublime sex act taking place only a couple feet away from me. I might have given them a timer, but these girls didn't seem to care for such things, kissing each other with a passion that went beyond this game and simply displayed their lust for life.
I felt a presence at my side, and soon Lexa slid under my other arm, happy to take Cecilia's place by me.
"Good dare, but get those two started..." Lexa trailed off, as if that explained everything.
"Fair," I said, looking from Lexa, back to her friends who were still going at it. "No regrets."
"Oh, none here, either," she admitted, chuckling softly as she watched the show. "But if you were looking to keep the game flowing, this might not have been the best use of your time."
"Still, no regrets," I admitted, looking at Lexa with some interest. "I mean, I could watch these two go at it for a while... but if you're so insistent on ensuring that my time is well spent, why don't we make out?"
Lexa raised her eyebrows in surprise, quickly shifting to a smile as she looked me over. It wasn't that she didn't already know what I looked like naked, but the moment of sudden confidence did seem to surprise her.
Licking her lips, she replied, "Sure."
"Good," I replied, pulling her in and kissing her firmly on the mouth.
Despite how relaxed she'd seemed on getting into the tub, once we began to kiss, Lexa quickly proved herself to be a firecracker, kissing me passionately and wrapping her arms around me to better hold me close to her. She pressed her nearly naked body against mine, a thoroughly exhilarating sensation considering what I had already seen of her, and soon we were properly making out. Our grunts and moans mixed with Cecilia and Scarlett's, and before long we were four reasonably satisfied, and thoroughly kissed out people sharing a hot tub.
It wasn't to last, though.
"Alright, alright... that's probably enough to satisfy a dare," Cecilia said, climbing off of Scarlett and sitting back down right next to me.
Scarlett didn't look happy with this, nor did Lexa, whose lips parted from mine reluctantly, but as we all took our seats again, the understanding that there was more to come certainly kept spirits simmering in the hot tub.
"Now, let's see..." Cecilia said, her smile slyly confident as she looked around, "Who's next..."
Casting her eyes to me, she commented, "...while I could *definitely* see more from our newest contender..."
Cecilia then turned her attention to Scarlett, "...and I know you're down for anything..."
Finally, she landed on Lexa and said, "...I'll make it interesting. Lexa, truth or dare?"
Lexa still looked a little disoriented after our making out, but licking her lips, she said, "Truth."
Cecilia nodded, as if she expected this, "Well... we've played this game enough that I know almost all your juiciest secrets, so if I'm gonna find something new and interesting, it'll have to be recent... so, I'll ask, how did it feel seeing Ryan naked earlier?"
Now, Lexa's skin was dark enough and this hot tub warm enough that I couldn't be 100% positive that she was blushing at first, but her body language said well enough that she was blushing pretty fiercely.
"Good," Lexa replied, her voice suddenly quite soft.
"Good?" Scarlett asked, rolling her eyes. "That's all we're gonna get? Good?"
"She doesn't have to say more than that," Cecilia said. "Even a one-word answer fulfills the truth of it all, unsatisfying as it might be for us in the audience."
Scarlett looked to me for help, and while I was tempted to let his one go, I did wind up looking at Lexa and saying, "I mean, I'll accept 'good' if that's all you're willing to say, but if you wanted to say anything else... well, I'd like that a lot."
Softly, Lexa nodded as she nervously eyed me and said, "It was... well, it was a little intimidating seeing you like that, under the circumstances that I was seeing you, but you keep it nice and tight, and that beast between your legs is truly impressive, so... it felt fucking great seeing you like that. It got me all warm between my legs... nice and wet, even... fuck, I couldn't stop thinking about what I'd want to do with you after seeing you like that."
"Yeah?" I asked.



Lexa smirked. "That's another question, and if you want it answered, you'll have to 'truth' me again... but for now, Ryan, truth or dare?"
Well, truth had worked out well for me before, so why not switch things up a little, especially now that I knew for sure how these three liked to play the game. "Let's go dare!"
Still smirking, Lexa darted her eyes from me to Scarlett. "I dare you to take off Scarlett's bikini using only your mouth."
This really felt like a dare to both me and Scarlett, but I was game if Scarlett was, and the way she eagerly stood up in the hot tub was all I needed for confirmation. I drank in her nearly naked body, taking in her short frame with her athletic build... athletic, but with some nice curves to be sure. Her pale pink bikini was on the smaller side, showing off the round fullness of her C-cup breasts beautifully, and when she turned to the side ever so slightly to show me the ties on the sides of her bikini bottoms, I got a look at that beautifully round ass of hers that perfectly captured her mixed Black-Latina heritage. She looked at me, smiling so brilliantly and enthusiastically, ready to get naked in front of the three of us... yeah, this wasn't exactly a dare you had to really twist my arm for.
"No problem," I said, grinning broadly as I crossed the hot tub towards Scarlett, licking my lips exaggeratedly, "Haven't left a girl wanting yet from my oral skills."
Cecilia chuckled. "Yeah, we've heard the stories."
"And there are a lot of them," Scarlett said, cocking her hip in my direction. "And we wanna confirm them."
"Oh, I'll gladly confirm them," I said, leaning in toward the tie on the side of her bikini bottom. "Just give me one moment..."
I bit the end of the tie on the side of her bikini bottom and pulled, undoing the bow and nearly freeing her from the bottom. Turning to the other side and rather shamelessly rubbing her luscious ass across my face, Scarlett presented her second tie, allowing me to pull it off and get her properly naked. Without using her hands, she shimmied out of the bikini bottom, turning around and facing me so I could get a better up close and personal look at her pussy. Her prominent, swollen lips were made even more prominent by how perfectly shaved she was, her dark folds promising excitement to come that made my cock twitch in my shorts.
"You know, I really love the way you girls play truth or dare," I admitted.
"Yeah, we're a lot of fun, aren't we?" Scarlett asked, turning around so I could better access the tie at the back of her bikini.
"Indeed," I replied, gripping the end of this tie in my teeth and pulling, popping the bow in the back and freeing her breasts.
I had to stand up to get a grip on the tie that went behind her neck, but holding her hair out of the way, Scarlett helped me get purchase on it and pull it off of her, now leaving her naked in front of me. She turned around to face me then, making sure that I got a good look at her perfectly round breasts with their prominent, hard nipples accented by wide areolae. This playful party girl looked up at me with her soulful, deep brown eyes, and a smile that was suddenly playfully timid.
Alright, so it wasn't a dare, but I couldn't resist grabbing her then and there, kissing the beautiful girl in front of me sweetly. Her lips were familiar to me now, but that didn't make kissing her any less a pleasure, and as she kissed me back with growing eagerness and pressed her naked body to mine... well, I felt in heaven.
Scarlett broke the kiss, smiling at me as she reached down and grabbed my shorts, pulling them down and freeing my thick erection. It smacked against her stomach, surprising her. Looking down, her eyes went so wide I worried they might pop out of her head.
"Holy shit..." she murmured, reaching down with both hands to take in my girth. "Holy shit, this fucking cock... you're seeing this, right? This cock... this is real?"
"*Quite* real," Cecilia purred, taking in the sight of what she'd only touched before this point and looking thoroughly impressed.
"Mhm... that *is* impressive..." Lexa said, sighing pleasantly.
Difficult as it was to do with how charged the situation had become, I stepped back away from Scarlett, shedding my swimsuit as I backed away from her. "Alright, alright... let's not get ahead of ourselves here, we've still got a game to play..."
Scarlett looked rather put out by the possibility of not getting to have her way with my cock right away, but even this distress was a good look on her. The naked, gorgeous black girl standing in front of me had me doubting there was a bad look on her, even as she sunk mostly beneath the water to take her seat again.
"So... this is kind of tricky, since it *is* my turn, right?" I asked.
"That's right," Cecilia replied with her easy smile.
"Well..." I began, sucking air through my teeth as I faked nervous energy. "I was about to try and lead things toward daring Scarlett to remove my swim trunks, but now that she's done that, I'm in a bit of a bind."
"Sorry-not-sorry," Scarlett shot back quickly, smiling prettily.
I grinned, looking around the three girls and wondering what kind of debauchery I could get them up to. The way they looked from me to each other intently, I knew that these girls were likely to be up for anything that I threw at them. Cecilia's relaxed confidence, Scarlett's excitable eagerness and Lexa's willingness to go every bit as far as her friends... all of these were attitudes that I could use for some truly creative fun.
Nevertheless, I thought I might keep things simple as I turned my attention to Cecilia.
"Cecilia... truth or dare?" I asked.
I sincerely hoped that she would choose "dare", and I'm sure that must have showed on my face for the way she smirked so confidently. I knew that she could toy with me if she wanted to, and that was likely something she was considering as she kept pursing her lips in that sweet, and thoroughly gorgeous, little smirk.
Nevertheless, Cecilia put me out of my misery quickly. "Dare."
I like to think I showed remarkable restraint in not giving a fist pump of excitement then and there. "Cecilia... I dare you to take off your swimsuit."
Cecilia raised an eyebrow as she stood up. "You could have gotten me to do anything... and I do mean *anything*, and all you ask is that I take off my swimsuit and show off my *impressive* body to you and my friends? Your reputation carries with it a certain understanding that you're more creative than *that*."
She said this with more of her practiced ease, but that didn't stop her from running her hands over her one-piece swimsuit, playfully teasing her nipples through the top as she reached her shoulder straps.
"I can think of a lot of *creative* things that I'd like to do to you," I admitted, unable to take my eyes off of her. "And most of them involve you being naked first."
Cecilia nodded as she slid the straps of her swimsuit over her sculpted shoulders. "Valid."
With a seductive confidence, she slowly slid her swimsuit down. Even with the certainty that Lexa and Scarlett had to have seen their friend like this countless times before, they sat with me watching, a rapt audience that couldn't help but be in awe at the sight being slowly revealed before them. First, she revealed her bare shoulders, teasing the top of the swimsuit down her breasts, revealing more of her perfect D-cups and her gorgeous, expansive soft brown skin. Cecilia seemed to revel in this particular tease for as long as she could, sliding it down toward her nipples a little at a time, before pulling the swimsuit down to her abs in one swift move, freeing her breasts.
Miraculously, my jaw didn't drop at the sight, even though the sight was utter perfection. Cecilia's breasts were firm and full and high, with dark, hard nipples sticking out prominently. She knew where my eyes were, and smirked appropriately, shaking her breasts back and forth slightly as she showed them off. That smile on Cecilia's face had to be the most relaxed, smug smile that I had ever seen, and it somehow only made me want it more.
Cecilia slid her suit down her toned abs, then pulled it past her prominent hips and down her legs, bending over as she stripped out of it before she stood up again, showing off her completely naked glory. Her pussy wasn't quite as prominent as Scarlett's, but with a well-trimmed landing strip acting as an excellent exclamation, she looked utterly gorgeous as she stood naked in the water before us.
"That about what you were hoping for, Ryan?" Cecilia teased, turning to the side to cock her hip out and show me a hint of her beautifully toned ass. "Or did you want a better view than this?"
Before I could answer her, Cecilia turned around, jutting her ass out toward me as she bent slightly over the edge of the hot tub. From this angle, it was quite easy to see both her pussy and her asshole, especially when she teasingly twerked those amazing ass cheeks of hers. With an ass like hers... well, it was the kind of sight you'd never forget.
"Fuck... you color guard girls keep it tight," I said, unable to take my eyes off of her.
"That we do," Cecilia responded, before turning around to sit back down in the tub.
"Hear, hear!" Lexa concurred.
"And what about me?" Scarlett humphed. "I don't get called tight because I don't dance with a flag like these two? I've got the best ass here!"
She said this with enough humor in her voice that I knew I hadn't offended, but with enough vehemence to make sure my attention was drawn back to her marvelous bare breasts.
A marvelous pair of bare, black breasts, that I should note were soon hit by a flying bikini, as Lexa stripped out of her swimsuit and threw it at her friend.
"Hey!" Scarlett exclaimed. "No throwing things and... fuck, you got naked without a dare!"
Lexa rolled her eyes. "The next time a dare was coming my way it would've involved me stripping down anyway, so I'm saving you all some time. I didn't think there'd be any objections."
As all of us looked at the now naked Lexa (me for the second time today), Scarlett humphed again. "No, but... it's like we're not even really playing a game anymore, and I *like* playing games."
"Oh, Scarlett, don't worry about it, we love playing games with you too, but we've got a new guest who's nice and really knows how to kiss and has an amazing dick and is clearly gagging to screw around with all of us, so it's not all *that* hard for things to go off the rails and get down and dirty all nice and fast like this," Cecilia purred, looking down at my cock beneath the roiling water.
Enjoying this attention, I admitted, "For whatever it's worth, *I'm* having fun here. The game was a great idea."
Still looking pouty, while thoroughly luscious, Scarlett smiled a soft smile and looked down at where my cock would be beneath the water.
"Okay, fine, rules are made to be broken, I guess, even in truth or dare. If this is how it ends, this is how it ends," she said, sliding further into the water and sighing a relaxed sigh.
"Who said it was over?" Lexa asked.
"I didn't say it was over," I noted, turning to Cecilia. "Did you say it was over?"
"Fuck, no. We're still playing truth or dare as far as I'm concerned," Cecilia answered.
This perked up Scarlett's spirits considerably. "Oh, fuck yeah!"
With a sly little smirk, Cecilia looked around the hot tub before locking eyes onto me. "Before I get to my next prompt, I think I should get it out in the open and make sure we're all on the same page. We all want to have sex with Ryan, right?"
"Uh huh!" Scarlett replied quickly.
"Certainly," Lexa practically purred.
"Cool, and same here," Cecilia confirmed. "And you want to have sex with all of us too, don't you, Ryan?"
"While it seems like my erection can likely answer my position on that point, yeah, I definitely want to have sex with all of you," I replied.
I smiled what I hoped looked like a rather confident smile, even if I was a little intimidated by the trio of gorgeous, and naked, girls surrounding me in this hot tub. Cecilia, Scarlett and Lexa were all imposing in their own different ways, with confidence and beauty and elegance that, while not unfamiliar, easily got to my head when in their presence. It would have been easy to lead me at this point, so I truly appreciated that Cecilia was making sure my head was in the game before any of this went any further.
Cecilia nodded, liking my answer. "Well, alright then. So, Ryan, I'm gonna offer you another truth or dare, and while I'm not supposed to encourage you or bias you in any way, I *highly* recommend that you choose dare."
Well, who was I to say no to that? "Alright. Dare."
Cecilia smirked. "You remember the guest bedroom you changed in earlier?"
"Kind of hard to forget," I said, looking at Lexa, who looked, once again, like she was trying not to blush.
"Then I dare you, Ryan, to go to that bedroom, close the door, and wait for one of us to come join you for the fuck of a lifetime," Cecilia said, grinning.
While there were a lot of words there I liked, there was at least one that confused me. "Uh, one?"
"Yeah, I caught that too," Lexa replied. "I thought we were all gonna..."
"Seriously!" Scarlett interjected. "I thought we'd talked about, you know, maybe all of us jumping in together to do it since it's been awhile since we've all done that with a guy and-"
Cecilia raised a hand to quiet her friends, her soft, confident smile never shaking. "Now, I'd love for all of us to jump Ryan here at the same time, but let's be realistic. Most of us haven't really talked with him until today, and I don't wanna scare him off with how hard we can all fuck when we get going together. If we're all going to be fucking, perhaps we'd all be better off taking it one at a time, *then* jump into a pile together and get properly nasty, yeah?"
While the image of jumping into a bed with all three of these gorgeous girls at once did sound every bit amazing, I also wasn't willing to deny Cecilia's logic. I would have liked a chance to get to know each of them on a one-on-one, more intimate level a little better, and perhaps taking things slow to start was the way to go.
Satisfied with this math, I stood up in the tub, making sure my cock was nice and visible to all three girls. Though Cecilia played it cool, both Scarlett and Lexa's mouths dropped open a little bit in eager anticipation, which filled me with a fair bit of pride.
Nodding at the three girls, I said, "You'll have to choose who goes up first, but... I look forward to seeing you all upstairs."
***
I sat on the edge of the guest bedroom's bed, stroking my cock and letting my imagination run wild as I thought on who was going to come up here first. I ran through a number of scenarios in my mind, imagining the girls fighting it out, making out, or simply going down to good, old-fashioned rock-paper-scissors to determine who'd be the first to come up to me. All of the options allowed for some amusement, but with how charged I'd already gotten, I was hoping that whatever the answer would be, it would mean one of them would be up here soon.
I didn't have to wait terribly long, as I soon heard someone strolling cautiously down the hallway, before knocking on the room's closed door.
"Come in," I said, my voice shaky with anticipation.
The door swung open, and I was pleased to see the tight form of Lexa Reynard standing in the doorway in front of me.
I grinned. "So, you won the draw?"
Smirking, she slipped inside and shut the door behind her. "Something like that. It was a battle, to be sure, but you've seen me in the ring. You know I know how to fight."
That was for damn sure, though I couldn't linger too much on that when I was focused on her long, lithe body... her long legs, tight abs, and those pert B-cup breasts. Maybe it was because I was hornier now, but I could swear she looked even better now than she had when we'd first been in here changing in front of each other.
That look in her eyes as she couldn't take them off my cock told me that Lexa was in a similar place.
"You know, it feels like we should've done this earlier," I said with some amusement. "I mean, we were up here and naked... could've saved us a lot of time and trouble if we'd just gotten it on then."
"True," Lexa admitted, sauntering over to me sexily. "But then we wouldn't have had any of that truth or dare time, and that *was* certainly fun."
Whatever timidness or nerves she'd had when we were changing in front of each other had seemingly melted away with the power of truth or dare, and an already gorgeous woman looked even sexier to me now than ever before. Lexa's smile was normally elegant and controlled, but there was something to it here that spoke to an awakening inside of her that I found unbelievably sexy.
I stood up hurriedly, grabbing Lexa by the shoulders and twisting her toward the bed, tossing her down onto it playfully. Her hair splayed out behind her in a sheet as she landed on her back, she laughed, pushing herself further up the bed.
"So, this is how it's gonna be?" Lexa asked.
"How what's gonna be?" I asked.
"Hot and fast because we got you so fucking horny that you couldn't contain yourself?" she replied, running her hands over her body. "I can't blame you... we're all fucking hot. I'd probably be offended if you actually could manage some self-control around us after what happened in the hot tub."
"Good," I replied, dropping down to the bed between her legs, pushing them apart as I got my face level with her tasty-looking cunt. "Because I don't intend to exercise *any* self-control."
Lexa let out a low moan, pinching her nipples. "Yeah? You're gonna take what you want?"
"Uh huh," I said, kissing her inner thigh to the sound of another delicious moan. "But don't you worry, I'm pretty sure it's what you want, too."
"Mmm..." she purred, rocking her hips against me. "I'm not sure that we're completely on the same page, but- OH, FUCK!"
The way she moaned and closed those rather strong thighs of hers around my head, I was pretty sure that Lexa and I were on the same page. She groaned beautifully, running her hands through my hair as I licked and sucked at her sweet cunt, teasing those lips and suckling her clit in a way that I knew would drive her wild. Lexa tasted, quite frankly, delicious, and she was a responsive lover, moaning and writhing, rocking her pussy against my mouth in an effort to ensure I would get her off just the way she liked it.
In any other moment, I would have loved to indulge her, but this wasn't any other moment. Cecilia and Scarlett and Lexa, these three girls had been teasing me, stroking me, kissing me, making sure that I was as geared up as possible when the main event came, and with how hard I was in this moment, there was no way I wasn't going to go a little wild my first time out.
So, much to her initial annoyance, I climbed up Lexa's body, kissing her all the way as I looked into her eyes.
"You know this is nice... but I think I'd have liked the orgasm first..." she groaned, hooking one of her legs behind my back as I continued to crawl up.
"Oh, I'll give you an orgasm..." I said, lingering over her breasts as I suckled first one, then the other nipple. "Probably a few by the time I'm done with you."
"Promises, promises..." Lexa groaned, arching her back to push more of her breast against my mouth.
Continuing my path up, I kissed the side of her neck for a good long moment, licking and savoring with slow, wet kisses that made her moan impressively.
"Ah... fuck... okay, alright, alright, you got me there, this is nice, too... not as good as you making me cum with your mouth, but pretty fucking nice... goddamn, you've got a mouth..." Lexa moaned, grabbing me by the sides of my head so she could kiss me properly.



We kissed like this for a moment, this posh, beautiful and normally restrained girl losing control with every passing moment as we made out with an increasing passion. Her lips against mine felt magical, enthusiastic yet precise, her tongue darting out to touch mine, but only just enough to keep me interested without going overboard.
Her mouth felt nice, but her hands reaching down between us, taking in my cock as she guided it along her thigh to press against her pussy... well, that felt significantly better than nice.
"Holy shit... holy fucking shit, you're big..." Lexa laughed, grinding her pussy against my cockhead and moaning lusciously. "Oh, fuck... you'll really try to fit that monster inside of me, won't you?"
I smirked. "There's no try to it. Soon, this..."
I pressed my cockhead against her wet outer lips tauntingly. "...is going to be all the way inside of you. Stretching you. Filling you. Making you scream. Ideally, making you cum."
Lexa moaned, then kissed me on the lips again. "A monster like that... there'll be a lot of screaming... and a lot of cumming... don't worry your cute little head off there; there *will* be cum."
I grinned, teasing my cockhead over her clit briefly, before lining it back up with her pussy lips. Between my precum and her already moist arousal, we seemed more than ready to get started, and unhesitatingly I reached down to make sure my aim was true.
I looked into Lexa's eyes again, wanting that last moment of confirmation. She looked up at me with hungry gratitude, quickly kissing me before nodding.
Taking that as my cue, I pushed forward, my cockhead pressing firmly against her lips as Lexa closed her eyes tightly, grimacing and moaning as I faced resistance.
"Ah, fuck! Fuck, that's thick..." she grunted, parting her legs and rocking her hips for me to better allow me access.
I'd been with enough tight girls to know how to handle this, and kept putting what I'd learned to use with Lexa. I rocked with her, making sure to keep the pleasure flowing while thrusting back and forth, getting her used to my size before I even penetrated her, while giving her a little extra pressure with every thrust.
As ever, this did the trick, and soon with one thrust, my cockhead popped inside of her.
With that intrusion, Lexa cried out, tightly wrapping her arms around me. "Holy... holy fuck... god..."
She wrapped a leg behind my ass encouragingly. "I need more... come on, please, give me more, give me the rest of that amazing cock... holy fuck, I need it... please..."
I grinned down at her, pushing more inside of Lexa's hot, tight cunt. "I never get tired of hearing that..."
She laughed at this, a strange, quivering sound matched by her shuddering body as she took my cock. "Yeah, I'd bet not... with a cock like that you should be hearing it all the fucking time, girls fucking begging you for more."
"It's not uncommon," I grunted, pushing more inside of her. "Though I feel obligated to note, you've got a fucking *magnificent* cunt..."
Smiling prettily, Lexa kissed me, reaching down with one hand to grope my ass. "And *I* never get tired of hearing that. Color guard's awesome, keeps the body, and my pussy, tight..."
"Oh, don't I know it," I said with one conclusive grunt, pushing the last couple inches inside of her.
She shivered some more with the understanding that I was completely inside of her, before gripping my cock with her pussy muscles.
"So, I'm betting you've got more tricks up your sleeve than just having a sweet mouth and a big cock?" Lexa purred, kissing the side of my neck and squeezing my cock with her pussy again.
"I've picked up a few things," I murmured, moaning and beginning to thrust in and out of her.
"Oh, good," she replied. "Because I want to see them... I want to feel them... fuck, I want everything..."
With that encouragement, I didn't linger, and began to fuck in and out of Lexa at a proper pace.
"That good?" I asked.
"Uh huh..." she moaned, wrapping her other leg behind my ass and increasing her encouragement. "But you can fuck me harder than that... I know you can, and I'm telling you that I want you to go harder, faster..."
Impressed, I followed her instruction, fucking her harder. "You got it..."
"Ah, god, yes, yes, like that, fuck, you can go harder if you want... ooh, fuck, yes, like that, like *that*!" Lexa exclaimed, clinging tightly to me for dear life. "Ah, fuck yeah! That's it! That's fucking it! God, guys don't ever give it to me like this! They think my friends are the fun and slutty ones and that all I can ever do is be the good and pretty and responsible one, but I can take it hard and dirty too, just give me the fucking chance, give it to me hard! I want it harder! Please, Ryan, fuck me harder, fucking give it to me, use me, fuck me harder, make me your slut, just fucking give it to me!"
She looked up at me with a certain desperation as she declared this, and I couldn't help but indulge her every whim. Admittedly, I might have also assumed that of her friends, she'd be the least likely to want it like this, but I knew well that a lot of girls didn't match their reputations once they got behind closed doors and truly lost themselves to the pleasures of sex. Seeing Lexa become a screaming, begging, cock-hungry slut at the end of my cock was as glorious a sight as any I'd seen, and knowing that I was capable of doing that to her gave me no small amount of pride.
So, yeah, when given that opportunity to truly lose myself in the moment with her, I took it. I braced my knees against the bed, fucking down into her at a blinding pace with her every moan and curse an encouragement to continue giving it to her. I realized that if I kept going like this, I might well wear myself out by the time I got through with each of these girls, but if that was the price to pay for an afternoon with such beauties... well, I guessed I was going to get worn out.
Lexa must have seen something in me from this, because she then unlocked her legs from behind my ass and asked, "You want me to ride you for a bit?"
"I can keep going like this if you want," I replied, kissing her appreciatively. "I can go all day like this, honestly."
She kissed me again, sweetly, reaching up to run her fingers along my chest. "Oh, I'm sure you think you can... but I want to ride you... you've shown me what you've got, and what you've got is *good*, but it's my turn now to show you what *I've* got. Gotta see if you're ready to take what I've got to give."
Lexa said this with an almost cocky confidence. It didn't come out as easily as it might've from Cecilia or Scarlett's lips, but she wasn't putting on a show for me either. She knew what she wanted, and she wanted to take it... and if I'm being honest, I was interested in seeing what she had to show me.
I slowed, then stopped my thrusting, kissing her deeply before saying, "Alright. Let's see what you've got."
Lexa flashed me a smile that was so pretty and excited that I might well have forgotten what we'd just discussed and fucked her into the bed then and there, if she hadn't given me another quick kiss and pushed me off of her. Lexa then forcibly rolled me onto my back before climbing on top and straddling my leg. She ground her wet pussy against me for a moment, groaning and looking down at me with her eyes, half-lidded with pleasure.
"Fuck, you're wet," I commented, reaching down to rub her clit.
She groaned, grinding against me harder. "Yeah, good sex'll do that to me. Probably should've followed the rumors and hit you up sooner, but, you know, sometimes you get busy and miss out on things that you know will be fun."
There were plenty of rumors going around about me at school, almost all of which were true from the ones I'd heard, but that didn't mean I wasn't curious about what she had to say. Looking at the lean beauty grinding on my leg, I gripped her by the hips encouragingly, a cue she picked up quickly as she swung her leg over my hips and began grinding her pussy against my cock. The feeling of her rubbing her pussy against me was indescribably amazing, sending jolts of pleasure to the furthest corners of my body, sensations that were only matched by taking in this gorgeous girl above me.
"Rumors like?" I asked.
"Well..." Lexa murmured, reaching down to line my cock up with her pussy again. "You *did* have sex with Daphne O'Connell, didn't you?"
I would have happily answered her then, but as she settled down on my cock and once again took me into her tight, hot, thoroughly wet cunt, I couldn't help but forget what words were for a moment. Shivering from the pleasure, I ran my hands up her body, squeezing her breasts and pinching her nipples in a way that made her shudder in kind.
"Yeah... that's happened a couple times," I admitted, thrusting up into her.
Lexa groaned, riding me in time with my thrusts. "Ha... fucking knew it... that girl started the year out as such a fucking cunt, and I'm not saying that she's all that much better now, but it was like a switch flipped in her a few months back. For something as big and fundamental as that, I thought it had to be great dick... and now I've got it confirmed."
"Great dick started things," I said, playfully reaching down and squeezing Lexa's ass. "But getting the girlfriend she needed? Yeah, I think that's even more important for Daphne."
Riding me more insistently, Lexa continued, "Which rumor also has it you had a hand in."
"I might've," I replied, groaning and fucking up into her more insistently.
Moaning, she replied, "Well... good... she needed to get that stick out of her ass and replace it with something a lot more fun, and if you've helped make her less of a bitch... fuck... on behalf of all the other color guard girls, thank you."
"My pleasure," I replied, pulling her down so I could firmly suck on her nipples.
"Ohgod... fuck, keep doing that... keep doing that while you fuck me... come on, keep doing that, please, keep sucking my nipples like that and you'll make me cum... you're gonna make me cum on your fucking cock..." Lexa moaned, rocking her hips against my cock more insistently.
With commentary like that, I *had* to oblige her, and so I couldn't help but suck and nibble on her nipples firmly while we fucked against each other. Feeling her tight body against mine, bracing with a growing need that would soon burst from her uncontrollably, it only turned me on more, threatening to make me cum before I could do anything to stop myself. I resisted, though, keeping my pace measured so that I could continue to drive her wild while she rode me.
"Fuck!" she cried out, forcing herself to sit up on my cock and bounce vigorously, taking most of my length with each bounce. "Fuck, fuck, fuck! You're gonna make me fucking cum... gonna make me cum!"
Lexa reached down between her legs, her fingers a blur over her clit as she continued bouncing up and down on me. It was a painfully hot sight, and one that threatened to push me over the edge at any moment.
"Fuck... you're so fucking hot... goddamn it..." I grunted, gripping her hips for purchase as we fucked against each other. "You're gonna make me cum, too..."
"Wait for me... please wait for me... please wait for me and cum with me... cum with me and cum in me, please..." Lexa pleaded, looking down at me with those pretty eyes that I could never deny.
"Yeah?" I grunted, feeling my balls swell. "You want me to fill that tight cunt up with cum?"
"God, yes..." she admitted. "I want that cum, need that cum... want it... need it... come on, please, cum for me, fucking cum for me, cum for me and cum with me... I'm gonna... I'm gonna... I'm gonna... OH, FUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!"
Lexa's body bucked as the uncontrollable pleasure of her orgasm shot through her, her entire body tightening and shaking as she collapsed against me. With her pussy squeezing the life out of my cock, I couldn't help but cum as well. The pressure that had been building up ever since these three girls began teasing me, then playing that game of truth or dare in the hot tub, then took this all the way to the bedroom... well, it might have led to a particularly large orgasm filling Lexa deep with my cum. I was glad that she was happy being filled like this, because I couldn't have done anything else at this point I was so lost to the fuck. As she shuddered and moaned against me, whimpering words and parts of words I could barely make out, I held her close, groaning and grunting and making sure she got every last drop of what I had.
After a moment of coming down and catching our breaths, Lexa pushed herself up just enough to look down at me with a gorgeous smile on her tired face. There was something to that afterglow smile that I would never get used to after sex with a girl for the first time, and it made me want to get things going again for a second time.
Kissing her again, I reached down to squeeze her ass, causing Lexa to moan.
"Mmmm..." she purred, kissing the side of my neck. "There's nothing more I'd like than to see if we could do that again... but I made promises to the others that I wouldn't *completely* drain you. You *aren't* completely drained, are you?"
"Oh, far from it," I replied, basking in the afterglow by reaching up to squeeze one of her nipples.
Lexa shivered, then took my hand from her breast. "Mmm, you don't want to be starting something that you can't finish, and you're gonna need your energy for the other two. I'm the mellow one out of all of us."
Well, I can't say this didn't pique my interest. "*You're* the mellow one?"
"Mhm," Lexa replied. "You've seen Scarlett, and that girl's got *all* the energy, and Cecilia... she may seem like she's completely at ease and all that, but like with everything, she does things her own way. If she wants you soft and slow, she'll take you soft and slow... if she wants it hard..."
I nodded, taking this in before I kissed her one last time. "Well, let's see who gets Round Two..."
***
After Lexa finally climbed off of me and went downstairs on wobbly legs, I was left lying on the bed for a moment, staring at the ceiling and catching my breath and thanking the forces that be that had been shaping the craziest year of my life so far.
I was only given a few minutes of peace, however. I'd just about caught my breath and my cock was still only about half-hard before the bedroom door swung open and shut again quickly.
"Ooh, it looks like Lexa used you good... fuck, I wish I'd seen that, she's always an amazing fuck!"
She spoke quickly, but as I pushed myself up onto my elbows, I was greeted to the delightful sight of Scarlett Bishop standing at the foot of the bed. For a girl as short as she was, I was still in awe of her curves, with her full C-cup breasts and pronounced ass standing out impressively on her otherwise petite frame. Her bountiful black curls that stood out in most directions gave her a few extra inches of height, but nothing could hide the fact that this 5'1" beauty was significantly smaller than I was. Amazingly, just the sight of her brought my cock almost back to full strength.
This was a fact that was not lost on Scarlett, whose beautiful, dark eyes went wide at the sight.
"Oh, fuck yeah... all that for little old me?" she exclaimed, blinking at me and smiling cutely.
I chuckled. "For now, yeah."
"That's just music to my ears," Scarlett said, practically bouncing onto the bed before crawling between my legs. "Too many people think too fucking far ahead and don't live in the moment, and I fucking *love* the moment..."
Playfully, she leaned down and licked the underside of my cock, groaning slightly as she took in the juices still on me.
"Mmm, I taste you and Lexa... fuck, you guys taste good together... at least, I *think* you two taste good together. I didn't get a really good taste, but that's something that can be fixed quick!" Scarlett enthused.
I would have been happy to interrogate her on just what she meant by another taste, but before I could, Scarlett had stretched her lips around my cockhead before going deeper, sucking more than half my cock into her mouth. She looked me in the eye the whole way, those cute eyes staring up at me as she swirled her tongue around my cockhead like the filthiest of sluts, bringing my cock back to full strength in a matter of seconds.
I groaned, dropping my head back. "Holy fuck... oh, wow... you're really fucking good at that."
Scarlett let my cock pop out of my mouth before beaming up at me. "You think? Thanks! I'm really proud of my blowjobs, not gonna lie, takes a lot of practice, a lot of skill, but every guy I've ever been with fucking loves them."
"Well, you've got a new fan," I admitted, groaning again when she kissed my cockhead.
"Fucking fantastic!" she declared, quickly climbing on top of me.
Feeling her petite, curvy body against mine was an overwhelming feeling, and with that pretty smile and high enthusiasm, Scarlett seemed rather shameless in the way she ground her soaking wet pussy against my cock.
"Now, normally I'm all about a whole fuckload of foreplay, and I think I'd like a little foreplay in a minute, too, but I've just heard too fucking much about this cock to not know what it feels like, so, if it's cool with you, I just need you inside me for a second, okay?" Scarlett said, leaning down and kissing all over my chest in a way that certainly didn't hurt her point.
Not able to think clearly, and with her pussy against my once again hard cock rather convincing, I replied, "Uh, sure, that's... fuck..."
At once, it seemed all of Scarlett's excitability and cheer manifested on her face, with eyes that sparkled and a smile that could've melted the coldest of hearts. She quickly leaned in to kiss me on the lips a few time, while her hand reached down to grab my cock and rub my cockhead over her lips.
"Thank you thank you thank you!" Scarlett exclaimed, rocking her hips against me as she pressed her pussy down onto me. "I promise, I'll just make it nice and quick, then we can get down to the foreplay, then we can really fuck, but I've heard about your monster dick for so long that I need to have it in me first and... AH!"
"Fuck!" I hissed, bracing myself for Scarlett's tightness and finding myself still unprepared once I'd penetrated her tight entrance.
Scarlett shut her eyes tight, groaning and cursing and completely undeterred by the sheer difference in our sizes as my thick cock rested inside her achingly tight cunt. It was one of those deliciously impossible feelings, this insane juxtaposition as I looked down between us and saw her pussy lips stretched to what seemed like their limit, but that didn't stop her for even a second. Not even letting herself get properly accustomed, Scarlett braced her hands against my chest and continued pushing downward, deliciously taking inch after inch of my cock.
"That's, uh, wow... so much... that's really a lot of cock... hahaha... fuck... oh, wow... maybe I've bitten off more than I can chew... no, wait, no I haven't, I just have to keep going, enjoy this and... oh fuck... that's halfway, right? More than halfway? Fuck, you feel so good, stretching me so much... fuck, it feels like you're gonna fucking break me... ah, I need it, I need more and... ah, oh, wow, that's it, isn't it? That's all of it?" Scarlett asked, looking down with awe and laughing at the sight.
I wasn't exactly in a laughing mood, in utter awe of this petite girl taking so much cock as I was, but even as my hands shook, I found it all too easy to reach up and squeeze her breasts.
Scarlett cooed at the contact, giggling and wiggling around with my cock inside of her.
"That's a *lot* of cock," she giggled, squeezing me with her pussy muscles again. "And I'm really looking forward to fucking you like you've never been fucked before, and getting fucked like I've never been fucked before, and, full honesty, just getting fucked by you, period... but if I'm gonna do that, I'm gonna need to be hotter and wetter than this and will need some of that foreplay I was talking about. Is that still a plan for you?"



Truthfully, with my cock buried inside of her, there's nothing I would've loved to do more than pin this gorgeous black girl to the bed and fuck her into oblivion, but she was right that foreplay *did* sound enticing.
With some effort, I said, "Yeah..."
Scarlett squealed with delight, climbing off my cock and leaning into me so she could kiss me. "Thank you, thank you, thank you! You won't regret it, I swear... now, come on, grab my boobs and let's make the fuck out!"
With energy like hers, there was little I could do but obey her, rolling around on the bed with Scarlett as we made out. While there was passion between us, to be sure, rolling around naked with her was more fun and playful than deep and intimate. Scarlett loved to smile and laugh and kiss me and touch me all over, and I couldn't help but indulge her in a similar fashion. It didn't take long for her nipples to wind up in my mouth, which in conjunction with sliding my fingers into her pussy really got her going.
"Ooh, fuck!" Scarlett groaned, laughing and bucking against me as I pleasured her. "Oh, fuck yeah, fuck yeah, like that... mmm, fuck, you really know how to treat a girl's titties right, haha, oh, yeah, fuck, suck me harder, lick me harder, keep fingering me... bite me a little... like that, like that, oh fuck, yeah, you're gonna make me cum so hard if you keep doing that to me, come on... hahahaha, yes, bite me again... mmm, fuck, you really know how to treat a girl right... ahhh... mmm, today isn't your first day with a black girl, is it?"
Without taking my mouth off her nipple or ceasing fingering her, I nodded.
She chuckled. "It shows... lotta white boys like you, they'd be intimidated by the three of us, but you just jumped in and went for it... oh, fuck, it's fucking good, so fucking good... keep going, right there, keep going with your fingers like that, keep going and you'll make me cum... gonna make me cum... gonna make me cum... FUUUUUUUUUUUCK YEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEAAAAAHHHHHHHH!!!!"
Scarlett didn't hold back as she came, screaming and squealing and bucking against me so hard it felt like this smaller girl might well just knock me off of her while I was in the middle of making her cum. Her pussy spasmed around my hand, gushing impressively and covering me in juices. If this was how she was with just a little making out and foreplay, I might well be a dead man by the time we actually got around to having sex... but given the circumstances, I was willing to take my chances.
Coming down almost as quickly as she'd cum, Scarlett looked at me with sweet, dreamy eyes and pulled me in for an intense kiss.
"Ah, fuck... not sure I've ever had a guy make me cum that quick and hard... ah, fuck... fuckfuckfuck... that was pretty great, and something that great really deserves a reward of its own... come on, lie down, I've got a treat for you!" she exclaimed, grabbing me and forcing me onto my back.
I could think of a few ideas of what she'd view as a treat in this moment, but when she climbed on top of me, straddling my face and leaning down to suck my cock... well, I couldn't say this girl was lacking for good ideas.
"Before I get to sucking your cock, and give you the best blowjob you've ever fucking had, you gotta know that I fucking love having some fingers up my ass while my pussy's being eaten, alright?" Scarlett said.
Looking up from her dripping pussy to her delicious ass as Scarlett twerked it for my benefit, proudly displaying her tight asshole to me, I thought this an excellent proposition.
I began, "Alr-"
Before I could finish, she excitedly dropped her pussy down onto my mouth, then fucking inhaled my cock almost down to the root. Fuck, this girl was sexual fire... and fucking delicious, incidentally. Scarlett ground her soaked pussy against my mouth, and I was happy to suck and lick her in kind, slurping up her slippery, sweet juices, the remnants of an orgasm that seemed like it might still be going on for how she was moaning around my erection. I suckled at her clit, swirling my tongue over her quickly as she expertly sucked my cock.
Of course, I hadn't forgotten her request, and with my fingers still slick with her juices, I probed and teased at her tight asshole while we went to town on each other with our mouths. Scarlett moaned lusciously around my cock, rocking her ass against my fingers encouragingly and sucking me even faster, so I couldn't help but press them harder against her asshole, pushing in until all resistance gave way and I had forced two slick fingers up and into her clutching asshole.
Scarlett pulled her mouth off my cock to squeal at this invasion. "YESSSSSSSSSSS!!!! YES, FUCK, KEEP GOING LIKE THAT, GOD, FUCK ME WITH YOUR MOUTH AND FINGERS LIKE THAT!!!"
With such encouragement, and Scarlett once again deepthroating my cock in time with my cunnilingus, I redoubled my efforts and showed her what my skilled mouth and fingers were capable of. I suckled and slurped and licked her cunt like it was my last meal, savoring every drop of her delicious nectar as she aggressively ground against my face and encouraged me to eat her with greater intensity. I don't know if it was that, or the two fingers that I rapidly fucked in and out of her ass, but I felt her tensing and shuddering above me quite quickly. I had no doubt that if I hadn't just fucked her friend, I would probably be cumming down Scarlett's throat at any moment now for how amazing her mouth felt, but this was something I viewed as a good problem.
I wanted to cum inside Scarlett, but there was no way in hell I was going to settle for just cumming in this beautiful party girl's mouth.
Scarlett was genuinely trying to get me off, probably to try and ensure that we'd be cumming at the same time, but if you've read this far already, you know that I was *very* good at what I did, and even a girl as experienced as Scarlett Bishop didn't stand a chance under my eager tongue and fingers. Try as she might to time this right so we'd cum together, soon Scarlett had to come up for air if just to cry out in ecstasy and cum all over my face.
If I'd thought she was a gusher when she came on my fingers, when she came under the ministrations of my tongue, she was a fucking torrent. It felt like I'd be tasting Scarlett's sweet taste on my lips for days after this, which as things went, could have been a *lot* worse. I lapped up her juices to the best of my ability, trying to keep up with her gyrations and moans and wet flow, but if I was trying to control this, that was a battle lost before I even began to fight it. Nevertheless, I tried to drink up everything she had to offer, occasionally teasing and suckling her clit until she collapsed on top of me.
"Holy... holy... *wow*," Scarlett laughed, panting on top of me. "That was... mmm... that was fucking *wow*. I feel like I should have more words for it than *wow*, because you did put in the effort and I want to reward that effort and... the words, they're just not coming to me... not like I was cumming, anyway, haha... oh, I'm shaking... I'm fucking *giddy*, wow, I haven't had a guy do that for me since, well, maybe never, and- hey!"
I felt like Scarlett could have explained her entire sexual history in great detail if I hadn't done something in this moment, and while I would have been glad to hear it in a better moment, I was fucking hard and needed to do something about it. So, I pushed Scarlett aside, rolling her onto her back before I climbed on top of her.
"Ooh, yes!" she squealed, looking up at me with that brilliant, beautiful smile of hers. "You're gonna fuck me hard, right? Please say you're gonna fuck me hard; the moment I saw that cock, I knew I wanted to be fucked hard by it, so please tell me you're gonna fuck me sooooo hard!"
I leaned down into her, kissing Scarlett deeply as I reached up to squeeze one of her nipples. This made her squeal, arching her back to press herself more against me. Feeling one of her dainty, petite hands reaching down to stroke my cock... well, that was just icing on the cake.
Kissing her neck, I whispered into Scarlett's ear, "I bet you're the kind of tight little slut who gets even tighter when she's *really* fucked, aren't you?"
"Uh huh..." she groaned back, stroking me more eagerly.
"Good," I replied, pushing myself up so that I knelt between her legs.
Scarlett looked quizzically at me for a moment, though as soon as I grabbed her ankles, she seemed to comprehend my plan quickly. Gripping her ankles tightly, I bent the tight-bodied black girl beneath me in half. She helped me by grabbing her legs while I shifted my own position around, holding them in place while I teased her slit with my cockhead.
I looked down at the tight-bodied beauty presenting herself for me, that beaming, cute smile on her face driving me wild in a way few other things could. I pressed my cockhead against her pussy lips more insistently, parting them slightly with my thickness.
"You ready?" I asked, grinning and rocking back and forth to tease her with my hardness.
"Uh huh..." Scarlett confirmed. "I know we already had a taste, but I really want to feel what it's like when you're fucking my tight, cute little cunt as hard as you can... you're gonna do that for me, right? You promise you're gonna fuck me so hard and so nice I won't be able to walk straight?"
Grinning, I slid my cockhead inside of her, making both of us moan. I leaned back down on top of her, pinning her legs at her sides as I continued sliding more and more of my cock into her, not finishing until I was buried balls deep.
I kissed her again, promising in a low, dark voice, "I'm going to fuck you *harder* than that..."
Squealing, Scarlett kissed me back, wrapping her arms around me. "Awesome!"
And with that, I set about keeping my promise, pulling out before driving back into her impressively tight cunt.
Of course, making a promise to fuck her that hard and actually keeping that promise were two separate matters entirely, since I knew both of us had to have our limits. Nevertheless, I was in a good position to test those limits for both of us, soon developing a quick, pounding pace that used almost the entire length of my cock. With that luscious, gorgeous black girl beneath me, smiling and squealing and looking impossibly sexy as I gave it to her, inspiration was not that much of a challenge to find, especially when she gave me such fantastic encouragement.
"Ooh, yes, oh, fuck, that's... mmm... that's hard, that's fucking hard, god, yes, fuck me, fuck me hard, keep fucking me hard like that, harder, please, ooh, that's so nice, that's so fun! Hahahaha, oh, god, your cock's so big in my tight little cunt, yeah, you're gonna fuck me up for days after this! I don't know how any of us are gonna walk straight for a while after you're done with us, haha, oh wow... yeah, god, it's gonna get even more insane once you fucking destroy our asses!" Scarlett squealed, smiling that brilliant, sweet smile of hers that seemed such a sharp contrast to how roughly she was taking it.
"Oh... yeah...?" I grunted, pounding into her mercilessly. "You want me to fuck your ass?"
"No... *we* want you to fuck *all* our asses... because, yeah, we're doing it one at a time right now so we can all get the taste we fucking deserve, but after that, things are gonna get fucking filthy... you're gonna have three hot fucking black girls just gagging for everything you've got to give, and we'll do anything and everything to get more of that cock... and, yeah, some of that's gonna mean each of us taking that huge fucking cock of yours up our asses until we fucking scream for mercy... *then* beg for more as you give it to us harder... and in case the others haven't called first dibs on you up their ass yet, *I* will," she said, kissing me before letting out another long, loud squealing moan.
Thinking of the beautiful, curvy asses that all three of these girls had, I might have actually drawn on some strength I didn't know I was keeping in reserve and fucked Scarlett even harder. The bed was squeaking, the headboard rattling against the wall from the force of our wild coupling, and both of us were in fucking heaven. While Scarlett may have been gagging for a cock like mine, her body was pushing me to my limit and then reminding me that I could do so much more. This was the kind of girl you tested yourself with, understanding how truly insane a fuck could get as you pushed each other to go harder and harder. With her folded in half underneath me, looking so simultaneously beautiful and dirty, Scarlett inspired me to sexual highs I didn't often manage the first time I was with a girl.
So, yeah, you could say I kept my promise to her and then some.
I know she came at least twice on my cock in this position, but I wouldn't have been surprised if there were a couple of smaller cums hiding in there while I did this. While her big, gushing orgasms seemed to be Scarlett's favorite, there were moments where she would tense and clench and cry out, losing herself for a moment or two as her eyes rolled back, only for them to lock onto me again as she kept going and crying out for more.
When her second big one came while we fucked, though, that's when I knew I had to switch things up. This one seemed to sap some of Scarlett's strength, and I certainly didn't want to bore her by just powering through our fuck like this.
So, it seemed as good a time as any to switch positions.
Quickly, I pulled out and climbed off of Scarlett, kneeling beside her.
"Get up... hands and knees," I commanded breathily, my voice low and commanding.
Scarlett looked up at me with wide eyes, silently nodding before crawling up onto her hands and knees beside me. I shuffled behind her, grabbing her ass in both hands and playfully smacking it, getting a pleasant yowl from Scarlett as she pushed back against me.
"You're gonna fuck me like this, huh? Gonna fuck me doggy style until you cum nice and deep in my slutty pussy?" she said, looking back at me and blinking cutely.
"The thought had occurred to me," I grunted, lining up my cock and sinking it deep into her pussy again.
"Ooh, fuck yeah! Oh, I like the sound of that..." Scarlett moaned, pushing back against me as I began to properly fuck her, her hand between her legs a blur over her clit. "Come on, fuck me, fuck me harder, come on, you've been giving it to me so good, so far, give it to me so nice one last time, please, one last time before I gotta give you up to Cecilia, fuck me, fuck me hard, fuck me hard and fill me up... please, fuck me and fill me up, cum for me, make me cum, make me cum, please make me cum like that, like that, FUCK MEEEEEEEEE!!!!!"
I didn't think I'd have much left in the tank for Scarlett at the pace we were keeping, but between her enthusiasm, her tight body, and that exquisite way her pussy massaged my cock with every thrust, I managed to summon the necessary reserves. I gripped her hips tightly as I pumped into her from behind, fucking her roughly with an energy that I tried to keep ready for special occasions... but in the moment, it sure as hell felt like Scarlett was a special occasion. This girl could keep up with me and then some, driving me further, pushing me harder than many other girls I knew. She inspired a lust in me that fueled me, pushing me further and further past points where I felt I might break, moaning and yowling and cursing and encouraging me to greater acts of delicious depravity as I fucked her harder.
Like all good things, however, this coupling had to come to an end, and an explosive end it was. Scarlett came first with an orgasm so intense you'd have thought it would bring the roof down around us, her cries of ecstasy matched only by the intensity of her body shaking and her pussy squeezing my cock as I also hit my limit.
Grunting loudly, I gave her one last final thrust, firing a thick load of cum inside of her. Time seemed to lose all meaning as that euphoric pleasure overtook me, bliss spreading throughout my body in a way that threatened to steal my consciousness from me I felt so good.
Scarlett collapsed first, and after I pulled out, I fell right next to her. We were a fucking mess, panting and sweating, with her beautifully stretched cunt dripping with a river of my cum. She had that look of a proud, well-fucked slut to her, yet still kept her eyes bright and her smile wide, looking at me with an almost loving glee.
"Thank you!" Scarlett squealed, pulling herself in close to me so she could kiss me and rub her body against mine. "Mmm, that was the fucking best... fuck, I so want more, but promises are promises. At least I got you nice and ready for Cecilia, and she definitely wants her chance with you before we all tackle you and try draining your cock with our asses."
What had sounded unbelievably erotic a short while ago, fucking around with all three of these beauties, now sounded distinctly challenging. What I needed more than anything else seemed to be a breather, and perhaps a several day nap... but that was just the post-fuck exhaustion talking. I'd done crazier things than this that pushed me to my limits, and the thought of Scarlett, Lexa and Cecilia all at once... yeah, I'd be able to pull it off.
Rolling partly on top of Scarlett, I kissed her and said, "I can't wait."
***
It took me a few minutes after Scarlett left the room to finally get my feet beneath me, and once I could stand, I made my way to the bathroom to get cleaned up. Between Lexa and Scarlett's best efforts, I was thirsty and probably one hell of a mess. The thirst was easily quenched as I gulped water from the bathroom sink, but the mess... well, there was only so much I could do after a certain point. That didn't stop me from trying to clean up some, rinsing myself and soaping myself down somewhat in the sink, but I knew that this was rearranging deck chairs on a sinking ship.
Try as I might to straighten up, there was no denying that I had that fantastically "just-been-fucked" look to me... and why was that a bad thing? Cecilia knew what I was doing up here with her friends, there was no reason this should have been strange for her to see me like this. She was so easygoing by her nature, she probably wouldn't even have cared... yet as I cleaned off in that sink, I realized that *I* cared.
Calling Cecilia and I "close" would have been an exaggeration of the highest order, but over the past few weeks that I'd been embedded with the drama club kids, I'd felt an intense, growing respect for the stunningly confident, achingly gorgeous girl. There was something about Cecilia, an almost impossible to explain X-factor that made me want to present my best self to her. This wasn't to impress her, no, but I had an undeniable respect for her, and not making the slightest effort to look decent for her would have felt distinctly disrespectful.
I couldn't allow that, and so I didn't. Looking at myself in the mirror and smelling freshly of a mild hand soap, I toweled off and stepped back into the bedroom, only to find the subject of my efforts already waiting for me on the bed.
Face down and propped up on her elbows as she checked something on her phone, Cecilia Dunwich was a sight of naked perfection. Her long legs led up to a miraculous, beautiful round ass that befitted her dance background, while looking past that gorgeous expanse of back gave me the faintest view of her full, soft breasts pillowing out beneath her.
"Wow," I said, under my breath.
"I should say 'wow' to you too," Cecilia said, looking over her shoulder at me and grinning. "You have truly impressive stamina; I don't imagine many men could still be standing after Lexa and Scarlett had had their way with them. You got nice and noisy with them, it would seem..."
"Reasonably noisy," I said, approaching the bed and sitting down next to Cecilia. "But, yeah, even I'm impressed with my stamina after those two..."



I ran my hand up her legs before cupping her ass, causing the prone beauty to groan.
"Alright, alright, I can take a hint..." she replied, setting her phone aside.
Tossing her impressive blonde-dyed dreads and braids over her shoulder, Cecilia rolled onto her back and exposed her naked body to me. I gazed at her with long, lingering attention, drinking in the sight of the gorgeous girl laying down in front of me. Her pussy was already moist with anticipation, accented by that perfectly-trimmed landing strip, while her perfect D-cup breasts stood out, full and firm and round and begging for my attention. If I hadn't just finished with Scarlett, I probably would have jumped Cecilia immediately, but with things as they were, I was happy to just look at her as long as she would allow it.
Sensing something in me, Cecilia said, "You know, you and me, we don't gotta do anything fancy if you don't want to. I know my friends can get excitable when it comes to good dick, and I don't want to hold you to anything you cannot physically do right now. If you just want lie here with me, then you just go on ahead and lie here with me."
The offer was tempting, but so was everything I was seeing lying down next to me.
Raising a questioning eyebrow, I asked, "Really?"
Even Cecilia, with all of her practiced ease, couldn't help but let out a bit of a soft laugh as her eyes fell to my cock. "I mean, do *not* get me wrong, I fucking want you, but I understand my friends and I understand the physical limitations that guys in general gotta cope with. Your rebound time is legendary, but you're still only human... so, yeah, while I'd hope to fuck you, if you just wanna lie here with me and talk, cuddle, all that stuff, I'm down for it."
There was nothing I would have liked more than to just jump Cecilia, but she wasn't wrong that I could have used a minute to catch my breath after Scarlett and Lexa.
Nodding silently, I laid down on the bed next to her. She shifted around, pulling one of my arms around her shoulders as she cuddled in nice and close next to me.
"So... admit it, this was an unexpected kind of day, wasn't it?" Cecilia chuckled, running a hand lightly down my chest.
I chuckled. "I've learned to stop predicting what the hell's going to happen on any given day. Things have a way of changing on me so fast that it just seems safer, better allows me to go with the flow of things."
"And how's that work out for you?" Cecilia asked.
I thought about this for a moment, and couldn't help but linger on how much all of Micah's bullshit had really been messing with me this month.
"It has its ups and downs," I admitted. "This is one of the more up moments, if I'm being honest."
Cecilia peered down at my cock, which had regained some of its life. "Not yet, but we're getting there."
I rolled my eyes. "You know what I meant."
"Yeah..." she sighed, stroking my abs. "Yeah, I do. I'm... well, I'm really glad you followed up on my text. I know you're a busy guy, and I can see that you're not really all that into the whole boxing thing, but I'm still glad you heard me out. We all know what happened to you earlier this year, with Kyle and everything there, and I'd feel awful if Micah kicked the shit out of you without trying to do something about it first."
"Thanks," I replied, smiling. "That's... that's really great to hear, honestly. It's always nice to know that you've got people looking out for you."
Cecilia grinned. "Well, the way you've been making things interesting around drama club lately, how could I *not* keep an eye out for you? I don't want it to go back to boring again, especially if it means Micah beats the crap out of you."
"I mean... if you really wanted to help, you three could beat him up first," I suggested, jokingly, but then found the image so intriguing I kind of wanted it to happen.
"Hahaha, no, that's not gonna happen," she replied. "It *would* be a lot of fun, I'm sure, but that's not the kind of thing three girls like us could get away with... and, frankly, it's not my style."
I sighed. "Mine neither, really... but you *have* given me a lot to think about."
"Yeah?" Cecilia asked.
"Yeah," I replied, thinking my words over carefully. "Micah's not just a problem that'll go away. I have to do something about him... and I'm going to need help doing it, I think."
"Well, you've got most of us drama girls on your side," she replied, still lightly stroking my abs and bringing more life to my cock. "You need help making a move, we'll help you make a move."
I nodded, thoughtful, which was a difficult state to be in when her touch was so electric. "It might come to that... but there's a couple things I'd like to do first."
Cecilia gave me another of those casual, painfully sexy grins of hers. "Oh? Like?"
Looking her up and down and taking in the awesome sight that was a naked Cecilia Dunwich, I replied, "Well... *you* for starters. I'd like to do you first."
She rolled her eyes, but her laugh was a delight. "I really wish I could say that was the cheesiest pickup line I've ever heard, but it's not even close."
"I don't think it's a pickup line when we're already naked in bed together and your fingers are a few inches away from my cock," I replied, eyeing my now fully-restored erection.
"That is a point," Cecilia acknowledged, following my gaze.
Her casual smile had a sensual, sexy vibe to it that held a certain power over me, leading to me leaning in and kissing her. While I had been warned that she might like it hot and heavy and hard, there was a slow softness to her as we made out that felt thoroughly intoxicating, and I couldn't get enough of her. We kissed for what felt like a very long time, losing ourself in this moment as we shared in each other's heat and passion... but it's not to say we ignored the fact that we were lying naked in bed with each other.
Cecilia reached down to stroke my cock, enjoying the chance to touch me without anything obscuring my erection. In response, I had to touch her, gently squeezing her big, beautiful breasts, before sliding my hand down her stomach so I could touch her pussy. When my fingers finally made contact with her hot, wet sex, she moaned against my lips, rocking her hips against my hand with some pleasant intensity. In kind, I began to finger her with that same slow, deliberate pace she touched me with, pulling a pleasant moan from deep inside the gorgeous black girl lying next to me.
"Mmm..." Cecilia murmured against my lips. "You've got the touch, Ryan..."
"Practice makes perfect," I groaned, pumping my hips against her hand as she coaxed precum from my cockhead with her thumb. "Fuck, you're good at that, too."
"Mhm," she agreed, kissing me again. "Porn's put so much emphasis on all the penetrative stuff and keeping everything hard and sweaty and fast, so many people forget about everything else you can do with sex. Me... fuck, I love a good fingering... if a guy or a girl's got good enough fingering skills, I could die happy if that's all we ever did... and honestly, you've got that touch. I could be happy if this was all we did..."
I leaned down to kiss her neck, whispering, "But that's not all you want to do. Not all *I* want to do."
"Agreed," Cecilia replied, pulling me up for another kiss.
"Though I won't lie," I said. "I'm enjoying this pace."
"Ditto..." she said, looking at me knowingly. "Come on, I've got an idea for a nice way to ease us in for more..."
I would have followed Cecilia anywhere by this point, so I said, "Alright... what'd you have in mind?"
Grinning, Cecilia kissed me one last time before rolling onto her side, elevating her top leg and placing her foot on the bed so she could spread her legs somewhat in this position.
I understood what she was getting at, and rolled onto my side behind her, sliding one arm beneath her so I could wrap it around and squeeze her breasts. Cecilia groaned appreciatively at the feeling of my cock between her ass cheeks, though she soon reached down and took hold of me, sliding me forward so my cockhead rubbed against her luscious pussy lips.
"Fuck this is big..." she murmured, continuing to rub me until our mutual juices coated each other. "Probably the biggest dick I've ever had... but that's nothing new for you to hear, is it?"
"Not really," I admitted.
Cecilia looked over her shoulder at me with an amused grin, rocking her hips back against me. "And I bet you love hearing it every time."
I kissed her. "As a guy who never really had an ego until this year... yeah, it's pretty fucking great to hear every time."
"Mhmmmm..." she continued, guiding my cock so that it would have no choice but to push home with the slightest pressure. "Well, then you'll be happy to hear that, coming from a girl who's had her share of dicks, that yours might be one of the best around... and I'm looking forward to seeing if you feel as good as you look..."
I rocked my hips forward slightly, feeling the spread of her outer lips against my head.
Licking my lips, I asked, "You ready?"
Nodding and grinning that effortlessly cool grin that came so easily to her, Cecilia replied, "Yeah... let's fucking do this."
Wrapping both arms around her to better hold on, I thrust my cock forward, pressing against her tight entrance. She winced pleasantly at the penetration, groaning and angling her hips so that I couldn't help but have the ideal angle for entry. It took a little back and forth between the two of us, with her angling and me pushing against her, until I had to slide inside her tight, wet entrance.
"Ohfuck..." I groaned, savoring her tightness.
"Yeah... that's... that's kind of intense..." Cecilia moaned.
"Good intense?" I asked.
"Thoroughly," she replied, kissing me again. "Come on, give me the rest of it... I want to feel all of you inside me... come on, Ryan, give me more... give me more of that huge fucking cock..."
This was an easy request to grant, as nothing shy of fire raining from the sky could have stopped me from burying myself in a pussy as perfect as Cecilia's. Enjoying the slow heat we'd built up, I fed my cock into her an inch at a time. This elicited low groans, grunts and moans from both of us, occasionally punctuated by a kiss. No longer needing to guide me home, Cecilia instead took my hand that wasn't on her breasts in her own, guiding it between her legs so that I could continue fingering her while I filled her up.
"This is... ah... this is nice... very nice," Cecilia admitted, pressing back against me as I reached those last couple inches. "Very nice... my patience paid off, it seems... if I'd come in here first, all I'd have gotten was fast and rough, which *can* be nice, but not what I'm in the mood for now... holy fuck, this is perfect... perfect... *fucking* perfect... AH!"
This last exclamation came about when I buried the last of my cock inside of her, a moment where it felt thoroughly appropriate to kiss her deeply again. Cecilia... fuck, she was made for this, everything about her so smooth and sensual that I wanted to lose myself to her and escape from the world and into her beauty. This was a passing, wild thought, of course, but in bed with her it felt right to let the world completely fall away from us as we embraced our shared pleasure.
Sighing pleasantly, she turned to kiss me again, while I continued to hold her close, groping and idly fingering her while we enjoyed this new arrangement.
"Now this... this is the kind of interview I can enjoy," Cecilia chuckled, wiggling her ass against me.
Teasingly squeezing her clit, I replied, "Oh? We're gonna make this an interview, too?"
Still laughing, Cecilia replied, "Well, you did 'interview' a lot of my friends, and I, of course, got into the theatre arts for the 'interviews' after all, so start fucking me and I'll have some answers for any questions you might have."
Her sarcasm was clear, but that didn't mean I wasn't going to find any excuse to fuck her. Slowly, I began thrusting in and out of her magnificent pussy, giving her almost half my cock with each deliberate pump before filling her again.
"You know, we really should've saved the questions for the truth or dare portion of this evening," I said, kissing the side of her neck.
"Mmm, you probably should've, but that doesn't mean you can't ask any now... even if it feels like the tenor of the questions might be a little more risqué than the Puma Press would like to publish," Cecilia groaned, fucking back against me with a similarly deliberate pace.
Fuck, she was hot... and testing my patience for how slow I could keep doing this at this pace. Nevertheless, the intense eroticism of the encounter had a way of keeping me patient, slowly fucking and groping and fingering Cecilia, making her moan and whimper in the most beautiful way possible. I knew she had one of the better voices in the drama club, and the temptation to make her scream was certainly there, but considering our mutual states, patience was definitely the key here.
"So... you joined drama club to get laid?" I asked, not exactly asking an interview question, but having fun with her prompt.
"Mmm... fuck, keep fingering me like that..." Cecilia moaned, arching her neck to kiss me. "And to answer that question... fuck... I joined it because I've got the skills, but let's be honest, the best reason to join any club around this school's to get laid. You've seen how uncommonly beautiful and horny so many people around here are... if you're horny, just put yourself in a position where you've got some shared interests with them and, well, let the good times roll."
Grunting, I thrust into her with a little more force, which got a nice groan of approval from Cecilia.
"And those good times have been rolling for you?" I asked.
"Oh, they've most *certainly* been rolling," she groaned, squeezing my cock with her pussy muscles. "Between drama club and color guard and my friends... yeah, I've been having quite a lot of good times."
Continuing my deliberate pace, I replied, "Yeah... that sounds pretty fucking awesome... but I don't think it's that simple, either."
Cecilia looked at me with disbelief and said, "Oh, really now?"
"Uh huh..." I replied, pinching one of her nipples for emphasis.
"Well, this I gotta hear... but if I'm gonna hear *this*, I think I'd rather hear it from riding you," she replied, disentangling herself from me and pushing me onto my back.
Getting up on her hands and knees, Cecilia swung one of her remarkable, long legs over me, straddling my hips and sinking her perfect pussy back down on my cock. While spooning with her was its own kind of perfection, I'd have been lying if I said I didn't like this view of her more. Getting to see her beautiful face, insane body, and those magnificent tits that I'd been groping was absolutely worth the change in position.
And once she started riding me, with a quicker pace than we'd established previously... well, all bets were off.
"Goddamn... you feel so fucking big in this position... I mean, you'd be big anywhere, but like this... fuck, I feel so fucking full..." Cecilia moaned, sitting up on me as she rode me, running her hands over her body lusciously. "Fuck, you've got the best cock in school, I'm sure of it..."
"I know it," I replied, playfully reaching back and squeezing her ass.
She cooed slightly, rolling her hips in an impressive way that made my cock feel fucking amazing, before grabbing my hands and placing them on her breasts. I didn't need a ton of encouragement to squeeze Cecilia Dunwich's tits, but her enthusiasm was certainly welcome, particularly once I began to more firmly squeeze her nipples. She rode me with a quicker pace, moaning and dropping her head back before looking down at me with a blazing lust in her eyes.
"You still haven't explained to me why you think you know better than me about just *why* I'm having so many good times," Cecilia replied through that easy, confident smile of hers.
Trying not to lose myself too easily when such a gorgeous woman was riding me, I replied, "Fuck... I didn't claim I knew better, but... well, fuck, you know how fucking cool you are, right?"
She shrugged, but couldn't hide all of her smirk. "I know my reputation."
I continued, "And I know you're cool. You're so fucking cool, and as someone who's never really been cool, I know what it looks like. The world's a fucking nightmare of stress and what-ifs, and there you are, this island of peace and calm and coolness that just radiates off of you... fuck, being around you just has this way of improving your day, making you forget about the shit out there like-"
"Like Micah Burke?" Cecilia grunted, riding me a little faster.
"Yeah, like that jackass..." I groaned, pulling her down so I could suckle on her nipples.
She groaned, but kept fucking me while I did this. "It's... it's not easy, not something I try for... but I'm really happy I can help you, or anyone who needs it, really... the world's a scary place more often than it isn't, and if I can help give a little peace, or make some sense of all the noise... fuck, you've got a talented mouth... then I won't lose any sleep."
I couldn't say that in the exact position I was in that I was making any more sense out of anything, but I'd certainly found some peace. Cecilia began to properly ride me now, and with my mouth full of nipple, you could definitely say I was having a good day by this point. Glancing upward, I saw her looking down at me with her soulful brown eyes, that look of serene knowing in her face driving me further, making me want to make her feel every bit as good as she was making me feel.
I reached down and began to finger her clit while she rode me, and with how hot and wet she already was, it did not take long for her to begin to quiver as she rode me.
"Oh, Ryan..." Cecilia groaned, riding me more enthusiastically. "Oh, you fucking spoil me... you spoil me like this, but that was the idea, wasn't it? Finger me and make me cum so hard that I'll let you do whatever you want with me? Was that it? Was that your master plan? Because if it was, it's working... it's fucking working, come on, do it, make me cum, make me cum... that's it, you're so close, so close, closecloseclose, I'm gonna... gonna cum... gonna cum on your cock... gonna... AAAAAAAAAAGH, FUUUUUUCK!!!"
For someone as cool and calm as Cecilia was, I found a distinct pleasure in being able to make her completely lose control to pleasure. She closed her eyes tightly, her full lips locked in a beautiful O as she came hard, her entire body shaking and shuddering, her pussy squeezing my cock with such intent that I probably would've filled her then and there if her friends hadn't already so perfectly drained my cock.
I held onto Cecilia as her orgasm rolled through her, slowing as she melted into me, forcing her lips onto mine. The two of us made out deeply through the last few moments of her suitably messy orgasm, until she collapsed against me, laughing and breathing heavily.
"Ah, fuck... ah, that was *such* a good cum... *great* fucking cum..." Cecilia laughed, kissing me again. "I can see why the other two looked so enamored of you."
I grinned with no small amount of pride. "Yeah, well... you may be a cool, sexy goddess with cool hair and an awesome voice... but I do know sex!"
She chuckled, planting a sweet kiss on my lips. "That... that you do, Ryan... now, I may be all that, but I'm also good to my word... you made me cum as hard as I wanted and then some, so whatever you want to do to me, that's all you... you can do whatever you want... fuck... anything, and I do mean *anything*... fuck, you fuck me that good, I'll gladly do whatever you want..."
Honestly, I would have been satisfied to let her ride me until she drained my cock, but I'd have been lying if I said a deliciously dark idea didn't immediately jump to the front of the line of things I'd ask of her.



"Well..." I said, running a hand lightly down her back until it rested on her ass. "It's been hinted that anal might be on the table, and you have *such* a magnificent ass..."
Cecilia chuckled, leaning in to kiss me. "Yeah, color guard gives you a great fucking ass... maybe even better than the cheerleaders, I dunno..."
She kissed me again, longer and slower, before whispering sexily in my ear, "Admit it... you just wanna fuck a black girl's ass... I'd be lying if I said we didn't have amazing fucking asses, but say it and I'll make it an ass-fucking you'll never forget..."
I squeezed her ass again, whispering in kind back in her ear, "You think I've never fucked a black girl's ass before? Because I have... quite a lot, actually... and it's a fucking pleasure like no other... and something tells me your ass might be something else."
Cecilia pushed herself up just enough to look down at me, a slightly skeptical glint in her eyes to what I'd boasted of. Nevertheless, she must have seen something she liked, because she soon nodded.
"You wouldn't happen to have any lube on you, would you?" Cecilia asked, teasingly squeezing my cock with her pussy muscles again. "Scarlett's got some in her room in case we need to dig it up, but-"
I grinned, carefully pulling out of Cecilia and rolling her off of me. "Got a bottle in my pants; never leave home without it."
"Smart man," she replied, groaning lusciously and fingering herself. "You better hurry up, though; it's been a minute since I've had my ass stuffed, and thinking about it gets me nice and horny... I might just have to cum all over myself if you take too long finding your lube."
I watched her for a moment as she made good on this promise, spreading her legs and fingering herself for my eyes. Though she might have been telling me to hurry up, I realized I could've just stood there watching her for quite a while. Cecilia knew how to make touching herself look fucking good, and from where I was standing, I was tempted to just stroke myself and cum all over her.
The temptation for this, of course, only lasted a few seconds when her ass was on the table, but a few seconds at a time like this might well have been an eternity.
I rooted around in my pants, finding my emergency lube tube and my phone, setting my phone on the nightstand while hastily lubricating my cock.
As if something had just occurred to her, Cecilia rolled over to retrieve her phone. "Hey, you mind if I bring the others in for this? They're gonna want to see me getting assfucked. And get their own asses filled too, but I've got first dibs..."
Stroking the KY onto my cock, the image of the other two finally joining us might well have made my cock even harder.
"Yeah, let's get them in here," I replied, grinning at her.
"Fantastic," Cecilia replied, sending a quick text before putting her phone on the nightstand. "Now, where were we?"
Setting the tube aside, my cock now glistening with what was perhaps an overly generous amount of lube, I said, "I was about to fuck your ass?"
She grinned. "Yes, you were about to do that..."
"How do you want it?" I asked, eyeing her as she lay sprawled out on the bed.
"Hmmm..." Cecilia replied. "While there's definitely excitement to be had with the classic 'bending me over' position, I might have also heard once or twice that you really get your kicks with flexible girls..."
As she slid toward the end of the bed, I strolled over to meet her. "That's... not entirely inaccurate."
"I didn't think so," she purred. "And though I know the cheerleaders are flexible, you have to know that the color guard girls got them beat in every way, don't you?"
While I couldn't exactly attest to that yet, considering my color guard experiences had consisted of Lexa, Cecilia and Daphne *fucking* O'Connell, I was willing to consider that a decent sample size.
Rather than answering Cecilia, I just watched as she slid her ass just over the edge of the bed, then grabbed her ankles in an almost-split. It was certainly impressive, especially with a body as gorgeous as hers, and the way it displayed both her pussy and asshole from this angle... well, I was definitely excited for what would come next.
"Fuck, you're hot," I murmured, grabbing hold of my cock and teasing it against her asshole.
"Yeah, yeah, I know," she groaned, rocking her hips. "Come on, put it in there... fuck, I need that cock in my ass!"
The feeling of my cock between her ass cheeks in this position was already quite intense, her muscles naturally tightening around me, making the prospect of actually fucking her ass in this position oddly intimidating. Nevertheless, the way she looked up at me with such dark, dirty hope, and the way her breath caught in her chest every time I grazed her tight little hole with my cockhead... well, that certainly had a way of removing any worries that I might have had.
As I began to apply some light, exploratory pressure to her hole, Cecilia's understanding caught up with her eagerness, and she looked at me with a certain silence. The fantasy of my cock up her ass might have been one thing, but when confronted with the reality... well, that seemed to come with its own slight hesitation.
"You sure?" I asked.
Biting her lip, Cecilia nodded silently.
"Well, alright, then..." I replied, bracing myself for what was to come.
Slowly, deliberately, I began to thrust back and forth, pushing against Cecilia's asshole and testing the waters. As could be expected by her admission, and this position, she was tight, but her own eagerness allowed for a certain amount of give that felt delicious against my cock. Looking down into her eyes helped focus me, driving me... I wanted to see that look of ecstasy on her face as I broke through, wanted to see her completely lose herself to the moment as her ass was violated just how she wanted it. It was an intoxicating sight, seeing her so naked and exposed like this, ready and waiting for me. It tested my resolve and every bit of patience in my body, but I knew I would be rewarded if I took my time.
So, I kept at it, back and forth, pumping a little at a time, making her twitch and moan and murmur, begging for more as I gave her more. The lube was doing its job, and soon I could feel her giving way a little at a time, her ass opening for me, getting ready and...
My cockhead slipped inside of Cecilia's asshole so suddenly that both of us couldn't help but gasp out loud, the pressure of her tight hole overwhelming me. Her ass was almost painfully tight, but whatever pain was there was the most delicious pain ever dreamt up. It was likely only a second or two after that initial shock before she made a sound, but it felt like hours had passed for the intensity of the moment.
When she did make that sound though, a high, formless cry that sounded like she was trying to hit the high note of a long-forgotten song about primal pleasure... well, you could understand that I wanted to do whatever it took to make her make that sound again.
Getting my wits about me slightly quicker than Cecilia could, I pushed a couple more inches into her, shocking her closed eyes wide open.
"Oh, fuck!" she groaned. "Oh, that's good... that's so good..."
"Glad you agree," I replied, my voice low and husky as I pulled out, then pushed slightly more in. "Your ass is tight, especially in this position, so I'm glad to hear you're enjoying yourself. Because you feel fucking perfect."
Cecilia smirked up at me. "Tight, huh?"
I whimpered as she flexed her muscles around me. "Y...y...yeah... that's a word for it."
She chuckled, arching her hips to give me a better angle for entry. "Come on, you can do it... I want the rest of that beast in me."
Leaning down to brace my hands against the bed, and better look Cecilia in the eye, I continued to push into her ass. Every inch of her tight, hot hole was a welcome, intense pleasure that threatened every bit of willpower and restraint I had from the overwhelming bliss it gave me. I always got the feeling that Cecilia was the kind of girl whose body and confidence could be used to share some truly unrelenting pleasure, but thinking it and experiencing it were two separate things. As I kept thrusting into her, giving her those last couple inches that allowed me to be balls-deep in her ass, I was incapable of thinking any experience could ever be so divine.
I clearly wasn't the only one.
"Holy fuck! That's so fucking hot!" Scarlett squealed, bounding into the room. "Come on, Lexa, you're gonna miss it!"
Scarlett plopped down onto the bed next to Cecilia heavily, giggling and stroking her friend's hair. "He's in your ass? How's it feel?"
"Good..." Cecilia groaned, sucking on one of Scarlett's fingers briefly. "So fucking good... and your fingers taste like Lexa's pussy."
"That would be because we were fingering each other," Lexa purred, pressing her naked body against my back. "I knew you two would look positively tasty together."
"I think we all knew that..." Cecilia replied. "Fuck... kiss me, Ryan... kiss me while you fuck my ass..."
I leaned in enough to kiss her, making out with Cecilia as I began properly fucking in and out of her ass. This was a slight challenge with Lexa pressed into my back as she was, running her hands all over me as she groped my muscles, my ass, even toying with my balls a little. Scarlett was no slouch in the distraction department either, pressing into Cecilia's side and forcing herself between us, kissing Cecilia and me.
It was a uniquely hot situation that I could have kept going with for some time, but now that all four of us were in the same room at the same time, we were ready to take this to the next level. Lexa pulled me back into a standing position, allowing me better traction as I violated Cecilia's ass, but more appropriately allowing Lexa a chance to kiss me. She wrapped her arms around me, groping my chest as I fucked Cecilia harder and making out with me deeply.
"Oh, god... fuck... you two... you're so fucking hot... watching you while he fucks my ass... goddamn... I'm gonna cum so hard like this..." Cecilia whined, her eyes rolling back in her head.
Cecilia most likely could have given herself over to pleasure by this point, but Scarlett had her own plans.
"Yeah, well, you can cum like this, too!" Scarlett chuckled, sitting on Cecilia's face. "Mmm, yes, that's it, girl, eat my pussy... eat my fucking pussy, yeah, goddamn, yeah, I know you're getting assfucked, but you can do this too... yes, yes, YEEEEEEEEEES!!!"
Seeing Scarlett eagerly riding Cecilia's face, squealing and throwing her hair back as she laughed... fuck, she was beautiful and unrestrained. I was going to lose it with these three girls sooner rather than later at this rate, it was all just a question of which of them would get to me first.
Lexa pulled me in for another kiss, then pushed me forward so I couldn't help but make out with Scarlett, the two of us taking our pleasure from Cecilia's body as we used her mouth and ass. I couldn't help but take my hands up from Cecilia's hips, gripping Scarlett's breasts and pinching her nipples, loving the way she squealed and moaned against my lips, only motivating me to fuck Cecilia harder. She reached down with one hand, fingering Cecilia's clit, setting off an explosive chain reaction.
Cecilia came first, and came explosively. Though her cries were muffled by Scarlett's legs wrapped around her face, she shook and screamed and gushed all over me, her pussy squirting impressively against me. As she shook and her muscles tightened around me, I was fucking done, quickly pulling out and jacking my cock as I came hard. My cum spurted all over Cecilia's pussy, abs and tits, with Scarlett leaning in to make sure she got a couple shots to herself and make this a nice and messy occasion. She then leaned down against Cecilia, rubbing their cummy bodies together and sucking my cock deeply into her mouth, making sure she got the last few drops before she too came on Cecilia's face, shaking and crying out around my cock.
It was a suitably depraved moment, the kind that would have had me utterly wiped and stumbling about if Lexa hadn't been there to catch me, laying me down on the bed next to the now thoroughly cummed-out Scarlett and Cecilia. Fully drained and still covered in my cum, they fell into a kind of lazy 69, licking each other's pussies while playing with my cum.
Lying down between me and these two, Lexa grabbed a fingerful of cum and sucked it down, groaning lusciously before eyeing me with dangerously erotic intent.
She didn't say anything, because she didn't have to say anything, and soon leaned in to kiss me. I happily returned the kiss, making out with Lexa deeply as she ran her hands all over me.
"Mmm, you and Scarlett?" I chuckled between kisses.
"Uh huh..." Lexa replied, kissing my neck. "We had to keep ourselves occupied while waiting for you two to finish."
"And now that we've finished?" I asked.
"We get you hard again... and... we do things," she said, running her fingers lightly over my deflated cock for emphasis. "The kinds of things we'd normally need a dare or two for, but now-"
Scarlett interrupted her friend by bouncing down to the bed beneath me and spreading my legs. "It means we're gonna fuck and suck and take you however we can while you can still get it up because we all wanna lose our minds on you, but firstly we'll need what you gave Cecilia and get you to fuck aaaalllllllllll our asses... and we gotta get you hard if that's gonna happen."
Then, without any prompting, Scarlett dove in, sucking my cock. Though I was barely hard after cumming all over Cecilia and Scarlett, the eager little slut's mouth had a way of bringing life back to me no matter how improbable it felt. Even half-hard as I was, you wouldn't have known it for her enthusiasm as she quickly bobbed up and down on my cock, circling her tongue over my cockhead energetically as she sought to get me back at full hardness again.
Humphing, Lexa replied, "I was working my way up to that."
"Working your way up to it isn't actually doing it, Lexa," Cecilia quipped, sliding next to Scarlett so she could also lick and suck my cock and balls. "Snooze, you lose..."
"I am *not* snoozing!" Lexa exclaimed, crawling down to join the others in sucking my cock.
Admittedly, I was rather enjoying how this had quickly become a contest between the three girls to outdo themselves. Not all group sex scenarios wound up this way, from my experience, but when they did end up with the girls getting competitive with each other, I found that I often wound up the winner. Looking down at these three ravenous beauties licking and sucking my cock, looking up at me as they quickly got me back to full strength and hard again... well, it was definitely one of those images I had to immortalize.
It wasn't every day I had three beautiful black girls sucking my cock, after all.
Grabbing my phone, I quickly unlocked it and prepped to take a picture. Unable to avoid mugging for the camera, Scarlett propped herself up enough to give a cute smile while Cecilia and Lexa ravenously attacked my cock. I took a couple pictures like this before setting my phone aside and grabbing Lexa by the shoulders, pulling her up to me for one more kiss.
"You want this cock up your ass?" I growled.
Lexa groaned, "God, yes..."
I looked down at the other girls, keeping my voice low and dark as I said, "Alright, move over, girls, Lexa gets my cock next..."
Scarlett groaned in frustration as I sat up and politely pushed her and Cecilia away, but seeing Lexa roll over onto her hands and knees must have been enough to improve her spirits, as she was soon all smiles again.
Teasingly running a finger along the underside of my cock, Cecilia smiled smoothly and mused, "Now, you're still *pretty* lubed, but we can always do something to improve the situation..."
While I first thought that meant I was going to get more of a blowjob from Cecilia, which was a pleasure I was happy to take as much of as I could, Cecilia soon surprised me by leaning in and pushing her face between Lexa's ass cheeks.
Lexa cried out in surprise, looking over her shoulder. "Oh, fuck, Cecilia! Oh... keep going with your tongue... oh, that feels so good... your tongue on my ass, so good... fuck!!!"
With this brief interruption, Scarlett practically tackled me, jumping into my lap, straddling and kissing me. I had to admit that Cecilia and her had been rather thorough in licking my cum off of each other, as she was remarkably clean as she pressed herself against me.
"Well, if Cecilia's getting her lubed, I'll get you nice and slick if you're going in Lexa's ass..." Scarlett said, pushing herself up so that she could slide my cock back into her pussy. "Nothing like a little natural lubrication, right?"
I hissed pleasurably as she first settled down onto, then began to bounce on my cock, "No... nothing wrong with that... holy fuck..."
"Yeah, you bet your cute ass, 'holy fuck'," Scarlett giggled, kissing me deeply. "You're gonna wreck Lexa's asshole, I know, but you better not cum too soon, not before I've had you in *my* ass, alright? Because these two are good, but my ass? Fucking divine."
Briefly pulling her face out of Lexa's ass, Cecilia added, "I'd defend my absolutely exquisite ass, here, but Scarlett's right... she has the best ass of the three of us."
"Yeah..." Lexa murmured as Cecilia began rimming her again. "Yeah, that's... that's right... holyfuck..."
Scarlett could have looked pompous over this confirmation, but instead she just smiled at me sweetly, pushing herself up on her knees to press her breasts into my face for a moment. I sucked on one of her nipples, then the other, ravenously for a moment before she settled down, bouncing up and down on my cock eagerly for a moment before climbing off my impossibly hard cock.
"Alright, girls, I got him nice and ready!" Scarlett announced.
"Lexa too," Cecilia said, crawling out from behind Lexa.
Cecilia and Scarlett looked quite satisfied with themselves, crawling to each other and kissing lusciously in a display I would have loved watching at any other time, but with Lexa on all fours next to me, ready and waiting for me to fuck her ass, well, even two gorgeous girls making out could only hold my attention for so long. Lexa looked over her shoulder at me with such expectation and hope, biting her lip as she flexed her ass cheeks. Her ass was more tightly-muscled than the other two girls, but with still enough beautifully pronounced flare from her dance background with color guard to look absolutely perfect. She flexed her cheeks, drawing me in as she presented her tight, glistening hole.
"You ready for me?" Lexa teased as I crawled up behind her.
Lining my cock up with her asshole and pushing against it, I said, "Always..."
Lexa grunted, then let out a high-pitched squeal of pleasure and pain as I forced my cockhead inside of her, groaning and pushing back against me as I penetrated her tightest hole. I gripped her hips, holding on to her to make sure I would have no trouble sliding in the rest of the way. Lexa grunted and shivered, her whole body trembling as I forced every last inch inside of her, but never once did she quit. Looking back at me, she kept groaning and urging me onward, never once quitting until I was completely buried inside of her.
"Oh, fuck yeah!" Scarlett exclaimed. "You look so fucking hot, Lexa!"
"I feel hot..." Lexa replied, shaking all over. "Holy fuck..."
"Yeah, it's overwhelming, been there, done that, you'll get over it and fucking love it soon," Cecilia said, crawling in front of Lexa and lying on her back, spreading her legs to present her pussy to her friend.
Lexa barely looked like she could comprehend words as her face contorted with pleasure, but as Cecilia revealed herself, comprehension wasn't necessary. Overcome by pleasure as I fucked her ass and operating on pure instinct, she dove in face first and ate Cecilia out, causing the girl in front of her to moan beautifully.



Briefly, Cecilia and I locked eyes, sharing a knowing smile as we both took our pleasure from Lexa. We had that unique understanding that came from group sex, of knowing what it was like to share a truly hot, wonderful person between you, of that singular pleasure of sharing each other with someone else while we lost ourselves to the moment.
And then Scarlett came in next to Lexa and me, smiling as she reached down to toy with Lexa's clit.
"I'm getting her off so I can get you in my ass sooner," Scarlett explained, turning to look at her now moaning friend. "Don't get me wrong, I'm happy you're happy and enjoying him up your ass, but it's fucking hot watching you two and I want some of that too, and since we're at my house and I'm horny and feeling a little selfish right now... don't worry, I'll get you off hard, you know I'm good for it."
"Don't get her off *too* fast," Cecilia chided, groaning as she held Lexa's face to her pussy. "Can't have her stopping... can't have her stopping yet, not when I'm getting there... come on..."
Looking like she wanted to pout, Scarlett took her fingers away from Lexa's pussy, but then shrugged and pressed her body against me.
"Well, fine, if I can't finger her, I guess I get to keep you company, huh?" Scarlett mused, running her hands over my muscles as I fucked her friend up the ass.
"I can think of worse things," I grunted, playfully spanking Lexa.
Lexa groaned, though what her opinion on anything was in this moment was difficult to be sure of. With her mouth full of Cecilia's pussy, I only had her body to go on... but fuck, was she responsive. Tight and athletic as she was, even though I was in a dominant position fucking her, Lexa could ably keep up with me, fucking back against me and squeezing the life out of my cock with her amazingly tight ass while I pounded her.
Scarlett watched as I went harder at her friend, smiling up at me as she pressed her tits into my side. "Yeah... Lexa's fucking gorgeous... watching the two of you together, that's like watching art... but don't tire yourself out, not when you've still got little old me to fuck... my ass and your cock, they were fucking made for each other, and once you start to fuck me, and I mean *really* fuck me in the ass... you'll never be the same."
I wasn't sure that I wanted to be forever changed *quite* that much, but I had to admit, caught up in the moment as I was, with all three of these girls looking so fucking amazing and keeping me so hard, I was up for anything really.
I leaned in, kissing Scarlett, ready to make out with her, only for her to push me away with a smile. "I like kissing you, but focus on her... focus on fucking Lexa, fuck her ass, destroy her ass, make her cum screaming... make her cum, but don't you cum... focus on Lexa 'cause she's so fucking hot and she needs to cum like she needs her ass fucked and fucked hard, come on, do it, fucking do it, fucking destroy her..."
Lexa was moaning deliriously into Cecilia's pussy, and though the four of us were involved in some top shelf debauchery, I found it surprisingly easy to let the rest of the room melt away and focus entirely on her. I gripped her hops tightly, watching as her body flexed and her ass jiggled with every impact. Though she couldn't adequately express it with her mouth this full, Lexa was absolutely loving this, getting fucked in just the way she needed to have her ass fucked. She was made for this kind of sex, and I was made to give it to her, and as our bodies worked in perfect sync in this deliciously naughty act, it felt like we had found our moment of perfection.
Of course, that soon passed when she came, her voice muffled by Cecilia's cunt, and Cecilia's louder cries as she too came. It was a nice, messy round of orgasms that was soon interrupted by Scarlett pulling me out of Lexa's ass, then pushing me onto my back on the bed. No longer going to be denied, Scarlett smirked down at me as she squatted over my cock in reverse cowgirl position, lining it up with her hole and confidently sitting down on me.
Though I did not generally like ranking girls, I was willing to admit that the girls were right in Scarlett having the best ass of the three. Her cheeks were a little softer, her asshole easily the tightest, and even with the difficulty she must have been facing, she made it look easy as she sank down on top of me. From this position, I was given an amazing view as my cock disappeared into her ass an inch at a time until it had completely vanished up her ass.
"Now isn't that a beautiful sight?" Cecilia purred as she lay down next to me, pressing her breasts into my left side.
"I'll say," Lexa agreed, pushing in on my right side. "Watching Scarlett get fucked in the ass like this... there's few experiences like it."
"Me *getting* fucked in the ass... that's a whole lot better!" Scarlett groaned, running her hands over her body as she looked over her shoulder at me.
"I'd make a good case for being balls-deep in your ass," I commented, my voice shaky as I reached down to squeeze Scarlett's butt.
Scarlett giggled. "Yeah, I get that a lot."
For emphasis, she wiggled her ass, groaning and squeaking and laughing with pleasure, before planting her feet on the bed and properly beginning to ride my cock.
Scarlett rode me like her life depended on it, and if it had only been the two of us, I think there was a good chance that I would have cum in her then and there. Sandwiched between Cecilia and Lexa, though, I was torn in many directions at once. First Cecilia would be kissing me, then Lexa, then they'd be kissing above me, or thrusting their tits into my face so I couldn't help but suck one or both of their nipples. All the while, Scarlett was above me, moaning and whining and riding my cock fast and hard, her hand a blur over her clit as she fingered herself.
I didn't know how she could have kept this pace up, but before long she fell back against me, leaning against my chest while my cock was still up her ass. She leaned into me, kissing me and grabbing my hands and slapping them onto her breasts. I was all to happy to feel her up, grunting and pounding up into her as hard as I could while we both approached our truly catastrophic orgasms.
At any given moment, I couldn't say with any certainty who I was groping and who was kissing whom, but so lost was I to pleasure that I couldn't have cared less. Seconds, minutes, perhaps hours later, it was hard to keep track at this point, Scarlett came above me, laughing and squealing and shaking as her pussy gushed uncontrollably, while I came one last time inside of her exquisite ass. Her ass muscles massaged me, milking every last drop out of my cock until I felt completely drained.
I collapsed into the bed, and as soon as Lexa helped pull her off of me, Scarlett fell on the bed next to me. The four of us lay in bed for a moment, catching our breaths, laughing and groaning in the aftermath of some truly amazing sex.
Finally speaking up, Lexa said, "I know it's probably a mood breaker, but it's gotta be said: great teamwork, everyone!"
Laughing softly, Cecilia raised a hand to high-five Lexa. "Yeah... hear hear... go team!"
Giggling, Scarlett replied, "Well, I'm not on a team, but if that's what teamwork gets me, I'm all for it... holy fuck, I'm so well-fucked."
"Yeah... thanks for all of that, by the way, Ryan... I'll be feeling that for days," Lexa said, smiling sweetly. "It's not a bad thing... just... *wow*..."
"Mhm..." Cecilia said, leaning in and slowly kissing me. "I think we're all entitled to a moment of post-sex bliss right about now, after what we've all been through, wouldn't you say?"
I looked between the girls, from Lexa to Scarlett to Cecilia, seeing all these girls who were normally so composed in their own unique ways, all of them basking in this beautiful euphoria that came from such a singular experience. We'd all done something great together... and with the right kind of help, what couldn't we accomplish really?
I thought about this for a moment, to Cecilia's earlier offer, and nodded in acceptance of this. I did need to deal with Micah, and I was going to need some help... maybe even a *lot* of help, actually. As a plan formed, I realized it could be done, and it could be done in the fashion such a jerk deserved... but it was definitely not something I could do on my own.
That was a problem for later, however... for now, I reached around, wrapping my arms around these girls' shoulders and lay in bed feeling like a fucking king.
"A moment of bliss, sure..." I said, grinning playfully. "But I hope you girls aren't done yet..."
Grinning to each other conspiratorially, Cecilia, Lexa and Scarlett broke out in laughter that I quickly joined as we accepted that this evening still had a lot of life in it.
***
(Author's Note 2: For the longest time, writing this story was something that I did in my spare time for fun, but because of the great support of so many readers, I am nearly able to write these stories full-time. It's been amazing, and I cannot thank you and your enthusiasm enough. As ever, if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series, as it truly keeps me going sometimes. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. For a lot of reasons, it's been hard for the last few years, and in times like that it gets really easy to forget the little things and not take care of yourself, and I humbly ask that you take time out of your day for some self-care when you can. Stay hydrated. Move around every so often. Brush your teeth and floss. Try to get a reasonable amount of sleep as often as possible. And, of course, please take care of your mental health. Address problems rather than bottling them up, and if things seem like too much, just know that there are people and resources out there who would be more than happy to help you, and that many are just a phone call away. It's a rough world out there, but we can't make it a better place if we don't take care of ourselves first. As always, please be good to yourselves and to everyone else!)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: With the bullying and threats of drama club asshole, Micah Burke, eating away at 18-year-old Ryan Collins' senior year, he took up a mysterious offer of help in dealing with him. Meeting at a local boxing gym with beautiful, black drama club girl, 18-year-old Cecilia Dunwich, Ryan considered her offer and advice, while unable to stop admiring her easy confidence and amazing good looks. Though figuring that boxing was not his best approach to the Micah threat, he did enjoy Cecilia's company, and was certainly enticed by an offer to leave the gym with Cecilia and her two best friends, 18-year-old Scarlett Bishop and 18-year-old Lexa Reynard. Surrounded by three beautiful black girls and a whole lot of sexual tension, Ryan enjoyed some hot tub truth or dare, and a whole lot of sex with the trio of girls before deciding that he needed to find a way of dealing with Micah once and for all...
***
***
NOW
***
I stood on the silent, dark stage of our school's main auditorium, feeling completely and utterly alone in the blackness. If my feet weren't anchored to the ground, I could have been floating in space for how isolated I felt... but I was here in Regan Hills High School, and I wouldn't be alone here much longer.
Nervous as I was, I knew I had no one to blame but myself for my being here. This was my idea, I had set the terms and the location and even goaded him into coming, but perhaps I should have also been a little more dramatic and set some of the lights as well. Standing here like I was, I couldn't help but feel like the world was pulling away from me by inches with every passing moment... but balling my fists, I forced myself to have patience and let this scene play out.
As with everything else that had happened this year, nothing was quite so simple as my primal fears might have wanted to believe, but the fact that I had always done as much as possible to avoid confrontation and was now actively courting it wasn't lost on me. Even as I was prepared for whatever fight must come next, I stood there on the stage with my hands shaking, every so often checking my phone to make sure my messages to my tormentor had gone through.
As was always the case when I questioned my sanity over whether I'd sent a text, I had, and he had certainly seen them, but with no response from him I was left here on my own to play the waiting game while he... well, I was sure he was enjoying being fashionably late and keeping me twisting in the wind.
After all, he was an actor, and he certainly had a flair for the dramatic.
Stage lights snapped on above me, bright and overpowering and bringing the entire empty stage to life. It didn't seem so big and empty now that I could see all of it, but that didn't stop me from feeling vulnerable and alone.
But I wasn't alone... not here, not on this stage. I looked around, still blinking and squinting as my eyes got used to the light, holding a hand to shade my eyes so I could better see what was going on and see what direction the attack might come from.
Unsurprisingly, he walked out of the darkness with a slow clap, smiling that stupid, superior smirk of his that I so desperately wanted to smack off his face as he appeared before me.
"I got your messages... and I'm glad you finally decided to man up and face me directly," he said, still slow-clapping. "Of course, if it were up to me, given this venue for battle, I'd have dropped a chandelier on your head and been done with it... but alas, there are no chandeliers to be found, and even if there were, my hands are meant for much better things than untying knots. Lucky for you."
As my eyes finally adjusted, Micah Burke came into proper focus before me. As ever, the handsome, blonde 18-year-old kept this meticulous look about him, one that was meant to look effortlessly casual and somehow managed to look perfectly calculated. His shoulder-length, wavy blonde hair was swept behind his ears and shimmering with a number of products, and as ever his clothes were slightly too high-end, but never *too* too high-end, for our school, giving him that look of an amicable beach bum who might have been preppy once upon a time, at least until you got a good look at his face. While he had the kind of face you could have easily seen belonging to a leading man on a movie poster, there was an undeniable emptiness to his eyes and that smile he always kept plastered to his face that kept him from looking as charming as he thought he was.
He wasn't smiling today, though, looking unusually focused as he approached me. Considering everything that had happened between us since I was assigned to write an article on the upcoming spring musical, that made sense, as we had built up a decent animosity over the past month between us. As was often the case this year, I'd spent my time within the drama club getting into any number of naughty misadventures with the beautiful girls I'd met within. Micah, possessive of these drama club girls as if they were his property, had made it clear that he didn't appreciate the time I'd spent with them, first threatening me and then ultimately trying to get me in trouble with Principal Carpenter.
There had been some close calls, but I'd always had friends and allies help me out of those problems. Knowing this confrontation to be inevitable, I'd set this meeting up between us, and now stood alone on the stage, watching Micah cautiously as he approached.
"Lucky me," I replied, pushing my glasses up my nose as I took in a breath. "I wanted to sort this out before it got out of hand."
"It's already out of hand..." he said threateningly. "It got out of hand the moment you didn't give me what I wanted and tried to take what was mine."
Careful to keep my eyes on him, I backed away and remembered my lines. "I don't want to fight you... I just want to end this. We don't have to resort to violence."
Grinning, Micah methodically unbuttoned, then rolled up each of his sleeves to the elbow to expose his lean, well-muscled arms. "This will end soon, once and for all, but if you thought you were going to get out of this without violence, well... then you're an even bigger fool than you look."
Quickly, he flexed each of his arms, punching out to each side like he was reloading his fists, before holding them up in a mock boxing position. Whatever false bravado came with the gesture, I could tell by the way that he carried himself that he *did* know at least a little of what he was doing here, which, whether I liked it or not, made him dangerous.
"Alright, let's do this," he said, trying on his best intimidating voice.
To be fair to him, it was decently intimidating... but I'd been intimidated by scarier bullies than Micah in the past. If I didn't lose my head here, I could easily come out on top of this situation.
"You sure you don't want to sort this out with words? Because you seem like the kinda guy who likes words, and I'm *definitely* a guy who likes words... so maybe we could banter a little first, exchange barbs and witticisms and playful insults before you try to end this by hurting me?" I asked, hoping to stall for at least a little time.
"Fuck words... you wouldn't listen to my words before, you ignored me and everything I had to say, so you pay the price. Nerds like you only understand violence, so for you to understand the true way of things in *my* drama club, violence is what you're going to receive..." Micah said, approaching me with a dark grin. "Though if you've got any last words before we get down to this, I'm always up for a laugh..."
I could've thought of a lot of words for Micah, but I gave him none. I wouldn't give the asshole any more satisfaction than I already had... and I knew I'd given him a lot by this point. No, as he bore down on me, and I again debated how smart an idea this whole silly plan of mine was, I was thinking of four other words that had gotten the ball rolling and led to me standing on this black stage.
***
THEN
***
"I need your help," I said.
The girl I'd accompanied after school to this secondhand store stopped looking at the pieces of used furniture she'd been sent here to scout out, standing up and surveying me with those piercing, ever-perceptive eyes of hers. As ever, she stared at me with such a no-nonsense plainness that I immediately found myself feeling almost embarrassed for having taken this long to approach her.
Looking me up and down quickly and nodding with understanding, 18-year-old Olivia Raine-Goldblum replied, "That's for damn sure."
At 5'9", this pale girl with shoulder-length, shimmering black hair could look me in the eye more easily than most, and when her haunting hazel eyes unhesitatingly stared into my own, I knew she also understood me better than most as well. Though she often hid away behind her hoodie in the hopes of blending into the background, I knew her to be perceptive and clever in her own intensely sarcastic way. I had been unofficially working with her under the instruction of drama teacher Mrs. Wanda Harker, and had come to know Olivia as someone I could trust, even if our friendship status was still uniquely questionable. There was something in her cleverness, a certain fire she kept buried deep that drew me to her, and given how she'd gone out of her way to save me with Micah in the principal's office, well, you could say I rather liked having her in my life.
That she was cute as hell, and a good kisser that one time she kissed me, was icing on the cake. Though she rarely smiled, her pale face, intent eyes and pouty lips gave her a kind of Wednesday Addams vibe I couldn't help but find attractive as hell, while her usual hoodie and jeans outfit couldn't hide the fact that her curves, while modest, were certainly enticing.
Perhaps most important to my current situation was that, as a member of our school's stage crew, Olivia was used to getting things done and dealing with problems among the drama kids, and not wanting to trouble any of my girlfriends with all this drama drama, there was no question that Olivia was the first person that I had to talk to here to wrap this up.
"Micah's not going to go away," I said.
"Correct," Olivia said, scoffing at the price tag on a small table and shaking her head. "He is a persistent infection that must be burned out at the source, though unfortunately antibiotics have little effect on something his size."
I snorted a laugh away, keeping up with her as she continued on down the aisle of secondhand furniture.
"So, if he's not going to go away, then I'm gonna have to do something about him instead. Something... *conclusive*," I continued.
"Also correct, though after your adventure in the principal's office, I assume you have already come to the conclusion that violence is not going to be your best option?" she replied.
I sighed. "Yeah... yeah, I've gotten there, too. If I start a physical fight with him, I'll probably lose, and almost certainly get expelled if we're caught. After that close call with Principal Carpenter... no, I can't risk that again."
"For whatever consolation it's worth, you'd likely take him down with you, at least... if you take the zero-tolerance policy into account. Which could have its uses if appropriately exploited, but likely is not the kind of event you'd wish your scholastic future to contain," Olivia said, her tone thoughtful.
"Yeah, I'd like to avoid expulsion if at all possible," I replied. "And preferably a fight... I mean, if I have to, I will, but I'm not exactly known for my ability to take a punch."
"No, you're not... hurm," she said thoughtfully, snapping a couple pictures of some nearby pieces with her phone. "So, you would like to wrap up the Micah Burke plotline, but you would like to do so in a manner that would avoid your own expulsion. A difficult proposition, but not an impossible one. It's just a trickier needle to thread than you would no doubt like..."
Taking a breath, I shared what little brainstorming on the subject I'd already done, "I was thinking some kind of humiliation? It worked so well at Homecoming; I was wondering if I could do something like that for Micah as well?"
Quickly, Olivia replied, "For humiliation to work, you have to make sure that your target can actually be humiliated, and unfortunately for you, Micah is famously shameless, and skilled at playing the victim at that. Most attempts at humiliating him would likely end up in him being able to spin matters to his favor and make you look the villain, putting you back in that position you would rather not be in."
Thinking back to the principal's office and that false look of fear on his face as Micah tried to frame me for bullying, I glowered.
"Well, at least he's lost some credit with Principal Carpenter, after you exposed him," I said, hopeful.
She shook her head. "A temporary setback for him, but with enough theatrics and shamelessness, he will no doubt find himself back within the administration's good graces sooner rather than later, spinning that loss into a victory."
Damn. I'd really hoped that that victory would at least give us some kind of advantage we could use, but it made an annoying amount of sense that Micah wouldn't easily be held back by something like that.
"So, we need to take his advantages away from him. Find some way of making it clear to everyone who, and *what*, he is, in a way that cannot be ignored or spun," I said.
Olivia nodded thoughtfully, then said, "That would be the goal... but I think that if you want to truly be noticed, you'll have to do something, dare I say, *theatrical*."
She bent over at the waist, checking the price of a chair. Even in my current distracted state, I couldn't help but enjoy the view as her tight jeans stretched over her ass. For a girl with hips as narrow as hers, she had a nice and round, if still modest, butt... but that wasn't why I was here. I shook my head, trying to refocus myself.
"How theatrical are we talking here?" I asked.
Standing back up, her eyes darting to me quickly as if testing whether I was checking her out before looking away again, Olivia said, "There are many degrees of theatricality that could be employed to send a message. Were it my revenge to plan, I would think a little Shakespeare, a little Christie... something dramatic that cuts to the core of who he is and everything he holds dear and strips away his advantages. Take away these assets until he has nothing to fight you with and you've broken his will, and the world and its institutions could only ever possibly take your side in the conflict."
I ran a hand through my hair, surprised at her blunt vehemence. "Fuck, Olivia, I'm just trying to take on a bully, not overthrow a country."
"He made this war when he attacked you, and if you do not treat it as one while he continues to, then he has already defeated you," Olivia replied, her tone steady yet carrying a slight harshness to it that cut to the point.
Chastened, I replied, "Sorry."
"Don't be sorry," she said, considering. "He is the aggressor... you have nothing to be sorry for. I only want you to prepare to do what must be done, no matter how dramatic it might get."
I was beginning to understand that Olivia probably had more of a history with Micah than she'd already detailed to me, and one that I was probably better off not exploring at this moment. This was something more than just her helping me with a bully... she had wrongs to right by taking on Micah as well, and whatever victory came from this was going to be ours to share.
Nodding as I thought all this out, I asked, "So, do you have anything in mind for something dramatic?"
"Perhaps... but I would need to know what you count among your assets," Olivia continued, her thoughtful eyes boring into me.
Amused at her word choice, I replied, "Lamentably, I can't count a wheelbarrow among them."
Olivia looked at me completely deadpan, and I understood quickly that this was likely not the best time for movie references.
"I've made friends with a handful of the girls from drama club, as you know," I explained, trying to count them off on my fingers. "Cecilia, Chloe, Doreen, Zahra... maybe Faith and Amy, and if I'm stretching possibly Mikayla..."
"Don't forget your network of girls outside of drama club; if rumor control is necessary, you have access to a web of potential propagandists who would no doubt happily help turn the tide of public opinion in your favor," she said, her voice quick and methodical.
While I didn't like to think of any of the women in my life like that, it was hard arguing Olivia's point.
"And you think it will come to that?" I asked.
"Not sure," Olivia admitted, looking off into space as she took in all the information. "But it never hurts to have a complete accounting of what you would count among your assets."
"Well, I've got *you* on that list, too, then," I said.
"Obviously," she replied, a faint glimmer of a smile on her lips. "But my influence in these circles is limited. I'm not exactly well-known, and not particularly liked by those who do happen to know me."
"Well, *I* like you, for whatever it's worth," I said, smiling warmly.
Olivia looked back at me with a faint look of surprise, that hint of a smile on her deliciously pouty lips growing for a moment, before disappearing just as quickly.
"While that is certainly... welcome, it hardly helps us in our current conundrum," Olivia said, sighing dramatically. "If only we had a better in with Mrs. Harker..."
I raised my eyebrow at this. "I thought we did... I mean, she asked us to be her second sets of eyes on all this drama drama... couldn't we just both go to her, tell her everything we know, get down on our knees and beg and plead if we have to and ensure that Micah doesn't get anywhere near the roles he wants? That would certainly be a powerful humiliation for him."
"We could try," she said, thoughtful. "But whether she would listen is another matter entirely. By my best understanding, she mostly wanted our input on who would get the role of Audrey... she's otherwise rather set on Micah as Seymour, I believe, because he is exceptionally good at sucking up and otherwise talented in all the relevant ways that would help him succeed on stage. It's gotten to a point where few others are even attempting to challenge him, and what challenges there are have been halfhearted at best."
I thought about the potential contenders among the drama boys that I knew, and couldn't deny they were few and far between, but as a friendly face came into focus, I suggested, "What about Tommy Jarvis?"
Olivia looked somewhat surprised at my suggestion of the good-hearted and giant walking teddy bear of a member of the drama club. "I'm not sure of his interest in the part... no doubt he tried out for it, but most likely because it was expected. Nevertheless, he's got the talent. He could provide a decent challenge to Micah with the right persuasion."



"Decent enough to win the part?" I asked.
She thought about this some more. "Yes... Tommy's confidence can be shaken easily, but I know he is not a Micah supporter. He might be intimidated by trying out for the lead, but he has the capacity to do it justice, and that is something that Mrs. Harker would understand."
This was sounding promising. "Do you know him well enough to be that kind of persuasive?"
She considered this point. "Perhaps. I will see what can be done with him. And what will you be doing while I address Tommy?"
"Wearing out my contacts list, circling the wagons, seeing who I can get to help," I explained, ticking off boxes as I thought of them. "Ideally talking to Mrs. Harker, working my magic, using every trick in the book I've got with her... which, admittedly, I've got a fair few tricks that could help. Then, when the time comes, talking Micah into... well, whatever you've got planned."
"Mhm..." Olivia replied thoughtfully. "If you *can* get support from the people whose opinions matter to Micah, I can see something working, with the right venue."
"The little theatre?" I suggested. "If we're going theatrical, I mean."
She shook her head. "Too few entrances and exits... if my plan fails, you won't be able to make a run for it and he might deal some real damage to you."
"Well, I don't want that," I said, thinking about the other options before settling on the craziest sounding one that came to mind. "What about the auditorium?"
Olivia licked her lips, then nodded. "There are no events planned there in the near future, it would be a reasonably discreet venue."
"Even though discretion isn't the name of the game for our scheme," I said.
"Correct," she replied, looking at me with some concern. "You know, for this to work, you're going to have to make Micah look bad."
"I won't have to try all that hard," I said.
"No," Olivia said, taking in a breath. "But had you considered that this experience might be on the more... tactile side? If you want this dramatic a performance, you might have to get in harm's way, and as we've discussed, you're not particularly well-known for your ability to take a punch."
I thought about this. I thought about Micah's threats of taking everything away from me, of his smug fucking face, of that entitlement he carried with him of what he thought the world owed him and that he alone was the only one worthy of it. I knew the guy had some muscle on him, but that he was far from the most muscled guy who had ever hit me.
"I've been in harm's way before," I said, trying to sound resolved through my voice's shakiness. "I can take Micah Burke."
***
NOW
***
I'd been good at dodging Micah's blows so far, but when that first punch connected with my shoulder... I gotta say, it fucking hurt. It was far from the worst pain in my life, and Kyle could hit *much* harder than Micah could ever dream, but if you're not the kind of person who gets in fights very often, I'm not sure you can ever get used to getting punched.
Groaning in surprise and pain, I fell to one knee.
"Oh, come on, don't be a bitch about this... get up!" Micah taunted, dancing around me as he did a few playful combos with his fists above my head. "I'm not ready for this to be over, so, come on, get on your feet so I can knock you off 'em again!"
"And if I say no?" I asked, glancing out into the darkness of the auditorium for a moment, before looking back up at Micah.
He shrugged, then threw a quick flurry of punches into the air for show. "Then I'll have to do this while you're down there... it won't be as satisfying, but in the end, it makes no difference to me. You getting what's yours is the goal of the day, and if I gotta beat on you while you're down, then I'll beat you while you're down."
"Sporting of you..." I taunted, slowly forcing myself to my feet. "I'm sure that kind of attitude goes over *great* with the ladies."
Micah grinned at me, doing that stupid reloading his fists movement again, and said, "My bitches like what I tell them to like. They know that there's no guy like me... that I'm *special*. They know I can do better than any other guy, because I've got a fucking *destiny*. They know a real alpha when they see one and know how they're supposed to treat him. These bitches understand how things *are*... unlike you. But you will, soon."
He swung for me, and I dodged again, trying to keep quick on my toes and with my words, sarcastically saying, "You seem to have such a high opinion of these girls... and yet you still call them... well, you call them *that*."
"Not to their faces; I'm not fucking stupid," he said, running toward me and landing a punch to my side that I couldn't dodge. "You gotta make them think they're better than they are... that's what I've found. Make them think they're better, but not better enough that you're not doing them a fucking favor by fucking their brains out... let them know what an honor it is to get fucked by a fucking *star*... that's how you fucking get yourself bitches. Not whatever pussy shit you do... fuck, with what you do, your list can't even compare to mine. I've got my bitches *all* lined up..."
I looked at him, dumbstruck and thinking that I might have seriously overestimated Micah's intelligence. This could've actually been a serious problem, actually, since the dumber people were, the more dangerous they could be, and I hadn't accounted for that. Olivia knew Micah well enough that she might've considered this and prepared accordingly, but I wasn't sure even she had known this manic, borderline *unhinged* side of Micah Burke.
I could have aborted the plan... could have cut and run and hoped that our encounter here was sufficient to accomplish Olivia's and my ends... but even as he landed another punch to my side, I felt a determination boiling up inside of me. I wasn't the same guy I was when I was rolling over for Kyle Bowman. I was stronger in body and spirit than that earlier, weaker version of myself. I had faced down bullies and problems and worked my way out of them with the help of my friends, just like this time. I realized in this moment that even if I still looked like the skinny, fearful nerd I had always been, I wasn't that guy anymore, and didn't have to behave like him.
I chuckled, eyeing him defiantly. It came out a low, unpleasant sound that echoed across the stage. Confusion crossed Micah's face, perhaps for the fact that I had not given up in the face of his pure "alpha" bullshit, or perhaps he just wasn't used to being laughed at. Whatever the case may be, my defiance only seemed to annoy him even more.
"Stop laughing... you shouldn't be laughing, I just fucking hit you!" he exclaimed, taking a step back.
This was not enough motivation to stop me from laughing, and I only cackled louder and longer. I must have looked particularly deranged, and probably not the best version of myself as I did it, but dear god did it feel good to spite him so. The look of shock and bewilderment on his normally overconfident face was enough to compensate for however insane I must have sounded.
Still, I had a part to play in all this, and with effort, I composed myself to the best of my ability.
"I've been hit worse by worse people than you," I said, straightening myself up as I tempered my laughter. "And I really don't appreciate you calling these girls awful names like that."
"I'll call them whatever the fuck I want!" Micah shot back, defensive and keeping his distance from me. "Bitches have denied me for too fucking long, and now that I'm ready for them, it's my fucking time to shine! I'm the star of this story, not you! Not any of them! This is *my* story! My senior year! This is my turn to be the fucking star I've always been meant to be, and you... by the time I'm done with you, you'll be fucking *nothing*, and you'll like it because I tell you to."
This was getting better by the moment, bringing my laughter back in full force. "And you really think you can get away with it?"
He scoffed. "Mrs. Harker knows talent when she sees it. She knows I have *it*."
Puffing himself up to look particularly important in front of me, Micah boasted, "And besides, she's one of my bitches... she'll do whatever I tell her to do."
Now, I was hardly one to say that Mrs. Harker would *never* fuck a student, but I liked to think I knew her well enough that she wouldn't have crossed that line for an idiot like Micah. The way he held himself, that slight shakiness that hid within his bravado, even an actor as good as Micah couldn't sell this lie. I laughed... hard, only angering him further.
"What the fuck?" he yelled, taking a wild swing at me that I easily dodged. "That's not funny!"
"You and Mrs. Harker?" I laughed, my voice dripping with spite. "Yeah, that actually is pretty fucking funny."
Growling angrily, Micah practically roared, "It happened! I fucked her! I fucked her hard and made the bitch scream! Not like you could ever fucking know how fine a bitch like her is..."
I laughed even harder at this, which did make his next punch to the side of my face hurt not quite as bad as it could've. It rang my bell enough almost to make me cry out in pain, but buoyed by memories of some even sweeter cries... well, it could've been worse.
***
THEN
***
As far as I was concerned, Mrs. Wanda Harker was a MILF who could not look bad if she tried. The pale, raven-haired, 28-year-old drama teacher had an inherently sultry nature to her, and that was before you got to her insane, cartoon pin-up girl body. At 5'5", she had the very definition of an hourglass figure, with an overall tight body save for her wide hips, epic ass, and insane, J-cup breasts that made every piece of clothing she wore struggle not to burst open. Her beautiful face usually had a commanding look to it, but after knowing her as long as I did, I knew how to press her buttons well enough to make her putty in my hands.
The afternoon I made good on my idea to work my magic on her, Mrs. Harker greeted me at her office behind our school's little theatre wearing a tight black dress that looked painted on, its skirt barely reaching mid-thigh while the front plunged down enough to give what looked like a mile of that delicious cleavage she wore so well. She definitely hadn't worn this when teaching today, which made me feel a particular swelling of excitement knowing this was a show only I'd get to enjoy.
The moment I closed and locked the door behind me, the two of us exchanged a glance that made all intent clear. I matched the hungry look in her eyes with my own as she licked her full, ruby-red lipstick-coated lips and smiled a dark little smile at me.
"So... what're you gonna do?" Mrs. Harker asked, smirking devilishly.
I didn't answer her with words, because I didn't need to answer her with words. I closed the distance between the two of us quickly, claiming her mouth with my own as we kissed passionately, the two of us pressing our bodies against one another as we met in a hot, fiery mass of sexual energy.
In seconds, I'd pulled the front of her dress down, baring her massive tits and ducking down to feast on her nipples as she moaned lusciously.
Not long after that, Mrs. Harker had unbuckled my belt and pulled my jeans down, reaching into my underwear to grasp and stroke my thick, hard, ten-inch-long erection as we made out.
Not to be outdone, I reached down with both hands and grabbed her skirt, enjoying the way it molded to her ass before I pulled it up and over the flare of her hips.
It was little surprise to me that she wasn't wearing any panties, as Mrs. Harker was always the kind of woman who knew what she wanted when it came to sex and prepared accordingly... which might also have explained why she was so hot and wet when I reached between her thighs to finger her dripping sex.
The next few moments were a blur of sweaty bodies and stripping off clothes, but it wasn't long before I was naked on top of her, pinning her to the couch and pumping my cock eagerly into her gripping, quivering cunt.
"Yes, yes, fuck yes, fuck YES!!! Fuck me, Ryan... fuck me with that huge fucking cock... yes, yes, holy fuck, yes!" Mrs. Harker moaned wildly, her massive tits pillowing against my chest as I gave it to her.
I loved the sight of this dominant, controlling woman beneath me, losing it as I gave it to her and turned her into my own mewling sex doll. Any and all control she might have had when I walked into the room had been lost as she looked up at me, her eyes watery and her mouth dropped open in an O of pleasure as I grunted and fucked her with a primal need.
Her dress still bunched up around her midsection, Mrs. Harker reached down between her legs, fingering her clit as I fucked her.
"Mmm, keep going, please, please keep going, like that..." she moaned as I pumped into her. "It's not gonna take long, you'll make me... fuck, you'll make me cum, gonna make me cum, fuck, fuckfuckfuckfuckFUCKFUCKFUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!"
Mrs. Harker's pussy clamped down on my cock, gushing as she moaned and writhed against me in her quick, sharp orgasm. I knew from experience that Mrs. Harker could go longer and harder than this, and that this was probably just a quick, desperation orgasm to take some of the pressure off, but when you're buried balls deep in a beauty this maddeningly gorgeous, you really don't worry too much about things like that. You just slow down for a moment, try to gauge her pace, and then start fucking into her more properly once she's caught her breath enough to enjoy it.
I did this, picking a deliberate, swift pace that had her moaning and groaning in no time as she looked up at me with a thoroughly pleased, lusty smile.
"Thanks... I've been backed up for a while, and I think I just needed a quick top-off before really getting into it," she explained, kissing me and smiling up at me dreamily.
"I was gonna ask," I chuckled, continuing to fuck her. "Not getting enough at home?"
Mrs. Harker rolled her eyes. "Fuck, no, and with all this play prep, I haven't been able to make it to a book club meeting in ages it feels like..."
I kissed her again, reaching up to squeeze one of her nipples as I fucked her. "Oh? I'd have thought that you'd still be riding high off the retreat..."
Reaching back to playfully swat my ass, she explained, "Yeah, when you've got a body and a sex drive like I do, that Book Club retreat's good for a week, tops... you know how much I need this fucking cock to keep me going."
"Oh, that I do..." I groaned, thrusting nice and deep inside of her.
Mrs. Harker moaned, running a hand over my chest and saying, "So in your text, you said you had some play business to discuss... was that true, or was that just a pretense for getting me naked and fucking the shit out of me? Because I'm fine if it's the latter, but-"
Grunting and without changing pace, I interrupted her, "Actually, I did have some thoughts I wanted to run by you... since you *have* asked for my thoughts..."
"I have..." she groaned, reaching back to grip my ass. "But if I'm getting notes, I want to get them while I ride you..."
"Naturally," I replied, kissing her and pulling out of her pussy.
We shifted position quickly to me sitting on the couch and her straddling my hips, riding me energetically and shoving her tits in my face. This position was, understandably, one she excelled in, slamming her epic ass down in my lap while her huge, swinging tits bounced in my face. I genuinely did want to give her some notes, but when a pair of breasts that massive have taken up your entire field of vision, it's hard not to suck on them for a little while.
Or a long while.
I knew Mrs. Harker got particularly responsive when I played with her tits, and I may have gone at them with a little more energy than usual as I sucked and nibbled on her perfect nipples. Reaching back to grip her insane ass as she rode me, I soon got enough of my senses about me to remember why I'd come here in the first place.
"You wanted notes?" I groaned, finding focusing with the biggest tits I'd ever seen in my life in my face to be a Herculean challenge.
"Mhm..." Mrs. Harker replied, slowing her ride as she looked down at me with pleasant superiority. "I asked for Olivia's and your assistance because I wanted outside perspectives, an eye for truth unclouded by the politics of the theatre, and that still stands. I must solidify the cast list soon, so whatever notes you have would be greatly appreciated."
Admittedly, I was still having a hard time focusing, and Mrs. Harker seemed to find some distinct enjoyment in the effect she had on me as she rode me. As much as I wanted to make this a conversation, it seemed as if she wanted to drag this sweet fuck out as long as possible, planting her knees and slowly riding me, gyrating her hips and playfully squeezing my cock with her pussy muscles. Knowing she had my full attention, she grabbed her right breast and brought it up to her mouth, sucking her nipple while looking me in the eye unflinchingly. It was a powerfully erotic sight, the kind that threatened to make me cum then and there and forget about all my notes...
But I was a man with a mission, and not so easily distracted.
Reaching up, I grabbed her other nipple and pinched hard, forcing her to cry out in pain and pleasure as she set her other breast down. Mrs. Harker looked down at me, impressed and smiling, to which I took the opportunity to lean in and kiss her fiercely. Going back to thrusting up into her, I leaned back on the couch and reminded her of why I was here.
"I've got thoughts on your leads... thoughts you'll want to hear," I replied, keeping my voice firm as I ran my hands over her delicious body.
"Go on..." Mrs. Harker moaned, lacing her fingers behind my neck so she could lean back and better thrust her tits into my face. "Let's hear your thoughts on our little production of Little Shop of Horrors... let's hear who *you* think should play Audrey..."
Groaning pleasurably, I leaned in to feast on her nipples one more time before planting my hands on her ass, gripping her tightly and fucking up into her more firmly. While this was certainly a distraction, it also allowed me to get my thoughts together as I thought long and hard on just *who* I would give my recommendation for.
Over the last couple weeks, I'd gotten a chance to better get to know (and fuck) the four girls who were up for the lead role of Audrey. Busty and beautiful LARPer Zahra Dashti brought a sweet determination, while nerdy know-it-all Chloe Marcus had showed an amazing singing voice and a drive I found admirable. Class clown Doreen Bell would have certainly made a fun choice for the part, while bitchy Latina Faith Serrano had all the beauty and skills you'd want in a lead. I'd agonized over which of these four girls I'd give my recommendation to for what felt like ages, but in the end, one leapt out to me.
"Chloe... Chloe Marcus... I think she's the one you should cast as Audrey..." I groaned, nibbling on one of her nipples again. "She's an amazing singer, is truly focused, and has a sweetness that I think would be perfect for the part."
"Mmm, bite my nipple again, like that..." Mrs. Harker moaned, pressing her tits more firmly against my face. "Chloe... she wouldn't have been my first choice, but I won't lie... ohfuck, keep doing that... I won't lie that she has serious potential... I'll... I'll put some serious consideration into her."
"Do that... I don't think you'd regret having her as one of your leads," I said, nibbling on Mrs. Harker's nipple again before I prepared to discuss one of the more difficult matters. "I also want to talk to you about the other lead..."
"You really don't have to," she replied, leaning in to kiss my neck. "I've been locked down on Seymour for a while now..."



Without missing a beat, I said, "Micah Burke?"
Mrs. Harker nodded, riding me harder as an orgasm built inside of her. "He's... ohgod... he's the most qualified for the part... he's got the talent and already knows the whole book by heart, and he's always been helpful when I've ever needed to deal with behind-the-scenes problems... I know the two of you have had some trouble... but you seem to have sorted it out well. I know some of these drama kids can run kind of hot, but I'm going to need more than a little after school conflict to explain why he shouldn't get a role he's so thoroughly qualified for."
Grinning confidently, I reached down to finger her clit as she rode me, driving Mrs. Harker wild as she rode me harder. I knew I'd have to bust out the big guns if I wanted her ear on Micah, and while this might have been something of a low blow, I knew it would be one of the easiest ways to get my point across. Mrs. Harker looked on with wide eyes as she did this, her mouth dropping in pleased shock as I fingered her. She rode me more insistently, groaning wordlessly as I fucked back into her.
Sensing she was on the verge of an orgasm, I explained, "Now, while there are others who can back up what I'm about to say, and I'll happily call on them to share their experiences with your star pupil to further strengthen my case, I think you need to hear everything I know about Micah Burke..."
***
NOW
***
"Stop laughing!" Micah protested, annoyed. "This isn't *fucking* funny! This is *my* life, *my* show, not yours, and you don't get to laugh at it! You're not the fucking star!"
He swung for my head again, and I dodged out of the way with only inches to spare. I had to keep the laughter going, looking down at the floor of the auditorium's stage and finding that X of tape that Olivia had placed earlier.
I'd found my mark, now I just had to make sure I didn't forget my lines... and that Micah played this part he was born to play.
"So that's what you think, is it?" I said, raising my voice so there was no way I could be ignored. "You really think that this is all *your* show? Please. At best, you're a guest actor whose time is up, and not one with a high spot on the call sheet."
While this seemed to anger Micah to no end, my word choice seemed to cut into him in a way even he didn't expect, and he stopped in his tracks. There was a look of hurt to him that would've made me feel something if he were anyone else, but since he was still Micah fucking Burke... well, it took everything I had not to laugh in his face.
"Take that back," he said.
"No," I replied.
"Take it back," Micah replied, almost pleading. "I'm a star... I'm *the* star."
"No, you're not... you're just an asshole," I said, straightening myself out and trying to look as big as possible. "We all share this life together, and we're all the stars of our own show. If you ever want to be anything but an asshole, you'll have to understand that other people aren't just here for your amusement. We've all got lives and interests and personalities... and those girls you degrade to me so readily, they don't deserve that treatment. No... you'll never be the star if you remain this bitter, angry person... you won't be a star in this life, and certainly not in the spring production of Little Shop."
Still looking strangely shaky, Micah barked out a single defiant laugh. "Call me an asshole? Well, you're a fucking moron... I've already got that role wrapped up. I told you, Mrs. Harker's *mine*, and she fucking knows talent, and-"
"I'm gonna have to cut you off right there," I interrupted, grinning and raising my voice. "Olivia? Can we get a spotlight on Micah, please?"
Micah looked shocked as a light popped on overhead, giving him that spotlight he so craved, just not in the way he wanted it.
Taking advantage of his shock, I continued, "You see, the thing is, I've had a chat with Mrs. Harker and explained some things about you that you've done your best to hide, and a few of these girls that you've derided were plenty happy to corroborate my account. Mrs. Harker didn't like what she had to hear, not one bit... and I hate to break it to you, but you didn't get the lead. In fact, I doubt you'll get a role here ever again..."
Micah looked up at the light again, then down at me with a worried face. "Liar."
I couldn't help but grin as I explained, "You've been so focused on getting your pitiful revenge on me that you hadn't even noticed that the cast list was posted thirty-five minutes ago."
His eyes widened with shock, giving me enough time to snap my fingers for the next cue. A projector turned on, illuminating stage-sized screen beside Micah and I with a simple black and white document.
SPRING MUSICAL CAST LIST: LITTLE SHOP OF HORRORS
SEYMOUR KRELBORN: Tommy Jarvis
AUDREY: Chloe Marcus
MR. MUSHNIK: Chuck Finley
ORIN SCRIVELLO, DDS: Amy Temple
CRYSTAL: Cecilia Dunwich
RONETTE: Zahra Dashti
CHIFFON: Faith Serrano
AUDREY II (VOICE): Doreen Bell
Micah looked on the screen with dawning horror, his mouth dropping open in shock.
"No... no, no, no, no, no... why..." he murmured, his voice quiet yet rising. "This isn't possible, this isn't right... it isn't right... it can't be true... it isn't true, it can't... I'm the star... this was mine, it had to be mine... it *is* mine..."
Eyes blazing, he rounded on me and roared. "This was your doing! You came in here and you poisoned Mrs. Harker against me! Poisoned them all against me! This is all your fault! I'll... I'm gonna kick your ass! More!"
He said this last part so suddenly and bluntly that I had to take a step back. Balling his fists so tightly that I swore he drew blood from his palms, Micah approached me with thundering steps. While I might have enjoyed that wild look in his eyes just moments before, the intent he approached me with had me suddenly frightened. Micah clearly did not like the taste he'd just gotten of losing absolutely everything, and now that he knew what it felt like, it looked like he had every intention of not just kicking my ass, but possibly killing me.
I wish I could say that this was unexpected, but it did happen with a greater ferocity and more suddenness than I had hoped. I knew where my exits were, and that Olivia had arranged for a few other tricks that could certainly help me if I needed to run... I just hoped I was faster than Micah.
While I worried and pondered, rescue came from the darkness of the auditorium with a surprising velocity. The tomato flew straight and true and clocked Micah right in the groin, impacting with enough force to splatter and make him cry out in that high, agonized scream that a guy could only make after a hard, low blow. It brought back sudden, delightful memories of watching Robocop that could only make me laugh, an act that only seemed to enrage Micah further.
Looking out into the darkness of the auditorium's seats, Micah cried out in a high, strained voice, "WHO DID THAT?"
He didn't see the second tomato coming either, and this too splattered against his crotch, hard. It got another scream, one that brought tears to his eyes as he collapsed to his knees. Micah kept looking into that darkness, and now that things felt about as safe as they were going to be, I raised my hand up and twirled my finger around to further signal Olivia for our last reveal.
The main overhead lights of the auditorium kicked in, revealing to my delight, and Micah's horror, that the entire drama club and Mrs. Harker were sitting in the audience. While most were sitting and taking advantage of the lights being on to laugh at the sight, Chloe, Cecilia, Faith, Doreen, Zahra and Amy stood front and center with dark intent in their eyes as they smiled grimly at Micah's predicament.
"Those were some solid throws, Amy," Doreen said, rolling over a tomato of her own in her hands.
"Thanks..." Amy chuckled, pulling another tomato from the grocery bag under her arm. "Nothing beats a good nut shot."
Micah looked at them with this immense look of betrayal on his face, shock and fear kicking in as his view of his world was crushed.
"What's... why are you doing this? Why are you doing this to me?" he asked.
"Because we're not your fucking bitches, asshole!" Faith yelled at him, throwing a tomato.
Micah dodged her throw with some ease, quickly straightening himself up and replying, "That's not what I said... you're twisting my words and taking them out of context because Ryan's trying to turn you against me... this is all your fault, you all have to know that, right? You know *me*, you know who I am and what I-"
I didn't see who threw the next tomato that he dodged, but I did see that Chloe and Cecilia managed a couple of quick, hard shots that hit him in the face and body, while Amy landed another good shot to the balls that dropped him to his knees, crying and moaning.
"That's... that's some excellent work, excellent work, ladies," Zahra said, patting her friends on the back.
Practically wailing, Micah forced himself to his feet and shouted, "You all don't know how hard it is! You don't know how hard it is to be me! I've struggled! I've struggled harder than any of you, and I've paid my dues! I've earned my respect! I know what I'm owed, and this isn't it! I'm... I'm going to be a star! You'll see! You'll-"
Whatever threat he intended to hurl into the crowd was cut off by a positive barrage of tomatoes splattering all over his body, knocking him back to his knees as he held his hands up in an attempt at defense, screaming and wailing and cursing the girls of the drama club out. At some point he held his arms out wide, trying to look the martyr or perhaps recreating a scene from Platoon, but whatever impact he was hoping for from the image was greatly deflated by the fact that he was getting pelted by tomatoes.
Finally, when the barrage stopped, he looked up at me pitifully.
"This... this is your fault... you turned them against me... everything was fine until you were here, but you turned them against me!" Micah whimpered, looking up at me pitifully.
"You did this to yourself... some of them already knew, but the rest of them, they were smart enough and they would've seen you for who you were in time," I said.
Defiantly, Micah locked his eyes onto me and hissed, "Maybe... or maybe not... but a real alpha doesn't stay down for long, and while you may have won this battle, the war's only begun. I'll regroup, and I'll say my lines with all the that sincere bullshit that'll have all these bitches eating out of the palm of my hand... I'll make it back to where I ought to be, I always do, and I'll get what I'm owed, I'll-"
Now, I would have let him know about the figure approaching behind him if I'd given anything resembling a shit to his feelings, but since I didn't, and it would be much funnier, I simply let her get to within a few feet of him so she could clear her throat.
"Mr. Burke..." Mrs. Harker said, her voice authoritative and harsh.
Now, personally, I'd found a certain enjoyment in being on the receiving end of Mrs. Harker's harsher side, but the way she sounded here brought no excitement whatsoever, as she genuinely sounded *pissed* with him.
Eyes wide and shaky, Micah turned around to face her, awkwardly forcing himself to his feet as he wiped splattered tomatoes off his clothing.
He pleaded, "Mrs. Harker... Ryan, he's a liar, and these girls don't know what they're talking about or what they're doing because he made this all happen, and... this isn't my fault... can we talk about this, and the cast list, and try to straighten things out? Because I know that he's said a lot of things, but they simply-"
Smirking darkly, Mrs. Harker said, "Yes, Mr. Burke, I do believe that a conversation is in order... a conversation regarding your future, or lack thereof, within our school's drama program."
His eyes widening with fright, he exclaimed, "But-"
"Another word out of your mouth, and I can make things *much* worse for you here," she threatened, crossing her arms across her chest. "The allegations of bullying and harassment against you are compelling, and in some cases, rather well-documented. If you don't want me to bring them up to Principal Carpenter, you will leave your classmates, particularly the members of my club and Mr. Collins here, alone, and walk out of this auditorium with me while you still have some semblance of dignity intact."
This wasn't the best time for a particularly large blob of tomato to fall off Micah and hit the floor with a loud splat, but for once he seemed to know when it was time to shut the hell up. With one last sulking look toward me, he huffed off as Mrs. Harker led him offstage toward what was likely to be one hell of a bad time for him.
Now standing alone on the stage (well, alone save for the pile of splattered tomatoes a few feet away from me), I was feeling pretty good as I looked off to stage left to see Olivia hunched over her laptop. She glanced at me, impassive, and gave a nod of understanding and commiseration, before offering a slight smirk. Our task finished, I started walking over to join her, when the spotlight angled on me.
I held up a hand to shield my eyes from the light, enough that I could see the drama club kids still hanging around in the audience. It was hard reading their faces as they eyed me alone on this stage, but when I saw Chloe raise her hands high, for a moment I thought I too might be on the receiving end of some tomatoes for one reason or another.
Instead of throwing another tomato at me, Chloe instead began clapping excitedly. Cecilia and Zahra joined her quickly, followed by Doreen and Amy, Faith and Mikayla and Tommy and all the other drama kids who'd been gathered here. There were some cheers and calls of my name, and suddenly I felt a little sheepish, as I was quite literally in the spotlight. This victory... it was mine, but it wasn't mine alone, and being singled out like this felt strange.
I looked backstage to Olivia, waving her over. She shook her head vehemently, and while I normally would have accepted this as an answer unquestioningly, there was no way I was going to get all the attention here.
Quickly, I ran to Olivia and grabbed her by the wrist, pulling her out onto the stage as she looked thoroughly annoyed with me, but not enough to wriggle free.
"This wasn't necessary," she said through gritted teeth as we stood under the spotlight together.
"I know, but you deserve the attention, too... stage tech deserves their day in the sun too," I said.
We stood there for a moment, me smiling, Olivia trying to look unobtrusive as the clapping continued.
"How do we get them to stop?" Olivia said.
"I mean... they'll finish on their own, but if we really want them to end this, I think we need to take a bow," I said.
The beautiful, dark-haired girl standing next to me looked like she'd rather eat a lightbulb than take a bow, but I could see that she calculated the same equation that I had, and understood this may be our only way out.
I laced my fingers in hers, holding her hand, and Olivia gripped mine tightly in return. There was a strange intimacy to this that felt rather empowering, seemingly energizing her in an uncomfortable moment much like she brought me back to earth with a kiss outside of Principal Carpenter's office. A flicker of light passed between our eyes in that moment, I think, something with a meaning neither of us could fully put words to, yet something neither of us was running away from.
Realizing we still had our audience, I raised both of our hands between us, raising my other arm in the air dramatically, and took a bow with a far more begrudging Olivia. Although the spotlight still wasn't quite where I was comfortable being, I figured if there was a moment to indulge in a little shameless attention, this was it, and I was going to enjoy it for every bit it was worth.
***
While "triumph" was certainly the word of the day, you can't convince a bunch of people to throw tomatoes without them making a bit of a mess. For every tomato that hit Micah, a couple more missed him, and the auditorium stage was certainly a splattered mess by the time everything was said and done.
So, after Mrs. Harker dragged Micah off, and the rest of the club finished giving us their congratulations and went on with their afternoons, Olivia and I spent more than an hour mopping and scrubbing and throwing away every bit of crushed tomato that we could find. It was a process, to be sure, but one that we took on gladly. The memories of what we had done to Micah would last a lifetime, and with any luck, his punishment today would stick in his mind and convince him that there were better things to do than harass me and the other girls of the drama club.
I wanted to share in the victory with Olivia, but as we cleaned up the stage, she seemed oddly silent for a girl who was as normally as talkative as she was. She did have this habit of retreating into her mind at times when she came across something that required some thought, and while I figured that this was likely what she was in the midst of as we cleaned, it didn't make me feel any less alone. I wanted someone to share this with, someone who'd been there with me the whole way... and if I was being honest with myself, this odd girl from stage crew had really grown on me over the past month. Sure, she could be sarcastic and abrasive and wasn't the easiest person to befriend, but in those rare moments when she let her guard down, she found a way of utterly captivating me.
I wouldn't have been able to deal with Micah without her, and if it weren't for Olivia, I'd have been in some serious trouble with Principal Carpenter by now. I owed her so much, and I wanted to talk to her about it and share my gratitude, but here she was, quiet and focused as she cleaned the stage and seemingly unwilling to engage with me whenever I tried to talk to her.
I didn't want things to end this way. I wanted us to be able to celebrate together, enjoy a job well done, not... well, whatever this was.
By the time the stage was spotless enough that you'd have never known we were here, I was the only one in the auditorium. Surprised at being suddenly alone, I looked around nervously.
"Olivia?" I called out.
Unsurprisingly, there was no answer. Though some stage lights were still on, the auditorium held a dark forebodingness that I couldn't help but feel a slight twinge of fear from. Having seen enough horror movies, I knew better than to call out for her again, but a cursory search around the stage let me see there was a light on backstage that I hadn't seen on before, giving a good idea of where she might have gone.
I followed the light down to a staircase that led beneath the stage, cautiously stepping down the stairs. There were more lights on ahead, lights in the hallways beneath the stage that led to a variety of storage and dressing rooms. I'd never been down here before today, but as we had been setting up for today's comeuppance of Micah, Olivia had shown me around and given me the lay of the land. Like much of the school, they were cramped and musty and several decades out of date in every way that anything could be out of date, but as I wandered the twisting hallways beneath the stage in search of Olivia, I felt a strange sort of nostalgia for these hidden chambers. I'd gotten rather attached to a lot of the strange, dark corners of this school where all kinds of secret rendezvous' could occur, and found myself feeling a strange, primal sort of excitement that easily overpowered whatever fear I might have had at being alone down here.
As I strolled down the hallway, I could hear sounds of movement in one of the nearby dressing rooms and followed it inside. It was a small room, with a row of makeup tables along the far wall, a few nice chairs and storage cabinets to the right, and quite oddly (by my eye, at least), a bunk bed along the left wall. Olivia lay on her back underneath one of the makeup tables, working on something unseen with some vigor.



"Need a hand?" I asked.
"No, I've got this," she replied, finally pulling loose a half-full bottle of Jack with a few large strips of duct tape still attached to it. "Tech kids often need to get a little loaded after dealing with drama kids all day, we've got bottles like this scattered around all sorts of hidden places."
Sliding out from under the table, Olivia unscrewed the cap and took a small sip, wincing only slightly before handing me the bottle. As she so often could when trying something that wasn't terribly familiar to her, she looked more than a little awkward, but her attempt at a peace offering was certainly welcome. I took a sip, letting the fire roll down my throat as the two of us considered each other in some silence.
Reading me in that considered, methodical way she had, Olivia finally said, "I'm sorry if I caused you any... discomfort while we were cleaning up upstairs. You caught me in a thoughtful moment, and between talking and thinking, I was stuck thinking. I... I understand that you want to celebrate now, and that you have every reason to want to celebrate..."
Picking up where she trailed off, I asked, "But you didn't want to celebrate?"
"I *wanted* to; I was simply incapable of it," she explained, taking the bottle back from me and swallowing another, longer pull off of it.
Olivia winced at this bigger gulp of whiskey, but it seemed to loosen her up enough to continue, "The downfall of Micah Burke is an event worthy of parades and its own holiday, and I wished I was able to celebrate with you as you wanted, but as I pondered all the facts, I couldn't help but feel a certain *malaise* sweeping over me."
She scowled, a look I hadn't seen on her face often, and one she didn't like the feel of either as she considered it.
"And where did that malaise come from?" I asked, taking a small sip from the bottle. "You didn't still have feelings for Micah, did you?"
Olivia barked a harsh laugh. "Oh, fuck no. Nothing so pedestrian like that. It was... well, it was just the realization that we're coming to the end of the month..."
I wasn't egotistical enough to come to a quick conclusion as to what she meant by this, but I could feel a prickling at the back of my mind that felt familiar.
"That's a problem?" I asked, wary.
"I wouldn't be talking about it if it weren't," she replied bluntly, grabbing the bottle back from me. "It's... it's a strange matter for me to discuss, because it's not something I discuss often, and I'm not precisely comfortable in discussing it."
"We don't have to discuss it if it's difficult, then, I just... well, I just want to help you," I explained.
"Why?" Olivia asked, plainly.
"Because... I mean, you've helped me when I was in dire straits, and more than that, I like to think that we're friends? And this is the sort of thing that friends do for each other? You know, help each other when help is needed?" I suggested.
Looking away from me for a moment, Olivia asked, "And will we still be friends once this month is over, and the Puma Press moves you on to your next assignment? When we don't *have* to work together on something, will we still be friends then?"
The vehemence she said this with took me aback, and it took me a second to wrap my head around what she was saying, and why she was saying it. Olivia Raine-Goldblum was a girl I wasn't used to seeing vulnerable, or opening up at all really, and I could see the battle going on inside of her as she fought between her long-held instincts, and what she was dealing with right now.
Knowing I had to choose my next words carefully, I said, "I'd really like to. I've really liked working with you, and getting to know you, and I think... I think we could be good friends, if that's what you wanted."
Still looking away from me, Olivia licked her lips thoughtfully, then said, "I would... very much like that. Most unexpectedly, I have found that I have become quite accustomed to your presence, and realizing that I look forward to the days I would get to see you and spend time with you. So, yes, if you still wished to be friends, that is something I would want as well."
This kind of open sincerity was not something that Olivia was terribly accustomed to, and it clearly made her uncomfortable, but in its way it felt nearly as powerful a triumph as overthrowing Micah Burke. It made me feel somewhat giddy, knowing I had this effect on a girl as controlled and reserved as Olivia liked to be.
Feeling uncomfortable, not knowing what to say next, I joked, "I didn't know I was that good a kisser."
Her shoulders relaxing, probably relieved that we didn't have to tackle the headier subject matter anymore, Olivia set the bottle of alcohol down on a nearby makeup table and replied, "From my one experience, I wouldn't say you were *that* good a kisser, but you were compromised that day emotionally and I was trying to distract you, so it would be a poor representative sample to extract any serious information on. For either of us, really; it was a hasty decision, and I doubt I was at my kissing best."
If I'd been any less familiar with Olivia's blunt, analytical style, I might have been offended by this assessment. Instead, I just chuckled and smiled, shaking my head lightly.
I was surprised, however, when she spoke up again and said, "If you wanted to try again in a less compromised, more *celebratory* fashion... I believe now would certainly be an appropriate moment."
Olivia pursed her lips, and I was reminded how full and soft they were, and how Olivia went out of her way to make sure you forgot that most of the time. For how stand-offish she was most of the time, it felt like we were having a positive breakthrough in the development of an actual friendship here.
Friendship and... well, I had my hopes, but it was too early to tell for anything else beyond some kissing right now. I could certainly start there.
"I'd... I'd really like to kiss you again," I said.
Giving only a hint of a smile, Olivia sat down on the bunk bed nearby, patted the mattress beside her and said, "Good."
I sat down next to her and looked up at the improbable piece of furniture in this dressing room, asking, "Far be it from me to ruin a moment, but why is there a bunk bed in here?"
Sliding next to me a little closer, Olivia explained, "Sometimes we tech and drama types run late nights and need to take a nap, and being a sexually charged bunch, these can be convenient place for other activities. Don't worry, though, I picked one that's been cleaned recently... I'll kiss you now."
While still wrapping my head around everything she was saying about the bunk beds, I was pleasantly surprised when Olivia leaned in again and kissed me. I remembered those soft lips, that probing, curious tongue, but now I was here to actually appreciate what was happening, and I think Olivia was giving me more as well. She kissed me with a slowing eagerness, her mouth melding into mine as she kissed with a greater enthusiasm, one that I was happy to return.
I reached up with one hand, stroking the side of her face as we kissed and making Olivia shiver. She groaned into my mouth and only kissed me back more forcefully, a pace she seemed to be a natural at as she further leaned into me.
We made out like this for some time, not coming up for air properly for a few minutes I think as we methodically explored each other's mouths, letting off some of the tension that had clearly been building between us over the last month.
Finally parting, I looked at Olivia with what must have been dreamy, half-drunk eyes, while she still looked at me impassively, save for the fact that it looked like she was trying to catch her breath while simultaneously looking impassive.
"That was... interesting," Olivia said, considering as she lightly ran her tongue over her lips again. "A definite improvement on last time."
"I would hope so," I said, a little breathy. "That was really nice."
"I know," she replied, again smiling oh-so-slightly. "I'd like to do that some more if you would."
"I would," I replied, looking her up and down, thoroughly caught up in the moment. "I mean, I'd like to do a whole lot with you, but more of that, please..."
Olivia chuckled softly, an earnestly joyous sound that sounded nice coming out of her as she whispered to herself, "Yeah, you're not the only one..."
"Oh, I'm not?" I asked.
She nodded. "Just because I have an acerbic disposition doesn't mean I don't get horny like everyone else around here. I've got needs, and an imagination, and ears... I've heard about everything you've been up to, and I'd be a liar if I said I wasn't curious about what the other girls have been getting up to..."
I smiled. "I've thought similarly about you..."
"Have you, now? And not just because you mentally undress every attractive girl you come across?" Olivia said, that sarcastic smirk of hers returning.
I quickly kissed that smirk away, then replied. "I mean, yeah, that *is* a bad habit of mine... but it's more than that. Sometimes I get feelings about people, know that there's something special drawing me in in a way that's hard to describe, and you've got that magnetism. You've got it in spades, really. There is something about you that just attracts me intensely, and, well... I've hoped we'd have the chance to see what that 'something' might be."
She thought about this for a moment, then said, "As amorous declarations go, it could use a little polish... but the sentiment is understood and appreciated."
Well, fine, if words weren't going to satisfy her, I was happy to try a different approach. I leaned in, kissing her more fiercely, then pushing her onto her back on the bed, climbing over her so I could better make out with her. Olivia groaned at this, wrapping her arms around me as we continued to make out with a greater fire.
Looking up at me between kisses with a hunger in her eyes, Olivia demanded, "Put your hands on me... touch me..."
I didn't need more motivation than that, reaching up with one hand to squeeze her breasts through her hoodie. She moaned as I did this, encouraging me to go a little rougher as I groped her soft B-cup breasts through her clothes. There were enough layers in play that I couldn't fully be sure, but I could swear that I felt her nipples hardening to my touch.
Olivia lacked that uncertainty, however, as she soon wrapped her legs behind my ass and pulled me into her, where she could unmistakably feel my erection pressing through my pants. I ground against her, the sensation not exactly the most stimulating through both of our jeans, but we were so charged that even this fully-clothed grinding session was working for both of us. We were so charged, whatever anticipation that had built between us this past month so heated, that we probably could have finished like this if we were given no other options.
Kissing Olivia, it did become clear to me that we *did* have other options, and that I wanted to pursue them while we were together.
"Would you want to, ummm, take your hoodie off?" I asked.
"Only if you'll take some stuff off as well..." she replied, her voice dripping with lust.
"Yeah, that was part of my hope as well..." I said, kissing her again deeply before disentangling myself from her legs and sitting up.
Olivia sat next to me, and the two of us spent the next moment shedding layers, ditching shoes and socks, and Olivia her ever-present hoodie. Her breasts looked delightfully firm in the tight graphic tee she wore (and definitely braless on this occasion), and while she looked at me with a strange self-consciousness for her, that didn't stop her from standing up and taking off her pants, dropping them to the floor.
Like many a taller girl, Olivia had nice, long legs, as pale as the rest of her and deliciously toned. I was not the biggest leg guy in the world, but when they were good, I could tell, and Olivia had some amazing legs for a girl who wasn't into dance. With only a simple pair of black cotton panties covering her up beneath the waist, I couldn't help but stare at the beauty standing before me.
"Wow... you're beautiful," I said, my voice filled with awe at the sight of her.
Olivia looked down for a moment, having trouble meeting my eyes, before she forced that sarcastic smirk again and said, "Say that with any more surprise, and I'll take offense. Take off your pants. I want to see what everyone's talking about."
"Yes, ma'am," I chuckled, undoing my belt and zipper and pulling my pants to the floor.
Olivia's eyes went directly to the bulge straining my briefs, forcing her to take in a sharp intake of breath, but otherwise not letting on what she thought of what she saw. I took some pride in being able to have that effect on her, and some enjoyment in the moment as we were both now wearing only our t-shirts and underwear.
"Alright... that seems about right," she said, eyeing my bulge curiously.
"Yeah?" I asked.
"Uh huh," Olivia replied, approaching me and pushing me back onto the bed, then climbing on top of me.
She looked thoroughly in her element on top of me, leaning in for a kiss before planting her hands on my chest. Pushing herself up as much as the lower bed we were on allowed, she ground against my cock through our underwear, groaning softly as she looked down at me intently. Olivia nibbled on her lower lip thoughtfully, grinding more insistently.
"So, if we keep going like this, something tells me we'll just rip off these last few items of clothing and just fuck like animals until we've tired ourselves out, does that sound about right?" she asked, still rocking her hips against me.
Reaching up, I slid my hands under her shirt, causing her to shiver. I let my fingertips touch the underside of her breasts, finding her every bit as braless as I had wagered, and teased her sensitive flesh.
"That does seem likely... is that a problem?" I asked.
"Not really, but in a way... it could be," she replied, dropping back down to kiss me again. "I've been anticipating this for some time, and I don't want it to finish too quickly. You are renowned for your stamina, I know, but all the same, this is something I wish to enjoy."
"As would I," I admitted, wrapping my arms around her to pull her in for a long, deep kiss.
Olivia moaned against my lips, and we made out for a while like this, but I couldn't ignore the fact that even in the midst of this, she still couldn't stop herself from grinding against my cock.
"So... in all the time you've clearly put to anticipating this moment, what did you see us doing next?" I asked.
Looking suddenly somewhat timid, Olivia turned her attention away from me for a moment. "Well, I kinda thought... I guess I thought I'd be on my hands and knees, with my panties off, and you'd be licking me and getting me off and... I think that would be a lot of fun, if that's something you'd wanted to do, I mean..."
Without a full accounting of Olivia's sexual history, I found this timid, less-assured side of herself a bit of a surprise. Given the confidence with which she handled everything else, I would have thought she'd be completely in control here. I adjusted my expectations accordingly, contenting myself with being more in control here than I'd expected.
Licking my lips slightly, I grinned. "If that's what you want, then why are you still wearing panties?"
A slight flush bloomed across Olivia's pale cheeks, and with a hint of a grin, she climbed off of me and the bed for a moment. I watched with some anticipation as she reached down and hooked her fingers into her panties, dropping them down her shapely legs and revealing her sex to me. My mouth watered at the sight of her pussy, deliciously bared to me, completely shaved and with prominent folds that glistened with her juices. She looked to me as if for approval, and all I could do in response was grin and slide off the bed onto my knees, patting the mattress beside me encouragingly.
"You've had some practice with this, I'll grant you that," Olivia said, crawling up onto the bed on all fours, rotating until she was crouching facing away from me. "Better than the other guys I've been with."
From this position, her ass was sticking in my face. It was a firm ass, tight yet still round enough to look utterly amazing from this position, showing off her dripping pussy beautifully. With her cheeks parted as they were, I couldn't help but also enjoy the sight of her tight little asshole up top, looking so tasty I could barely restrain myself.
"Well, that's always nice to hear," I said, leaning in and teasingly kissing her inner thighs.
Olivia moaned deliciously, pressing back against me. "Yeah? You like hearing that you're better than other guys? You've really got that big an ego?"
She said this teasingly, perhaps to distract herself from the pleasure my kisses were bringing her, and I happily responded, "I think I've earned a bit of an ego for some of the things I can do... I mean, I have managed to share a bed with you, haven't I? I hardly imagine that's a simple task..."
Olivia laughed as I continued to kiss closer and closer to her pussy, "Touche. Yeah, I'm choosy when it comes to guys... girls I can sometimes be a slut for, but guys, I try to be choosy... hasn't always worked, and I haven't always had the best judgement, but I'm working on it... I think you're a good choice, for instance."
"I know a lot of girls who would agree with you," I said, letting a breath out over her pussy that made her shiver, loving the sight of her trembling at my ministrations.
Grinning, and enjoying the sight of her ass before me, I asked, "So, I am about to dive in with your pussy and eat you until you cum, but I'd be a fool if I didn't ask if your ass was on the table, too..."
Looking over her shoulder at me, Olivia said, "With your tongue? Sure. Fingers? If you're gentle. With that cock? Not yet... I've never had a guy up my ass before, and I'm sure as hell not ready for yours yet. But if you want to eat some ass while you're back there... yes, you've got my consent and encouragement."
Nodding and licking my lips one last time, I wordlessly leaned in and licked *her* lips. Olivia moaned at the contact of my tongue with her pussy, rocking her hips back against me deliciously, encouraging me to kiss and eat her with a distinctly heightened enthusiasm.
"Oh, yes..." she hissed, pressing herself back against me. "That is... *exquisite*... please, keep going like that, and whatever you fucking do, *don't* stop..."
I wasn't intending on it, but I also wasn't planning on keeping going just like this. I explored her pussy with my tongue, lapping up Olivia's tangy nectar, but there was no way I would *only* go on like this, no, not when I had so much else that I could show her. Licking and probing with my tongue, I reached up underneath her, fingering and massaging her clit in firm, swift circles while I sucked on her folds and tentatively pressed my tongue inside of her quite moist pussy.
"Fuck..." Olivia groaned, pressing back against me, humping against my face in an effort to try and fuck against my tongue. "Ooh, alright... that's it... that's it, right there... fuck... so this is why you're so popular, isn't it?"
Taking a moment to kiss her on one of her ass cheeks without removing any attention from her clit, I said, "One of many reasons, but this is a pretty big one..."
"I thought the big one was between your legs," she moaned, looking back at me again and grinning cheekily.
"That's another big one," I said, winking and diving back in as I licked and sucked at her pussy, now pushing my tongue deeper inside of her.
"Yesssssss..." Olivia said, dropping her head down and fucking against my face. "Oh, god... you're not... you can't make me cum yet, we've only just started... you keep doing that... no, you can't make me cum yet..."



I was pretty sure she was fighting disbelief rather than telling me not to make her cum, and I was all too happy to break her skepticism in as explosive a fashion as I could muster. My tongue became a blur over her pussy, pushing into her and lapping up around the sensitive edges of her folds, taking in every inch of her perfect pussy while she continued moaning and fucking back against my face. My fingers, meanwhile, were busy on her clit, quickening their pace as I continued to pleasure her at a faster pace.
Olivia's legs were trembling, and I could tell that I was getting her close. She'd become less talkative, only letting out one-word utterances as she moaned and quivered, pushing back against my face while I continued to eat her out. Soon her arms gave out, and she was lying there on the mattress, face down, ass-up, and I knew it was time to go in for the kill.
Pulling my tongue out of her pussy, I slid two fingers from my free hand inside of her, pumping them inside of her in time with my fingering of her clit while twisting them around, searching for her g-spot. It wouldn't take long to find with the proper probing, which might be why I took my chance while I had this great view and planted my mouth over her tight little asshole, kissing and sucking at it as I tongued circles around her forbidden entrance.
Olivia was in a sensory overload with this kind of treatment, with fingers on her clit and massaging her g-spot, and my tongue rapidly running over her sweet little butthole. Her cries had gotten higher and less controlled, her body shaking intensely before letting it all out at once with one high call of agony and ecstasy. Her body jolted as if she had been hit, hard, her legs nearly shooting out from under her and dropping her to the bed. I braced myself against her, making sure that she wouldn't fall, and ensuring that I gave her as hard an orgasm as possible.
Her juices began to flow freely from her pussy, and I switched my attention from her ass to slurping up as much of her sweet nectar as I could. Olivia tasted positively delicious, encouraging me only to lick and suck more. Admittedly, this probably prolonged her orgasm even more than I'd meant to, but even when she finally did collapse onto the bed, I could tell that Olivia hardly had any objections.
Face down and limbs all appropriately tangled-up on the bed, Olivia breathed heavily and groaned as I lapped up the last of her juices, then got up on my knees to look down at her smugly.
She turned her head to look at me, her pale face flushed and disheveled as she eyed me and let out a low chuckle. "Bet you're feeling pretty goddamn full of yourself right now, aren't you?"
I nodded. "I feel like I've got reason to be."
Begrudgingly, Olivia replied, "I mean... yeah, you do. You're really good with... well, everything, down there."
"And you didn't even get my A-game," I boasted.
She let out a low chuckle. "And what does a girl have to do to get your A-game, and why the fuck didn't I get it?"
"I was working up to it... you just came quickly," I explained.
Olivia shivered. "Alright... you've probably got me there..."
"Probably?" I asked, playfully swatting her on the ass.
She groaned, letting out another quick, harsh shiver that overtook her entire body. "Fuck... you're good with your fingers and mouth... and my pussy and ass... I've never let a guy near my ass before, because I didn't think they'd ever be able to treat it well and respectfully instead of just rampaging ahead, but you... fuck, you know what you're doing, I'll grant you that... you've got a lot of reasons to be full of yourself."
Grinning as I licked my lips, I stood up beside the bunk bed, took off my shirt and looked down at her. "Want to see what else I've got every reason to be full of myself for?"
Knowing well what I meant, Olivia rolled over onto her back so she could properly look me over. I felt her hungry eyes scanning my body, taking in my lean body (albeit one with a couple red spots that might bruise from where Micah had gotten a few cheap hits in), and the straining bulge in the front of my underwear. I took her in just as well, loving the sight of her in her half-nudity, her t-shirt covering her upper half while her shaved pussy, still glistening with juices, was on full naughty display. She saw where my eyes were drawn, and briefly toyed with her pussy, stroking her lips and moaning in a brief show for me, before pulling her t-shirt down just enough to cover up.
"You got to see my goods... I want to see yours," Olivia said, her voice pleasantly commanding.
"Alright," I replied, pulling my underwear down and dropping it to the floor.
I never got tired of seeing a girl's first reaction to my cock, and Olivia was no exception. At the sight of my thick, ten-inch-long erection standing out proudly in front of me, freely dripping precum and balls swollen with desire and a need for release, she looked on me with an awe that did wonders for my ego.
"You know, I was planning on being stoic throughout this part," Olivia explained, licking her lips unconsciously. "Of not making a big show out of this like every other girl you've been with no doubt does, holding back on my enthusiasm so you're more inclined not to rest on your laurels and instead give me everything you've got, but they say few plans survive encountering your opponent, and... wow."
"Thank you," I said, taking a slight bow. "I'm glad to know that I've got that kind of effect on you."
I darted my eyes down to her covered pussy, hoping that this reveal would give me another look at her exposed. Olivia caught wind of this and smirked, already coming up with her own plan for what she'd like the two of us to engage in next.
"So, you want to watch me touch myself?" she teased, pulling her shirt up a fraction of an inch.
"The thought had crossed my mind," I replied, trying to keep my own teasing tone in place. "Though I did get a nice and up-close view of the goods, so I won't say it's necessary..."
Olivia rolled her eyes. "The way your cock's dripping, I'd say it's more than necessary for you."
Well, she had me there.
"Alright, maybe it is," I said.
Smirking slightly, she continued, "Stroke it. Touch yourself for me..."
This wouldn't be the first time that I'd touched myself in front of a girl, but it carried with it a particular thrill with Olivia. I'd been anticipating and excited for this encounter more than I'd thought, it seemed, and the thought of stroking my cock in front of her had me twitching with anticipation.
Reaching down, I took my cock in one hand and began to stroke it, rubbing the precum over my head and down my shaft as Olivia watched on, a rapt audience. Quietly, she pulled her t-shirt up a few inches, exposing her pussy as she touched herself for me. It was an interesting, exciting exchange, one that had me groaning in no time, and Olivia moaning pleasantly.
"I bet we could keep going like this for a while, and you'd love it, wouldn't you?" Olivia teased, her smile growing as she fingered herself. "We could both cum like this, me just letting loose as I finger myself, and you making a fucking mess when you cum all over me... we could probably do that and you'd be happy, wouldn't you?"
I only stroked myself more firmly as she laid this out, and realized that while this would certainly be nice, at this point I was so geared up that I would have liked *more* than just the two of us touching ourselves for the other's amusement. I wanted to find a nice, diplomatic way to answer this, but there was that smirk of hers... soft and slight but ever so clearly there. She was trying to rile me up, get me nice and charged and seeing how I would handle whatever she had to throw at me. Olivia was enjoying herself like this, trying to set me off, and I was enjoying how she was doing this to me.
Wanting to play it cool, for the moment, I slowed my stroking briefly, focusing on her as she touched her pussy... that sweet, tight pussy, looking so beautiful as she fingered herself. Something turned in Olivia's face briefly, a faint frustration that I found promising for what would be coming soon. She was enjoying the show, and she wanted more from this every bit as much as I wanted more.
We locked eyes for a moment, her frustration meeting the growing playful darkness in mine as it became all too clear that we were approaching a delicious impasse that could only be dealt with in one way. Briefly, teasingly, Olivia quickened the pace of her fingers over her pussy as if hoping that she might be able to guide me back on a track that she could control, smirking up at me with that superiority that looked painfully sexy on her.
Alright, she wasn't that far off from noting that I could've stayed like this and had one hell of a day... but by now, there was only one thing I could *really* do.
I pounced.
I let go of my cock and closed the distance between Olivia and I quickly, grabbing her and shifting her position so she could now fully lay down on the bed with her head at the pillow. She looked up at me with a distinct look of surprise on her, one that metamorphosed into a proper smile when I climbed on top of her.
"You've got a fun way of handling things, Olivia," I said, reaching down for the base of her t-shirt and beginning to pull it up her abs.
Arching her back to better allow me to pull her t-shirt up, she continued smirking back with that lovely superiority she could summon, "And it seems to do great things for you, Ryan..."
"Uh huh..." I replied, looking down as I pulled her shirt up over her tight abs, before bunching it at the bottom of her breasts. "Fuck, you do great things for me..."
Olivia groaned pleasantly at our current position. "I'll take the compliment..."
"Good," I said, pulling the shirt up and over her chest. "I was hoping you would..."
With her t-shirt now bunched up under her neck, Olivia's perfectly pert B-cup breasts were now on full display to me. Soft yet firm and topped with beautiful pink nipples that stood out and begged for attention, I couldn't help but change plans, if just for a moment, and drop down, kissing and sucking and nibbling at her nipples. I looked her in the eye as she groaned and writhed beneath me, feasting greedily on her tits while delaying the inevitable.
Groaning and running her fingers through my hair, Olivia chuckled, "After all that leadup... I thought you'd have every inch of that monster inside of me by now."
Playfully tugging at her nipple between my teeth, I grinned up at her. "What can I say, I can't resist a perfect pair of tits."
She laughed. "Perfect pair of tits, huh?"
I ran my tongue in a circle around her nipple, nibbling at it again. "Yeah... your tits are perfect... a lot of you is perfect, actually..."
Climbing back up her, I continued, "And I look forward to seeing just how perfect your pussy is."
With a distinct look of fondness and trepidation on her face, Olivia reached down and took my cock in both of her hands, stroking it and bringing it down between her thighs. I felt the head dragging along her inner thigh, spreading my precum and making me hiss.
It was when she guided me to her bare pussy lips, however, that she paused for a moment, looking me in the eye with some seriousness.
"It's... it's something that I should tell you, that I haven't been with a guy in a little while, and never with one as big as you," Olivia said, her voice uncharacteristically quieter and nervous. "I... I really want to do this, but I'm going to be tight, and you're big, and I just want to ask that you... be gentle with me, at least at first? I don't doubt that by the time I get more used to you, I'll want you to fuck me into the ground, but for starters, anyway, would you be gentle with me?"
I looked down at her, smiling softly, and reached up to lightly stroke her cheek, down her jawline and to her neck. It was a gesture of well-earned affection, one that made her shiver, and one that I hoped would illustrate my ability for gentleness.
Kissing her full lips, I said, "I won't lie when I tell you that you've got me *quite* excited, and I'm finding it fairly challenging to not destroy you... but of course I'll be gentle with you."
I kissed her again, and then once more, melting into her for a moment before looking her back in the eyes. "I've been wanting this for a while now, and I wouldn't do anything to ruin it... or you. I've come to rather respect you, you know..."
Olivia chuckled nervously, licking her full lips and then arching her neck up for another kiss, smiling at me. "I think it's more than respect... and that you know the feeling's mutual."
I kissed those lips, savoring their softness and that tentative, excited way she would lightly dart her tongue into my mouth. Olivia moaned against my lips for a moment, continuing to stroke my cock, rubbing the head over her bare slit. Our juices were beginning to mingle, making the experience rather slick and pleasurable for both of us. As we continued to make out, I might have rocked my hips ever so slightly, applying some pressure to go along with her teasing and rubbing, and was pleased to find that this seemed to excite Olivia as I continued to grind against her. I squeezed one of her breasts as I continued this slow, gentle tease, wanting to ensure that she was swimming in pleasure before we pushed this along any further.
"Okay... okay..." she murmured, breaking our kiss and lining my cock up with her entrance. "I'm ready... I mean, I think I'm ready and... no, I'm ready. I'm *fucking* ready."
Looking her in those beautiful hazel eyes, I asked, "You're sure?"
"Thank you for checking in with me, but I think I'm about as sure of this as I'm bound to get... just keep it slow, and gentle, to start, but I do want this... I'll tell you if it's too much," Olivia replied, kissing me and looking up with a reassuring smile.
I kissed her back, a deep, passionate kiss with which I meant to promise so much more... then pushed myself up ever so slightly so I could better look into her eyes. I pushed forward ever so slightly, feeling my cockhead spreading her lips ever so slightly. I believed what she said about this being a tight fit, but I was about as ready as I was ever going to be, and it seemed like she was in a similar place.
Licking my lips, I pulled back, and pushed forward again, just a little, but enough to feel her lips parting for me even more. Olivia groaned, spreading her legs and rocking her hips just enough to allow me a better angle for penetration. I pulled my hips back again, and pushed into her once more, feeling those lips spread for my cockhead slightly more, as well as the first tease of that warm, wet heat growing between her legs.
Content that I was in a good position to give her more, I leaned down to kiss Olivia again and gave a more definitive thrust. It was not a brutal thrust, but it had just enough force that I felt her pussy give way around my cockhead. I was enveloped inside her impressively tight entrance, and Olivia cried out against my lips.
Worried for a moment, I pulled back for a moment, only to feel Olivia's ankles locking behind my ass and pulling me forward.
"I'm alright..." she groaned. "Please, I want to feel more of you... *all* of you... please keep going, Ryan..."
There was a sweet, whiny tone to her moan that I couldn't deny, and at her insistence I continued to push forward. I slid my cock inside of her an inch at a time, groaning at the overwhelming pleasure of how tightly her pussy gripped me. Every gentle bit of pressure I provided brought an agonizing surge of ecstasy as her tightness combated my thickness. It was an exquisite agony, one that I feared might overwhelm me, yet I never gave up, pushing forward a little at a time.
"Holy fuck... Jesus, you're really stretching me out..." Olivia moaned, looking down disbelievingly at the sight of my cock sliding into her impossibly-filled pussy. "Are you... there's still more?"
She asked this last question with such disbelief that I had to laugh a little, pushing another inch into her. "Yeah, I'm a little over halfway now... you still doing good down there?"
"I mean... yeah... I've always thought I was one of those 'there's no such thing as too much of a good thing' kind of girls, but if anyone could make me question that..." Olivia continued, goggling down at the spectacle between her legs.
"Enough to want it to stop?" I asked, raising an eyebrow and trying to keep my words from quivering.
"Fuck, no," she replied, kissing me and tightening the lock of her ankles behind my ass, forcing another inch into her.
"Mmm, good," I replied, squeezing her nipple firmly. "Just... just had to be sure... holy fuck, you're tight..."
"I told you," Olivia moaned, rocking her hips against me.
It was the best kind of agony, pushing into Olivia, feeling that mingling of our pleasures as we became one in this moment, her pussy taking every inch of my cock until there was no more to give. In that last moment, when I felt my balls rest against her ass, I felt an intense shiver shoot through my body as I let out a groan.
"So good... so fucking good..." I murmured, kissing her.
"Y...yeah..." Olivia replied, her voice shaky. "You too... holy shit..."
I kissed her again, with a deeper, greater passion, feeling that need growing inside of me with a burning fire that needed more of her. Patiently, gently, I pulled out a few inches, then thrust back inside of her. Olivia's eyes fluttered and she opened her mouth in another long, low moan, letting me know that I had done something to her liking, and that I should keep going.
I did this gradually, pulling out slightly more each time before thrusting back in, going a little faster with each and every pump. While the temptation to simply pound away at her was high, I kept my pace gentle and swift, thrusting away at her intently.
"Fuck, fuck... fucking *hell*..." Olivia groaned, wrapping her arms around me and running her nails down my back. "Ah, fuck, that's so good... you feel good... so fucking hot... keep going like that... goddamn, haven't had dick this good in... ever... holy fuck, you're amazing, so *fucking* amazing, keep going, dammit, keep going..."
"I can go as long as you need me to," I said, kissing her.
She laughed through her moans, "I'll remember you said that."
Seeing that she might have been up for some banter, I continued thrusting and said, "Oh... yeah?"
"Yeah... too many guys think too much of themselves when they talk about how long they can hold out, but if you can swing it... I mean, you'll have me..." Olivia replied, kissing me back and looking up at me challengingly.
"I think I might already have you..." I chuckled, squeezing her breast as I continued to fuck into her.
She squeezed my cock back with her pussy chidingly, grinning, "Oh, you're on top of me... and doing a fine job of fucking me, at that, but if you really want me... fuck, keep going like that... if you really want me to melt in your hands, to be willing to do anything and everything for you to get more of that cock... more of everything you've got to offer... if you want me to come back begging for more and doing what it takes to keep you coming back for more... you just put your money where your mouth is and fuck me like I have to be fucked..."
I looked down at her intently, wondering just what I wanted out of this. There was more to this here than a simple hookup, something that both of us knew and could feel... not something that a serious romantic relationship could be built on, but something more than just a one-time encounter. By that look in her eyes, I knew we shared a certain understanding on this, and that if we wanted to get our newly-defined friendship off on the right foot, it would be for the best to make this encounter worth it.



Bracing my knees against the mattress, enjoying the way Olivia kept her legs wrapped around my ass to make sure she couldn't let go, I quickened my pace just enough to get her moaning more and make her eyes roll back briefly. I was going to keep this deliberately paced, never going at her hard until she demanded it, and wanting to show her that I could go the distance better than the guys who had let her down before.
And, to be honest, I really wanted to show up Micah on top of everything else. It wasn't like that would take a lot of work, but still, it was something my pride demanded.
I leaned in, kissing the side of Olivia's neck, enjoying that delightful feeling as she reached down between us to finger her clit while I fucked her. Her moans took on a distinctly lustier tone as she did this, her body quivering with delight as I continued to fuck her for... well, I'll be honest that I couldn't tell you how long we kept going like this. While I kept my pace swift and methodical, we were unhurried in this moment, enjoying each other as we made out and fucked for quite some time. Olivia fingered herself at a pace to heighten her enjoyment, ensuring that she could cum whenever she felt like it while at the same time never quite pushing herself over the edge.
"Have I put my money where my mouth is yet?" I grunted, squeezing Olivia's nipple while never breaking my pace fucking her.
She groaned, eyes fluttering again as she smiled up at me slyly, "You're doing... you're doing alright... it's a process, but you're on the way there..."
Grinning, I leaned in and nibbled on the side of her neck, getting the most delicious sounds of pleasure from her whimpers.
"That's not what those moans say..." I replied, teasing her nipple again and fucking her slightly faster.
"Oh... oh yeah?" Olivia asked. "And since when have you become an expert on my moans?"
"*Your* moans?" I laughed, pumping into her firmly. "Understanding those is also a work in progress... but I know enough to know that I've got you turned on, trembling and hot and wet and with a pussy that can't get enough of my cock..."
She looked up at me with a slight sense of defiance for a moment, before admitting, "Okay... okay, you got me there... I could try to pretend like this was only 'okay' sex, but that'd get really fucking hard, and I'm close to cumming again, and I don't have it in me to be a coy little bitch that much longer."
With a devilish smile, I asked, "Yeah? So, it *is* that good?"
Rolling her eyes, but finding it difficult to do through her moans, Olivia said, "Fuck... yes, okay? You're as good as I heard, and as good as you think you are, and you're just... fuck, this is so fucking good, please, fuck me... fuck me... fuck me harder, Ryan?"
I kissed her again and said, "All you had to do was ask..."
With a playfully bitchy groan, she replied, "Yeah, but then I wouldn't have the fun of making you work for it. And I can tell you like working for it."
"This is true," I replied, kissing her again. "But at your request, I am going to fuck you harder now... a *lot* harder, I think... so you can feel free to cum whenever you want..."
"You... too..." Olivia whimpered, locking her ankles behind my ass and encouraging this harder fuck.
Groaning, I asked, "Yeah? You want me to cum, too?"
"Fuck, yeah... do you want me to spell it out for you?" she moaned. "You want me to tell you how much I want to feel you cumming and filling my pussy up? Because I can go into detail... I can go into *graphic* fucking detail about how much I want you to creampie my tight cunt, but you and I both know that I can describe it, or we can both feel it, and that it'll feel a lot fucking better if you just do it, so fuck me... fuck me and fill me up, dammit..."
Unconsciously, Olivia laughed and wrapped her free arm around my neck, pulling me in for a lusty kiss. I melted into the kiss, feeling that heat and connection between us just building to a fever pitch. There was a spark between Olivia and I, something distinct and powerful that set my body on edge with pleasure. It was difficult to say what made it feel so unique among all the other women I'd had sex with over the course of senior year, but as I pushed myself up so I could look her in the eyes, I liked that sense of mutual understanding I could see in her eyes.
I kept myself in this position as the pleasure began to take hold over me, wanting to look her in the eye as we came. I had to see her, had to feel every bit of her, every part of her body, every part of her mind and soul... that connection we shared, that spark of something ever so distinct, it began to grow between us, roiling and churning with power until it became a thunderstorm, and then had absolutely no choice but to fucking explode between us.
I came first this time, but Olivia wasn't far behind. As we both cried out in our intermingled pleasure, she locked her legs behind me, keeping me deep as I fired off inside of her. Wave after wave of overpowering bliss flowed over me... euphoria so strong it threatened to take my consciousness with me. I couldn't let it, not when it felt so good, not when I had her body pressed against mine and our sexes intermingled with each other with such great and powerful need. Olivia moaned and writhed underneath me, shaking and shuddering as her pussy continued milking my cock, ensuring every last drop I had was buried as deep inside of her as possible.
"Yes... yes... yes!" she moaned, holding onto me tightly, needing to close her eyes but not wanting to break eye contact with me.
This euphoria rolling over us lasted for... well, fuck, I couldn't tell you. Time has a way of going away in moments like this, and even better than that, *caring* about time. Lying down in this bed, having the auditorium all to ourselves, Olivia and I were perfectly content in this moment.
My arms finally giving out under me, I fell into Olivia, kissing her with that slowed pace that comes all too naturally after a hard orgasm. She seemed in much the same state, unlocking her legs from behind me and letting me climb off of her. While the space was limited on the bed, the two of us were both slender enough to lie down next to each other, especially when she rolled onto her side to press into me, and I wrapped my arm around her shoulders.
Running her fingers down my chest, Olivia asked, "So... everything you had anticipated?"
Squeezing her breast gently, I replied, "Would I sound incredibly cheesy if I said that that was so much better than I ever could have imagined?"
"Cheesy, yes... but that would likely make me cheesy, too," she said, looking almost embarrassed as she couldn't meet my eye.
"Yeah?" I teased, massaging her nipple.
Groaning, yet still rolling her eyes, Olivia replied, "You're going to make me be cheesy, too?"
"I mean... we're basking in the afterglow of sex, if this isn't the time to be cheesy, what is?" I asked.
Kissing the side of my neck, she said, "You do make an excellent point."
"See?" I asked, continuing to squeeze her nipple, loving the sounds it got out of her.
"I want to make one thing clear..." she groaned, shutting her eyes tightly and letting her mouth drop open for a moment, then saying, "...that that was immensely fun, but don't expect me to be a one-off kind of girl, alright? I'm not saying I want to be one of your girlfriends or anything sappy like that, but I want you to understand that when I find something I like, I will pursue it until I can get more of it..."
Kissing my neck again and growling lightly, Olivia finished, "And you'd better believe that I like what we just did."
I kissed her again, grinning. "So did I... and I'd like the same."
"Good," she replied, kissing me again. "Soon?"
I looked down at my cock, seeing that it still stood at about half-strength. "I'll need a few minutes, but, yeah, I could definitely make something happen soon."
Olivia's eyes widened as she looked back down at my cock.
"I meant... I mean, I was only going to ask you if you could do something in the next few days, but now..." she explained, goggling at my cock. "Holy fuck..."
"If you're not ready for it, we don't have to. My cock has a mind of its own sometimes, but I can tame it with time," I said.
"No, no, no, soon is... *beyond* fine," Olivia said. "I've just never seen a guy recover that quickly... and I'd thought that if any stories about you were exaggeration, that that part had to be it, but..."
Wanting to be honest, I continued, "I'm not there yet... it will take a few minutes, and some coaxing, but, yeah, I'll be ready soon."
Olivia smiled excitedly. "And if I were to help with that coaxing, do you imagine that I might be able to persuade another full erection from you even sooner? And by 'coaxing', I mean sucking your cock and balls until you're ready for more?"
While I loved to dance the dance of flirtation and seduction with the best of them, sometimes I had to hand it to the truly direct girls like Olivia.
"Yeah, yeah, I think that itinerary would definitely speed up the recovery time considerably," I said, unable to stop myself from kissing her again.
"I figured," she said, kissing me, then stripping off her shirt and climbing down my body.
Olivia did this purposefully, with little romanticism to the process, but the way she stared into my eyes and smiled that private little smile of hers as she descended my body made for a uniquely erotic sight.
I spread my legs enough to allow for her to crawl between them, allowing her to better goggle in disbelief at the size of my cock at point blank range.
"Fuck..." she said, trying to wrap one of her hands around the base, shaking my cock around a little in disbelief. "I can't believe I had all this inside of me."
"Well... you did... rather nicely, at that..." I groaned, enjoying the feel as she stuck out her tongue and batted my half-hard cock against it.
"Thanks," Olivia replied, licking the tip of my cock. "You know, we actually taste pretty decent together."
I groaned, particularly loudly as she kissed and licked along my length before she started licking my balls.
"Well..." I whimpered, feeling my cock harden more by the moment. "You sound surprised..."
"Huh, I guess I do," Olivia said, continuing to lick my balls. "I shouldn't... I'd assumed we'd be a decent match for each other, but I guess confirmation is different from assumption. I already know I tasted good, and you certainly taste good, so putting us together... yeah... that's close to perfection, I'd say..."
If she had any more thoughts on the subject of how we tasted together, she didn't share them as she soon began sucking on my balls. My cock was already pleasantly hard, but Olivia seemed to revel in the power of stroking my shaft while sucking my balls, and I was happy to give her this position. Watching her handle my cock was like watching an artist at work... she knew exactly how to use her strong, skilled hands to stroke me to maximum excitement, while her mouth felt positively heavenly on my balls.
And her eyes... fuck, those intense, sparkling hazel eyes seemed to stare straight into my soul, as she focused on nothing but driving me mad with pleasure.
"You look beautiful when you do that..." I groaned, unthinking, before quickly adding. "I mean, you're beautiful all the time, but... fuck, you really know what you're doing down there."
"I know," Olivia replied, gliding her lips up the underside of my erection. "I'm good at what I do, and this is high on the list of things I'm best at."
"Is it, now?" I asked.
Rather than answer me with words, Olivia simply opened her mouth and sucked my cockhead inside. She didn't go much further than that, simply keeping her lips wrapped around my thick head and locking eyes with me as she sucked and swirled her tongue around it. She did this slowly at first, but soon her tongue was a blur over my cockhead, sending jolts of pleasure through my body that made my eyes go wide and my body tremble with overstimulation.
"Holy fuck!" I exclaimed. "That's... uh... wow!"
I could see in her eyes that she had a quip in mind, but rather than let it escape, Olivia stayed exactly where she was, licking and sucking and staring into my eyes, sending waves of pleasure through my body that threatened to send me into madness.
I needed her again... I needed her fucking *now*.
I gripped a handful of Olivia's silky black hair and pulled her mouth off my cock. She smiled up at me smugly, no word or confident remark, just a superior look of understanding that she knew the kind of effect she had on me and was loving every moment of it.
"Climb on my cock..." I growled animalistically, before softening my tone politely and asking, "Please?"
Olivia nodded, climbing over me with that self-confidence she had a way of making look so good.
"Yeah... I *am* that fucking good, aren't I?" she asked, straddling my hips and gripping my cock to line it up with her pussy.
I gripped her hips and replied in that same, dark, hungry voice, "Obviously..."
Without warning, I began to pull her down on me, forcing my cock back inside her pussy. Olivia gasped in surprise at first, but gave me a big, toothy smile.
"We were gentle before, but I don't need to be gentle anymore, do I?" I asked.
"No, I'd say you wouldn't have to be..." she replied, looking down at her well-stretched cunt. "We got gentle out of the way... I could survive your gentle, and your next steps above gentle... I think we've both earned some hard fucking, haven't we?"
"If you insist," I said.
Olivia reached down to touch her clit, and she jerked as if touching a live wire, crying out and giggling with her sensitivity.
"Yeah, I fucking insist," she said, leaning down to kiss me.
Then, pressing her hands to my chest, Olivia looked down at me with a look of fondness and lust, still smiling that impressively gorgeous smile of hers, and she began to bounce up and down on my cock. This was clearly a position she hadn't done in some time, and it took her a moment to figure out the best pace for her to ride me, but soon she was riding me like a pro, feeling absolutely amazing.
"Goddamn... you're so fucking beautiful..." I said, running my hands up her front to squeeze her breasts.
"Thanks... fuck, you're, ummm... good looking too..." she managed to get out between moans and wails. "I'm sorry, I should be better at complimenting, but the pool of acceptable compliments on a guy's physicality is kind of limited, and I've already gone on about your cock, so...."
"Olivia?" I interrupted her, pinching her nipples for emphasis. "Don't worry about a damn thing... let's just fuck, and enjoy ourselves, and fuck some more while we're enjoying ourselves, alright?"
Moaning, she nodded, dropping down and forcing her breasts against my face while she fucked me. I took the signal and began to suck on her nipples, reaching behind her to grope her ass while she rode me.
Olivia was a natural riding me, bouncing up and down with every bit of energy she could muster. While we weren't really conversing anymore at this point, that felt alright under the circumstances. We simply surrendered ourselves to our passions... and what *enjoyable* passions they were. Olivia quickened her pace, bouncing up and down on me harder, moaning and mewling and encouraging me to keep sucking on her tits while I kept fucking up into her.
When she leaned down to kiss me, I obliged, making out with her furiously while we kept fucking. When she whimpered for me to smack her ass and smack it hard, I was all too happy to do this for her, spanking her and getting a nice, loud set of cries out of her that only made her bounce up and down faster. Any slowness, any timidity that might have existed when we began was gone by the time we really got into it.
Soon enough, it felt like this wasn't just our first time together, but that Olivia and I had known each other and been fucking each other for ages. There was a fondness in her eyes that was difficult to explain, but one that I knew I must have matched. Olivia Raine-Goldblum inspired lust in me in a way that few would, and I knew in that moment that I would do whatever I had to to hold onto her as a friend.
Seeing that Olivia was slowing, I growled and pulled out of her, wrestling her onto her hands and knees and getting behind her. Gripping her hips and occasionally smacking her ass, I pounded her from behind until neither of us could take it anymore. Olivia came first, in a deliciously devastating and messy orgasm that had her crying out and trembling, while I made sure to give her one last, full, thick creampie before collapsing next to her on the bed.
Groaning and chuckling to each other, we held each other on the small bed, looking between each other with that wonderful fondness that forced me to smile.
Unable to stop myself, I kissed her, savoring the soft sweetness of her lips, and the fire that hid behind them.
Grinning at me in that wonderful little post-orgasm haze, Olivia stroked my chest and asked, "So... when do we do our photo session? You *do* want to take a picture of this, don't you? For your 'memories'."
She said this with a pleasant, sweet sarcasm, and in response, all I could do was wrap an arm around her and pull her just a little bit closer.
"I do... but it can wait a bit... let's just, lie here like this, enjoy the moment some... maybe crack into that liquor bottle a little more?" I suggested.
Purring softly, Olivia replied, "Sounds heavenly."
Kissing her again, I had to agree. While my time with the drama club had brought me all sorts of stress, on a long enough timeline, if I kept Olivia as a friend, it felt like all the madness might have been worth it. In time, Micah would fade from memory, but moments like this... those were the ones that I wanted to keep with me forever, the ones I truly had to cherish. March was almost over, and senior year was quickly coming to a close.
I knew these moments wouldn't last forever, but lying in bed with Olivia curled up next to me, that impermanence didn't feel so bad.
***
(Author's Note 2: For the longest time, writing this story was something that I did in my spare time for fun, but because of the great support of so many readers, I am nearly able to write these stories full-time. It's been amazing, and I cannot thank you and your enthusiasm enough. As ever, if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series, as it truly keeps me going sometimes. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. For a lot of reasons, it's been hard for the last few years, and in times like that it gets really easy to forget the little things and not take care of yourself, and I humbly ask that you take time out of your day for some self-care when you can. Stay hydrated. Move around every so often. Brush your teeth and floss. Try to get a reasonable amount of sleep as often as possible. And, of course, please take care of your mental health. Address problems rather than bottling them up, and if things seem like too much, just know that there are people and resources out there who would be more than happy to help you, and that many are just a phone call away. It's a rough world out there, but we can't make it a better place if we don't take care of ourselves first. As always, please be good to yourselves and to everyone else!)
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Previously, on Senior Year Memories: Sick and tired of the bullying of drama club asshole Micah Burke, nerdy 18-year-old Ryan Collins enlisted the help of his new friend, the stage crew beauty, 18-year-old Olivia Raine-Goldblum, to take some revenge and end the harassment once and for all. Arranging for Micah to meet him on the school's stage, Ryan arranged for the bully to confess while he beat Ryan up, all too late for Micah revealing that the rest of the drama club had been watching this the whole time. With Micah humiliated and his position within the club ruined, he was taken away by the drama teacher, Mrs. Wanda Harker, while Ryan celebrated an end to this madness. As the celebration died down, Ryan found Olivia, reaffirming their newly-forged friendship before they finally had sex for the first time.
***
With the Micah Burke Incident behind me and life at Regan Hills High School looking like it was returning to normal, I greeted the month of April with optimism and hope, and perhaps a little bit of hesitation, if I'm being honest. Senior year at Regan Hills High School had easily been the most transformative period of my life, with new friends, new loves, and more hot sex than I knew what to do with (none of which I was certain I'd have when the year kicked off)... but it was all too clear to me that it was coming to an end, and sooner rather than later. Graduation was in early June, and I had just over two months to go before... before, what, really? Finding a job? Going to college? Seeing what life itself had to offer?
The big questions were catching up with me faster than I would have liked, and soon they would need answers. Answers I wasn't fully sure of, and that were becoming increasingly intimidating with every passing day... but who actually knows answers to anything that firmly when they're 18?
I found myself dwelling more and more on those big questions as my time at Regan Hills High began to draw short, but even with them hanging over me in an ever-present cloud, nothing could stop me from living in the moment. Nothing would stop me from living life to the fullest with the friends and lovers in my life I'd picked up over the course of this year who reminded me of just how important it was to make sure that every moment mattered.
And none of them could remind me quite so acutely of this simple fact as the three girls I loved most: my girlfriends Josie, Brooke and Sarah. We'd had our fair share of sex and sexy misadventures, sometimes together, sometimes apart, sometimes with all of us and sometimes only a pair, but for all the madness that this year had brought, it was my time with these three that had a way of mentally stabilizing me and leading to some of the most intense sex. After a month as busy as March had been, it felt only appropriate to kick things off in April by spending my time with them. In the grand scheme of things, it may not have been a terribly consequential or important day, but as days went, it was special because we got to spend it together.
That the day was spent mostly having hot sex was just icing on the cake.
***
MORNING
***
I lay in bed, drifting in and out of consciousness, faintly aware of sunlight beginning to peek through the window and feeling pretty damn good for what felt like it was pretty early in the morning. Rolled onto my back, I could just vaguely recall the hints of a sweaty, arousing dream I'd just been in the middle of, when I became acutely aware that I was still feeling the dream, even though I was awake. There was an insistent, moist pressure on my cock, a pleasure that crept over my entire body, and I felt a familiar eager enthusiasm that brought me to life in a way few others could.
As my eyes came into focus, I remembered that I wasn't in my bedroom, but one that was decorated in various shades of bright pink. Pictures on the wall showed various girls in cheerleading outfits, while my head was surrounded by a mix of girly pillows and stuffed animals that were surprisingly comfortable to fall asleep among. Looking down, I saw the sight of a feminine shape between my legs, bobbing up and down underneath the blankets eagerly as she worshipped my cock with their mouth. I groaned softly, letting her know I was awake, which only managed to get her blowing me harder.
"Oh, fuck..." I groaned, pulling the blanket back to reveal the cute and perky face of my girlfriend, 18-year-old Brooke King, swallowing my cock.
Considering how composed she looked, she had probably been up for a little while and had time to clean up first, but there was no world in which she wasn't one of the cutest people you'd ever seen. The petite, 5'1" blonde looked up at me with her dazzling, playful green eyes, her lips wrapped around my cock as she sucked me down her throat with an ease that seemed impossible for her small size. I'd thrown enough of the blankets over her to see that she was *quite* naked (easily her favorite look), revealing her tight body and full round ass to my eyes. From this angle, I couldn't see her breasts very well, but reaching down I was able to squeeze one of her pert A-cups in a way that had her moaning around my cock.
Gripping her pigtails in each hand, I pulled her off of my cock and caught that brilliant, early morning smile she had for me as she giggled.
"Good morning, Ryan! I thought you were gonna, like, sleep all day!" Brooke said, sticking out her tongue enough to graze my cockhead.
The previous night came back to me slowly, a night where Brooke and I had made the bed shake for some time before settling in, made all the more awkward by her parents doing the same not long afterward. Having seen the immense and intimidating Mr. King, I was ready to keep quiet, but Brooke had been all giggles as her parents did their thing not too far away from us. Sleep after that had been a little hectic, but the way I felt now, I must have gotten some decent rest.
I reached for the nightstand and grabbed my glasses, putting them on. "Now why would I do that when I've got you here waiting for me?"
She giggled, climbing on top of me and kissing me. "Good question. Almost as good as, like, why didn't you ask for our help with all that drama BS? You, like, *do* know that we're good at wrecking assholes, right? Didja forget what I helped ya do at Homecoming?"
"I didn't forget," I replied, kissing her back.
"Then you should really think again when it comes to leaving us out of something so important to ya. You know we, like, totally got your back all the time, right?" Brooke asked, blinking cutely.
I sighed. While Sarah was mellow enough to understand why I handled what I did to Micah Burke the way I did, Josie and Brooke were still rather annoyed with me for not getting them involved in some necessary revenge during my time with the drama club. While I still maintained that I didn't want to put them at whatever risk might come with it, I recognized that I'd still made mistakes by not letting my girlfriends in on one of the more troubling periods of my senior year and letting them decide how much risk they wanted to take on.
Reaching down to grip her ass in both hands as she kissed me, I asked, "Forgive me?"
Playfully, she kissed me on the nose. "I dunno, it might take some spanking before I'm willing to, like, *totally* forgive ya, but I'm open to-"
I reached back behind her and slapped her firmly on the ass before she could get another word out. Brooke's eyes went wide as she yelped pleasurably, and before she could collect herself, I swatted her on the ass twice more. She cried out in pleasure at the sharp impacts, looking down at me with eyes that shared love and lust.
Giggling as she gathered herself together, she added, "I meant spanking *you*, silly!"
SMACK!
With one more impact for good measure, I replied, "I know, but you cum harder when I'm the one spanking you."
"This is totally true," Brooke replied, leaning down to kiss me. "And, full honesty, like, you could probably get my forgiveness with a hard enough spanking."
"Yeah?" I asked, always happy to give Brooke's delicious ass a nice spanking.
"Uh huh," she replied, more eagerly grinding her pussy against my cock. "Maybe not yet, though. It's a nice morning, not exactly, like, the best time for some roughness I'd say. We could totally save it for movie night, though! You know how much Josie and Sarah love getting their asses punished!"
Right, tonight was going to be movie night, wasn't it? Brooke, Sarah, Josie and I gathered together in one room watching a spooky movie, enjoying some popcorn, and then probably fucking around some if we hadn't completely tired each other out first. This would be all the more a challenge for me, since I intended to spend the day jumping around between the three of them. Their schedules with their various families didn't really allow for us to spend the majority of it together, but I'd get a good chunk of the day with each of them, and ending up on a movie night would be worth it.
"Spankings and movie night... I think today's going to be a really good day," I said, gripping Brooke's ass lovingly.
Biting her lip and groaning, she continued to grind on my cock insistently. "Mhmmm... I think it's gonna be, like, the best day."
"The best day?" I asked.
"Well, I mean, when you're trying to make every day better than the last one, every day's gotta be the best day, right? And I'm always here for making things better, and when I'm with you, or Josie, or Sarah, or some combination of any and all of ya, it's, like, a pretty great fucking day for me!" Brooke giggled, leaning down to kiss me again.
I will admit that I was a much more cynical person before Brooke was in my life, but it was hard to stay that way all the time when you had a walking, talking ray of sunshine like her around you. It was like she carried light with her at all times and you not only couldn't help but see it, but when you were around her, you *wanted* that light and energy inside you as well. When Brooke was here, you wanted the world to be every bit as bright as her, and to believe that not everything was as bad as it might seem.
I couldn't deny that my optimism in this moment was certainly augmented by the insistent pressure Brooke applied to my cock, grinding up against me with a greater enthusiasm. I knew she seemed to get really excited giving oral, and given how wet she was, she must have been particularly excited by the blowjob she'd woken me up with.
"So, we're fucking soon, aren't we?" I asked, smirking playfully.
"*Totally*... it's, like, the best way to wake up, ain't it?" she giggled, wiggling particularly firmly against my cock.
I groaned, groping Brooke's ass before pulling her in close enough to suck one of her nipples in my mouth. The beautiful, pigtailed blonde on top of me had always had the most sensitive nipples, and that hadn't changed this morning. She cried out pleasurably, biting her lip partway through so she wouldn't get too loud.
Lightly nibbling on her nipple, I let it out of my mouth, smiling up at her. "When I'm waking up next to you? Yeah, yeah, it is."
"Or with me blowing you?" Brooke corrected.
"Or that, yes, that's also pretty great," I admitted.
"Or if you're surrounded by a whole bunch of your super-slutty girlfriends who love you and are ready to jump you and do all sorts of nasty and tasty and all kinds of fun things to you?" she proposed, her voice so sweet that it almost broke me.
Seeing that this could go on for a while, I grabbed Brooke for another kiss. She melted into me, kissing me back with that bubbly excitement that only she could manage at this time of the morning, before I broke it so I could address her.
"I mean, if you keep proposing alternatives to waking up like this, I doubt we'll actually get down to anything today, and I really mean to get down to something today if I'm gonna be bouncing between the three of you all day," I said, grinning up at her.
"Yeah... yeah, that totally makes sense," Brooke said, reaching between her legs to grip my cock.
Though I expected her to line me up and plunge onto me quickly, as Brooke had a certain delightful impatience to her when it came to sex, this she took a certain amount of pleasure just holding my cock beneath her, stroking and rubbing the head, making sure she spread the precum around thoroughly while looking into my eyes. Brooke giggled to herself, teasing my cockhead with the lightest touch of her fingers, occasionally gripping me and swiping me over her entrance before playing around further, stroking and teasing my cock. It was an intensely sensual tease, a nice, slow way to start the day that actually took me a little off guard.
Nevertheless, while she certainly enjoyed teasing me this time, Brooke wasn't one for teasing *too* long, and after making sure that we were both about as energized for this as we could possibly be, she began to push herself down onto my cock.
"Ah, fuck..." I groaned, as ever pleasantly shocked by just how tight Brooke still was.
"Yesssss..." she hissed, dropping her head for a moment and moaning. "Ooh, ooh, this is nice... oh, this is *so* fucking nice..."
Brooke's hot, tight pussy embraced me with that same familiarity that had always made her feel like home to me, each inch of her squeezing cunt welcoming me in enthusiastically, embracing me and demanding my absolute attention. I clutched Brooke close to me as she descended, moaning and taking in the pleasure as she took absolutely every bit of me until I'd disappeared fully inside of her. We held onto each other for a moment like this, shaking and savoring each other, before I kissed Brooke on the lips.
It was a tender kiss, one with no promises that we would stay tender as we were with each other (since things with Brooke could get wild in a hurry), but one that sealed the moment as a distinctly fond one that reignited the closeness we shared.
Looking up at her, I brushed one of her pigtails over her shoulder and said, "I love you."
Giggling pleasantly, Brooke wiggled on my cock a little, then replied, "I love you too... now, come on... let's *do* this."
I kissed her with one last bit of tenderness, which Brooke returned in kind, before she began to rise and fall on my cock. Bracing her knees against the bed, she soon gained a pretty swift pace, one that she was rather accustomed to when riding me, bouncing up and down on my cock energetically. Groaning with pleasure, I let my hands slide down her back, gripping her ass as she sat up on my cock, looking down at me as she fucked me. Brooke's face was as adorable as ever, but with that distinct beauty that came with her when she was lost in the act of sex. There was a delightful depravity to her sweet smile, something naughty to the way her eyes sparkled and those squeaks and squeals of joy she let out as she rode me. Her pigtails bounced wildly, and as I took her in, I was reminded again that there were few ways quite as nice to wake up to as this.
"Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes!!!" she moaned, running her hands over her body and squeezing her nipples. "Ooh, yes, ah, I love some good wakeup sex! Ah, it totally helps me get things going! We'll do this, then a nice jog, then shower off, then some more..."
"Hey, only so much! I'm spending the afternoon before we movie night with Sarah," I explained, pumping up into Brooke.
She pouted for all of a few seconds at the thought that we'd spend slightly less of the day together fucking, but only so much as her face quickly brightened.
"Then, like, I won't drain you *completely*... don't want to send you to Sarah with nothing in the tank!" Brooke giggled.
"Much obliged," I replied, pushing myself up so that I sat facing her while we fucked, wrapping my arms behind Brooke's back for support. "You know how much our girlfriend loves cum."
"Ummm, not sure if you've noticed, but we're all the best kinda cumsluts you'll find," Brooke moaned, wrapping her arms around my back and fucking me harder.
"This is true," I replied, kissing her. "But still..."
"Oh, yeah, totally, the rest of it stands, like, I'm not gonna leave my girl high and dry with no cum... much as I really, *really* wanna drain you, I won't do that to her. Or you. Hope you guys have fun while I'm out and about with Mom and Dad," she said, smiling up at me brightly.
"Right, pre-Spring Break shopping?" I asked, trying to remember what Brooke had told me the night before.
Considering all the sex we'd had the previous night, my memories of what Brooke and I had discussed were somewhat understandably hazy, but enough had come back to me that I could put the pieces together. What I knew was that she and her parents were going to take a Spring Break trip to celebrate her upcoming graduation to somewhere tropical and fun where she would no doubt have all kinds of fun, which, admittedly, had me a little jealous, since Dad's schedule didn't line up in a way for us to do anything that would let us get away from Regan Hills this year. Nevertheless, I was certain that even if I was going to be sticking around town that I'd find some sort of fun along the way; I'd become far too aware of this year's patterns to believe that my life in this town would ever be boring again.
"Uh huh!" Brooke exclaimed, bouncing up and down on me with a greater enthusiasm. "Gotta get some cute swimsuits for the beach!"
"You've already got a *lot* of cute swimsuits," I noted, kissing her neck.
"Well, there's always room for more," she replied, groaning. "Mmm, fuck, you feel so nice..."
"Thank you," I replied, kissing her again.
"So, what about you? We got sooooo horny, I totally never asked you what you had planned for Spring Break. Sorry!" Brooke squealed with delight.
"It's alright," I said, trying to match her pace as I fucked up into her. "I got an invite some time back to hang with Izzy Barnes for Spring Break, but that offer kinda fell apart when her folks decided to take her up north for the week, so, you know, I'll just be hanging around, I guess, doing homework, getting up to trouble."
"Trouble's fun..." she giggled, playfully biting the side of my neck. "You getting into some trouble would be a *lot* of fun."
"Yeah, I'm sure," I said, rolling my eyes.
Soothingly, Brooke said, "Awww, come on, Ryan, it's not *that* bad, and-"



Wanting to switch things up, I rolled us to the side so I was now on top of her, pounding down into her more insistently. Without missing a beat, she moaned and groaned with me, thoroughly delighted with the new position.
And without losing her train of thought, it seemed.
"And you'll have a lot of people to get into trouble with while I'm gone with my folks, I'm sure!" Brooke continued, giggling. "Kaitlyn and Haley will totally be in town..."
"Tori too," I acknowledged, pumping down into Brooke firmly. "She actually said she wanted to meet up for something over the break... not sure what that means, but... fuck, you're tight..."
"See? You won't be bored for the Break..." she giggled again, wrapping her arms and legs around me as I continued to fuck her more insistently.
"No..." I admitted.
I admitted this without as much conviction as I might have had, in part because part of me really had wished that I could spend the entire break with Josie, Brooke and Sarah together. It had been a long time since we'd all had some proper time together, just the four of us, and I was hoping that Spring Break might be that opportunity... but with a relationship as complex as ours, getting everyone's schedules to line up would certainly be an effort we'd have to make, and one that we'd for the most part managed so far, but Spring Break was promising to scatter almost all of us to the winds. If we couldn't get together during Spring Break, we'd just have to make it happen another time and oh would it be sweet when we could... but I was hoping for something a little sooner than that.
Of course, Brooke was rather perceptive, and she caught on to my hesitation quickly. She hugged me even closer as I fucked her, kissing me repeatedly as I slid in and out of her clutching cunt at a rapid pace.
"Awww, it's so sweet that you're gonna miss us... we're gonna miss you too, believe me!" Brooke exclaimed, moaning into my lips with another kiss. "But... we'll find the time, we'll, like, *make* the time for all of us to get together and do some fun stuff, and nobody and nothing, not even the drama club, can tear you away from us! Alright?"
I grinned at the thought, reaching up and squeezing one of her nipples. "You promise?"
Moaning lusciously, Brooke replied, "*Totally*..."
Well, I couldn't ask for a better commitment than that. I kissed Brooke again, deeper and with a greater fire, squeezing her pert breast as I continued to pound away at her.
"Yes... yes, yes, yes, fuck yeah, keep fucking me, harder... mmm, this is the best! You're the fucking best, Ryan!" she squealed, tightening her grip on me.
"I think you know that of the two of us in here, you're actually the best," I replied.
"Think what you want, I'll know what I know, and what I know is that that cock's fucking amazing, and, like, I need it all the fucking time... it's not even a joke, I need it all the time, and, like, I'd never say that about any guy I'd been with before, most of them were totally fun, don't get me wrong..." Brooke groaned.
Unable to stop myself, I asked, "Even Kyle Bowman?"
She laughed at the mention of my former bully. "Alright, I won't say that I've always had the best tastes, especially when I'm horny, but he was an exception... most guys not named Kyle Bowman, they're, like, a lot of fun, but most of them I wouldn't say I *need* to come back to... but you, Ryan, you're, like, *different*."
Admittedly, I wasn't exactly in the best headspace for conversation when I was pumping away at my girlfriend's perfect little pussy like this, but to say that I was touched was an understatement. Even though this year had radically changed my perception of myself, it was hard sometimes not to be the guy I'd started the year as with all his insecurities, even when I was with a girl as perfect as Brooke.
A little of that insecurity likely caused me to quip, "You're just sayin' that because I've got a big cock and really know how to make you cum..."
Reaching down, Brooke swatted me on the ass. "You might have a cock like no other, Mr. Ryan Collins, but if you think that's the only reason I'm with you, then you don't know me very well. You make me laugh, you make me smile, and you make me feel like I'm being seen and not just 'cause I'm, like, this cute little peppy cheerleader, but because you'd like me even if I didn't look as hot as I do, and that's something rare. You don't treat me like I'm a ditzy bimbo fool just because of what you see and how I talk, and I fucking *love* it!"
I must have slowed down my pace at some point for the depth of the conversation we were having, but I only recognized it when Brooke explained that. Brooke rocked her hips against me more insistently, wanting the fuck to continue in earnest the way it had been, but I needed a moment to process my feelings so I could say something.
"I love how you make me feel seen, too," I said, kissing the side of Brooke's neck. "I was invisible for so long; there's nothing like being seen by people, and when you look at me, a lot like you're looking at me now, I can feel it... and I cherish it, and I... fuck, I love it... I love *you*."
"Back atcha," Brooke replied, kissing me and smiling up at me dreamily. "And I don't say that L-word easily, at least not to any guy, but with you? Yeah, saying I fuckin' love you is totally easy."
For emphasis, she kissed me on the nose again, then locked her ankles behind my ass. "So... you still wanna be mushy and thoughtful, or do you wanna pound your girlfriend's tight, perfect pussy until you make a nice mess out of her?"
I thought about this for half a second, then replied, "I think I said what I needed to say."
"Likewise," Brooke replied. "Now, come on, let's fuck!"
I grinned down at her. "How hard do you want it?"
"Oh, the hardest! A nice hard fuck like this, better than a cup of coffee and a jog!" she giggled.
I shook my head. "I'll never understand people who can jog to wake themselves up... but if you want it *that* hard, I'm gonna need you to let me go for a second."
Unconsciously, I'd already started fucking her harder again, which probably explained that pouty look on Brooke's face when she said, "But I don't wanna let you go!"
I chuckled. "Trust me, you'll like this."
"Fine!" she exclaimed with overly exaggerated annoyance. "If that's what *you* want."
"Trust me, it's what you want, too," I explained.
Though with more exaggerated reluctance, Brooke ultimately let me go, allowing me to climb off of her. It was harder to tell if I looked down at my petite blonde girlfriend with a look of more love or lust, but with my cock leading the way, lust ultimately won out as I decided on how exactly I was going to fuck her as hard as she demanded.
Without a word, I pushed myself up, then grabbed Brooke by the hips, rolling her over onto her belly. Knowing what I was going for, she quickly propped herself up on her hands and knees, shifting back and pressing her pussy against my erection. Groping her ass for a moment, I then slid inside of her, resheathing my cock where it belonged inside of her perfect pussy as I prepared to fuck her with an intensity we both knew we'd enjoy.
"Ah, fuck!" Brooke cried out, dropping her head as she'd been filled so quickly again. "Yes! Yes! Fucking yes! Give it to me like you know I like it, come on!"
I grinned, playfully smacking Brooke's ass again and joking, "Needy little slut."
"Uh huh! The best needy little slut you're gonna find! There's a lot of us out there, but, like, you *know* none of them can fuck like I can! None of them can take it so hard, give it so hard, and keep coming back for more! I'm the best you're gonna find!" Brooke boasted proudly, smiling back at me with that big, cute smile that could get me to do just about anything.
I had a lot of options for what I could do next to kick this next stage of sex off right, but honestly, grabbing her by the pigtails as I began to fuck into her in this position felt right. She squealed with delight as I did this, arching her neck just enough to give me a good grip while I slid my cock in and out of her rapidly. Fucking her doggy like this did quickly allow me to build up a pace that soon had both of uf moaning with pleasure, my hips a blur as I fucked into Brooke with everything I had.
As ever, there was nothing quite like having sex with Brooke King. While I knew a lot of girls who I'd call energetic lovers, none of them had anything on Brooke, who when she got down to it was nothing shy of a sex machine. The petite, sweet-looking blonde was ever a challenge to keep up with, but it was in that challenge that some of life's greatest pleasures came out, I think. Even as she had helped whip me into shape, improving my stamina and muscle mass considerably over the course of senior year, there was something superhuman about Brooke that I knew I would never be able to match... but it was in our differences, I think, that the two of us really shone. By all rights, me, the skinny nerd, should never have been with this peppy and cute and popular cheerleader, yet here we were, not just fooling around, but fucking *boyfriend* and *girlfriend*. Even now it still boggled my mind... but when in this position behind Brooke, gripping her pigtails and looking into her sweet, lust-fueled face as she looked back at me, there was only so much mind I could put to this moment when it felt so much easier to surrender to my pleasure.
Eyeing me playfully while I pounded into her, she whimpered, "So... fuck... fuckfuckfuck... you gonna, ummm, you gonna cum soon? Because I think I'm gonna cum soon, make it nice and big and messy for you, and... ooh, fuck, I wanna time it so we shoot off together, make a nice big mess together... you'll do that for me, right? You'll let me know?"
I felt her reaching between her legs to finger her clit while we fucked, and feeling the insistent pressure building inside of me as I continued to pump into her tight pussy, I knew that I'd be joining her before long.
"Don't I always?" I grunted.
"Uh huh..." Brooke moaned, playfully sticking out her tongue and winking at me.
Grinning, I tugged her pigtails harder, making Brooke squeal with joy as she rocked back against me.
"So, where do you want me to cum?" I asked, finally letting go of her hair.
Feeling inspired, I bent down for a moment, wrapping my arms around Brooke so I could grab her pert breasts and pull her up so her back was to my chest. It wasn't the optimal angle to fuck her, but I could still go in her nice and hard, and it had the benefit of allowing me to pinch her nipples and kiss her while we did this.
Lowering my voice, I continued, "Do you want me to pull out and cum all over your ass? Turn you over and paint you nice? Or... let me guess... you want it nice and deep in your tight little cunt?"
Whimpering, Brooke kissed me and said, "Uh huh... that one... fill my pussy up, give me that thick load of cum all the way inside of me, come on, please, do it, fuck me and fill me up... give me that thick fucking creampie, Ryan! I want it! I want it so bad!"
Her voice had gotten higher and whinier the longer we did this, and now knowing what the plan was, I didn't need to hold back on her anymore. I held her close to me, fucking up into Brooke more rapidly. I could feel her reaching between her legs with both hands, fingering her clit with a growing urgency as I did this, knowing what was to come and that there would soon be no stopping what was coming.
"Fuck..." I groaned, squeezing her breasts particularly hard. "It's gonna... gonna be soon, I'm gonna cum soon, Brooke... gonna fill you up... fuck, I love how you feel, I love it, feels so good, you feel so good, fuck... fuckfuckfuck, I love you, I'm gonna cum soon..."
"Do it! Do it! Fuck, I'm close, cum in me, fucking fill me up, Ryan, please, give it to me, give me your cum, give me your fucking cuuuuuuuuUUUUUUUUUMMM!!!" Brooke cried out, her pussy spasming and her body shaking violently as she came against me.
That was all the triggering I needed, and soon all I could do was bury my cock deep inside of Brooke, moaning alongside her as I pumped shot after shot of cum deep inside of her grasping, milking cunt. Brooke squealed with joy with every shot, riding through her own orgasm with every last spurt of cum that she drained from me. As ever, it was all I could do to keep up with her as she mewled and demanded more, squeezing everything I had and then a little more after that out of me as we rode through our orgasms together.
Though Brooke likely could have remained vertical and kneeling like this for as long as she wanted, I wasn't so disciplined after such a great fuck, falling forward and on top of her briefly, making both of us laugh in that post-coital haze. Brooke was, as ever, a trooper when it came to dealing with me collapsing on top of her after sex, and after I kissed the back of her neck a couple times, I pulled out of her and lay down on the bed next to her, catching my breath and enjoying the afterglow of our coupling.
"Mmmm," Brooke purred, turning to look at me and looking achingly pretty. "That was *totally* fun... fuck, I'm all tingly... I love getting loud nice and early. Or, ya know, sorta early like this."
I hadn't seen a clock, but suddenly became aware of a different concern that worried me.
"Fuck, we *were* loud... you think your parents heard?" I asked.
Brooke giggled. "If my parents had a problem with me fucking here, I'd fuck somewhere else so it wouldn't bother them... but you can relax your cute little head. My dad's out with the guys doing something this morning, and Mom, well, she might be here or she might not be, but the only threat you'd have to worry about from her would be, like, if she decided she wanted to steal you from me for a little or long while. And you can relax about that happening, since I told her about movie night and how you were gonna be hanging with Sarah and Josie later and how it would be rude to do anything like that."
The way she kept giggling, I had a hard time telling how truthful she was being, but knowing well that the Kings had a rather peculiar relationship in how open they were with how much they slept around with seemingly everyone in town... well, it wasn't out of the realm of possibility that she was completely telling the truth. I'd seen Mrs. King a few times, and while she was certainly beautiful and it seemed like she was often on the flirty side around me, I hadn't put too much thought to her outside of the occasional idle fantasy.
Then again, with how this year had gone, not assuming that possibility was pretty foolish on its own by this point.
"Well, thanks for looking out for me, as always," I replied.
"Hey, I've always got your back," Brooke said, smiling at me proudly.
"And I yours," I said, playfully reaching down to smack her on the ass.
She giggled again, rocking her ass out more prominently as if asking me for more spanks. While it was certainly tempting, I knew another round with her would probably turn into another half dozen rounds with her, and neither of us had the time to do that right now.
Sighing, I said, "We should probably get up and get moving. Start the day and all that good stuff."
"Uh huh!" Brooke chirped cheerfully, pushing herself up onto her knees and looking down at me. "Come on, let's get cleaned up and dressed so we can throw in a jog before I send you on your way."
"Do I have to?" I groaned, wanting pretty much anything else but a jog right now.
"Oh, come on! It'll get your blood pumping... I mean, more than what we just did, and make sure you're nice and limber for when I send you off to our girl Sarah. You do want to be energetic and limber for her, right?" she proposed, smiling at me with a continued cheer it was hard for me to fight.
I couldn't stay annoyed with Brooke for long, but I could sure make it look like I wanted to be.
"I think you're enjoying being a sadist today," I replied.
"It's not sadistic when it's good for ya!" she shot back perkily.
"I can think of a few things wrong with that statement," I said, chuckling.
"Okay, I might've oversimplified there, but my heart's in the right place. Come on, I promise I'll have you nice and ready for Sarah by the time I'm done with you, and even if you don't like jogging all that much, I promise you'll feel great afterward, *and* it's more time with my totally sparkling company... you wouldn't force me to jog alone *and* deny yourself of more time with me at the same time, would you?" Brooke asked, blinking cutely.
I swear, Brooke likely would've infuriated me if she weren't so goddamn cute... and if I didn't love her so much. She was right, of course, that by the time I actually got into jogging with her, I'd have a fine time, and I would of course love her company. She'd gotten me into shape this year when no one else had before, and a jog wasn't going to put me out too much... and beyond all that, when looking her in the eye like this, seeing how broadly and enthusiastically she smiled for me, I knew I couldn't deny her anything.
I just hoped that hanging out with Sarah would be a little more on the mellow side.
***
AFTERNOON
***
When I finally biked over to Sarah's place a little before lunchtime, much like Brooke had predicted, I was feeling energized and in pretty good shape for whatever time I'd get to spend with Sarah. The jog hadn't destroyed me, and a shower with Brooke that was more shower than fooling around (though I won't claim that we *completely* kept our hands off of each other) had me feeling ready for the day.
Looking forward to spending time with Sarah, however, only clinched that feeling. Of my three girlfriends, Sarah was easily the mellowest, and in her own unique way, possibly the most passionate. The former band geek and current cheerleader had always been on the shyer side of things, but when the two of us got together, there was a fire brought out of her that I couldn't help but find terribly attractive. As I pedaled to her house, it was if I were doing so via a magnetic pull, and by the time I got to the front door, my hand couldn't help but shake from excitement as I texted her that I was here.
The front door flew open, and just as quickly a hand reached out and pulled me inside.
"Come on!" Sarah whispered, grabbing hold of me and dragging me inside. "And stay quiet!"
18-year-old Sarah Kent had always been on the shy side, but this was a little more mysterious than I was used to her being (well, excusing how we met on Halloween, anyway). My 5'2" girlfriend was dressed in a loose gray hoodie I hadn't seen her wear in some time and a dark pair of yoga pants, her bare feet padding along the carpet as quietly as she could manage. With her wavy blonde, shoulder-length hair framing her face, I watched as he intelligent green eyes darted around every corner and looked at every shadow from behind her horn-rimmed glasses. Gripping me tightly by the wrist and not even giving me a moment to take my shoes off, she dragged me through her house before practically throwing me into her bedroom, locking the door behind her.
"There," she said, breathing a sigh of relief as she turned to face me. "I'm sorry about that, I just had to be safe... didn't want her to hear me yet."
"Safe from what?" I asked, chuckling nervously and bending over to remove my shoes. "Your mom doesn't care about what we do in here."
"Oh, it's not about Mom..." Sarah replied, no longer nearly as nervous, yet still darting her eyes around as if we might be pounced upon at any moment by a predator.
"Then I'm confused," I replied.
Chuckling softly to herself, she explained, "It's not about Mom... it's about Maeve O'Brien."
I ran through the list of all the girls from school I knew, and couldn't recall any girl named Maeve O'Brien... and I thought I knew the name of every girl in our class by this point. It was a big class, to be sure, but there was always a chance someone could have slipped through the cracks...



And then it hit me. Sarah had made mentioned some weeks back that her family was hosting a foreign exchange student from Ireland, the daughter of an old friend of Sarah's mom she knew from her college days, and my schedule had been so hectic lately I hadn't put together that this had finally happened.
"The foreign exchange student?" I confirmed.
"The same," Sarah said, nodding, still scanning her room as if waiting for some surprise attack. "She's been here a few days, actually, mostly sleeping off the time zone difference, but she's a handful... and a horny little bitch, too. The stuff she talks about doing, it can make me blush, and you know what it takes to make me blush."
"Sarah, I love you, but it's really easy to make you blush," I replied, chuckling.
She rolled her eyes at me with a little laugh. "Alright, that's fair, but, she's one of the horniest people I've ever met, that's a clear point, and if she saw you before I saw you... well, I know the narrative of your year so far, *intimately*, and while I wouldn't want to tear you away from her because I'm sure the two of you would make some serious magic, I wanted today to have some time with you myself before movie night."
Grinning down at her, I replied, "Yeah, I'd like that too."
"Good," Sarah replied, pulling her hoodie over her head and tossing it aside. "Then let's get down to business; I'm pretty sure she isn't hiding in here, but I still don't know how well a locked door can stop her."
This was an interesting problem she proposed, but one that I couldn't really put a lot of focus on as Sarah's bare upper body was exposed to me. Not wearing anything under her hoodie, I could see now her lean arms, tight abs, and pert B-cup breasts with hard nipples that already had my mouth watering. Though I suspected she also had nothing on under her yoga pants, this was quickly confirmed as she pulled them down to the floor as well, exposing her tight, shapely legs and sweet pink pussy with its perfect little landing strip of pubic hair. As ever, seeing what a lifetime of dance had done for her body was awe-inspiring, but it was as I looked at her cute face looking up at me so expectantly, innocent-looking in spite of everything I knew that we had done together, that really sparked the fire within me.
"Fuck, you're beautiful," I said.
"Thank you," she replied, blushing and pulling me in for a kiss. "I'm also naked, which you're not, so..."
"Sorry, sorry..." I replied, quickly stripping down until I was wearing every bit as little as she was. "I spend so much time getting dressed and undressed on days like this that I sometimes forget what state I'm in and, well..."
"Oh, I understand. I'm new to cheerleader parties, but it sounds pretty much the same," Sarah answered me, dropping down to her knees in front of me. "But, you do eventually get used to it, and you'll remember how dressed you are or aren't at any given moment."
"Uh huh..." I replied, unable to form much in the way of coherent thoughts for the sight before me.
I stood there above my girlfriend, her kneeling and looking up at me with this beaming, hopeful look on her face as she reached up with a delicate hand and stroked my cock. Admittedly, Sarah and I had first gotten together under rather peculiar circumstances, as she had been so shy and horny that she could only approach me on Halloween, in costume, masked and anonymous, to seduce me. Now that we had things better sorted out, and I could actually see her face while we had sex, Sarah had proven a distinctly calming influence in my life. While the sex between us was every bit as wild as it was with either of the other girls, Sarah was content to have quiet moments when they suited both of us, and we could just enjoy the simple intimacy of being with each other in a way I found truly heartwarming.
This wasn't a heartwarming moment, though, and it only took Sarah a slight lean inward to have her lips wrapped around my cockhead and her tongue swiftly swirling over it, ensuring that I was rock hard in no time.
"Ah, fuck," I moaned, running my fingers through her hair warmly.
"Mhmm?" she replied, letting my cockhead pop from her mouth. "What you needed? Because it's what I need... I could really use your cock down my throat... kinda urgently, actually."
"Seems to be a theme today; Brooke woke me up the same way this morning," I said.
Sarah smiled. It was a genuinely lovely sight to behold, and would have been a downright wholesome sight if she weren't naked and stroking my cock inches away from her face in this moment.
"Well, Brooke always has had good taste, as far as I can tell," Sarah replied, kissing my cockhead again.
Seeing just how pleased and excited Sarah was, I couldn't help but want to please her as much as she seemed to want to please me. I then bent down, grasping her by the shoulders and helping her back to her feet.
"Oh? I didn't think you'd get tired of blowjobs today so quickly..." she said, lightly teasing and reaching down to stroke me some more.
"Relax, I'll never get tired of your mouth," I said, pulling her in for a kiss. "I just thought we could take this to the bed, give each other a little mutual excitement..."
Sarah raised an eyebrow, and I nodded in silent confirmation. Watching her face light up like it was Christmas morning... well, it was one of the most rewarding things I could imagine in that moment, and her excitement as she bounded onto the bed was easy for me to match. I kept up with her, jumping onto the bed after Sarah and wrapping her in a tight, powerful hug, holding her close while we made out.
While Brooke had been energetic and pushing me to my limits, with Sarah, the pace was much easier, and slower. We were both pretty mellow people by our nature, and though we could both get pretty hot and heavy (and rather creative, given Sarah's flexibility), the rest of the time we could just have sex at whatever pace we wanted without having to make it a power-fucking marathon at all times. After sex and a jog with Brooke this morning, this silent understanding from Sarah was thoroughly welcome.
Smiling at me fondly, she rolled on top of me, playfully grinding her pussy against my cock for a moment before she shifted her position, rotating her entire body around so that her pussy was above my mouth and my cock was only inches away from her lips. I could feel her breath against me, making me shiver with anticipation as she let out a low, awed chuckle.
"You know, beginning this year, this would have all seemed so crazy to me..." Sarah said, lightly letting her tongue graze the underside of my cock. "It's like, I knew I was horny all the time, and that I had friends and people in band I could fool around with when I wanted to get some, but I didn't think I had it in me to really have a boyfriend or a girlfriend or some of each, really... I thought I'd be too shy, or I wouldn't deserve it, or whatever, but when Josie told me about your cock, about how I had to find you and just try this out for myself... I didn't think it could lead here. I thought I'd just get some good, hot dicking from a good, hot dick... I didn't think it could possibly go anywhere past that, but I'm glad it did. I'm *so* fucking glad it did... I love you, and I love them, and this cock, this insane fucking cock that I couldn't not be tempted by when she told me about you, this kicked everything off, and- OH!"
I didn't want to interrupt her when she was having an emotional revelation, but with her delicious pussy only inches away from my lips and smelling more intoxicating with every passing moment, I couldn't avoid this kind of temptation for long. I wrapped my arms around Sarah's thighs, pulling her in close and forcing her pussy onto my mouth. I darted my tongue out, running it in swift, forceful circles over her clit that had her moaning quickly. Perhaps too loudly for her, it seemed, as she soon clapped a hand over her mouth. This confused me for a moment, until I realized she was trying to keep things quiet so her exchange student wouldn't overhear us.
Was she really that horny that she'd try to barge in on Sarah and me having sex? Well, that was certainly interesting.
Sarah dropped her hand from her mouth, keeping her moans low as she breathily said, "Oh, wow... okay, you caught me off guard, but that's, mmm, that's really good, that feels *so* good, oh... oh fuck, I need to be quiet, but it's so hard when... ah, that should work... two birds, one stone... *perfect*!"
I didn't know what she meant by this at first, but when she buried my cock all the way down her throat in one eager bob, her plan made full sense to me. It also made it difficult to keep focused on eating her out, but having experienced my share of 69s by this point, I didn't let myself stay distracted for long. Slurping and sucking, I eagerly dove into her pussy, slipping two fingers inside of her while I focused my lips and tongue on her clit in a way that had her gyrating against my face in no time.
I can't say we were quiet exactly, but with both of our mouths full, there was no way our moans could be what betrayed us. Sure, the vibrations of her moaning around my cock, and my own grunts and groans of pleasure against her clit, added their own distinctly pleasurable, vibrating thrill, but aside from the soft squeaking of her bed and the wet sounds of our eager mouths, we kept things pretty quiet, all told.
It only took a few minutes like this, however, for me to wish I could have gotten Sarah louder. *Much* louder, honestly. Unassuming on sight, Sarah had always been one of my most passionate lovers, thoroughly responsive and easily excited... fuck, there was so much I wanted to do with her, and so much I still *could* do with her, it was just a matter of making the best of the situation we had been given here.
That being said, being entangled in a 69 with one of my girlfriends was hardly a situation that needed to have the best made of it, since by my reckoning, we were making a *very* good time of it.
Admittedly, I got caught up in the moment rather quickly (which happens pretty easily when your cock's being sucked by an expert like this), and instead of wanting to draw this out for a slow, messy orgasm like I had originally intended, I realized that I wanted to make Sarah cum pretty hard. I slurped and suckled at her clit more eagerly, wanting to bring her closer and closer to climax. Sarah reacted to this eagerly at first, rocking her hips against me and pressing herself more into my face, before she realized what exactly I was trying to do and picked up her own pace.
Soon it was a bit of a competition between the two of us, giving each other oral at an increasingly feverish rate as we sought to be the first to thoroughly please the other. This was a fair competition, all told, considering the fact that both Sarah and I were quite skilled at the act of oral sex, but with the head start I had, I was certain I'd get her to cum first.
Of course, the occasional dirty trick certainly wouldn't hurt either...
Sarah was doing some excellent work sucking me, practically fucking me with her mouth and throat, reaching down to tease my balls with her fingers and making sure I was nice and primed for my next explosion. It was an excellent move on her part, but one that I was more than capable of countering, as I had an exquisite view from where I was of her perfectly tight, round, dancer's ass above me. Much like our other girlfriends, Sarah kind of lost it whenever you brought anal into the mix, and with her tight, winking hole teasingly close above me... well, I couldn't *not* act, could I? No, when I wanted to make sure she came first, and came as hard as possible, I knew that all bets were off, and that dirty tricks were more than welcome.
So, shifting one of my hands around, I gathered up a fair bit of Sarah's pussy juice on my middle finger, sliding it into her juicy cunt and making her moan appreciatively as I gently thrust it in and out of her, before pulling my glistening digit out and running it over her asshole. Sarah moaned around my cock, knowing what I was doing, and sped up her blowjob, trying to beat me to the punch. However, as I pressed my finger more firmly against her asshole, and she opened up to accommodate me, there was no way that I wasn't going to win this little unspoken competition that the two of us had initiated. With only token resistance, I slid my finger into her tight, hot asshole, pumping it in and out of her in time with my oral efforts as I ate her out.
It only took a couple moments like this before she began to tense up, and a few seconds past that before she cried out around my cock, shaking and trembling and bucking against me in that thoroughly satisfying fashion that filled me with no small amount of pride. Soon enough, that wasn't the only thing I was filled with, as her pussy gushed an impressive amount of juices directly into my mouth. I slurped and gulped them down, licking and sucking her perfect pussy as she shook against me, moaning around my cock in a way that threatened to set me off soon.
Maybe if I hadn't spent the morning with Brooke, that might have happened as well, but I had a little bit of self-restraint built into this day already that made it easy for me to hold onto Sarah, continuing to slowly lick and suck and finger her until she collapsed against me, relaxing and pulling her mouth off of my cock.
"Fuck..." she panted, leaning in to kiss my balls. "Fuck, fuck, fuck..."
I would've had some additional comments to add to that, but when she began to suck on my balls, all I could do was agree with my own hearty, "Fuck..."
"You're good at that, you know... so fucking good at that... kept going, got me off, didn't even make a mess of me... fuck... and I wanted your fucking cum, too... I like making you cum..." Sarah giggled, going back to sucking lightly on my balls.
I pulled my finger from her ass, then fondly stroked her cheeks. "I mean, it's still early, and we're not done yet, are we?"
"Oh, no, no, not yet, no..." she murmured, kissing my inner thigh. "I'd like to have sex with you at least a couple times before movie night."
"Good," I replied, pushing Sarah off of me and rolling her onto her back. "Because I was kind of thinking the same."
Rolling around myself, I quickly climbed on top of her, pushing her legs apart in a way that brightened her eyes and had her moaning appreciatively beneath me. Feeling my erection between her thighs, Sarah reached down to grab me with both hands, helping aim me at her pussy so I couldn't help but have my aim be true. It was awesome, in its way, that her hands were so delicate and so strong at the same time, yet through this year of experience I'd found that dancers were some of the most physically impressive people you were bound to find.
Looking up into my eyes, Sarah bit her lip, pressing my cockhead against her pussy.
"I love you," she whimpered as I pressed forward slightly. "God, I love you..."
"I love you too... fuck, I love you so much," I replied unhesitatingly, kissing her deeply as I pushed my cock inside of her.
Sarah felt every bit as tight as Brooke, and every bit as welcoming, as I buried my ten-inch erection deep inside of her. I kept my lips pressed to hers, ensuring that our sounds of pleasure wouldn't get too loud as I set about giving Sarah every inch of what I had. As I did this, I probably tempted fate by reaching up to squeeze one of her breasts, something she encouraged all too eagerly by arching her back and pressing her tit into my hand. I pressed her nipple between my thumb and forefinger, squeezing it firmly as I fed her my cock, and only giving up once I was buried deep inside of her.
Now completely embraced by her utterly perfect pussy, I broke the kiss and grinned down at Sarah. "Oh, fuck, you're really testing my ability to keep this quiet."
Giggling slightly, Sarah ran her fingers over my chest and replied, "You too... I don't know if Maeve's the type to listen at doors, but there's a chance of it."
Kissing my girlfriend again, I replied, "Well, shouldn't we give her something to listen to, then?"
Sarah thought about this, then nodded, "Fuck it... if that's how it's gonna be, that's how it's gonna be... if a locked door can't stop her, then maybe she deserves to barge in... come on, Ryan, fuck me..."
Grinning, I kissed her again, then began to properly pump in and out of her at a pace we both rather enjoyed. It wasn't as hard or as rough as things with Brooke tended to get, but with a pleasantly playful intimacy that Sarah and I enjoyed sharing with one another. With every thrust that I buried deep inside of her, she let out a soft sound somewhere between a gasp and a moan that got sexier with every passing moment, making me unable to resist making her make it yet again.
That smile she got on her face, so bright, so alive... fuck, it only made me feel more in love with the beauty beneath me, and I couldn't help but kiss her and grope her with a greater hunger as I continued to fuck down into her.
Groaning softly, Sarah looked up at me and moaned. "I wanted to ask... oh fuck, fuck, it's hard to ask like this... haha... oh, fuck..."
"Should I slow down?" I grunted.
Laughing, she replied, "Not on your fucking life! I just... fuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuck... I needed to ask, when movie night was supposed to start..."
"Eight o'clock was what I've discussed with Josie, but... if you can get there earlier, you can get there earlier... we won't mind," I explained, kissing her again.
"Cool," Sarah replied. "Mom wants to take me and Maeve out to a nice dinner tonight, kind of a belated 'welcome to the States' and talking about Spring Break sort of thing that she's been delaying due to work issues... oh, keep going, a little harder... yes... so I should be back before then."
I thought on Sarah's mother, the beautiful, and quite flexible, dance teacher and part-time stripper, Viola Kent. I might have looked far away for a moment, and almost certainly fucked her harder right then, because with a playful smile, Sarah soon swatted me on the ass.
"Are you thinking about fucking my mom while you're fucking me?" she asked, laughing.
Going back to the established pace we'd enjoyed so much, I replied, "I mean... it was only for a second, and only because you brought her up, but... yeah, sorry... she leaves an impression, and you did try to hook us up... and, I mean, it worked."
"I'm sure it did, but when I've got you here, Ryan, you're *all* mine..." Sarah replied, teasingly biting my lower lip. "If you want to keep fucking my mom, do it on your own time, not *our* time."
"Got it," I replied, squeezing her nipple again, hard. "But do send your mom my best."
"Oh, always," she laughed, kissing me again. "She does always ask after you, and not just because she wants to fuck you again, I think..."
"Well, good," I said, leaning in to kiss her neck. "And do you know if you have any Spring Break plans?"
Moaning, Sarah replied, "Well... oh, fuck... Mom's taking a few days off so we can take Maeve around and show her the sights, but that's only for a few days; I'll be here to keep you company for some of that, since I know Josie and Brooke will be out for the duration... not that you won't be doing your own thing, either... I'm sure the girls who aren't leaving town will be... fuck... glad to have you around."
Teasingly, I replied, "Well, I do provide a vital service to this town... can't let everyone down."
"Oh, I know you can't..." she replied, smirking.
I was about to question that smirk when she braced herself against the bed, rolling both of us over so that she was on top of me. Tossing her hair over her shoulder, Sarah then braced her hands against my chest, looking down at me with her beautiful green eyes. There was a great focus to them, a distinct concentration that had taken over her entire face that looked downright sultry on her as she rode me with a greater fervor.



"Just remember..." Sarah continued, dropping her voice to a seductively low tone. "For all the service you provide to the women of this town, at the end of the day, you're never going to get it as good as you'll get it from me, or Josie, or Brooke... you've got a lot of great women in your life, but you better remember that the three of us are fucking as good as it gets."
This was a side of Sarah I liked to see coming out in bed. While she'd shed much of her shy side over the course of the year I'd known her in, she could still be on the timid side in social situations. When it came to the bedroom, however, this is a girl who could unleash the fury along with the best of Regan Hills High's sluts, and the way she rode me and commanded the situation, completely in control... well, it was pretty fucking hot from where I was.
I reached up, cupping and squeezing her breasts as she rode me, giving her enough support to sit up completely on my cock as she bounced up and down on me.
"Oh, god YES! I love this cock! I fucking love this cock... fuck, I love *everything* about you, but now, it's hard not to love this cock... it's so perfect, stretching me so good, feeling so good, god, yes, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck me, squeeze my nipples harder, please, oh, god, I want more... more cock, more fucking, fuck yeah, give it to me!" Sarah cried out, no longer caring about being quiet as she lost herself to the intensity of our fuck.
No longer feeling restrained myself, I was happy to pinch her nipples, making her moan and squeal with delight as she was overcome with pleasure and pain. I wasn't indulging that mix myself, but the way her snug pussy milked my cock, I didn't need it. I was in fucking heaven, with her every bounce pushing me to greater and greater heights of pleasure as I pumped up into her. I couldn't help but reflect in this moment, looking up at her like this, that she looked painfully beautiful, so perfect and confident when confidence often eluded her.
"Fuck... so beautiful... so fucking hot... so... amazing..." I groaned, pinching her nipples more firmly.
Sarah cried out more pleasurably, her voice dropping to a low, bestial growl as she rode me. "Yeah? You like that pussy?"
"Fucking love it..." I replied, pulling her down so I could kiss her while we fucked. "So fucking tight, so perfect, makes my cock feel so fucking good... god, I just want to fuck you all the time... all day... every day... fuck, you feel so goddamn amazing, squeezing me, draining me, fuck, I want to give you all my cum..."
She groaned at this, melting into me and kissing me with a mix of softness and intensity that warmed me to my core. I held close to her, kissing her and looking her in the eye whenever I could, reveling in our connection and unmindful of anything else existing in our world. When we were connected like this, there was nothing that could interfere with us, nothing that could break our bond and remind us that a cruel outside world existed. When we were like this, we were perfect... but that didn't mean that the universe lacked a certain sense of humor about such things.
There was a swift rapping at Sarah's bedroom door, a hand trying at the knob. "Sarah, is that you in there? Am I mad, or am I hearing *fucking* occurring in your room?"
The voice was thick with an Irish accent, one that I'd be lying if I said I didn't find a little bit pleasantly exciting. Of course, my judgment might have been a bit skewed on such things considering that I was balls deep in one of my girlfriends, but I found myself wanting to see who that voice belonged to. Sarah sighed, knowing exactly who she was talking to and rolling her eyes. I had to note, however, that she did not give up on what she was doing, and I followed her lead as I pumped up into her.
Grabbing my hands and sliding them down to her ass so I could better grope her, Sarah replied, "Yes, you're hearing *fucking* right now, Maeve! I've got my boyfriend in here, and we just wanted to have a private moment; I thought that would explain the locked door."
"Well, it is certainly an explanation, but your audacity... it's quite impressive. The way you're going at it, you might as well be fucking out in the open!" Maeve replied.
Sighing again, Sarah replied, "And would you prefer that I be fucking out in the open?"
Laughing through the door, Maeve continued, "With a body like yours, you should *always* be fucking out in the open, Sarah... you're a fucking sight to behold, and if your gentleman's as much a similar sight as you are, as you have claimed he is, anything and everything the pair of you do should be considered a fucking work of art."
While I didn't exactly feel like a work of art, I appreciated Maeve's style, calling out, "Thanks!"
"Don't encourage her..." Sarah replied, before smiling a cute little smile. "Alright, maybe encourage her a *little*... I want you now, but later, after Spring Break, maybe we could have some fun."
I raised an eyebrow, certainly intrigued. "She'd be down for that?"
Blushing with amusement, Sarah replied, "I mean, she was barely in town twenty-four hours before she propositioned me, so, yeah, I think that's definitely her style."
"And did you take her up on that?" I asked, curious.
Chuckling, she replied, "I mean, she's hot, so, yeah, of course I did. I'd have been a fool not to."
"Fair enough," I responded.
"I hear talking in there! Whispering and conspirin', even! Is that all about me? Because I generally like bein' in the same room if people are gonna be talkin' about me in case they need the shit beat out of 'em!" Maeve replied, laughing.
I grinned, pumping up into Sarah harder. "Yeah, I gotta meet this girl."
"After we're done here, I'll gladly make an introduction," Sarah explained, before raising her voice. "We'll be out in a little while, Maeve... just give us some fucking time!"
There was a heavy, dare I say even *dramatic*, sigh from the other side of the door, before Maeve answered, "Fine, get your fuckin' out of the way, but know that this isn't the end of this discussion, Sarah. We're gonna have to have some words on some proper houseguest etiquette and fuckin' and sharing and all that."
With a final slap to the door, we could hear her walking away. I had to note that neither of us really changed our pace or once seriously considered stopping, which made the situation more wonderfully surreal and exciting for me.
"So, that was Maeve?" I asked.
"Yeah," Sarah replied. "She can be a lot... but she's also a lot of fun, and like I said, hot."
"Can't wait to meet her," I said, pumping up into Sarah more firmly.
"Yes, I'm sure that's *all* you'll want to do with her. You haven't even seen her yet," she noted, smiling broadly and riding me harder.
"Yeah, but I know you've got good taste, and if you're saying she's hot, then I'll think she's hot, and we'll all of us have a great fucking time," I replied, reaching up to cup Sarah's breasts with both hands, squeezing and massaging them as she rode me.
"Mmm, that's fair... I have been told I'm pretty smart," Sarah purred, fucking down onto me insistently. "And with those smarts, I've come up with an idea that I think is pretty brilliant."
"Oh?" I asked, pinching her nipples in a way that made Sarah cry out pleasurably.
"Ah, ah, ah... fuck... well, since we've been found out, and we have a sturdy locked door preventing her from getting to us, there's no need to engage in discretion anymore, is there? Even if it means we likely have an audience?" she proposed, looking down at me with a deliciously mischievous grin.
I looked up at her, grinning at Sarah as she only began to ride me harder. "No, I guess there isn't..."
With that, I pinched her nipples, hard. She cried out, loudly. Perhaps she was exaggerating a little bit, but that didn't make the sound any less sublime, or the way her pussy clenched my cock any less amazing. Neither Sarah nor I had any problem fucking in front of an audience, and in fact it had often proved to be a particular turn-on with the right audience. I didn't know if Maeve was the right audience yet, having just seen her, but the way Sarah was enjoying herself, I knew that this was a ride I would certainly join her for.
"God, yes!" Sarah enthused, quite loudly. "Fuck, I love your big fucking *cock*, Ryan! Fuck me! Keep fucking me! You'll make me cum so fucking hard!"
"Me too," I groaned, matching her volume. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum so hard... so much, for you..."
Looking down at me with a dirty gleam in her eyes, Sarah replied, "Cum inside me... cum nice and deep inside my tight pussy... you know you want to... you know I love it... so fucking dirty, I love it! Come on, cum for me! Cum in me! Please, Ryan, fuck me until we both cum!!!"
"You've got it... fuck, I'm gonna make you a fucking mess..." I replied, looking over at the door as if doing this would somehow actually let me see through it.
I couldn't actually hear or see if we had an audience, but the way Sarah joined my gaze, I was pretty sure we weren't entirely alone with what we were doing. I slid my hands down Sarah's body, gripping her hips tightly and fucking up into her, feeling the buildup of another impressively hard orgasm.
Whether or not we exchanged any more dirty talk, I honestly couldn't tell you, but as I looked down at where we were joined as one, my cock stretching her pussy impressively, then let my gaze pass up her body before locking onto her beautiful eyes, words didn't matter. Sarah and I were together, enjoying the pleasure of each other's company and bodies as we lost ourselves to the lust we inspired in each other.
While I liked to pride myself in my own stamina and willpower when it came to such moments, all it took from her was a simple smile. There was nothing about it that was particularly exceptional, it was perhaps a smile I'd seen from Sarah a million times before, but in this moment, that raw look of joy combined with the feeling of her body against mine, her pussy gripping me so perfectly, my willpower failed me and I couldn't help but cum.
I groaned loudly, clutching Sarah close to me as I pumped into her, filling her with an impressively large load of cum considering my morning activities. In kind, she cried out with pleasure, holding tightly to me as she shuddered and bucked and squeezed my cock for all it was worth. I filled her with what felt like an impossible amount of cum, one that she only inspired more of as she rode out the last few bounces of her ride before settling down and kissing me tenderly.
Finally slowed down to a point where our minds were capable of rational thought, we said in unison, "I love you."
On seeing our timing, we both burst out laughing, holding each other close and kissing each other again and again as we came down.
"Oh... oh, that was... that was..." Sarah said, her eyes heavy from the post-coital haze.
"Uh huh... *wow*," I finished for her.
"Wow," she agreed, kissing me again.
"Think our audience appreciated the show?" I joked, looking over at the door again.
"Maybe. Probably. Who cares. I've just cum, so don't ask me too many questions," Sarah laughed, curling up into me without letting my cock fall out of her.
I laughed, kissing her again. "So, you'll be able to make it to movie night?"
"Yeah..." she replied drowsily, running her fingers over my chest. "Once I'm done with Mom and Maeve, I'm there... wouldn't miss it for the world."
She kissed me for emphasis, as if she needed to underline this promise. I groaned against her lips, kissing her again in a long, lingering fashion that we both found dangerous in its potential.
Breaking the kiss before it could go any further, Sarah said, "Give my best to Josie, tell her I'll try not to be late?"
"No problem," I replied. "And give my best to your mom and Maeve."
Laughing, she said, "No problem... but if you don't want to be detoured and fucking devoured by Maeve (which is fine, but would be ill-advised before you see Josie), maybe you should take the window out."
Considering this, I replied, "Yeah... yeah, that sounds like a good idea."
***
EVENING
***
After a day spent at Brooke and Sarah's houses, retiring to my own bedroom at the end of the day felt positively welcome. That was the movie night tradition that we'd sort of informally forged, after all, and as I set up a number of horror movie options and lined up some snacks by my desk, I was feeling pretty good about myself. Spending the better part of a day with Brooke and Sarah would have a way of leaving you floating on air, and oh was I floating by this point of the day.
It was as I set my room up for movie night, though, that I knew that grounding myself was going to be necessary. This was quite necessary when I had to prepare myself for...
"Good evening, Ryan... I'm happy to see our girlfriends haven't fucked you out *completely*."
There was a sultry confidence to her voice that made me shiver and my cock harden instantly. I licked my lips with anticipation, turning around to face my original girlfriend, 18-year-old Josie Wong, as she stood in the doorway of my bedroom.
The 5'4" Chinese-American beauty was positively underdressed for her, wearing a tight pair of black cutoff jeans and a matching black tank top and seemingly nothing else. I let my eyes follow up her shapely legs to her full, round ass that looked ready to burst from her tight shorts, to her toned midsection and obviously braless D-cup tits. The outfit did a lot to show off her porcelain, pale skin, while her top was cut low enough that it showed pretty much all of her cleavage, stopping just shy of revealing her nipples. Her pretty face was curled up in a playful smirk, her intense eyes staring into me as her full, pouty lips were painted as black as ever. With her choppy, glossy black pixie cut, piercings and visible tattoos, she was every bit the gothy pornographic perfection you could ask for.
"You look... *amazing*," I said, unable to think of anything else to say.
Her smirk flickered, almost replaced by a real, warm smile for a moment, before going back to that delightfully cocky look that Josie had mastered so well.
"For a guy wearing a t-shirt and sweatpants, you're not looking so bad yourself," Josie said, setting the case of soda she'd been carrying by the door before closing it behind her. "Ah, fuck it, I can't play this coy for long... you look fucking hot..."
With a broader smile, she bounded toward me, wrapping her arms behind my neck and pulling me in for a kiss. It was fiery and deep with a lot of tongue, pressing her body into mine and grinding against me in her enthusiasm, before just as quickly letting go of me and looking up at me with the dreamiest eyes. For a girl who could look so well put together with her goth image, it was these moments where she let that guard down that I found among the most precious. While Josie was, undeniably, a proud goth chick, when she gave me those glimpses of who she was beneath the version of herself she presented to the outside world, I felt like one of the luckiest guys on Earth.
"So... thanks for bringing drinks," I said, looking to the discarded case by the door.
"Oh, sure, no problem... I'd have brought something harder, but I couldn't sneak anything today," she said, shrugging. "Everyone was busy getting things ready for Hawaii; made it hard to be stealthy."
Josie had some of her family in Hawaii, and was going to be spending the run of Spring Break with them over there much as she had over winter break. Of course, while Josie's family would be getting caught up with each other, Josie herself would be hitting the beach and getting up to the kind of mischief Josie knew how to get up to best, which meant mostly her getting a lot of dick and pussy.
"Well, whatever you do, be sure to take a lot of pictures. Brooke and Sarah and I are gonna want to hear about everything and everyone you did," I said, smiling.
"Of course, I'll never leave you guys out of the loop... fuck, it's just hot thinking of you all getting off to me being a total vacation slut," Josie replied, kissing me again.
I chuckled. "I mean, you are really good at it."
Teasingly, she stroked a finger under my chin. "Keep sweet-talking me like that and you'll talk me out of my clothes in no time."
I pulled her in for another kiss, reaching down the front of her tank top so I could squeeze one of her bare breasts.
"Oh, like it takes a whole lot of effort for me to do that," I said, pinching her unpierced nipple, hard.
Josie hissed, then let out a pleasantly deep moan of pleasure as she pressed her chest against my hand.
"Alright... it's easy for you to get me naked... we've established that, and I'm not gonna fuck around and pretend that it isn't... but why don't we stop talking about how easy I am and start doing something about it?" she proposed, reaching down the front of my sweats and gripping my cock.
I groaned at her expert touch, leaning into her as she leaned into me. She explored my length, reaching down to cup my balls and tease them with her gentle, yet firm, touch, before wrapping her hand around my cockhead and teasing the tip with her thumb. I responded to this by squeezing her breast with a greater urgency, pinching and massaging her nipple to try and coax out even more delicious sounds of pleasure.
Melting into another long, impassioned kiss, we stood there for a moment like this, pleasuring each other with our hands and contenting ourselves to where we were in the moment. Sure, the bed was feet away from us, but if she demanded that I take off my clothes and for us to fuck where we stood, I'd do that unquestioningly.
Pulling me in so she could kiss my neck, Josie then whispered into my ear, "Ryan... I really, *really* need you to fuck my ass soon... you good for that?"
Groaning, I thrust against her hand. "Oh... oh yeah..."
"Good," she replied, nibbling my neck and letting me go, stepping away so she could get a better look at me.
I don't know what she saw in me in that moment, but what I saw before me was easily one of the sexiest sights in the world. I'd known since very early on in our fooling around that Josie and I had a special kind of connection, a distinct chemistry beyond our raw sexual magnetism toward each other that only made the sex even better. Looking at her here, so luscious and eager, and yet at the same time so genuinely *happy* to be here... it was like something set off a bright light made of the purest energy inside of me that gave my own happiness life. Seeing her like this, to be sure, I wanted to fuck her... I wanted to do absolutely everything my beautiful, and beautifully slutty, goth girlfriend wanted to do, and then some... but more than that, I couldn't help but feel this deep love for her that I needed to somehow unleash.
With as hard as I felt right then, I recognized that that shouldn't be all that difficult today.
Pulling my shirt over my head, I smiled at her. "So, this is gonna be an anal kind of night, then?"
Josie laughed, pulling off her tank top. "When isn't it?"
I would have commented on how right she was about this, but looking at her topless made any other thoughts vanish. Her full, round, D-cup breasts were familiar, yet thoroughly exciting to behold, with her dark nipples standing out proudly. From her now exposed tattoos and belly button piercing to that small metal bar going through her left nipple she always loved for me to tease, seeing Josie like this still managed to take my breath away, even if just for a few seconds.
"I don't like to assume anything," I replied, reaching up to squeeze her nipples.
"No, that's good that you don't... fuck... squeeze me a little harder... fuck, you know, you're only stalling before we both know you're gonna be brutalizing my ass..." Josie said, chuckling softly.



"Well, which is it?" I teased, pinching her nipples a little more firmly. "Do you want me to squeeze your nipples harder, or do you want me to stop?"
Sounding slightly whiny in a way that made her sound remarkably like Brooke, she replied, "Why do you always have to ask the hard fucking questions when I'm horny?"
"Because it's fun watching you squirm and try to figure out how to answer them?" I proposed.
I didn't blame Josie when she reached around and playfully swatted me on the ass, but I did let out a pleasantly high yowl of surprise on impact.
"Still worth it," I replied, letting go of her nipples, only to lean down and begin suckling at them.
"Ah, fuck..." Josie moaned, running her fingers through my hair as I worshipped her tits. "Okay... okay, if you're gonna do it like that... ohgod... then maybe we can delay my assfucking, for now... oh, god, keep sucking my tits like that... fuck, holy fuck..."
Don't get me wrong, I was more than happy to fuck Josie's ass... but having a little fun with her first was always worth it. Josie, as a lover, was pretty much down for whatever, whenever, but with sufficient foreplay, you might as well have released a sex-powered monster from inside of her. There was every chance I might regret getting her this geared up first for how hard she was likely to fuck me, but even then, the end results would be worth it.
I savored my position, leaning down and suckling on her full, heavy breasts, taking my time with my lips and tongue as I pleased her and tried to get her nice and excited. Switching over to her nipple with the piercing, I made sure to toy with the piece of jewelry, bring extra cries and moans of pleasure out of her as she held me close to her chest.
"Ah... fuck... fuck, that mouth... god-fucking-dammit, I love that fucking mouth..." Josie hissed, finally letting me away from her breast so she could give me a deep kiss. "I fucking love that mouth..."
She reached down, groping my cock through my pants again. "...I fucking love this cock..."
I'd been hearing that a lot today, but that didn't mean I liked hearing it any less.
For final emphasis, Josie then hooked both hands into my sweats and underwear, pulling them to a floor in a puddle around my ankles and leaving me standing before. At that, she took a step back, eyeing me with something that seemed a lot like awe, before smiling slyly.
"...fuck, I love all of you. You know how much fun it is to fucking love you? Because it's... well, it's a lot, really... it's one of those things that I never thought I'd be into again, but here you had to come and just be so fucking lovable," Josie said, taking me in and smiling proudly.
I reached up with both hands, once again squeezing her nipples and making her moan pleasurably. "I think you know the feeling is thoroughly mutual... there was a time I thought I'd never find a girl who'd tell me she loved me, let alone have sex with me, and now..."
"Now you're just drowning in pussy... *fuck*..." Josie moaned, reaching down to grab hold of my cock again.
I groaned at her touch, leaning in to kiss her before adding, "I mean... I was going to romanticize it more than that, add some flowery language and all that good stuff, but I think you got the main idea there... fuck, feels so fucking good, keep going, *please*."
She stroked me more intently, looking up at me with a playful smugness. "Oh, but if I keep going, I might knock this beautiful erection down early, and I don't want that yet, no, I want you either cumming all over me or filling my tight little asshole with your cum, alright? I'm gonna be your anal whore no matter what, but I wanna be your cumslut, too, and I don't expect you to let me down..."
Josie getting aggressive like this had a way of working on me, and this time was no different. Grinning, I let go of her nipples again and pushed her to the bed. She landed on her back, laughing and looking up at me as I stepped out of my clothes and stroked my cock.
"Take off your shorts," I demanded.
Her eyes glimmered at me taking this tone. "Or what?"
Smirking, I replied, "Or I won't be able to eat your pussy and make you cum all over my face before I take your fucking ass."
I'd learned, over time, how to speak Josie's language when it came to matters of love and lust, and the way her eyes brightened at my wording, I knew I hadn't lost my touch for even a second.
"Well, when you put it that way..." she replied, eagerly tugging her shorts off and tossing them down.
Josie now lay naked on my bed, shifting her position so that her head was on a pillow, before she spread her legs wide for me. The sight of her pussy, already shaved perfectly bare, was all the more perfectly lewd for the clear moisture of her arousal and the prominence of her lips, something that became all the lewder when Josie reached between her legs and began to touch herself for me. She exaggerated her moans just enough that I thought she could make a pretty good porn actress, but knowing Josie, it wasn't all fake. What show she was putting on was imply to entice me over to her, and I'd be a liar if I said it wasn't working on me.
Licking my lips as I watched her finger herself, what finally broke me was Josie actually stopping what she was doing. With two fingers still buried in her pussy, she stared at me, naked and perfect, her legs spread invitingly and her chest rising and falling as her breath was caught by arousal. Finally pulling her fingers from her pussy, Josie showed them to me, making sure I couldn't ignore how they glistened with her juices. Smiling knowingly, she held those fingers out to me, curling them beckoningly.
I knew an invitation when I saw one.
I walked over to her, leaning down and sucking her sweet, arrestingly feminine taste from her fingers, looking her in the eye and watching her arousal mount as I did. I sucked them intently, running my tongue over it repeatedly to make sure I got every last drop from her before pressing between her fingers. Admittedly, there wasn't a lot that I could've gotten from between her fingers like this, and it was more of a promise of what was to come, but it was enough to get a low moan from Josie, and for her to pull her fingers from my mouth.
"Okay, that... that's good," Josie replied.
"I know," I said, climbing over her briefly so I could kiss her once more.
I meant for the kiss to be quick, but quick wasn't in Josie's vocabulary in this moment as she held onto me, pressing her lips against mine and sliding her tongue into my mouth, wanting to stretch the kiss out as long as she could. I indulged Josie this for a moment, but there was nothing that could happen at this point that would prevent me from eating her pussy, not even a kiss this good.
Biting her lower lip, I pulled away enough to break the kiss, looking down at her with a wry smile. Josie leaned up to try to kiss me again, but I pulled away, shaking my head as if to chastise her.
"Nope... we've done enough of that, and I've already had some orgasms today... I'm giving *you* one first, and you're gonna like it," I said teasingly.
I began to kiss my way down her body, getting some light moans from her, as well as an exaggerated, put-upon sigh.
"Fine!" she declared, rolling her eyes. "If you insist on doing this like this, then we're gonna- OOH!"
She let out this exclamation when I playfully bit her pierced nipple, sending a ripple of pleasure through her body that brought gooseflesh to her skin. Josie arched her back against me to give me better access, but instead I continued kissing my way down her body, bringing out nice little moans and sighs from her as I made my way down her stomach to her hips, then down her thighs, before I finally slid between them.
"Ah, fuck... it always looks so fucking hot to have you down there like that..." Josie said, running her fingers through my hair lovingly. "Feels even better to actually *have* you down there, now that I think of it... always so enthusiastic, and so fucking good with that tongue..."
I grinned, kissing one of her inner thighs. "What can I say, I love eating pussy."
Josie groaned, rocking her hips enticingly. "Yeah, yeah, I've come to understand that... and cum a lot understanding it..."
She laughed softly at her wit, but with some distinct need, she continued rocking her hips, teasing me with those delicious lips I'd licked and sucked and fucked countless times before. While variety had certainly been the spice of life this senior year with all the girls I'd had a chance to spend some time in bed with, at the end of the day there was no one like Josie Wong, and I knew I would probably want her more than just about anyone.
"Well..." I said, eyeing that pussy as if I were a starving man. "Lucky for both of us then, I fucking love making you cum a lot..."
We'd talked enough by this point, and I let Josie know this by diving in and closing my mouth over her pussy. She moaned, quite loudly, as I began to lick and suck at her, first exploring her folds before driving my attention directly to her clit. I wanted to fuck her ass every bit as much as she wanted me to, so I had every intention of making this a quick, hard cum, and in an effort to push this along, I did take the opportunity to slide a couple fingers inside of Josie. Her slick pussy lips accepted my fingers easily, and as I rotated them around in search of her g-spot, we both settled in to our rather comfortable positions.
"Ah, fuck... going in for the kill already? I thought you'd try to make this take a while, make me moan and beg and get all juicy while you went back and forth on what you were doing... this is direct... fuck, I get it, but... ha... fuck, you wanna do your worst, then do your *fucking* worst," she replied, moaning and rocking her hips against me.
I didn't answer her, content to let Josie do all the talking, not that she'd be able to keep it up for long with what I was doing to her. Between the efforts of my lips, tongue and fingers, and my encyclopedic knowledge of what got Josie off by this point, I was wagering that I could make her a cummy mess in a matter of minutes. The way she was breathing and moaning, writhing and shivering, that way she looked down at me with a blazing fire in her eyes between that delicious valley created between her large breasts, I knew I was definitely on the right path. I suckled and slurped, rolling my tongue enthusiastically over her clit while fucking my fingers in and out of her cunt, curling them and rubbing them up against her g-spot whenever I thrust inward. Getting caught up in the moment, Josie soon had her legs wrapped around my head, tightening as she continued to rock and fuck against me, her body tensing with a building orgasm.
"That's... ah, fucking hell... fuck... that's the good shit, right there, fucking amazing... goddamn it, keep it up, keep giving it to me, like that, fuck, you know how I like it... you fucking know everything about me... fuck, you know what I want... what I fucking need, and keep giving it to me, please, fuck... keep giving it to me, keep giving it to me, like that, right there, right *fucking* there, I want it... I fucking want it... give it to me, give it to your fucking slut, make me cum, make me cum all over you, that's it, that's it, right there, right fucking there, fuck, I'm... fuck, I love you... I fucking love you and... I'm, fuck... I'm cumming, I'm cumming... I'M FUCKING CUMMING!!!" Josie roared, doing exactly as she promised.
In the throes of pleasure, Josie tightened her legs around my head, reminding me how strong she was as my face was forced against her gushing pussy. This made me a fucking mess, because Josie could squirt like crazy when she really got going, but this was a mess that I gladly took. I lapped at her pussy, drinking down as much of her juices as I could, never once breaking eye contact with her as I ingested her sweet nectar and begged for more. Even as I struggled for air, I couldn't help but pleasure my girlfriend, massaging her g-spot and suckling more gently at her clit as she rode through the waves of pleasure before finally collapsing.
Out of breath, Josie finally released her legs from around my neck, groaning out pleasurably, "Fuuuuuuuck... oh, fuck... it's been too fucking long since we've done... done *that*..."
She laughed, looking down at me fondly as my face no doubt glistened heavily with her juices. I liked the way she looked at me in that moment, her face a mix of loving and lustful and that utterly uncontrollable, impossible to hide bliss that a woman who'd just cum has.
Disentangling myself from her legs, I looked up at her a little smugly and simply said, "Agreed. Feels like... what, years, right?"
"It'll always feel that way when I'm always this horny for you," she admitted, pulling me up.
I couldn't help but indulge her this, climbing over Josie so I could kiss her. She took no small amount of pleasure licking her stray juices from my face, moaning a little lusciously as she did so. Though we both had intentions on her ass, I was pleasantly surprised when she reached down and took hold of my cock, guiding me into her tight pussy. Never wanting to say no to this, I pushed inside of her, burying my erection deep in her hot, wet cunt.
"Gotta... gotta make sure that we get you all nice and lubed up before you wreck my ass," Josie rationalized, her tone playfully sarcastic.
"Uh huh..." I moaned, thrusting in and out of her softly. "And this isn't just because you wanted me in your pussy, too?"
"Are you accusing me of being greedy?" she asked, grinning up and kissing me. "Because you wouldn't be wrong... I mean, I've got nothing on our girl Brooke, but I can do greedy *just* as easily as she can when you get me charged enough."
Mischievously, I reached up and squeezed her unpierced nipple, fucking into her harder for a moment to make her really squeal and moan, before pulling out. It was not an easy choice, but it was a necessary one that I knew we'd both be pleased with.
"Come on," I said, sliding my hand down her side so I could grip her ass. "Roll over. I want your ass. You want me in your ass. We both want me just holding on to you tight while I fucking destroy your asshole with my huge fucking cock, so let's stop fucking around and start fucking your ass. I fucking *want* you..."
Grinning, Josie kissed me. "I love it when you get all romantic like that."
"You'll love it more when I bust out the real lube and have this jammed up your ass, pounding in and out of you until you're screaming," I replied, smirking.
With a slight laugh, she said, "Yeah, still loving this romantic side of you."
I kissed her again, quick and fiery, before pushing onto my knees and letting her crawl out from underneath me. While she got up on her hands and knees beside me, I quickly retrieved my lube from the nightstand and got my cock nice and slick for her. It was a bit of a process to make sure I was adequately lubed, and one that Josie took advantage of as she looked back and hungrily eyed me stroking my cock.
"So, got any plans for what we're gonna watch for movie night?" she asked.
"Something scary," I said, looking down at Josie's ass with some interest.
Seeing where my attention lay, she teasingly flexed her ass cheeks for me, showing off her tight little asshole.
"Something scary, that's without question, but it's all about what *kind* of scary we're looking for," Josie proposed.
"Still nothing too hard," I said. "We're still educating Brooke, and we don't want to scare her off or anything like that."
Josie sighed, and I patted her on the ass sympathetically. One of the first things that Josie and I had bonded over was our love for horror movies, and as our relationship expanded, that came with some unexpected challenges. While Sarah was every bit as nerdy and nearly as into scary movies as we were, Brooke, the queen of all things pink and cute and wholesome, wasn't quite as well-versed as the rest of us. While that didn't mean she was a shrinking violet or anything, and she had shown some curiosity and willingness to our efforts at education on the subject, the fact that she was more or less starting from square one required a certain amount of delicacy. Nevertheless, it was a challenge that Josie and I had taken to eagerly, slowly introducing her to the genre and easing her into things so she wouldn't get too frightened. While this process had its share of setbacks, for the most part, Brooke had taken to it well, and both of us were confident we'd get her up to our speed in time.
"Fine," Josie replied sarcastically, continuing to flex her ass to entice me. "If I want something hard, I guess I've still got your cock..."
I laughed, setting the lube bottle aside and crawling up behind Josie, sliding my slick cock between her ass cheeks. Josie flexed her ass against me, teasingly squeezing my cock while I pumped against her.
"That as hard as you were looking for?" I asked, continuing to glide against her ass.
Josie groaned, rocking against me, trying to angle herself so my head would run over her tight hole. "Yeah... yeah, that's an even better kind of hard, honestly."
"I thought you'd like it," I said, lowering my voice to a pleasant growl.
She looked back at me, her eyes filled with lust, and knowing that we'd put this off long enough, I didn't hesitate. Gripping my cock, I lined the head up with her asshole and pushed against her. Josie's face screwed up in concentration for a moment, pleasure and pain taking her as she grit her teeth against the invasion of my cock in her ass.
"Ah, fuck..." she hissed, pushing back against me. "Come on, get it in there... get it in there... fill my fucking ass... ah... FUCK!"
The same curse escaped both of our lips almost simultaneously as my cockhead popped inside of her asshole. Even though we had done this countless times, I couldn't help but look down and see that beautifully obscene sight as my cock penetrated her impressively tight hole. While anal with Josie had certainly gotten easier over the course of our relationship, there was no denying that her asshole was still exquisitely tight. It was easy to be overwhelmed by the sensations of it even after we'd done this so many times, but that was certainly part of the thrill of it. Josie and I had gotten so good at this, and yet we still couldn't get enough of each other.
That look of agonized joy on Josie's face soon melted into a broad smile as she looked back at me. Confidently, she pushed back against me, forcing several more inches of my cock inside of her, bringing groans from both of us and this look of smug satisfaction on her face.
"Goddamn..." she said, gripping the sheets tightly. "Holy fuck, that never gets old... or easier... holy fuck, that's a big cock you've got up my ass..."
Matching her laugh, I pushed another inch into her. "And you've only got about half of it in you."
Giggling to herself slightly, Josie replied, "Oh, tell me about it... you gonna take it easy on me?"
"I wasn't planning on it," I said.
"Good," she continued, gritting her teeth. "*Very* good..."
I grinned, holding onto her hips tightly and forcing more of my slick cock into her tightest hole. I kept my pace deliberate and measured, but that wasn't enough for Josie, who quickly forced herself back against me and ensured that the last couple inches were nice and buried deep inside of her. At this, she dropped her head for a moment, breathing heavily and offering a whispered "holy fuck" to herself, before looking back at me challengingly.
"So... that's how you want it, then..." I said.
Holding onto her hips, I pulled my cock almost all the way out of her, then rammed home, burying nice and deep within her with one brutal thrust. This made her cry out in pleasure and pain, her beautiful eyes rolling back into her head briefly before looking at me with that blaze of want.



"More..." Josie demanded.
"Yeah?" I teased, loudly smacking her ass with one hand. "You really want more of that?"
She growled at me. "You fucking know I want more of everything... now are you gonna fucking give it to me, or am I gonna have to take it from you?"
Squeezing her ass with both hands, I replied, "Honestly, in this position, I'd like to see you fucking try."
"Would you, now?" Josie asked, squeezing my cock with her ass. "You know better than just about anyone what I can do with this ass... I can have you begging on your knees for mercy with one squeeze... *one* squeeze. I can make you putty in my hands and have your will broken, make you do whatever I want and have you begging for the privilege of doing it... so, do you really, *truly* want to challenge me like that? Because go ahead... see if I won't do that..."
Admittedly, Josie's words had a way of making me shiver, my toes curl and my cock twitch inside of her, but at the end of the day nothing changed the fact that I was the one behind her. I let her words simmer in me briefly, then shrugged and gripped her hips firmly.
"So, challenging you is a bad idea, maybe not something I can pull off, you got me there that that's not the best idea... but even if I can't do that, I *can* do this," I replied simply, before I started rapidly pumping in and out of her ass.
Josie was right, that she really could've gotten me to do just about anything with her ass... but I was in a good position to remind her that she wasn't the only one who was exceptionally good at this. My assault on her ass caught her off guard as I swiftly fucked into her ass. She let out an indignant squawk at me not giving her the chance to show off just how good she was at seducing me with the power of her ass, but it was a short, abrupt sound, one that was easily replaced by low moans and curses that had her dropping her head forward. With her impossible sexiness and her insane ass motivating my more animalistic side, I began to fuck into her ass with a ferocity I reserved for special occasions.
Then again, since I considered fucking Josie's ass to be a special occasion, you could say this was a pace that both of us were quite accustomed to.
"Fucking hell... shit! Fuck... fuckfuckfucking goddamn..." Josie moaned, her curses warbling with the pace of my slamming into her ass. "I thought we were playing the game, sharing dirty talk boasts, and then you gotta go and do that... you gotta just... fuck... mess things up... mess things up and fuck my ass so fucking well... holy fuck, feels so good... goddammit, keep going, keep destroying my tight hole... holy fuck, your cock feels so good... I love it... I love it... fuck, I love you, so fucking much, keep fucking my ass... holy FUCK!!!"
She pushed off the bed, kneeling vertically in front of me and wrapping her hands behind my neck for balance while I continued to fuck up into her ass. With a practiced confidence, Josie leaned back and kissed me, smiling up at me smugly with that satisfaction that came from being the best there was at what you did. Slowing my pace for this newly adjusted position, I let my hands run up her body, settling on gripping onto her tits in a way that made her moan deliciously.
Looking up into my eyes, Josie had a different idea, letting go of me so she could drop one hand between her legs, while wrapping my other hand around her throat. She looked up at me with some need and urgency, a look I knew well as I tightened my grip on her neck. It was not enough to hurt her or cause any injury, but it was enough to drive her into an overdrive, groaning and rocking her hips against me insistently.
Josie hissed at me, "That's it, that's it, right there... right fucking there... come on, keep fucking me like that, fuck my ass like that, harder, harder, harder, I know you can give it to me harder, Ryan... fuck me hard, fuck me hard, give it to me, fuck me so hard I won't walk straight tomorrow, fucking make me scream... come on, I'm close... I'm gonna cum on your cock, and you know how tight that makes me, so why don't you do it? Fuck me 'til I cum on your fucking cock, and you can do whatever you want to me... use me how you want... make me a mess... use me, make me your cum drenched whore, whatever you want, just fucking... OH, FUCK!"
This exclamation seemed to catch even Josie by surprise, as she had done a little too good a job with her fingering. One second she was talking dirty with me while I continued to fuck her ass, the next she was cumming, crying out with a delicious scream of unbridled pleasure. Her body tensed with the explosion of pleasure from within her, causing her to buck and shake uncontrollably while her ass tightened almost painfully around my cock. I could feel her juices splashing down her thighs and onto mine as the orgasm overtook her, her eyes rolling back and mouth lolling open as she disappeared into the pleasure.
While she did this, I became acutely aware that my own orgasm wasn't far off, and that she'd rather vigorously encouraged me to do whatever I wanted to her. While I had a lot of creative ideas, given how little time I had left, admittedly those ideas would have to go out the window for now. Instead, I acted quickly, letting go of Josie and pushing her down so she fell into a face-down, ass-up position on bed, and fucked her ass with every bit of energy I had left in me today. After some intense rounds with all three of my girlfriends, it almost seemed like I shouldn't have any gas left in the tank... but for them, I would always find a way.
I was a beast, grunting and roaring and pounding down into Josie with an intensity I reserved for the girls who could truly take this kind of treatment, and oh could Josie take it. She might have been a mess a moment ago, but she had regained her bearings enough to moan and push back against me, squeezing me and massaging my cock as I disappeared utterly into the act. I only spent a matter of moments like this, but moments were all I needed, as soon I hit that point of no return that said I was going to cum, and that I was going to cum *hard*.
I had to decide quickly where, and how, I was going to cum, and on impulse I decided to pull out of there. I pushed Josie down to the bed while forcing myself onto my knees, stroking my cock swiftly until I exploded all over Josie's back. Long, messy streaks of cum splattered against her pale back and over her ass, positively coating her as she moaned and writhed beneath me. When it came to grand finales, Josie was one for making it dirty, and as a haze of pleasure overtook me, I couldn't help but feel satisfaction that she was loving this every bit as much as I was.
Finally completely empty, with Josie's back looking like a warzone (assuming said war had been fought entirely with cum), I collapsed on my back next to her, panting and laughing.
"Holy *fuck*!" I laughed, looking a beaming Josie in the eye.
"Yeah... agreed..." she replied, holding up a hand for me.
I gave her a quick high five, then lacing my fingers with hers as we held onto each other and collapsed into the bed, laughing and looking at each other and in general feeling very, *very* nice about ourselves. I could have just lay like this, looking at her, examining her post-sex face and understanding how beautiful she was for a long time... but of course, we would have to get up sooner or later and break the moment. Nevertheless, it was one I tried to stretch out as long as I could, which might have been why Josie was the one to ultimately break the tension.
"I haven't checked my phone, but I get the feeling that they'll be getting here soon," she said.
"Yeah, probably," I replied. "So, does that mean we have to get dressed?"
Josie laughed. "That's a good question... I *could* just lay here like this and let them find me, see if they wanna lick me clean, but that would probably mean movie night's canceled and orgy night is on. Think you can handle an orgy night?"
While I had my doubts, I replied, "For you three? Always."
She eyed me fondly, stroking the side of my face. "Yeah, I thought so. I'll clean up and get dressed. You should do the same, really, then get that popcorn you promised started?"
Grinning at Josie, I leaned in to kiss her briefly, then replied, "You got it."
***
MOVIE NIGHT
***
Josie and I actually did manage to clean up and get dressed before Sarah and Brooke arrived, and with drinks and popcorn already on hand, and Sarah bringing candy while Brooke ordered pizza for the four of us, we were, all told, in pretty great shape for a solid movie night. Seeing all three of these girls who I loved deeply in their pajamas like this (Josie in black, Brooke in pink, and Sarah wearing only a long, comfy shirt), we were all quite comfortable by the time we settled in for the evening.
"So, Ryan and I have kinda settled on a movie we want to inflict on you," Josie said, eyeing Brooke with a dark grin.
"If you can handle a little gross. You up for a little gross?" I asked.
"I've got no interest in watching the Human Centipede or anything like that, I've heard about those movies and I know that totally ain't my speed," Brooke replied.
"Better than having been made to see them by someone you thought knew what they were talking about," Sarah replied, looking annoyed with Josie.
"I thought it'd be funny!" Josie laughed.
"It wasn't funny," Sarah replied, smiling and tossing a handful of popcorn at her girlfriend.
"Hey, hey, no throwing food in the bedroom!" I interjected. "I gotta find and clean it all up if it gets everywhere."
"Yeah, and the only thing that's allowed to get everywhere in this room is, like, cum!" Brooke giggled.
"Damn straight," I replied, playfully squeezing Brooke's breast through her top.
She purred. "Mmm, you know I got your back, babe."
"So, gross is kinda subjective, but some people who don't know a lot of gross can find this one kinda gross... but I think it's pretty good gateway gross, is what I'm getting at," Josie clarified.
"You're not doin' the best job selling me on this... but you're not, like, doin' godawful, either," Brooke said, twirling one of her pigtails in thought.
"It's scary, and it's a little gross, but trust me, The Thing is a classic of early 80s horror," I said, trying to go back to selling it. "Great cast, great atmosphere, intense paranoia, some of the best jump scares you'll ever see in a movie, amazing monster effects that movies today can't even match up to..."
"Kurt Russell looking hot as hell," Josie added, sighing pleasantly.
"Who?" Brooke asked.
"Since when have you been into beards?" Sarah asked with raised eyebrow. "Oh, right, you've been on a Daddy thing lately, haven't you."
Her blush showing even through some of her makeup, Josie replied, "Oh, shut up!"
Sarah laughed, eating another handful of popcorn. "I mean, you could do worse..."
"Am I gonna have to start growing a beard, now?" I asked, joking. "Because I am definitely not ready to grow a beard yet... fuck, I can barely even grow a shitty moustache."
"I should've never engaged with any of this," Josie laughed. "Now, someone find me a pillow so I can hit someone else with the pillow."
"You're not exactly incentivizing any of us to do your dirty work for ya, I hope you know, love," Brooke laughed, reaching over to tickle Josie.
"Gah, I'm fucking surrounded!" Josie squealed, looking to get away from Brooke. "Help!"
"I gotcha," Sarah jumped in, grabbing Brooke and pinning her to the bed. "Yeah, you're not going *anywhere*."
Giggling, Brooke replied, "What makes you think I wanna go anywhere? I got you three here with me, some totally solid snackage and, like, this movie that you're slowly selling me on that I gotta say doesn't sound all *that* bad. Seriously, who could want anything else outta life?"
Brooke made an excellent point, and one that I was entirely inclined to agree with. This had been a wild year, to say the very least, and with a couple months remaining, it promised more than its share of wildness to come. I didn't know where it would take me next, nor did I want to, but if I had to stop my adventures in Regan Hills and just settle down to a life like this, hanging out and watching movies with these three women I loved... well, I could have retired from adventuring a happy man.
Looking at all three of them, I felt a swelling of love threaten to overwhelm me... and one that was easily held at bay when my own mischievous side jumped in, wanting to play.
Rolling across the bed, I grabbed Sarah and pulled her off of Brooke, wrapping my arms around her tightly to hold onto her.
"I've got Sarah; get her, Brooke!" I exclaimed.
Squealing with Joy, Brooke bolted up from the bed, hugging Josie close so she could better tickle her.
"Mutiny! Mutiny! This is a fucking mutiny!" Josie protested as Brooke continued tickling her.
Sarah looked up at me, not fighting me for a moment, and smiled one of the prettiest damn smiles I'd ever seen. Briefly, she kissed me, before looking over at our girlfriends.
"So, this is going to go on for a while before we get to the movie, isn't it?" she said, sighing overdramatically. "And I was really looking forward to movie night, too."
"Yeah, it probably will... but we'll have our fun, and we'll have movie night. We've got all the time in the world," I replied, kissing her again.
Sarah grinned. "I can live with that."
Looking at Josie and Brooke, entwined and fighting one another playfully, I replied, "Totally."
***
(Author's Note 2: For the longest time, writing this story was something that I did in my spare time for fun, but because of the great support of so many readers, I am nearly able to write these stories full-time. It's been amazing, and I cannot thank you and your enthusiasm enough. As ever, if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series, as it truly keeps me going sometimes. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. For a lot of reasons, it's been hard for the last few years, and in times like that it gets really easy to forget the little things and not take care of yourself, and I humbly ask that you take time out of your day for some self-care when you can. Stay hydrated. Move around every so often. Brush your teeth and floss. Try to get a reasonable amount of sleep as often as possible. And, of course, please take care of your mental health. Address problems rather than bottling them up, and if things seem like too much, just know that there are people and resources out there who would be more than happy to help you, and that many are just a phone call away. It's a rough world out there, but we can't make it a better place if we don't take care of ourselves first. As always, please be good to yourselves and to everyone else!)
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***
"So, I didn't want to tell you this until I was absolutely ready, but... Ryan, I'm leaving."
As sentences that could be read as vaguely ominous went, this one certainly could've been *quite* difficult to hear depending on who it'd come from and the exact context of it.
Fortunately for me, the context of this one was far from ominous, even though it did bring up its own share of questions.
Pulling my shirt on, I readjusted my computer screen so the camera could better see me as I looked at the person on the other end of my Zoom call.
"Leaving?" I asked. "Leaving... what? And why?"
The woman on the other end of my call smiled, a little nervously. There was a time once, long ago, when I wouldn't have liked seeing this person smile, as it would've meant she had some dark trick she wanted to play on me or my best friend, but the years had been kind to her temperament, and rather unexpectedly she had become one of the people dearest to me over the course of senior year.
"Well, I've had a new opportunity come up," 22-year-old Rachel McNeil explained, smiling at me confidently.
As ever, Rachel looked good. I don't think I'm overstating things to say she looked *damn* good, and not just because she was naked on the other end of the screen. The pale redhead pushed her glasses up her nose, her C-cup breasts rising deliciously and her tattoos pronounced on her body. Her smile had a quick cleverness to it, one that I'd once feared, and now come to appreciate. As my lovers went, Rachel was particularly dear to me, someone who could offer me a certain amount of perspective on life and where mine might have been going, and was genuinely just an amazing person to hang out with. She'd reformed herself rather well from being the bitchy wild child who used to bully me and my best friend (her younger sister, Tori McNeil), and though our sessions of long-distance sex weren't as frequent as I'd have liked, they were always exciting. We'd both had a couple great cums by the time she sprung this bombshell on me, which had me nice and mellow when taking in the news.
"What kind of opportunity?" I asked, gathering up my cum-drenched tissues and looking to throw them away.
"Well, my company likes my work... like, *really* likes my work," she explained smiling proudly. "Though they're fine with me working remote, they're expanding their operations to open up a branch down in the Los Angeles area, and they asked me if I'd be willing to move down there to help them get things set up, since I know the area so well, and, well..."
My heartbeat quickened at the thought of her being local again. Under some rather dubious circumstances after what happened between the two of us at Thanksgiving, Rachel had left Regan Hills to take this cybersecurity job up in Portland, Oregon, and though I'd seen her once in person since then, it didn't feel like nearly enough. Knowing she could be moving locally again...
"That's amazing," I replied, parking myself back in front of the camera.
"I mean, I don't know where in the LA area I'll be, how much of a drive it'll be or whatever to visit home, but, I'll be able to see friends and family more easily," Rachel explained proudly. "It might be an hour on the freeway, but that's better than having to get some plane tickets."
"Only friends and family?" I asked, raising an eyebrow.
She laughed. "You know, you *are* a friend now, right, Ryan?"
Chuckling, I asked, "I thought we were a *little* more than just friends."
"Oh, we are, believe me, we are..." Rachel purred, searching for and pulling a shirt back on. "It's just, all of this is a little overwhelming, honestly... I'd just started feeling like I'd really moved in, really started to feel like I might be making a home here. I'm really gonna miss this place... but I won't miss the weather. And it will be nice to get closer to everyone, now that my family doesn't want to kill me."
"They never wanted to kill you," I replied.
She smirked. "You should've seen the texts Tori sent me after Thanksgiving."
I rubbed the bridge of my nose, trying not to remember that dark time. "Point taken."
"Yeah, none of us were at our best, then... but we've made it work, fixed what was broken," Rachel replied.
"Yeah," I agreed, looking her up and down and smiling.
This had been a year full of changes, most of them good, but not all of them. Rachel leaving just after we'd discovered how much of a connection we'd forged with each other was one of the lower moments, but knowing that she would be local again, that we would have a chance to really see where our friendship might take us?
Well, that was certainly interesting.
"So, enough about me," Rachel replied, smiling a beautiful, toothy smile. "What's going on in your world? You mentioned something about Spring Break coming up, right?"
"In a few more days," I answered, smiling. "I'll be in town since Dad's too busy with work for us to take a trip or anything, but, I've gotten invitations from a bunch of my friends to 'hang out' over the break, so, it's not like it's going to be a bad thing, even if my girlfriends will be gone for most of it."
"Oof, I'm sorry to hear that," Rachel replied.
"Me too," I said, sighing a little sadly. "But, school's finishing up soon, a lot of people are going to be going their separate ways... spending time with our families while we can, it's kinda something that's gotta happen."
"Tell me about it," she said, nodding sagely. "There's a lot I wish I'd said and done differently so I didn't have to leave things on the terms I did... but I'm planning on making up for lost time soon."
"Good for you," I replied, smiling. "And if you wanna do any of that making up for lost time on my cock..."
Rachel rolled her eyes playfully. "Speaking of family, give my best to my beloved little sister when you see her again... and your dad, for that matter... I haven't seen him in ages; he was always a pretty cool guy to me."
Tilting my head in confirmation, I said, "Copy that."
She laughed, shaking her head slightly. "Oh, Ryan... you're such a fucking dork... but goddamnit, I can't fucking stay away from you."
"It's one of my many powers," I replied, taking a bow.
Rachel rolled her eyes again, joking. "I'm hanging up now. I'll be seeing ya..."
Before I could respond, she smirked and ended the call. It may have been the afterglow of some vigorous Zoom sex, or the thrill of her announcement, but I was feeling pretty fucking good at the end of this call. Rachel would be living close by again... fuck. There was something unique going on between the two of us, a fire that was unmatched by anyone else in my life. I knew that fire could be trouble if it wasn't stoked well, but when it was, goddamn would there be some fun in it for all involved.
I smiled stupidly, elated as I thought about not just her, but everything else the surrounding days had offered. There were only a couple school days left until Spring Break, and this good news was only helping me feel further brightness in the face of the upcoming week of irresponsibility and sex I was anticipating. While there were a lot of pressures building in the background of my life with graduation upcoming and my uncertain future not far behind that, I had forced myself to be in the mindset of worrying about the real world *after* Spring Break. Between now and then, there would be fun and only fun, with not a single thing threatening my good spirits.
I mostly managed to hold to this, as well, not that there weren't a few fun hiccups along the way.
***
The next morning, I was dressed for school and gathered my stuff together fairly early, munching on a Pop-Tart as I walked for the front door. Hearing noise nearby on my way out, I quickly slid into my dad's office, finding him sitting at his desk and talking on the landline. A short, bald, middle-aged man with a bit of a paunch, he looked a little more tired than usual, rubbing the bridge of his nose in frustration before pushing his thick glasses up.
"No, no, no, the *third* kind is when you actually meet one, evidence is only the *second* kind," he clarified, sighing in annoyance and playfully rolling his eyes at me as he saw me, as if the person on the other end of the line was asking the dumbest question in the world. "And you think... no, no, that would be the *fourth* kind, maybe the fifth kind if there's evidence there as well, but those are debatable and not part of the original Hynek scale, so I'm fairly dubious as to what you're asserting..."
I didn't have a lot of time to dawdle, but I did run in quickly to give him a hug before I headed out of the office for the front door.
"Fine, fine, if you want me to examine the cows and talk your friend through what he says he saw, I'll do my best, but I'm hardly an expert anymore... and you better supply the gloves; I'm not buying those if this turns out to be another wild goose chase," Dad intoned into the phone, frustrated, as I left the office and headed to the front door.
Part of me wanted to linger, to talk to him and hang out for a couple minutes, because our time together was more infrequent than I'd have liked with him being out almost as much as he was in, but his hug was, as ever, welcome, as I jogged out of the house, backpack slung over my shoulder and Pop-Tart in my mouth. Tori's car was waiting on the curb for me, her smiling face eyeing me through the window with what might well have been mischief. Considering the fact that she was staying in town and likely to be one of my more enthusiastic partners in crime during Spring Break, I was understandably cautious of that smirk, but at the same time unable to not pick up my pace toward her.
Jumping over a sidewalk chalk drawing of a shark some neighborhood kid had left, I opened the passenger door to her car and slid inside, smiling around my Pop-Tart.
"Morning," I said, grinning.
My best friend, 18-year-old Tori McNeil, looked at me with some amusement. "You're in a good mood today."
I shrugged, laughing, "I guess I'm just a happy guy!"
She rolled her eyes, but with distinct amusement. The year may have been a rough one for Tori's and my friendship, but after patching things up from our rough period earlier in the year, we were more or less back to where we used to be; in some ways, perhaps even better. Our communication was open and honest about pretty much everything going on in our lives now, with neither of us keeping any secrets, and both of us content in our relationships, albeit content with the peculiar and wonderful way both of us had quite *open* relationships with a lot of our friends and acquaintances in Regan Hills.
Though she had taken to wearing dresses on occasion lately at the suggestion of her girlfriend, today Tori looked as familiar to me as she ever did, wearing overalls and a long-sleeved, tie-dye shirt that hugged her ample chest well. Her mischievous face looked out at me from under a wild set of red curls, her blue eyes sparkling with that fire that seemed to drive her in everything. She looked at me curiously, then shook her head as we drove off.
"It's about Rachel, isn't it?" Tori asked.
Finishing off my Pop-Tart, I asked, "She told you about that?"
"Days ago," she answered.
"Ah, well, I only just found out, so, it's still fresh for me," I replied, grinning. "Is her coming back a problem?"
"Nah. We're... we're still working on a lot, but we're doing better than we've been in a while. It'll be good to have her around again... and even better that we're not going to be under the same roof. Doing better or not, living together, we'd probably find some way to kill each other eventually," Tori continued, chuckling to herself.
That... well, that did sound about right. "Well, I'd like it if the two of you didn't actually do that. I kinda like the both of you, ya know."
"Oh, don't I know it," she replied, rolling her eyes in amusement again. "So, I know we've been talking about some ideas and maybes, but I wanted to ask you how set your social calendar for Spring Break is."
"I've got a couple days locked down for sure... Haley's invited me to her place, Kaitlyn's gonna want to do something, Olivia's indicated she's working on something fun, and I've already committed to joining Alice for a day at the Ren Faire... why?" I asked.
There was a look on Tori's face that I wasn't accustomed to seeing: nervousness. Oh, sure, she got nervous from time to time when she was afraid of getting caught, or in the middle of a lie, but this one was something that looked almost like... *embarrassment*. Not a severe embarrassment, not the kind that would have her cheeks flushing a bright red and would have had her talking to me through gritted teeth, but one for a conversation that she didn't exactly know how to bring up with me.
Naturally, this had me curious as hell.
"Well, I'd like a day with you... with you and April," Tori explained, cautiously.
I nodded. 18-year-old April Martel had been Tori's girlfriend since Halloween. A band geek and still mostly-in-the-closet lesbian, April was an unassuming girl as Tori's conquests went, but the two of them were surprisingly sweet together. Well, publicly, anyway; Tori spoke of April's dominant side when the two of them were in bed together, which I found honestly impressive when considering Tori's mousy blonde girlfriend.
"Another double date?" I asked, considering it. "I mean, that will be a challenge, since Josie, Brooke and Sarah are all taking vacations with their families, but Sarah's going to come back toward the later end and-"
"No," Tori interrupted me, emphasizing her point. "April... she wants..."
She sighed, trying to put her words together. "Look, April is comfortable with her only being into women, but that doesn't mean she doesn't watch porn and isn't kind of curious about how some other things shake out, so, she told me that she wants to see what all the fuss was about and that... well, that she wanted to see you and me have sex so she could see what the big deal is."
Admittedly, I'd heard a lot of interesting notions this year, but this one was more interesting than most.
"So, your girlfriend wants to watch us have sex?" I asked, trying to make this clear.
"Yup," Tori answered. "She wants to be in the room, she wants to watch... she'll probably want to do things to me and with me during that period, but, yeah, she wants to watch the two of us fuck. She's already seen enough porn, I think, to know what it's like watching a guy and a girl go at it, but I think she's heard enough about you from me and, well, pretty much every other girl at school, to be curious what that's all about."
"Interesting," I said, considering the point.
I knew there were a lot of little freaks in our school, and that April was close to being one herself given all the descriptions Tori had given me of their bedroom activities, but this was a new one for me.
"You won't be fucking her, of course... I just want to make that clear," she explained. "I mean, *I'd* enjoy watching that, but she's got a strict no-real-cocks-in-her rule... though the idea of watching you fuck me really turns her on. She's... she's been really fucking excited about this, asking if we could set something up together. So... yeah, I've asked you, and if this is something you want to do, hey, I'm all for it, and if it's something you don't, then don't stress, but... well, yeah. You get the idea."
Tori explained this all to me very quickly, and I couldn't help but think she'd written up a speech and thrown it out at the last minute before babbling everything out. I looked at her cautiously, wondering if she had anything else that she wanted to add before I broke out smiling.
"That's an interesting idea," I admitted.
"Interesting enough that you'd be willing to give it a go?" she asked.
"Oh, yeah, of course," I laughed, playfully squeezing Tori's thigh. "I'm onboard... just let me know what works out for you guys best next week, yeah?"
The look on Tori's face... well, it did look a lot like relief, even if in that relief there might have been some fear now that this idea was real, rather than just something that was an intellectual exercise until the question had been asked. Now that we were actually going to be doing this, I could see a little nervousness to her smile.
"I'll... I'll text you once I've let April know," she said, chuckling softly. "Thank you... I think."
"You think?" I asked, chuckling back.
"Well, I mean, you two are like the two most important people in my life, so the dynamic is a little overwhelming... you can fucking forgive me if this is something I'm trying to apply all the appropriate weight to. It's a little intense, a little insane..." Tori continued.
"I know intense. I know insane. That's been my entire fucking year so far," I replied, leaning back into my seat confidently. "I can handle these things, can you?"
"Touche," she admitted, looking me up and down. "Ya know, this whole sure of yourself thing? It really suits you. I'm really glad you found it."
"I'm enjoying it, too," I replied, looking her up and down in return. "It still feels new, but it also feels more natural every day. I think I might finally be getting good at it."
Tori laughed. "The kind of ass you've been pulling down all year? Believe me, you've been good at it for a while, Ryan. I'm... I'm really fucking happy for you."
Her laugh and smile were genuine, without a hint of her usual cynicism and sarcasm, which made it difficult for me not to reply in kind.
"Hey, I'm happy for you too," I replied, reaching to squeeze her thigh affectionately. "I'm glad April makes you so happy."



"And I'm glad you've got your girls, too," she said, grinning at me.
I laughed. "Of course, who'd have thought we'd both be the girlfriend types? At least this year..."
"I know!" Tori acknowledged, laughing. "But... fucking Regan Hills, man. Expect the fucking unexpected."
"Amen," I replied, turning up the radio and enjoying jamming out with Tori.
There had been a time this year when it seemed we would never be friends again, so to be in this position again... well, it was welcome. The two of us, driving to school together, rocking out to some decent classic rock tunes, it felt pretty fucking great.
This greatness lasted for a couple minutes before I received the buzzing text in my pocket. Naturally, I opened it up when I saw who'd sent it, my eyes going wide and a smirk growing on my face as I saw the picture that had been sent with it.
Seeing my focus, Tori asked, "Nude?"
"Upskirt, but a nice upskirt," I said, licking my lips.
"Up a cheerleader skirt?" she asked, curious.
Confirming, I replied, "Kaitlyn."
"Ooh... nice..." Tori replied, sighing pleasantly.
No doubt she was playing through the events of Homecoming, when Tori, Kaitlyn, Brooke and I had celebrated our victory over Kyle Bowman with some impromptu, and decidedly hot, group sex.
"Like I said, it *is* a nice upskirt," I confirmed.
"Mmm, well, let her know I still think about how good her asshole tastes," Tori continued.
Sending a text with that exact point, I said, "I think we all still think about how good Kaitlyn's asshole tastes."
Receiving another quick text back from our raven-haired cheerleader friend, I raised my eyebrows. "Kaitlyn says thanks about talking about her asshole like that and wanted to return the compliment."
Smiling at herself in a mirror, Tori said, "I do have a nice asshole, don't I?"
"Oh, you know it," I said, before taking in Kaitlyn's next text. "And it looks like I might be getting another taste of her asshole pretty soon, since it seems like Kaitlyn wants to fuck today."
"When doesn't she?" she replied.
While there was a lot more to Kaitlyn than the slutty, mean girl cheerleader that everyone knew, I had a hard time telling Tori that she was wrong. Kaitlyn was one of the best friends I'd made this year, and she had really made a lot of progress on being a generally nicer person since we'd become as close friends as we had, but that didn't change the fact that her sex drive was incredibly high, and one of the most passionate, insane fucks you were going to find in Regan Hills. Tori had begun this year with an intense distaste for anything and everything cheerleader, an opinion that had been tempered somewhat by our mutual experiences. I was trying to figure out the best way to define Kaitlyn so that I could defend her while not provoking Tori, when Tori smiled at me fondly and did the job for me.
"Well, I'm sure the two of you will have a lot of fun together. Tell her I said something witty but vaguely objectifying about her tits, just to let her know I'm thinking about her?" Tori joked.
I laughed at Tori's comment, continuing to ride high on how this day had been treating me. "I'm sure I'll figure something out."
***
With Spring Break distinctly on everyone's minds, the vibe on campus was as if everyone had already checked out and was on autopilot. Oh, sure, there were still those who were trying to get work done, with the drama kids focusing on the Spring production of Little Shop, editor Nadia Barclay still keeping us busy at the Puma Press, and class president Sabrina Singh figuring out just what the next best seasonal decorations would be, but aside from the busybodies running about and stressing, the rest of us were ready for some vacation and relaxation, with people excitedly talking about their plans, or lack of plans as it may be. The smart teachers simply put on movies or gave us the slightest of busywork, and thankfully, they all seemed to be pretty smart on this matter in the first half of the day before we broke for lunch.
I was walking across the quad toward the cafeteria with my bag lunch in hand when she found me, tapping me on the shoulder expectantly.
I turned around and savored the sight of 18-year-old Kaitlyn Pruitt, the girl who had started my year of... well, quite a bit of madness and even more sex. She looked as gorgeous now as she ever did, though the fact that her model-gorgeous face was now lit up by a friendly smile, her full lips curled upwards and showing a pleasant amount of teeth as she looked on me, was a distinct improvement over her once bitchy mean-girl face. At 5'3" to my 5'11", she looked up at me with big brown eyes, her long, silky, raven-black hair pulled back in a ponytail to expose more of her lightly-tanned skin. She had the body of a porn star packed into a blue and white Regan Hills High Pumas cheerleader uniform, with a toned, dancer's body, DD-cup breasts, and long legs that went up to a deliciously round ass that barely could be contained by her short cheerleader's skirt.
To be in her presence was to have an instant erection, and the way she so easily kissed me when I turned to face her... well, that was a further pleasant surprise.
She broke the kiss, still looking up at me with a pleasantly dreamy smile, and I couldn't help but return the look.
"Well, that was nice... to what do I owe the pleasure?" I asked.
Rolling her eyes at me (today seemed to be the day of girls rolling their eyes at me), Kaitlyn replied, "Do I really need a fucking reason to kiss you? Because I can always not."
She took a step away from me playfully, making me quickly reach out and wrap an arm behind her back to pull her in close for another kiss.
"I didn't say that," I growled pleasantly, enjoying the sparkling look it brought out in her eye.
Kaitlyn disengaged from me, grinning. "Good. Because my kisses? They're fucking worth it, and I wanna know they're being appreciated."
"Oh, they're appreciated... *believe* me, they're appreciated," I said, shifting slightly to make my erection less apparent in my jeans to any passersby.
This was probably easier said than done, if Kaitlyn's glance down at my sizable bulge was any indication.
"So... I know I said it earlier, but it's worth repeating: thanks for the picture this morning," I said, smiling perhaps quite stupidly at her.
"Oh, that?" she said, trying to sound blasé. "That was nothing... felt like I hadn't sent you a nude in too long, hadn't reminded you of who's the hottest bitch you know in some time, so, I just sent you something quick, making sure to keep you interested. Sounds like you liked it, though."
She said this with a little less smugness than she usually might, and dare I say a little hint of *fondness* that had her looking away from me so I'd have a harder time reading her reaction.
"I liked it," I said, grinning and leaning in for another kiss. "Quite a bit actually."
"Liked it enough that you'll come to my place after school?" Kaitlyn asked, sounding hopeful. "My folks are gonna be out seeing this counselor for a few hours tonight, so we'd have the place to ourselves for a while afterward."
I considered her with some interest, feeling my cock continue to twitch and grow with anticipation at the thought of what the two of us could do with a house to ourselves. Sex with Kaitlyn could sometimes be an event, and the way she was looking at me now like she could tear me to pieces here on the quad? Yeah, whatever sex we had today would be *quite* enthusiastic on her end. It would probably take a fair bit for me to keep up with her... but trying would be my greatest pleasure.
"Yeah... after school, your place... that sounds more than fine," I said, trying not to sound too excited and no doubt failing rather miserably. "That sounds like a lot of fun."
"Uh huh..." she replied, leaning in to whisper in my ear. "Just don't go running around slinging that dick to all the sluts of school today... I know that everyone wants a piece of you, but today I've got dibs on all that cum, you hear me?"
For emphasis, she reached down, gently, yet not *too* gently, grabbing my erection through my jeans, as if staking her claim on me, her smile never once wavering as her eyes bored into mine.
"I hear you," I replied, gulping. "Oh, how I hear you."
"This cock is mine, today... that cum is *mine* today, am I understood? Any slut comes for you, you have your fun, but if she starts demanding your cum... you kick her to the fucking curb, alright?" Kaitlyn asked.
This wasn't the best time for my phone to buzz in my pocket with what was almost certainly another girl I knew texting me, quite possibly trying to arrange for some form of sexual encounter sooner rather than later, but I was pretty sure that Kaitlyn wasn't in a place to hear it, at least.
"After school, my cock is yours, my cum is yours... got it," I said.
"Good," she replied, letting me go and straightening out her uniform. "Good... now if I can keep myself from thinking about it too hard and fingering myself until I can't walk anymore for the rest of the day, I think we'll both be pretty golden."
I laughed, taking Kaitlyn's hand in mine as I set about walking across the quad with her. "Join me for lunch?"
"I can join you for a few, but, Dakota's called a meeting of the cheer squad in like ten minutes, and you know how that bitch can get when she wants something," she explained.
Thinking on 18-year-old Dakota Lewis, our school's head cheerleader, I grinned a little wolfishly, intimately aware of how she got when there was something that she wanted.
"Sorry," I replied. "Good luck."
"I'm not stressing about it," Kaitlyn replied, sighing and squeezing my hand. "Especially when I'm looking forward tonight and... hey, who's that?"
I followed Kaitlyn's gaze, looking across the quad at a pair of people standing under an overhang coming off the cafeteria. One glance at the wavy blonde hair and look of handsome desperation told me the guy was Micah Burke, former warlord of the school's drama club and now pleasantly and recently publicly disgraced. Even though he tried to look casual and as in control as ever, his shakiness after recent weeks' events was rather apparent as he clearly tried to not let on how not on his usual sleazy game he was.
The girl he was talking to was an unfamiliar face around these parts, albeit an unquestionably gorgeous one. A redhead with long wavy hair that went down to her midback, she had the tight, toned body of a dancer, and rather impressively packed in at that in her 5'4" frame. She wore casual, fashionable clothes, a nice top and a flowy skirt, both of which showed off her assets well. Her C-cup breasts were well on display, with a respectable amount of cleavage, and an undeniably tight, round ass, both of these most likely being what caught Micah's attention... but it was her face that captivated mine. She had a lively, beautiful face, one that I knew was prone to smiles and foul language in the loveliest of accents, with big green eyes made to look even bigger behind her respectable-looking glasses.
Seeing her looking like she wanted to laugh in Micah's face made my fucking day.
"That's Maeve O'Brien," I said, never taking my eyes off the 18-year-old redhead chatting with Micah.
"That foreign exchange student who just started staying with the Kents?" Kaitlyn asked, trying to search her memory for details. "She's from England, right?"
I nodded. "Ireland, actually, but the rest of that's correct."
"You know her?" Kaitlyn continued, the two of us watching the distant conversation with some interest.
Maeve looked like she wanted to laugh in Micah's face as he approached her with some no doubt rather lame come-ons, but it seemed like she was humoring him, probably to get a good laugh out of it. Despite his attempts at smoothness, even from here you could tell that she was in complete control of the conversation.
"Not well," I answered Kaitlyn. "We met at Sarah's house the other day, talked for a few minutes, but I had to go run for date night. She's nice, though... horny as fuck from what I've gathered."
"So, she'll fit in here well," Kaitlyn replied, looking Maeve up and down appreciatively. "Well, she's hot as fuck; if you see her again, put in a good word for me."
"Naturally," I replied, craning my neck to get a better look as Micah closed some distance with Maeve.
He reached out to her, trying to casually take her by the shoulder. The beautiful Irish girl, on the other hand, was significantly faster than him, grabbing his hand and twisting his arm painfully. He cried out loudly enough that we could hear him from where we were, and enough that a significant audience started to look in on just what the hell was going. Maeve twisted his arm hard enough to take him to his knees, to have him whimpering and crying out. I couldn't hear what she was saying, but it was enough to make him nod vigorously before she let him go, before she strolled away smiling like this was something that happened to her every day.
Smirking at the sight, Kaitlyn amended, "See if you can put in that word soon, alright? I think I wanna fuck her."
"Get in line," I replied, kissing Kaitlyn again. "But today I'm looking forward more to you... and this afternoon."
I lowered my voice in what I hoped was a thoroughly seductive tone. It seemed I picked well, as Kaitlyn soon leaned in and kissed me on the lips passionately, moaning slightly before breaking the kiss and smiling at me eagerly. It was a pretty smile, different from her usual look of sultry confidence and more unrestrained. It was, if I'm being honest, quite gorgeous, and I couldn't help but feel a surge of something for her then and there that was difficult to describe. It had been a long-held fact by the two of us that Kaitlyn and I would never work, at least not with our lives as they currently were, but that couldn't stop the feelings from forming. I knew I had distinct feelings for Kaitlyn that went well past friendship, and when she looked at me like this, I could tell that these feelings were likely quite mutual.
There was a vibration in her bag, and she sighed. "That's gotta be Dakota. I should-"
"Go," replied, stroking the side of Kaitlyn's face. "Go on and do whatever you gotta do for Dakota. I'll see you after school."
Excitedly, Kaitlyn nodded, walking away from me. "Oh, you *definitely* will..."
Looking at her, so hopeful and energetic like that, I couldn't help but feel a surge of energy and excitement as I looked forward to what was coming this afternoon. Kaitlyn and I... we were gonna *fuck*... and even if we'd done it dozens of times, hundreds of times, I knew I would never tire of her.
It was with that hopeful excitement in mind that I remembered I'd received a text while Kaitlyn and I had been talking, and pulled my phone out of my pocket. Recognizing the name that had sent the text, I pulled it open, finding it to contain only two words, albeit two rather powerful words. Seeing them like that, they felt so impossible that I couldn't help but stand there stunned for a moment, trying to wrap my mind around them. When I did, however, fully comprehend them, I felt a cold fear tear through my body, one that threatened to upend a very good day with something that could, well, destroy everything I'd thought my life to be.
Two words. That was all it took.
'I'M PREGNANT'
***
"Don't worry, it's not yours."
The relief took almost as long to kick in as those initial two words, but when I found her in a dark corner of our school library's bookshelves and she said that to me, I stood in rather stunned disbelief and tried to force this new admission to sink in more quickly than my brain was willing to accept it.
"What?" I asked, bracing myself against a bookshelf as I took the girl in.
18-year-old library aide Marie Halpern looked at me like I was speaking an alien tongue, her normally stern face looking at me like she thought like she was going to have to explain to me what words were. Admittedly, this was not the most peculiar look for Marie, as she was an odd girl to whom stern looks and a certain sense of self-superiority were to be expected. At a slender 5'2", she looked up at me with our nearly foot of height difference, and yet as ever I could feel that she was the one with all the power. Her sharp face was framed by long, straight, platinum blonde hair, with bright blue eyes that stared up at me through horn-rimmed glasses that made her look like almost the stereotypical definition of a librarian. Her conservative sweater was tight enough to show off her modest bust, while her knee-length skirt looked professional... yet I knew quite intimately that this girl was anything but conservative and professional.
Marie was easily one of the most insane fucks at Regan Hills High School, an energetic little slut who might well have been a little crazy. Her announcement, and subsequent attempts at calming my nerves, did little to change my opinion of her, but it was nice that my heartbeat had slowed just enough that I could actually feel it, rather than it going so fast I'd lost track of it.
"It's... it's not?" I asked, finally breathing for what felt like the first time in minutes.
"That's what I said," Marie replied, keeping her voice even. "I'm a little over three months along... and the timing doesn't line up at all with any of our sexual activities. They *do* however line up with when I began seeing Richard."
"Richard?" I asked, unfamiliar with any guys in our class by that name.
"Yeah, I met him doing my Christmas job at the mall, he's this DILF, and apparently I have some Daddy issues... it's a long story, but we're having fun together, and me being knocked up lines up perfectly with Christmas, so you don't have anything to worry about," she explained, looking at me curiously. "I just wanted to tell you as soon as I knew it was certain, and before it began to show too much, because then I knew you'd be wondering and freaking out and I want you to do neither of those things."
My head still spinning slightly from the revelation, I said, "Thank you, for that... very considerate."
"You're welcome," Marie replied plainly. "That doesn't mean I've lost my interest in you, you know... Richard understands that I'm a little slut with a high sex drive, and that that drive is only going to get higher now that I'm a knocked-up little slut."
"Oh, cool..." I replied, relief still hitting me in slow waves. "I do... do enjoy our time together."
"You'd better..." she said, her voice equal parts proud and threatening. "To be clear, I want some of that time now; I'm constantly fucking horny these days..."
Before I could get a word in edgewise, she'd pulled her sweater up over her head, revealing that she wasn't wearing anything underneath. The sight of Marie's bare tits was hardly a new one to me, but already I could swear I saw some slight physical changes in her. There may have been a slight additional swelling to her breasts, and already I could see the slight formation of a bump in her belly. Whatever lingering doubt I had in the back of my mind was removed as I understood the simple fact that Marie Halpern was pregnant. She was still a horny little slut who looked at me like she wanted to eat me alive, but she was undeniably pregnant.
It was a strange, awesome feeling realizing this as I looked at the topless, slutty little blonde standing in front of me, knowing the state she was in. It did, of course, leave a small voice in the back of my mind wondering how this had never happened before considering how things worked in this town, but that voice was quickly silenced as I took in the beauty standing before me, and everything her request carried with it.
That was also a little trickier than I would've liked to admit, especially considering some of the promises I'd made already today.



"I can't... I can't do a lot," I said, looking around nervously, almost as if I feared that Kaitlyn might be hiding around any corner. "I've promised my cum to someone else today, and she can be almost as insistent as you... I'll be in a world of hurt if I don't give her every last drop..."
Marie looked up at me with blazing eyes. "Is your imagination really all that limited? I'm fucking horny and need to get off... you can help me with that at least, can't you?"
For a girl who normally came across on the commanding side, she sounded particularly intense in this moment, and I knew it would be unwise to refuse her. More than that, though... I didn't particularly *want* to refuse her. Marie and I may not have been as close as many of the girls I'd met this year, but that didn't mean I didn't hold a certain fondness for her, and there were few girls out there who could get me quite as hard, as fast, as her.
Licking my lips with anticipation, I grinned down at her, planting a kiss on Marie's lips.
With an almost feral yowl, she wrapped her arms around me, pulling me in close and furiously making out. Her tongue was in my mouth, hungry and purposeful, and I responded in kind. My hands found her breasts as our mouths feasted upon one another, and for a moment we stayed like this, hungry and energetic... but Marie had demanded pleasure, and I wasn't going to deny her.
Breaking the kiss with some effort, I said, "Turn around."
Marie smirked at me, turning around and bracing her hands against the book shelf, jutting her ass out toward me in anticipation.
Grinning, I dropped to my knees behind her, bunching her skirt up over her ass. I probably shouldn't have been surprised at the sight of her wearing no panties, as her glistening sex and puckered asshole were thrust in my face. I did pause for a moment in this position, taking in the unique sight above me... because from this position, her condition was more pronounced. Her perky breasts hung more heavily than they ever had before, not by much, but noticeable enough, and her bump gave her normally toned belly some distinct definition. It was not a sight I ever expected to have any strong feelings about, but on a purely primal level, I couldn't help but find the sight of her intensely erotic.
Of course, when she turned to look down at me, the Marie I saw was a familiar one, needy and bitchy and proud, with just a glimmer of what might be sex-fueled madness behind her eyes. I knew what that look meant, and I turned my attention back to her exposed ass and pussy. Briefly, I was tempted by her asshole... but with how horny she'd made it clear she was, I knew better than to tease this out.
Unhesitating, I leaned in and began licking Marie's pussy from behind, tasting her savory sweetness that seemed to positively drip from her. I didn't know if there was a material difference or not to eating out a pregnant pussy like this, but it didn't really seem to matter to Marie as she moaned and writhed against my face, making sure that she got every bit as much of my mouth as she wanted.
"Yes, that's it... that's it right *fucking* there..." she growled, keeping her voice down to make sure we weren't overheard. "You know that cunt... you fucking love that slutty cunt... fucking love making me feel so fucking good like that... fuck, you know, for a moment there I thought getting knocked-up like this would make me more respectable... and I think it's just made me sluttier instead... I should've known respectability was never in the fucking cards for me; Mrs. Sullivan trained me too well."
Mrs. Sullivan was our school librarian, and had been something of a mentor on the subject of being a complete and utter slut to our dear Marie here. I still had fond memories of the threesome we'd had back in November, and that may have made me dig in a little more enthusiastically as I licked and suckled at Marie's sensitive cunt.
"You still love all this, even with me being a pregnant fucking whore?" Marie teased, rubbing her pussy on my face almost possessively.
Smirking up at her, I pulled my mouth from her pussy and looked up at her hungrily.
"Marie... whatever state you were in, you'd always have me wanting you; you're so fucking hot... *crazy*, but so fucking hot..." I said, teasing a finger against her asshole.
She arched her back, moaning and pressing back against me. Taking that as my cue, I pushed my finger into her ass, rather roughly at that. Marie could be something of a painslut at times, and the way she whimpered when I bottomed my middle finger out in her asshole said that pregnancy hadn't changed that in her in the slightest.
Grinning, I continued, "There are very few sluts like you out there, I hope you know..."
Still whimpering slightly, she grinned down at me, forcing her ass back against my finger again and smiling.
"And don't you forget it..." Marie moaned, dropping her head and breathing heavily. "Just... just keep eating my pussy like that... fuck, you'll make me cum in no time if you keep eating me like that..."
"Then I'll have to keep eating you like that, won't I?" I asked, smacking my lips. "I haven't had my lunch yet, after all..."
"Cheesy line," she said, playfully rolling her eyes at me.
I pulled my finger out of her ass, leaning forward. "Yeah, I realized that the moment the words were out of my mouth... let's forget I said anything and go back to me making you cum with my mouth?"
"Let's," she agreed, reaching back to grab my head and pull me back into eating her out.
I did this with gusto, licking and sucking her pussy while I fingered her clit, fucking my tongue in and out of her ever so forcefully, enough to make her writhe and buck against me without fully pushing her over yet. I did mean to get her off quite quickly, don't get me wrong, but that didn't mean I didn't have standards to hold up to. I prided myself in my ability to give girls some of the best oral they'd ever received, and I wasn't aiming to change that impression well. I wanted to dial this up for her a bit at a time, get her nice and excited and shaking, ready for release but making sure that when it did come, that it would be utterly devastating. It may have been a pride thing, may have been a control thing, and it may have even been my way of congratulating her on her news, now that it was no longer new to me. If anything, I found something deliciously naughty about playing with her like this... I'd never fucked a pregnant girl before (well, that I knew of, anyway), and the thought of fucking Marie in this condition was more than a little tempting... but I had made my promises to Kaitlyn earlier, and I was going to hold to them.
Marie growled pleasantly, arching her back again and pressing into me. "Ah... fuck... fuckfuckfuck... you really know what you're doing... you always know what you're doing... motherfucker... you may not be good for my Daddy issues, but holy fuck you're a fun fucking slut when it comes to this... god..."
I grinned, teasingly licking over her slit and teasing her asshole with my tongue while not stopping fingering her clit for a moment. "I hope you're still getting everything you need with this DILF you're seeing."
"Oh, everything and more, don't worry about me..." she sighed pleasantly. "But sluttiness dies hard, and I won't be tied to one person that easily... thankfully, he actually enjoys it... fuck, keep going, a little more pressure... he enjoys having his slutty little elf-"
"Elf?" I interrupted.
"That's a long story," Marie continued, whimpering with need. "He enjoys having me as his slutty little elf, having my slutty little adventures, but knowing that he's the one who knocked me up... and that no matter what, I'm going to come back to him and be his needy little slut at the end of the day... it's a solid arrangement."
"I'm familiar with similar arrangements, believe me," I said, going back to slurping and licking at her pussy while fingering her clit.
"Mmmm... I'll bet... you and your girlfriends should have something similar if you want to make it work... and I'm glad to hear it's working for you... that we're both about as *respectable* as we're going to get..." she laughed, whining. "Please... I'm so close... please, make me cum, Ryan... make me cum... make this pregnant *slut* cum all over your slutty face..."
I mean, I don't know about you, but as dirty talk goes, that was more than enough to get me there. I no longer held back, fingering her clit with a distinct pressure that had her writhing and shaking in no time as I fucked my tongue in and out of her pussy. It was only a moment more before I saw her cover her mouth with her hand, crying out into it as she came hard. She shook and shuddered so hard the bookcase was rattling, and I feared she might fall down if she kept up like this. Normally, I wouldn't mind a girl collapsing from pleasure, as that would mean I'd done an exceptional job, but Marie was a bit of a different case from most girls in her current condition.
As she came, I held onto her legs, holding on for dear life and hoping that I could brace her so she wouldn't fall. With many girls, this might have made a difference, but Marie was a slut of an exceptional magnitude, and she wasn't going to let herself fall just because of a simple orgasm.
Coming down, one hand still braced against the bookshelf, she looked back at me. Her eyes had a lustful tinge to them, that watery glaze that came with having just cum and cum hard, a sly smile on her lips. Seeing the dazed, smug look on my face, that sly smile grew into a wide, confident grin.
"Yeah... yeah, I'm that fucking good," Marie purred, licking her lips.
"Exceptionally so," I said, playfully kissing her on the ass cheek, then standing up behind her.
Fuck, looking at her like this, half naked and looking so utterly ready, her tits out and her ass exposed... fuck, there wasn't anything I wanted to do more in that moment than fuck Marie Halpern. The way she looked back at me, I knew the feeling to be quite mutual, and that if I stayed there any longer, I was going to have sex with her. It wouldn't ruin anything that would come later with Kaitlyn, given my documented stamina, but I'd made my promises, and I wanted to keep to them this time.
Leaning in, I kissed Marie, a long, deep kiss that had her moaning against my lips and licking her juices from my face. When I broke, she looked at me almost smugly, clearly knowing what I wanted and how good she looked, and how hard I was.
"I should, ummm... go," I said.
"Perhaps you should, promises and all that..." she replied, pushing her skirt back down. "But thank you for that... I'm so fucking horny these days; I need it all the time."
"You needed it all the time before," I joked, reaching up to squeeze one of her breasts playfully.
Marie groaned, looking up at me sternly after letting the pleasure wash over her. "Yes, but now I *want* it even more than that... it's annoying, but I find my ways to scratch the itch. Now go, before I don't let you leave..."
The sternness in her voice let me know that it would be unwise to disobey, and I began to walk away.
A few steps away, I stopped and turned to face her. "I almost forgot, but... congratulations!"
Smiling an uncharacteristically warm, happy smile, Marie ran her hands over her belly and replied, "Thank you. I'm still figuring a lot of this out, but... thank you."
I smiled back at her, nodding, then running away before I knew I wouldn't leave. Marie's announcement was a certainly unexpected development in a year of unexpected developments, but I was honestly happy for her. This seemed like something she wanted, and if it made her happy, well... that was all that really mattered. Of course, it might also mean I had to look forward to her jumping me unexpectedly, but so long as she didn't jump me today, I was pretty sure I could handle myself.
***
Wanting to save myself for Kaitlyn and actually being able to do it were two completely different things as it turned out, that day, because it seemed that every girl at Regan Hills High School had decided to get together and tempt me just for the fun of it. Either that, or apparently today was "Let's Fuck Ryan Day", and I'd forgotten to put it on my calendar.
As the day went on, I received spontaneous nudes from the lovely blonde hipster, Rose Ferris, brunette head cheerleader Dakota Lewis, busty Korean nerd Katie Park, Latina stoner Jess Garza, and Wiccan photographer Leah Sartori. While spontaneous nudes were nothing new to me anymore, getting an influx of them all at once like this was overwhelming, and their messages had a way of keeping me *incredibly* hard.
ROSE: Thinking about what I'd do to you if you were with me, Ryan Collins...
LEAH: Thinking about making some magic soon, you up for it?
KATIE: Hey! Been a minute! Wanna talk another DnD session while I ride your monster cock?
DAKOTA: You know you want to fuck this ass again. Admit it.
JESS: Wanna smoke up and pound the fuck out of all my holes?
Turning them down was challenging (especially Dakota, who it took a while to convince that I really had other obligations today), but then came the more direct girls who found me between classes and decided to mess around with me.
Ever the exhibitionist, the Japanese athlete Noa Kanzaki flashed me her frilly black bra in passing in the hallway, giving me a sly smile as she walked on by.
Not to be outdone, not long after I was pulled aside by the leggy and busty redheaded color guard girl, Daphne O'Connell, who kissed me fiercely, then pulled up her skirt to show off the fact that she wasn't wearing any panties today, before sliding a finger inside herself temptingly. Not jumping her in particular felt unbearably challenging, but I managed it.
During one of my classes later in the day, the lean blonde aspiring stuntwoman Amy Temple sat beside me, whispering all the dark and elaborate things that she wanted to do with my body once she'd be able to get me alone again in a way that made me shiver.
Though I was able to resist all of these girls with some effort, it was one of the more unlikely girls that I knew who was able to nearly get me to break my promise to Kaitlyn.
It was after the final bell of the day, and after staying a little later to clear some things up at the Puma Press offices, I was on my way toward the parking lot where Kaitlyn would be waiting for me. With Spring Break right around the corner, the school was almost a ghost town, and I felt like I was almost home free.
Honestly, I should've known that was when something would happen, because that's when something *always* happened. I should really stop assuming I know exactly what's going on at any given moment, you'd have thought I'd learned that lesson by now.
As I was walking down one of the outdoor halls toward the parking lot, the door to one of the girls' bathrooms swung open, and a pair of insistent hands pulled me inside. Before I knew what was happening, a pair of lips were crushed against mine and a tongue was in my mouth. I'd been so turned on for so much of the day that I couldn't help but return the kiss a little, wrapping my arms around the pale, brunette beauty who had stolen me away as I neared freedom. With her soft, curvy body pressed against mine, I got lost in the moment, groaning softly as we made out and grinding up against her with my ever-present erection, before sense got me and I took a step away from her.
Licking my lips, I chuckled. "Well... that's one hell of an 'it's been a while'."
"You're telling me," 18-year-old Jennifer Cage said, smiling up at me with that shy confidence she'd mastered so well.
Jennifer hadn't lost the look of the bohemian art student that I'd seen when we first acquainted ourselves with one another a while back this year, with her paint-splattered overalls, long hair tied back in a ponytail and glasses that made her look painfully cute, but the look on her lovely, soft face was almost completely foreign to that girl who'd first come to me asking to be my "apprentice." Wanting a similar experience to my senior year, she'd come to me asking for advice and some training, and I'd done my best to give her everything I'd learned. I'd taken her virginity, we had some admittedly rather wild sex, and I'd been getting hints of her own senior year adventures over the past months, without necessarily knowing everything that she was doing. This once-shy art student with the killer, curvy body, looked up at me with beautiful, blazing brown eyes, pressing her DDD-cup breasts against my chest in a way that made my cock twitch in my pants.
Looking around nervously, I said, "You know this is the girls' bathroom, right?"
"We're alone in here, but if you want more privacy..." she trailed off, her voice taking on a delightfully seductive tone.
Quickly, she took me by the wrist, and unable to think quickly enough in the moment, I let her drag me into a nearby bathroom stall.
"It's not the most romantic, I know, but when I saw you walking alone and got so excited... well, I had to improvise," Jennifer explained.
She kissed me again, rubbing the front of my pants and looking up at my eyes expectantly. Fuck did I hate having to explain my plans for the day to her like this when her body felt so achingly good against mine, her hand so deliciously insistent as she stroked me through my jeans.
"So... been having a good time, lately?" I asked, flailing for focus and deciding on changing the topic. "Looking forward to Spring Break?"
"It's a lot of family time, but I've got plans to sneak away for my own fun," Jennifer explained, unbuckling the tops of her overalls and quickly pulling her t-shirt up and over her massive breasts.
I probably should've stopped things here, but when you're presented with a bare set of DDD-cup breasts out of nowhere, it can be difficult to find all the right words. Jennifer's nipples, firm and dark and begging for my attention, stood out enticingly. I had promised that I was going to meet Kaitlyn, but I was only human when faced with this confrontation. I reached up, squeezing Jennifer's breasts, pinching her nipples between thumb and forefinger.
She moaned against me, leaning in for another kiss. "And you?"
"You know me," I chuckled, kissing her back. "I've always got plans."
Jennifer smiled up at me, groaning pleasantly as I pinched her nipples again. "And have you got plans now?"
I kissed the side of her neck, sighing at her touch as she continued to rub me through my pants. "Actually... yeah, I do, unfortunately."
She sighed as well. "Pity. I should've expected this, of course... how can a guy like you *not* have plans, but I had to try and shoot my shot."
"It was a valiant effort... and on any other day, it'd have worked, but... I made someone a promise, you know?" I replied, leaning in to kiss her again.
Jennifer moaned against my lips, practically melting in against me as we made out in that moment, arching her back and thrusting her tits more firmly against my hands. This wasn't exactly an answer, something that both of us knew, but it felt good right now, and that was enough for us.
"I know..." Jennifer replied, her sigh tinged with regret but understanding. "I should be more upfront when I'm aroused in the future... grab onto you before you've made such plans and promises so we can have some *serious* fun..."
"And I would welcome it," I replied. "I've really enjoyed being a part of your journey, and believe me, I would normally have no problem dropping everything and taking you to town... maybe not necessarily here in a girl's bathroom stall, but..."
Jennifer chuckled, her laugh echoing through the room. "Alright, I get it, I need to work on my improvisation skills..."
I kissed her again. "It's more about the timing... believe me, I've done a lot of things in a lot of different places, and would have no problem doing a little messing around in here, but to do my best work, I tend to need a bed... maybe a couch... a soft surface of some kind at least."



"Fair enough," she replied, looking up at me hopefully. "Well, next time you *don't* have a promise to keep and quite so busy a schedule, maybe send me a text? I've been thinking about you for a while now, and I could really enjoy fooling around with you a little. Or a lot. Preferably a lot, and a lot past that, and..."
Jennifer was smiling up at me now, a cheeky little grin that had me tempted to just do wonderful, terrible things to her. My willpower was sorely tested and my cock was painfully hard (a challenge made no easier by the fact that she hadn't removed her hand from me just yet), but I was able to peel away from her with some difficulty.
"A lot of fooling around with one of the cutest girls in school?" I said, pondering the thought with a cheesy grin. "Yeah, that sounds like a fantastic idea."
Her face lit up with my words, and playfully she kissed me again. It was a deep, lingering, slow kiss, with none of the tentativeness she had when the two of us first met. Jennifer had blossomed amazingly over the course of these past months in a way I was all too familiar with, and if she kept things up like this, I knew she had one hell of a bright future in Regan Hills, or wherever she wound up after this.
Breaking the kiss, she said, "Well, I don't want to keep you if you're off having another grand adventure... but if I could ask one thing of you before you left? It's a quick favor, I swear."
"Of course," I replied, smiling down at her.
"Well..." Jennifer said, sliding a hand down the front of her overalls. "I'm really horny, and kind of already ready... my panties are *so* soaked right now... would you suck on my boobs for a few minutes while I get myself off? I promise, I'll be really quick."
I'd had stranger pleas from girls I liked than this, but the earnestness in her eyes got to me. "Of course... take your time."
As I leaned in to kiss and suckle at her breasts, she giggled, "Yeah, well, even if I take my time, it's not going to take long. Believe me, when I said I was ready, I wasn't- oh... FUCK!"
This exclamation came when I wrapped my lips around one of her nipples, sucking on it nice and hard in a way that had her moaning out loud. Though we probably weren't terribly subtle in how we went about this, with a nipple in my mouth it was hard to care about such silly things like getting caught. All I cared about was looking up at her, seeing that look of ecstasy in her eyes as she touched herself, bringing herself over the cliff of pleasure while we shared this moment. It would be brief, and intense, just as her orgasm would be in a matter of minutes, but pleasing her like this and seeing the evolution of Jennifer Cage unfolding before me, it didn't matter how long or short the experience was, only that it was good.
***
I made it to Kaitlyn's car in the mostly empty parking lot none too late, seeing her leaning against the side with phone in hand and still wearing her cheerleader's uniform. There was a slight bitchiness to her expression when she looked up and saw me approach, but the moment she sighted me, a radiant smile overtook her face that pushed away any bitchiness she might've considered summoning.
"You're a little late," she said, not letting her words affect her smile.
Chuckling to myself, I said, "The things I do for you..."
This made Kaitlyn raise an eyebrow. "Oh? That have a story to it?"
"Yeah, it does," I said, pushing her against the side of the car. "But that's for later."
Her eyes flew open in surprise, but before she could get in any commentary about my actions, I'd pressed my body against hers, pinning her to the car and kissing her on the lips passionately. Any hesitation she might have had left almost instantly as we kissed and made out, her moans against my lips fueling me to only kiss her more intently. Her full, round breasts pushed against my chest insistently, and even through her cheerleading top I swore I could feel her nipples pressing through the fabric.
She broke the kiss, chuckling, even though I still insistently kissed her neck. "Oh, so it was one of *those* days, was it?"
"What days?" I asked, reaching up and groping her breasts through her top as I continued feverishly kissing her neck.
Grinning, Kaitlyn replied, "I told you to save your cum for me, and you listened... and you've had sluts throwing themselves at you, getting you all riled up."
I stopped kissing her neck, looking down at her incredulously. "How'd you know?"
She chuckled, "Been there, done that. Keep squeezing my tits..."
I complied, leaning in for another kiss. "You know, this is all your fucking fault."
"I'm sure... you can blame me for a lot of shit around here," Kaitlyn replied, groaning and rocking her hips against me, grinding against my erection. "But what in particular do you wanna blame me for?"
Gently nibbling on her neck, I replied, "I was going to have a normal, boring school year... boring enough, anyway. I'd do homework, hang out with Tori, be terrorized by Kyle... everything would've been predictable, but then you gotta try to get out of doing your tutoring, you seduce me and send me on this wild fucking journey, then tell your friends to jump me and... yeah, this is all your fault."
"You're welcome," she said, proudly.
I smiled at her fondly. "And thank you. I wouldn't have known who I really was if it wasn't for you. You helped me find that, helped me find my friends, find my life... none of this would've been possible without you, Kaitlyn."
Kaitlyn looked up at me, that playful superiority of hers dropping for a moment as she eyed me, searching for another shoe to drop and not finding one. Seeing that I was completely genuine, her smile broadened into what might have been the prettiest smile that I'd ever seen, one that made me want to kiss her even more.
So, I did. I leaned in, kissing her passionately, claiming her mouth with mine as we made out against the side of her car. We could've been in our own world for all I cared, the whole world disappearing around us as we got lost in each other.
The sound of a car starting not too far away from us brought us back to reality, laughing briefly.
"We should get in my car," Kaitlyn explained.
"Yeah, let's get in your car," I said.
"And back to my place," she clarified.
"Of course," I replied.
"So we can fuck," Kaitlyn said, her voice playful and husky with lust.
"I gathered your meaning," I said, looking her over.
She unlocked her car, sliding into the driver's seat while I sat shotgun, dropping my backpack at my feet. Looking at Kaitlyn, seeing her so achingly beautiful and my body surging with a lustful energy, I couldn't help myself. I reached between her legs, underneath her short cheerleader's skirt and pressing my fingers against her panties.
"Oh..." she moaned, grinning at me deliciously. "So, you can't wait for my place, can you?"
"I mean... I *can*," I admitted, rubbing her and finding her panties already delightfully moist with excitement. "But I can't help myself, and since I've already helped a couple girls cum today, it seems only fair I do the same for you. You know, to try and even the books out a bit."
Kaitlyn nodded, biting her lip. "Yeah, that does seem only faAAAAAIR-"
Her words were cut off by the simple act of me pushing the front of her panties to the side and sliding a couple fingers inside of her, pumping them in and out of her hot, wet cunt while I ran my thumb over her clit. Kaitlyn looked around for a moment, as if worried that we might be spotted, before gripping the steering wheel and moaning. She looked at me, her beautiful, dark eyes glassy with a fiery lust as she rocked her hips against my hand. I grinned at her darkly, returning that hungry gaze, looking forward to what the rest of the afternoon would hold and wanting to get her off quickly so we could get to that sooner.
"Yeah... you think you're hot shit, you think you're the biggest bitch in school, the hottest and the sluttiest... and you'd be right," I said, lowering my voice to one of my dirty talk tones that I knew Kaitlyn particularly enjoyed. "I fucking hated you when this year began, fucking hated what Mrs. Lynn wanted me to do for you, and here we are... we're fucking friends who can't get enough of each other's bodies... and no matter what we do, no matter where our lives take us, no matter who we wind up getting together with, we'll always fucking want each other..."
Kaitlyn moaned, dropping her head forward slightly and rocking against my hand more insistently. "Fucking always... how did we... how the *fuck* did this happen to us... this is so stupid, so fucking stupid... this shouldn't have happened, but it did, and I can't fucking get enough of it and... fuck, holy *fuck* it feels so fucking good... I don't care... I don't fucking care how it happened, I'm just glad it has... it's like we're fucking made for each other, it's so stupid, but... holy fuck is it good."
She began to whimper, trembling against me as she rocked her hips and looking at me with this excited, pleasant desperation in her eyes. It was a look I'd seen on Kaitlyn's face plenty over the course of this year, but it was one that I was never going to get tired of, seeing this normally composed, bitchy cheerleader completely and utterly lose herself in the moment with me. When we were together, I got to see a Kaitlyn that the rest of the world didn't get to, the *real* Kaitlyn Pruitt, who wasn't obsessed with putting up an image, and lived for the moment.
As we exchanged that look, a silent understanding passed between us, and I gave her a simple nod. Biting her lip, she nodded back at me, fucking against my hand as I fingered her with an even greater intensity. Her pussy was pleasantly soaked by this point, her legs shaky as she approached her climax. There was no teasing, no drawing this out necessary. I wanted to make Kaitlyn cum, and I was going to make her cum hard... and in the end, that really didn't take a lot of time.
"Fuck... fuck, you're gonna do it again, you're gonna make me cum again, please, keep giving it to my clit, like that, like that... just a little harder, a little faster, come on, Ryan, you know how I like it, know how I want it, come on, fuck... fingerfuck me, give it to me, harder, faster, come on, yesyesyesyesyes... HOLY FUUUUUUUUUUCK!"
She cried out in ecstasy, shaking and shuddering and battering her hands against the steering wheel as she came hard. I reveled in this power I had over her, holding Kaitlyn closely and kissing her while my busy hand still kept massaging her clit. My hand was soaked from her gushing orgasm, as were her thighs and no doubt her seat. This car would probably smell of sex for days after this, but right now, I couldn't care less, only focusing on how much I wanted her to remember this orgasm.
As she came down, slowly, she looked at me with pleasantly glazed-over eyes. She took my hand from between her legs in both of her shaky hands and brought it to her lips, slowly and deliberately licking her juices from my hand and sucking my fingers for added thoroughness. Kaitlyn had the kind of mouth that could suck life into anything, and with the kind of pressure she was putting on my hand, I could feel the fire within me burning brighter than ever. That she never once broke eye contact with me while doing this only served to make the moment more singularly erotic, and as we shared this look, I could feel the strength of our connection as powerfully as ever.
With a few final sweet licks to my fingers, Kaitlyn said, "We have to go. Now."
"Uh huh..." I agreed, leaning in for a long, luxuriant kiss.
She moaned against my lips, our tongues playfully dueling against each other for a moment as we both enjoyed her taste, before Kaitlyn pushed me away and quickly started her car up.
***
It was still such a surreal thought to me sometimes that I was welcome back in the Pruitt house again. When I was little, it was a familiar place, as Mrs. Pruitt used to babysit me all the time, and Kaitlyn and I had been something like friends. When we began to grow, and thusly grew apart as both of our social standings transformed into what they were today, their home had become foreign to me, off-limits even. While there were parts of me that missed Mrs. Pruitt and Kaitlyn and the comforting atmosphere that their home offered, as Kaitlyn became more of a bitch and one of my tormenters, I felt less nostalgic and more in a place where I was happy that I wouldn't have to go back there.
And now, with senior year having taken me on the long, strange trip it had, I was all the way back around to looking fondly upon Kaitlyn's home, albeit for different reasons than when I was younger.
Kaitlyn and I stumbled from the garage toward her bedroom, finding it difficult to walk properly when we were so completely and utterly entangled in each other. My hands were all over her body, groping and squeezing her tits and her ass as we made out, while she had one hand firmly down the front of my pants and stroking my cock like her life depended on it.
It did involve some difficulty, but somehow we made our way into her small bedroom, Kaitlyn kicking the door shut behind her with the practiced ease a slut of her caliber could manage. I knew from experience that it was a fairly girly bedroom, not nearly as pink as Brooke's since pink wasn't exactly Kaitlyn's style, but lined with pictures of Kaitlyn in her cheer uniform with friends, band posters, and a couple of bookcases filled with some of the more sordid YA books one could get their hands on (as well as some straight-up porn hidden away from prying eyes, as Kaitlyn had once showed me), but was unable to see it in this moment when I was so occupied with the beauty in front of me.
Finally, she pushed me away, breathing heavily and looking up at me with the lustiest eyes. "Naked... I mean, *get* naked. I want to see you naked. Fuck, I just want you, just get naked..."
Unhesitating, I did as Kaitlyn asked, stripping off my shoes, socks, pants and t-shirt. I took a little longer to remove my briefs, as I wanted to play that out for as long as I could under Kaitlyn's hungry gaze, but soon I let those pool around my ankles as well, freeing my thick, ten-inch erection.
"Such a fucking tease," she said, grinning at me proudly.
"I learned from the best," I replied, approaching her, looking at her hungrily.
"I'll take the compliment," Kaitlyn replied, reaching to pull off her cheerleading top.
Feeling inspired, I reached out and grabbed her wrist. "No... keep the uniform on. Ditch the panties, and pull your tits out, but I want you to keep the uniform."
She raised an eyebrow, impressed. "Feeling kinky today?"
I grinned as I watched her drop her panties around her shapely legs. "Nostalgic, really. I've been thinking a lot about this year lately, and seeing you like this brought back memories of who you used to be, and when I think back on that bitch you were when the year began... well, I want to fuck that version of you a little differently than I want to fuck the you from right now."
Kaitlyn looked like she was trying to restrain her enthusiasm as she freed her DD-cup breasts, baring them for my needy eyes. "Oh... you want to punish the bitch, and pamper your friend?"
"Something like that..." I said, approaching her and lowering my voice. "What do you say to being taken for a ride like this, and then something else when we finally strip you down?"
She looked up at me, a certain fire in her eyes that I was familiar with blazing about as hot as I'd ever seen it burn within her. I had been with many passionate lovers who had taken me to all sorts of places over the course of senior year, but Kaitlyn Pruitt remained, as ever in a class all her own. Beyond just being the first girl I ever had sex with, on a purely primal level she struck me as one of the hottest people who had ever lived, and moments like this only secured this opinion.
I stepped close to her, reaching up to grip a handful of that shimmering, raven hair of hers and pulling it hard. This arched her neck back, forcing her to look up at me with that bitchy, smug, superior smile of hers that said she'd gotten me exactly where she wanted me, and that no matter what I did, it would be because she wanted me to do it.
Growling, I claimed her mouth with my own, kissing her passionately, our tongues meeting in a delicious duel of hunger and need. While I gripped her hair with one hand, I wrapped my other arm around her, holding her close so I could keep her where I needed her, our mouths feasting on each other with a passion that few could match. Her hands, at once delicate and strong, had reached down to grip my cock, stroking me and keeping me active, wrapping around my head and spreading the precum all over my throbbing shaft as she made sure I was every bit as ready as the two of us needed me to be.
Kaitlyn leaned in, whispering in my ear, "I'm so wet right now... and that's all for you... your huge fucking nerd cock got this cheerleader whore so wet she's dripping down her fucking thighs, and what the fuck are you going to do about that, Ryan?"
She kissed my neck, then looked up at me with that beautiful, smug grin.
I hadn't really planned out what was to happen next, but that smug look of hers put me into a darkly fun kind of autopilot.
Letting go of Kaitlyn, I pushed her to the bed, then climbed on top of her, roughly pushing her up so that she was fully on it, and I was fully on her. I leaned in, hungrily sucking and nibbling on her nipples, making her moan and squirm beneath me as she laughed and ran her hands through her hair.
"Oh, fuck... failing history badly enough to need tutoring... who'd have thought that would be the best fucking mistake of my life..." she laughed, her voice getting higher as I slid a couple fingers inside of her. "Ohhh... god, yes... who'd have thought... who'd have thought you'd have had that big fucking cock... and that you'd use it so well... so well I'd actually try harder in school, pass my fucking classes... how the fuck did that happen? Don't answer, please, *please* don't answer me, keep sucking on my tits, like that... god, you're so fucking good, so *fucking* amazing... I love it, I... I fucking love how you treat me... use me when I want to be used, treat me nice when I need to be treated nice... I just... AHHHHHHH!"
Words may have left her as I found her g-spot and began to massage it, but I took that as as fine a moment as any to take my mouth from her nipples and smile at her.
"And I love how you've helped me discover who I am, and know better than just about anyone how to make me feel wanted when I'm still trying to reckon with just who the hell I am. You might be a slutty cheer bitch who's recovering from being the biggest bitch in the whole fucking school... but to me, I'll always be thankful for you, and what you've done for me, and what you always do for me. Fuck, you're fucking perfect," I said, thrusting my fingers in and out of her.
Kaitlyn chuckled, looking down at me with a fondness that felt in stark contrast to the dirty intensity of how we were fucking around. "You always been this romantic, or does having a bunch of girlfriends bring that out of you?"
"A little of both, I think," I said, pulling my fingers from her cunt and pushing her skirt up around her waist.
She looked up at me with anticipation as I teased my cockhead over her slit, but as teases went, it was distinctly brief. We were past the point of teasing each other, and I didn't linger on this any longer than I had to, slowly pushing my cock into her dripping cunt. Even now, after the countless times we'd done this, I felt a distinct sense of awe sweep over me as I pushed inside of her. Her pussy, still perfectly tight, and hot, and wet, welcomed me now with the same eagerness it had when we first got together, and even now I couldn't help but surrender to the feelings that would swell within me when we were together. Watching Kaitlyn's eyes roll back, the way those plump lips of hers would part as she took in a breath while taking my cock... fuck, every time I saw her like this, it was like I was seeing her for the first time.



When I bottomed out within her, she gave me this distinctly sweet, satisfied smile, whispering, "Thank you."
"Thank *you*," I replied, kissing her back.
Shaking her head slightly, her eyes now more open and alert, she added, "Alright, that was mushy and girly enough for me; I'm ready to be treated like a whore."
Grinning, I pulled my cock most of the way out, then thrust it back in with one swift, hard push. "Good, because I'm ready to start treating you like one again."
"Fuck!" she exclaimed, wrapping her hips around my waist. "Goddamnit... still never gonna fully get used to that... oh, fuck... so fucking good, though..."
"Yeah?" I asked, beginning to establish a pace as I fucked her.
"Uh huh..." Kaitlyn replied. "And you fucking know it... fuck, feels so fucking good, being fucked like this, fucked by you... and I don't wanna sound like I'm talking shit about that mushy, girly stuff... I should thank your girlfriends for helping you figure all that out about yourself..."
Impulsive, but feeling like it was worth bringing up in the moment, I suggested, "I mean... if you want to join in, I'm sure they'd welcome you..."
"Even Josie?" Kaitlyn laughed.
Pumping into her with a slightly greater intensity, I laughed back, "Okay, maybe not Josie..."
To this day, I didn't know the full depth of why Kaitlyn and Josie didn't like each other. Maybe there was some personal beef that neither wanted to talk about, or maybe their cheerleader versus goth girl cliché was just too ingrained in both of them for there to be any give on the subject. Whatever the case might have been, seeing the two of them cooperate on anything struck me as next to impossible, and even with as slutty as both of them were, getting them to share a bedroom with me seemed unlikely. It didn't stop me from fantasizing about it, considering the fact that they were easily two of the hottest, most intense lovers to enter my life over senior year, but even with my unlikely life, there were some things I realized were likely to stay in the realm of fantasy.
"You know, since you're still dicking me so fucking well, I'm not gonna take offense at that whole staring off into space look you got there," Kaitlyn laughed, playfully pinching one of my nipples.
Ah, crap, I thought that was just some internal monologue expositing, I didn't know she could see that on my face.
I leaned in, kissing her passionately and pinching one of her own perfect, dark nipples as I fucked into her. She responded encouragingly, arching her back and pushing her breasts more intently against my hand, her pussy squeezing my cock enthusiastically to further encourage my swift thrusts.
"Sorry about that," I said.
"Don't stress," Kaitlyn replied, running her hands down my back. "It's... ah, fuck, keep going like that... I brought up some stuff you had to think about, why am I giving you shit for actually thinking?"
"Thanks... but I do wanna be here for you, you know... fuck... can't, can't really ignore you when you're like this..." I groaned, continuing my quick, deliberate pace of fucking Kaitlyn.
"Well, thank you... ah, fuck... for all that cock... and the orgasms... and for you..." she moaned, wrapping her arms and legs around me tightly and holding on for dear life while I fucked her. "You're a keeper, Ryan... and, yeah, I can't say I'm interested in sharing you with your other girlfriends, but if you ever find yourself in a position of being a solo act kind of guy... well, you and I might have something to talk about then..."
Kaitlyn looked up at me then, her dark eyes blazing with lust as she seemed to look into my very soul. I was still lost in fucking her tight, wet cunt, but if I wasn't mistaken, it seemed like she just told me that if I were ever single, that the two of us being a couple was a possibility. I'd always assumed that we were just too similar to ever become an item, but I couldn't deny that this fantasy she proposed was certainly appealing. Not appealing enough that I wanted to get rid of my girlfriends, and Kaitlyn wasn't asking for that, but as fantasies went... well, it was certainly interesting.
Not knowing where my future was going to lead me, not knowing if Josie, Brooke, Sarah and I would even be living close to each other after senior year, Kaitlyn had just reminded me that-
"You've got that look again," Kaitlyn said, chuckling softly to herself.
Crap, more internal monologue. "Sorry."
"How about I get on top... I think you'll have a much harder time zoning out when I'm riding you..." she proposed, smirking up at me.
I kissed her. "I *can* handle myself, I hope you know... but I'll say that that doesn't sound like a bad idea, either..."
Kaitlyn unlocked her arms and legs from me, allowing us to roll over so that she was on top of me. She planted her knees firmly on either side of me on the bed, pressing her hands to my chest so she was now looking down at me. Her silky black hair hung around her like a dark veil, utterly gorgeous and framing her sultry, hungry face beautifully. She moistened her lips, smiling down at me prettily while her eyes held nothing but the most powerful of hungers. She stayed there for a moment, running her hands over my chest and grinning like the cat that had eaten the canary.
"This feels familiar, doesn't it?" she asked, rocking her hips against me.
I moaned, then again louder as she used her pussy muscles to massage my cock, milking me even when there was nothing to milk just yet. Her words echoed in my ears, and I knew at once what she meant.
"I seem to recall- FUCK!" I exclaimed, her pussy squeezing me hard again. "I... fuck... god you're so good at this... so hot..."
"Yup," Kaitlyn replied, wiggling on my lap playfully. "But you were just recalling something?"
I growled up at her, reaching up with both hands to squeeze her tits while she continued to tauntingly rock her hips against me. Kaitlyn moaned, closing her eyes tightly as I applied more pressure to her nipples, before looking down at me with that well-earned smug grin.
"I seem to be thinking back on a certain tutoring session... our *first* tutoring session, as it may be," I said, reaching down with one hand to playfully grip, then swat her on the ass. "It was a bed a lot like this one, even if it wasn't this one, where you thought you could seduce me out of having to do the work. You thought you could get away with a handjob, if I recall, but then you saw this and, well... seems you couldn't help but suck and fuck me into one hell of a new life path."
Kaitlyn ran a finger across her chin thoughtfully, smiling. "Yeah... yeah, I seem to recall something like that, too... changed both of our years, really. Our years, a lot of other girls' years, the school... fuck, maybe even the town's year. You've really gotten around, Ryan..."
I swatted her on the ass again, enjoying her yelp of pleasure and pain. "And yet it always somehow seems to come back to you and me..."
"Uh huh..." she replied, beginning to bounce up and down on my cock.
I groaned, getting into an easy rhythm with her that seemed to come as naturally to both of us as breathing. I pumped up into her as she rode me, both of my hands now back on her ass, squeezing and groping and occasionally spanking her, motivating her to keep going every bit as hard and enthusiastically as she already was riding me. Not that Kaitlyn needed the motivation, really; when it came to the two of us having sex, Kaitlyn was always happy to do exactly as she pleased, which suited me just fine since it was pretty much always what *I* pleased as well. She rode my cock with the expert precision and skill of a porn star, looking down at me with a hungry, animalistic gaze that only served to fuel my own desires. Though her cheerleader's skirt prevented my from seeing my cock pistoning in and out of her gripping cunt, the feel of it was enough to make my toes curl and my eyes roll back from the pleasure as she grunted and moaned and gave me everything she had, fucking down onto me purposefully.
Grinning, I reached one hand down to rub her clit as she rode me, making her eyes go wide.
"Oh? Done with me already?" she whimpered, trying to sound cocky and sounding instead like she was about ready to burst.
"Hardly," I replied, rubbing her clit more intently. "I just want to see how many times I can make you cum before I break you today."
Kaitlyn laughed. "You know I don't break easy."
"Then I'll have to make you cum a lot to make sure," I said, my voice breathy from the exertion of this increasingly frantic fuck. "I doubt you'll have any objections to that."
The sex goddess above me never had any trouble cumming, but I could see from the way she looked at me that she found the challenge of me seeing if I could break her with the power of multiple orgasms rather exciting. Nevertheless, Kaitlyn also had a reputation to keep up, the image of a stone-cold bitch who was the queen of the bedroom and the biggest slut at Regan Hills High School, so she couldn't really let it show on her face, even as I fingered her into oblivion.
"You can... *ohgod*... you can try," she moaned, sitting up and squeezing both of her nipples as she rode me, looking every bit a pornographic fantasy brought to life. "But I doubt even you're *that* good..."
Seeing how close she was, I smirked. "Let's find out..."
I squeezed Kaitlyn's clit, not too hard, but enough that it sent her eyes flying wide open and bringing out one of the deepest moans from her core. She looked down at me with a blazing, sexual fury, grinding her hips on me at an even more rapid pace as she tried to take everything she needed from me, and oh was I happy to give it to her. My fingers were a blur over her clit, and it wasn't long before she began to tense up. Staring into my eyes, she only rode me with a greater intensity, dropping forward so that her tits were in my face and her hands on either side of my head as she braced herself against the bed. She rode me with a passion while I fingered her.
"Ahhhhh FUCK!!!" Kaitlyn cried out, shaking and shuddering as she came hard on my cock.
A great and powerful tremble overtook her entire body as she jolted and shook and shuddered above me, her pussy gushing with an impressive amount of squirt as she came forcefully. My hand was absolutely coated in her juices as she rode out her orgasm, her muscles squeezing and milking my cock and demanding every bit of my cum right here and now... but if I'd cum like that, I'd have had to slow down, and where would the fun in that have been when I was now interested in finding out if I could break her with pleasure.
Before Kaitlyn even knew what was happening, I grabbed her, rolling back on top of her and pinning her to the bed forcefully. She looked up at me with surprise, then passion in her eyes, a smile breaking out on her cum-drowsy face as she pulled me in and kissed me deeply. We made out like this for a moment, still and enjoying her post-orgasm haze, before I propped myself up above her, giving her a few swift thrusts before letting inspiration take me. I reached down for her legs, enjoying her flexibility that came as a delicious side effect to being a dedicated cheer slut, and brought them up so that her knees were on my shoulders and I had her rather well bent in half.
Kaitlyn mewled pleasurably at this new position, and looked positively delightful in this position.
"So, taking it easy on me after you made me cum?" she teased, reaching down to idly finger her clit while I began to pump into her once more. "How considerate."
"Didn't want you to think you had to do *all* the work," I grunted, thrusting into her forcefully.
"Yeah, I'm kind of at your mercy here... but that's how you fucking like it, isn't it? Get all of us cheer sluts gagging for your cock, twisted in knots so you can do whatever the fucking you want with that huge fucking nerd cock that we're all drooling over?" Kaitlyn replied, smirking bitchily as she kept the dirty talk flowing.
I placed my hand around her throat, not too forcefully, but enough to pin her to the bed and get another great smile out of her. This game we were playing was working for both of us, clearly, and even though to see it to its necessary conclusion would involve pushing toward some of my limits, for Kaitlyn Pruitt, I was happy to do as much pushing as it took.
"Yeah... yeah, I fucking *love* having you in this position... sometimes nice to remember how things used to be, how much of a bitch you were, and how fucking good this feels to switch things up some..." I growled, pumping into her with a fury.
She laughed. "Oh, you hated me so much you wanted to fuck me, didn't you?"
"That obvious?" I grunted, kissing her.
Kaitlyn kissed me back, her fingers soon a blur over her clit as I pounded her. "Oh, fuck... everyone who hates me wants to fuck me... wants to fucking dominate me, make me their bitch, but few have had that chance... but you have... you've had that fucking chance and you know you've got me... fuck, you've got me in a way no one else has... fuck, you can make me your bitch anytime, any way you want it, just give me that fucking cock... fuckfuckfuck, keep going, so good, so *fucking* good..."
I held her in place, fucking her even harder while she fingered herself, staring down into her eyes. I didn't hate her, not anymore, but I fucked her as if I did, thrusting into her at a furious pace while she looked up at me with that beautiful smile and that put-on look of smug superiority. It was an interesting game we played, and an entirely arousing one, even though I knew there was no way it could last for long.
"You've got an awfully high opinion of yourself," I said, my voice low and threatening as I glared down at her.
"Uh huh. And it's pretty fucking well-deserved... especially the way you're fucking me now," Kaitlyn replied.
This was difficult to deny, so I didn't. What I did do was claim her mouth with another kiss as I felt my cock swell with a coming release, something Kaitlyn must have sensed for the way she fingered herself more energetically. It wasn't the longest kiss, but what it lacked in time we made up for in passion, our tongues dueling for supremacy before I braced myself, pushing off the bed just enough to look down into Kaitlyn's eyes as I fucked her. I knew that what would come next would be positively overwhelming for both of us, and there was no way I wouldn't be looking Kaitlyn in the eye when it happened. I wanted to see her as she came, have her look into my eyes as I couldn't hold myself back anymore. I wanted her to know the effect she had on me every bit as much as I needed to know the effect I had on her.
She bit her lip in concentration, a look of distinct desperation growing on her face as her fingers flew over her clit. Her pussy felt about as hot and wet and tight as I'd ever felt it, and I knew it was only a matter of moments before the dam broke and we would both be swimming in pleasure, it just depended on who would lose it first. In my playful boasts about breaking Kaitlyn with orgasms, I sincerely hoped that I'd be the one to prevail in this moment of debaucherous defiance.
Unfortunately, there were two reasons that wasn't going to happen.
The first was that I'd spent the better part of a day being teased and prodded and having my will tested by a whole *bunch* of girls from school who seemingly wanted to keep me as hard as possible for as long as possible, which meant that I was pretty fucking backed up on cum already.
The second was... well, I was buried balls deep in Kaitlyn *fucking* Pruitt. Not only was she one of my best friends who I had one of the deepest connections with, but she was easily one of the hottest people I knew. Trying to hold back when having sex with Kaitlyn was about as possible as moving a mountain with your bare hands; when you were with her, you were better off just giving into the moment and letting the pleasure take you where it would.
So, try as I might to avoid this inevitability, my need to cum outpaced Kaitlyn's, and with a powerful jerk and a loud moan, I came deep inside of her. It felt as if the floodgates had been opened and every ounce of fluid was being drained from my body directly into her clutching cunt, a not unfamiliar feeling when I was with Kaitlyn, if I'm being honest, but so powerful that any familiarity was overruled and I couldn't help but feel lost in the bliss she brought out within me.
A fraction of a second after my own orgasm, as if she had been waiting for this very moment, Kaitlyn came as well. I felt her pussy muscles squeeze me for all they were worth, felt her shaking and shuddering against me as she practically screamed from the overwhelming pleasure.
In this moment, it felt like we had become something else entirely. We weren't just sharing a bed, we seemed to be sharing one existence, our purposes defined by our messy coupling as our juices coated each other and we were driven by our search for raw pleasure. I still thrust into her and she still embraced me as best we could, the two of us reveling in how natural it felt that we be bonded together like this, knowing that things hardly got better than what we could do when we shared a bed.
Finally, I collapsed against her, catching my breath and laughing as I kissed her on the mouth, on the neck, anywhere I could, really. I shifted my position enough to let her drop her legs, allowing the two of us to better make out. She smiled up at me prettily, laughing and kissing me back, as lost in this moment as I was. Whatever games we played, whatever characters we assumed, all were dropped now as we basked in the afterglow of our intense sex, the two of us only focused on sharing this moment as we looked into each other's eyes, occasionally exchanging kisses and goofy smiles.
"So... it's kinda great when we still pretend there's a hint of hate sex in there," Kaitlyn chuckled, squeezing my cock with her pussy once again. "You play the part well. I'd almost think you still hated me."
I kissed her neck again. "I think it's pretty fucking clear I don't hate you. Not anymore..."
"Oh yeah, I know that," she replied, kissing me on the mouth with those luscious, full lips of hers. "It's the cheerleader outfit, isn't it? Brings out the monster in you?"
"Must be," I replied, grinning. "It did seem an interesting inspiration today."
"I can tell," Kaitlyn purred, running her fingers down my chest. "Though if it's cool with you, before we do anything else, I think I'd like to take it off. It's gonna be fucked up enough to require a day in the wash as is, don't need to make it two days."
"Sorry about that," I replied, looking down between us with a chuckle. "Yeah, fuck, that's a lot of cum and pussy juice."
"This really shouldn't be a surprise," she replied, laughing. "I mean, when we do this, we *fucking* do this."
Achingly, I crawled off of her, lying down on my back in her bed while Kaitlyn climbed out. She stood on shaky legs, actually almost falling over for a moment. This nearly got me out of bed to help support her, but Kaitlyn quickly regained her footing, grabbing onto a nightstand for support while she chuckled at me.
"Like I said... we fucking *do* this..." Kaitlyn laughed, stripping off the last of her cheerleader uniform.
I sighed pleasantly as I took in the sight of her, reveling in her nudity as she stood beside the bed. Kaitlyn was, undeniably, a fucking mess, her hair out of place, her makeup streaked and her thighs drenched with her juices and a river of my cum that steadily dripped down. There was no denying that she had just been fucked, and from my admittedly biased position, there was also no denying that she was absolutely and utterly gorgeous like this.
Kaitlyn could clearly see how I was looking at her, and let a sly little smile creep across her lips. "So, you punished the bitch... ready to pamper your friend?"



"Oh, yeah..." I replied, looking up at the sex goddess standing before me with a distinct sense of awe.
"Fuck... you're beautiful..." I said, unable to keep the enthusiasm from my voice.
"Thanks," she replied, looking about as close to blushing as Kaitlyn ever got.
Still more than a little shaky, Kaitlyn walked toward the bed and crawled in next to me, cuddling up next to me while I put my arm around her shoulders. She sighed with a distinct, and thoroughly lovely, sound of satisfaction, gently kissing me on the cheek as she curled up into me. It was undeniably different from what we had just been up to, but the intimacy of it had me not minding the change in pace in the slightest.
"So, I know you were waiting for me today, even though you had a lot of sluts throwing themselves at you, and I really appreciate that... but I have to ask, was it worth the wait?" Kaitlyn asked, looking up at me with a wry amusement.
Unhesitating, I replied, "You know that's not even a real question, right?"
"I do, but I like to hear you answer it anyway..." she giggled.
I pulled my arm from around her shoulders, half climbing on top of her so I could better kiss her. My kisses were slow and deep, melting into her full, pouty lips, while she responded in kind, wrapping her arms around me and holding me while we slowly made out. Before this could go on too long, however, I began kissing my way down her neck and upper chest.
"You're always worth the wait, Kaitlyn..." I explained, kissing my way further down her body before getting to her breasts. "And was it worth it *today*?"
I suckled gently on her left nipple, causing her to moan and arch her back into me, forcing her breasts against my face. I nibbled on her briefly, then suckled harder, loving every luscious, hungry sound I was able to elicit from her.
Letting her nipple go, I replied, "Of course it was worth it. The anticipation got me so fucking hot and bothered for you, you're lucky I didn't bust the moment I saw your tits..."
She groaned as I moved on to suckling her right nipple, running her fingers through my hair. "Fuck... then I admire... admire your self-restraint... ah... fuck..."
My fingers had found their way down to her pussy again, fingering her slowly and playfully while I continued to pleasure her breasts. I wasn't trying to break her with orgasms anymore, fun though that certainly might have been, but I liked keeping her nice and charged as we played this game we played so well. I looked up into her eyes as I did this, loving this connection that we shared, dirty and messy though it might have been, but undeniably powerful in a way that neither of us could deny. Even with my recent orgasm, the sight of her like this was enough to get me hard again in impressive time, something she noticed quite readily as my cock brushed up against her leg.
"Fuck..." Kaitlyn repeated. "Make me cum with your fingers, and I'll suck you as long as you want..."
"Not too long, I hope..." I said, more than a little cocky. "I'm in no hurry, and I've got a lot of cum backed up; I'm looking forward to getting in some nice, hard fucks today."
"Yeah?" she asked.
"Yeah," I replied, going back to suckling and fingering her.
Kaitlyn moaned lusciously, holding my head to her breast as I continued to suck more insistently. "Well, make me cum now... and keep making me cum like that (holy *fuck* you're good at that)... and you can do whatever you want to me... fuck, I wanna be a three hole slut for you today."
Well, if she wanted to motivate me to finger her to another orgasm, I'd say Kaitlyn succeeded handily. The mere thought of spending the rest of the day fucking her already kept me quite excited, but with her mouth and ass on the table as well, I'll admit, my enthusiasm spiked even more. I fingered her with a greater insistence, rubbing two fingers in tight, firm circles over her clit while sucking her nipple like my life depended on it. Kaitlyn's eyes flew open at my sudden increased pace, her moans becoming louder and deeper as I did so. As a girl who came pretty easily, I could see that she was trying to hold back to make sure that this would be a nice and big one, but knowing Kaitlyn's body as well as I did, I wasn't going to let her hold out for very long. Sucking her nipple more firmly, I squeezed her clit between my thumb and forefinger, not enough to inspire pain, to be sure, but enough to go in for the kill.
It worked.
She came against my hand, hard, trembling and holding tightly to me as I continued fingering her pussy and suckling at her breasts. It wasn't as devastating or overpowering a cum as she'd had moments earlier, but it was one that still had her moaning quite loudly as her eyes rolled back, a satisfied smile on her face as she shook and shuddered against the bed, her pussy utterly drenching my hand.
If I'd had my way then, I would have found a way of prolonging her orgasm, or seeing if I could segue into another, but even when I was doing my best work, Kaitlyn remained an absolute sex goddess without compare. Her eyes fluttered open, and in a flash she had me on my back, reaching down to my cock, standing tall and firm like a pillar as she wrapped her hand around it. With expert grace, she spread my precum down the head and over my shaft, making delicious eye contact with me as she feverishly jacked my cock.
"Fuck... you're fucking good at making me cum... but I fucking know I'm good at making you hard... making you hard and making you cum for me... I could make you cum like this, you know, could make you cum in a matter of seconds if I really wanted to," Kaitlyn intoned, never breaking eye contact as she stroked my cock to an even greater hardness than it had only seconds before.
"But you're not gonna do that, are you?" I whimpered, thrusting up against her hand.
"I guess you do know me pretty well..." she teased, keeping her voice low and husky as she ran her thumb over my cockhead in a fashion that drove me wild. "No, I've made my promises, and I'm a greedy whore when I get like this... no, I'm not gonna make you cum with my hand, not yet, not when I fucking want *everything* else..."
Hungrily, Kaitlyn crawled down my body, kissing her way down my chest (and even briefly sucking on one of my nipples, which made my cock jump in her hand), until she was between my leg. She looked up at me with her beautiful brown eyes full of anticipation and excitement and sultry confidence, and for the life of me, I'd have probably done anything she asked in that moment. Kaitlyn looked so painfully hot, so fucking confident, so utterly in control... it was an unbelievable turn-on, and not just because her mouth was a few inches away from my cock.
Though that did have some part in how hard I was, I'll admit.
Kaitlyn grinned up at me, a delightfully superior look on her face as she opened her mouth and let out a light breath of air. That breath upon my cock made me shiver and groan, a condition that was not made any less erotic as she reached her tongue out and ran it lightly along the underside of my shaft.
"Fuck... holy fuck, you're good at that," I murmured.
"No shit," she replied, leaning in to kiss my balls. "The fucking *best* you'll ever have..."
I could have made some arguments, but it was difficult to do when she had a firm grip on my cock and I was uncertain I could disprove her. Her suckling my balls seconds later only accentuated her point, and as she sucked and licked at them while stroking my cock, Kaitlyn could have probably convinced me of whatever facts she wanted me to believe. I was in fucking heaven in this position, and since it seemed like she was unlikely to change anything anytime soon, I was content in the understanding that I'd be staying in heaven for the foreseeable future.
Kaitlyn looked up at me, smiling around one of my balls and stroking my cock with an increased intensity. I was quite slick from her efforts, and the way she was rapidly jacking me while sucking my balls, I was rock hard in no time.
"Oh, fuck... fuckfuckfuck..." I grunted, running my hand through her hair. "Okay... I'm ready, ready for whatever you wanna do next."
She didn't stop, however, jacking me and sucking my balls while looking up at me, making heavy eye contact the entire time. It was powerfully erotic looking at her like this, seeing her in a position that would so easily be mistaken for submissive and knowing she was completely in control, not just of what happened here, but of me. She looked at me with those deep brown eyes of hers, sucking my balls and jacking my cock with an increasing intensity, going faster and faster in a way that had me certain that she wanted to make me cum like this after all.
"I thought... ohfuck... I thought you said you didn't want to finish me with your hand like this?" I whimpered, not wanting her to stop.
Letting my balls pop from her mouth, Kaitlyn started to jack me with both hands. "Yeah, I started off like that, but then I thought about it, remembered what I said and promised and all that... but then I changed my mind; I'm a greedy slut, as you well know, this thing kinda just happens. You just look so yummy like that, and I think you're gonna be yummier when you're cumming all over me."
As changes in plans went, this one was pretty abrupt, but with her hands so strong and skilled, there was no way I could deny her. She felt so good as she stroked me with both hands, and the way she looked up at me... the pleasure was indescribable.
"Fuck..." I groaned.
"Yeah, that's about right," Kaitlyn replied, laughing and jacking me even faster. "I'm gonna do this to you... I'm gonna suck your balls and jack you off better than you've ever been jacked off before, and I want you to watch me... I want you to look me in the fucking eye while I do this. I want you to know exactly who's doing this to you so you'll never fucking forget me... make me your messy little slut, Ryan, come on, do it... fucking cum for me... make me a fucking mess... make me your dirty whore..."
This wasn't going to take long to do, at the rate she was going. My balls swelled in her mouth as my cock twitched with need, and Kaitlyn still kept up her inexorable sucking and stroking. She took my balls in her mouth and lavished them with her tongue as if they were the greatest treat she'd ever had, feeling so good my eyes nearly rolled back in my head. I would have surrendered myself to the moment if she hadn't asked so directly that I look her in the eye... and as I lay there, propping myself up for a better look.
I looked her in the eye as she pleasured me, looked her in those soulful brown eyes, at once dark and mischievous and knowing and warm and friendly in a fascinating storm of contradictions that I was one of the only people privy to the full depth of. There may have been few people out there more on the same wavelength as I was than Kaitlyn Pruitt, and I was never quite so certain of it as I was in this moment.
My cock swelled in her hands, and I could feel that building sensation growing inside of me.
"Gonna... gonna cum soon..." I warned.
"Good," Kaitlyn replied, ducking back down to suckle on my balls at a feverish pace.
She was merciless, sucking my balls, lavishing them with her tongue while stroking my cock with both hands without once changing her pace. I was in fucking heaven, ready to burst, ready to completely lose myself to her... but even with all this worship, it was her eyes that did it to me. It felt as if a strange little string built of pleasure and mutual trust had formed between our eyes, bonding us, connecting us on more than just a physical or even psychological level, as if our souls had intertwined in this brief moment of absolute debauchery.
When she winked at me, a command every bit as much as it was a bit of knowing understanding between us... fuck, that was it for me. I warned her as best I could that I was about to cum, but I knew she understood this well before I did. She took her mouth from my balls and propped herself up enough, stroking my cock more feverishly as she aimed the head at her face. It wasn't as big a load of cum as I'd just recently fired into her pussy, but it still seemed rather substantial, especially as it painted her lovely face. Streaks shot over her cheeks, her lips and down her chin, running lightly down her neck until she was an adequately cum-covered beauty. Looking every bit like she belonged in a porn film, Kaitlyn smiled as my orgasm abated, leaning in to kiss and suckle those last few drops out of my cock so she could get a taste directly from the source.
I collapsed against the bed, feeling deliciously drained and floaty after such a powerful orgasm. I could have stayed like this for some time, floating on this satisfaction and basking in being in Kaitlyn's presence, but as ever when she got this way, Kaitlyn was not one for basking.
I'll say that I admired her restraint that she waited just long enough from me to no longer be oversensitive in the wake of my orgasm, but only just. As my eyes fluttered closed for only a moment, I soon felt her mouth on my cockhead, and that familiar and perfect feeling as Kaitlyn began to suck my cock down her throat. She feasted on me hungrily, but I knew it was also with a greater purpose. Kaitlyn had already gotten her taste of me, and while she would no doubt enjoy *more* tastes of me, I knew that she had greater designs for my cock in the near future and was focusing on getting me hard again for some more action.
I opened my eyes to look down at her gorgeous, cum-splattered face, seeing that knowing look in her eyes, and understanding that she was far from done with me.
It didn't take long for my cock to harden again, even in this state, and once she had deepthroated my now fully restored erection, she took her mouth from my cock and turned around so she could pull something from my nightstand.
"You're not finished yet..." she stated, pulling free a bottle of lube and passing it to me.
"Obviously," I replied.
I emptied a generous amount of lube onto my cock, stroking it to get me nicely coated, then forced myself up onto my knees. Her face still coated with my cum, Kaitlyn smirked at me, then got up on her own hands and knees, flexing and twerking her ass lightly for me. By this point, I genuinely did not need anything much in the way of motivation to fuck Kaitlyn's ass, but I did appreciate her efforts all the same, especially when it looked that enticing. I watched on in some awe as she flexed her cheeks, showing off her pretty little asshole to me, and even with how many times I'd fucked her ass before today, the sight of it made my cock twitch in anticipation.
"Mmm, yeah, you fucking like that?" Kaitlyn asked, grinning a cum-glazed smile at me. "You fucking like staring at my ass when I show it off for you?"
SMACK!
I swatted her on the ass, making her yowl and continue flexing. "Staring's fine... I prefer to do just about everything else..."
"Mmm, me too..." Kaitlyn replied, leaning back slightly, brushing her ass against my cock.
SMACK!
I smirked as I whacked her ass again, and then another time afterward, the sharp reports filling her room as the sound echoed off the wall. Kaitlyn continued yelping and mewling with pleasure, pushing back against me needily. As she wasn't the only one with needs, I took hold of my cock, lining it up with her asshole and pressing inside of her.
"Fuck..." we both murmured, nearly in unison, as my thick cockhead slid inside her tightest hole.
Kaitlyn had a genuinely experienced ass, and no amount of fucking we had done even threatened to make her hole anything but one of the tightest and sweetest assholes I'd ever known. Maybe it was something from all her cheerleading exercises, or whatever magic made Regan Hills the way it was, or perhaps one more contrivance to add to that growing list of wonderful cliches that had given me the best year of my life... whatever the answer might have been, I didn't care, because all I knew was that when I forced my cock inside of her an inch at a time, I was in fucking heaven. I gripped Kaitlyn's hips, hissing and moaning, dropping my head from pleasure as I trembled with each and every sensation my slow penetration gave, until each of us let out a low sound of satisfaction once I had every inch inside of her.
It wasn't a sensation that either of us could rest on, however, not when we'd gotten started like this. No, gripping her hips, I began to piston my cock in and out of her ass, fucking her with a pleasant swiftness before long. She looked over at me with her cum-coated face, smiling prettily at me, moaning and groaning with each thrust inward while I could feel her hand rapidly fingering her pussy beneath me.
I looked down at Kaitlyn with a grim smile, loving this look on her, loving that I could bring it out in her and... well, fuck it, if I was being honest, loving *her*. Since this year had begun, Kaitlyn had held an unbelievably special place in my heart, and I'd be lying to myself if I said it was only lust. While the odds of us ever being able to make something that could actually work between us seemed slim, I couldn't deny that I felt a distinct amount of love for Kaitlyn Pruitt, and as she looked up at me with those pretty brown eyes as I violated her ass, I could sense much the same conflict in her.
We were an interesting mix, her and I, the nerd and the cheerleader, two people who should never have shared the same room as each other, and yet we'd irrevocably changed each other's senior years with the power of our seemingly never-ending lust for each other. Pounding her ass like this while she mewled and grunted and we both exchanged the dirtiest of words for each other, it came as naturally to us as anything else that came with life. While each of us had plenty of sex with plenty of people, and neither would give that up for anything, there was nothing quite like what happened when Kaitlyn and I were like this.
Seeing this moment of understanding and recognition between us, we shared a brief little smile. It didn't interrupt the dirtiness of the moment, if anything seeming to only *accentuate* it, but it was a fun little affirmation.
"Fuck me, Ryan... fuck my slutty ass..." Kaitlyn whimpered. "Slutty for you... always for you..."
I smacked her ass one more time, gripping her hips tightly as I fucked in and out of her ass at a blinding pace. "As I'm always... for you..."
"Fuck..." she moaned, dropping her head forward. "Goddamn it, fuck, keep fucking me, like that, destroy my fucking ass, make it yours... like I make that cock mine..."
"Always," I repeated, feeling a familiar buildup between the two of us. "Fuck..."
"Fuck," Kaitlyn agreed, groaning lusciously. "Let's do this together, you and me... you know how..."
"Uh huh... you just tell me when..." I laughed.
"Oh, you'll know, you'll fucking know, when it feels this good, you'll fucking... AH, FUCK, I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING WITH YOUR COCK UP MY FUCKING ASS!!!" she roared, bucking violently as her ass squeezed my cock almost painfully.
Unable to hold back, I let loose, cumming hard and filling her asshole nice and deep. I slowed my thrusts while we both went through the throes of our intense orgasms, Kaitlyn screaming and crying out, shaking uncontrollably as she fell to the bed.
Feeling positively drained, and like her ass had pulled every drop out of me possible, I pulled out of Kaitlyn's ass and fell to the bed beside her. Landing on my back, I stared up at the ceiling, panting, as she rolled on her back next to me.
"Fuck... we're good at fucking," Kaitlyn laughed, cuddling up next to me.
I wrapped my arm around her, thinking she looked much like a cum-drenched angel with those few streaks that still stuck to her face.
"The best," I replied.



"The *fucking* best," she replied, running her fingers across my chest. "Fuck..."
"Fuck..." I agreed, sighing pleasantly. "You know... you've really made this one hell of a year, Kaitlyn."
"You too... I thought I'd have some fun this year, but *this*?" Kaitlyn said, motioning down at her body and laughing. "Fuck, I never thought I'd be getting it this good."
"Well, I didn't think I'd be getting it at all," I said.
Smiling proudly, she replied, "Well, I fixed that..."
"Damn right you did... made this the best fucking year of my life," I said, grinning down at her with a tired kind of excitement.
"Best year of your life so far," Kaitlyn continued. "Yeah, we got some months left of high school, but did you honestly think I'd leave you alone afterward? Nuh uh... you and me, we'll be fucking for-fucking-ever if I've got to say anything about it."
I considered this, nodding. "Yeah... yeah, that's gonna happen, isn't it?"
"Uh huh," she said. "Even if that's a long way away, you know it's gonna happen."
While the future carried with it all sorts of uncertainties, I knew that Kaitlyn was right about this. Even as I tried not to think on what would come next, I knew that if I had the people I loved in my life that everything would be okay, and with Kaitlyn as one of them...
"Yeah, yeah it will..." I said, sighing fondly as I tried to stay in the moment. "But how about we get through spring break and graduation first?"
Laughing, Kaitlyn interlaced her fingers with mine and replied, "It's a date."
***
(Author's Note 2: We're going to do something a little different as we kick off this author's note, as I'd like to announce that, much like Book Club Memories, Ryan's adventures during Spring Break in the Senior Year Memories universe will next continue with the spin-off miniseries Spring Break Memories, before returning with the main storyline in Chapter 51! I've got some fun scenes in mind for this one, so keep your eyes open.
For the longest time, writing this story was something that I did in my spare time for fun, but because of the great support of so many readers, I am nearly able to write these stories full-time. It's been amazing, and I cannot thank you and your enthusiasm enough. As ever, if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series, as it truly keeps me going sometimes. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. For a lot of reasons, it's been hard for the last few years, and in times like that it gets really easy to forget the little things and not take care of yourself, and I humbly ask that you take time out of your day for some self-care when you can. Stay hydrated. Move around every so often. Brush your teeth and floss. Try to get a reasonable amount of sleep as often as possible. And, of course, please take care of your mental health. Address problems rather than bottling them up, and if things seem like too much, just know that there are people and resources out there who would be more than happy to help you, and that many are just a phone call away. It's a rough world out there, but we can't make it a better place if we don't take care of ourselves first. As always, please be kind to yourselves and to everyone else!
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(Usual Disclaimer Time: All the characters in this story are 18 years old or older, and since we're living in the wide wonderful world of porno-land here, where clichés roam free and things might get a little unrealistic from time to time (often in regards to a character's proportions), please remember it's all in good fun.)
Author's Note: This story requires a little explanation before we get too deep into it. Spring Break Memories is a much-requested spin-off tale from my long-running Senior Year Memories, taking place between chapters 50 and 51 of that tale. All of you who have read that far in the story will hopefully enjoy the continuation of various storylines and returning characters, but as for the rest of you, I want to let you know now that it is NOT necessary to be a Senior Year Memories expert to enjoy this story. I'm doing my best to write it as both a continuation, and a story that will stand on its own for the reading pleasure of those who might not want to go through all 50+ chapters of the main series. I like to keep things light, fun, thoroughly cliched and more than a little unrealistic, so I hope you all enjoy!
Further, I would like to thank the readers whose votes helped determine some of the action of this story and picked the majority of the girls who would make appearances in it, including the leading lady of this chapter, the delightfully impossibly stacked Haley Campbell; you guys are, as ever, the best!)
***
I want to make one thing clear when I begin this side-jaunt of a story: none of this was supposed to happen. If you've read this far in my other tales like Senior Year Memories or Book Club Memories, you know how improbable a year I'd had already, but if this is your first time dipping into my particularly peculiar senior year, that's the announcement I want to start you off with: none of this was supposed to happen. No, if everything had gone according to plan, I, 18-year-old Ryan Collins, would have spent my senior year at Regan Hills High School a scrawny, nearly friendless and thoroughly bullied 5'11" nerd who wore glasses and had a respectable head of tousled brown hair and lived a perfectly average and thoroughly boring life, with each day indistinguishable from the days that had come before.
My story was *supposed* to be boring, but as I soon found out what my year would actually be like, there was very little about my life in Regan Hills, California that was boring. Sure, I'd always known that our fair town had an above-average number of gorgeous women with the kinds of bodies you'd mostly think you'd find in porn flicks, but I never thought that I'd get to do anything more than just admire them from afar... I just wasn't that kind of guy.
All it took was the right cheerleader finding out that I was packing a sizable cock, her leaking that information out to our school's rumor mill after she'd seduced me and helped relieve me of my virginity, and my year had become anything *but* boring. My year had been filled with crazy sex and friendship, I'd gained some girlfriends, and even managed to get in respectable enough shape that I doubted I could be called scrawny anymore. Though the year had had some speed bumps, for the most part it was a fulfilling and thrilling period full of joy and excitement and so very much sex with many, many beautiful women.
I think back on many of those memories now, from the frightful and sexy fun of Halloween to my hurried efforts to get Christmas presents to all the women who'd improved my life this year... from the cheerleader orgy at New Year's to the MILF orgy later in March... but now I'd really like to tell you all about Spring Break.
Now, as a guy who hadn't had many friends before this school year, Spring Break was one of those periods that had previously never meant a lot to me. Occasionally Dad and I would take a road trip, but more often than not work would keep him busy during my Spring Break period, forcing me to fend for myself when it came to keeping entertained, which for a kid who wanted to do nothing more than play video games was usually fine by me.
Spring Break in senior year, though... that was something else entirely. While most of my friends and all of my girlfriends would be out of town for the majority of the break, there were enough girls sticking around who wanted to spend time with me that I was going to have a *very* busy week indeed, and oh what fun we had together.
Alright, that's enough setup and exposition... why don't we get to the fun stuff?
***
One of the most common jokes I heard growing up in Regan Hills was that our town, in spite of its name, wasn't particularly hilly. Oh, sure, there *were* hills to be found, but they weren't terribly impressive, and wouldn't be gracing any scenic calendars anytime soon. That didn't mean they were completely lacking in notability, though, as they did feature our town's tall, white water tower with REGAN HILLS written across the side of it in big, blocky letters. The water tower hadn't actually been used for that purpose in a long time, admittedly, and in its abandonment was now more a place where local teens and college students snuck off to make out or get high at, with many viewing it as something of a rite of passage to graduating seniors to climb its ladder and graffiti their name up top, though whether you did that before or after making out and/or getting high was up to you.
The one other noteworthy thing about the hills of Regan Hills was that it was where our town's richer families lived. As families in the LA area went, they were hardly the richest, of course, but for our small town they had their way of making a splash. Some were old money, some were new money, but with names like Shaw, Campbell, Berriman, Lewis and Bowman carrying a lot of weight around town, they had their own way of giving the hills of Regan Hills a reputation.
And, as it happened, on the Monday of my senior year Spring Break, they just so happened to be the reason I rode my bike up the winding roads toward the Campbell house, my excitement for what the day promised pushing aside any difficulty the hills might have offered my aging bicycle.
Though I was promised a day of fun by the poolside, I had a reasonable expectation that we wouldn't actually be spending *that* much time in the pool. Nevertheless, I came prepared, dressed in a t-shirt, swim trunks and sneakers, backpack slung over my shoulder containing everything I thought the day might need: towel, sunscreen, phone, lube.
The essentials, of course.
The hills may not have been all that impressive from a distance, but as I made my way up the twisting road to the Campbell house, I was happy that they weren't rich enough to be any higher up the road, pedaling up to their gated driveway and looking on the... I guess you'd call it an estate? I didn't know if it was big enough to be a mansion, but by its aesthetics I knew you could definitely call it a "McMansion", with all the palatial taste that early 1980s architecture had to offer. It may not have been my style, but it was impressive in its scope, and nearly as imposing as the girl I was going to meet inside.
I scrolled through my texts to find the one she'd sent that included the gate code and punched it in, enjoying the satisfying hum as the heavy wrought iron gate slid to the side and let me in.
Following the instructions I'd been given, I wheeled my bike around the side of the house. Faintly, I could hear some pleasant, if forgettable, pop song playing over a Bluetooth speaker, getting louder the closer I got. As I parked my bike against the side of the house, I kept walking, pack slung over my shoulder, until I got to the expansive backyard and took it in.
It was, as could be expected, impressive, mostly built around a large, pristine blue swimming pool, surrounded by well-maintained and perfectly green grass. There were your appropriate islands for a suburban, well to do family, surrounding the pool, with a gazebo and a barbeque, and an honest to god guest house at the rear of the yard. Having spent my share of time having fun in a similar guest house a few months ago, I could feel my cock swelling at those particular memories... not that I wasn't already pretty fucking hard with the understanding of why I'd been invited here in the first place.
"Took you long enough," an annoyed voice said from just out of my field of vision.
I knew that voice, that mix of bitchy superiority that hid sultry submission that I had become *very* familiar with over the course of senior year.
"Actually, I'm right on time," I said confidently, turning around to face 18-year-old Haley Campbell.
For all of my life in Regan Hills, I'd known Haley as a bitch, and even after we'd started fucking around this year, that hadn't really changed. Haley still had that stick up her ass sense of superiority to her, which kind of went perfectly with the rich, mean girl, cheerleader persona that she put on for the world, and one that drove me pretty wild, if I'm going to be honest. She knew exactly what being that kind of entitled bitch did to me, only making me fuck her harder while she indulged in her quietly submissive side. Ever since our first encounter early this year, I had known Haley as a girl who liked to be taken, dominated, even, and I was always happy to deliver with her delicious and often bitchy encouragement.
She was always painfully gorgeous, but the way she looked today, she didn't need that bitchy attitude to get me excited. At 5'6", her toned cheerleader's body was always a sight to behold, even more so today in her thong bikini that did little to contain her epic curves. The purple was a rich, vibrant shade, one that offset that pale, creamy redhead's skin beautifully. The skimpy fabric of her bikini bottom did little to hide her unruly patch of red pubic hair, while in the back it most certainly showed off her epically round ass perfectly. Looking up, her bikini top offered more support than I'd have expected for breasts as massive and round as Haley's, but that didn't mean her absolutely insane, heavy H-cups *weren't* threatening to burst through it all the same.
Her full red lips curled into a smile at the sight of me as she tilted her angular, model-gorgeous face up just enough so she could peer over her sunglasses at me, letting me see her lovely green eyes that burned with something that was far from wholesome. When framed by her long, brilliantly red hair, what I saw was an image of absolute pornographic perfection, which just about suited how I was happy to spend my Spring Break.
Looking at her phone, she said, "Huh... I guess you're right."
"I am," I said, smirking back at her, before looking at the pool. "So, how's the water?"
"Perfect, as always," she said, peering over at it. "But that's not why you're really here, is it?"
Now, I could have tackled Haley here and now, and I know that she would have been happy to have me tackle her here and now... but where would be the fun in that? I found that there was often a joy to dancing that dance of stretching things out until people were practically mad with lust, especially when you had a girl who was as impatient as Haley.
Smirking, I set down my pack and took off my shoes, before stripping off my shirt and glasses and setting them on a nearby table. "Actually, after the ride I just had, I could totally use a swim..."
Annoyance flashed across Haley's gorgeous face that I could sideline her so quickly, but before she could linger on it or try to find some way to argue with me, I dove in to the deep end of the pool.
She was right about the water, it *was* perfect. Cool enough for the warmth of this fine Spring day, while still being warm enough that you couldn't call it *cold*. It embraced me, called to me, and it helped wash away the bike ride that had brought me here. It felt good... *really* good, and I couldn't help but do a few breast strokes under it before surfacing and eyeing Haley.
If looks could kill, the way she glared at me would have made the pool boil. Haley had tipped her sunglasses down to better ensure that I saw the way her beautiful green eyes blaze at me.
"And people call me a tease," she grumbled, walking over toward the shallow end.
"You *are* a tease," I replied, grinning at her cheesily. "A sexy one, too."
Haley shook her head at my response, but couldn't hide her own hint of a smile. "Lines like that work with your girlfriends?"
I watched her step out of her sandals, bending over to set her sunglasses on top of them before slowly descend the steps to slide into the pool. I watched, with some interest, as the water embraced her, sliding up her curves before she ducked her head under the water, swimming beneath the surface before coming up for air not too far away from me. I swam over just enough that I could comfortably plant my feet on the ground and walk over to her so that we were able to face one another appropriately.
"I'm not sure they always *work* with them," I finally replied, finding it, as ever, slightly intimidating to be this close to a girl as gorgeous and impossibly proportioned as Haley. "But they seem to enjoy when I try."
Haley swam a little closer to me. "Do you think *I* enjoy those efforts?"
I thought about this for only a second, before smiling even more broadly. "I mean... you *did* text for me to come over, talking about how desperately you wanted my cock..."
She swam a little closer, reaching one hand down to squeeze my cock through my shorts and speaking seductively, if impatiently. "That's your *cock*... not your attempts at humor. So, do you really think I enjoy your efforts?"
I thought about this, which was, admittedly, more of a challenge than it might have been considering how good she was with her hand. Then, rather than let her control this conversation so easily, I grabbed her by the shoulders and swam her over so her back was against the wall. Haley eyed me with some surprise, a look of harsh indignity crossing her face.
"I don't think you enjoy my efforts... I think you fucking *love* them," I said, running my fingertips lightly down her shoulders, softly tracing them around the outer curves of her amazing rack. "You could have your pick of anyone at school you wanted, guy or girl, and I know that there are a lot more impressive specimens out there than me. Sure, I've probably got the biggest dick in the bunch, but that's not all you're about, either. There's something about me, something beyond anatomy, that you like and want to keep around you... so, yeah, I think you fucking love my efforts, even when they're cheesy, because deep down beneath all your bitchiness, you find me, on some level, at least a little disarming... charming even... maybe even cute."
I said this with my cheesiest little smile, but it was enough to break through at least some of her defenses.
Haley rolled her eyes at me, fighting the smile growing at the corners of her lips and utterly failing. "Ugh, fine... you're *probably* right about some of that."
"Some?" I asked, sliding my hands over to cup at least some of her breasts.
She shivered at my contact, rubbing my cock more insistently through my shorts. "Fine... fine, okay... god, maybe I don't get all that nerdy shit you seem to go nuts over, but, fuck, you're so fucking cute sometimes. It's infuriating."
"Because a girl like you shouldn't be fucking around with a geek like me?" I asked, teasing her quite hard nipples through the thin fabric of her bikini top with my thumbs.
"Mhmmm..." she replied, whimpering slightly.
"And because that's what makes it better for you, isn't it?" I chuckled softly, squeezing her nipples through her top more insistently. "That by all rights we shouldn't be doing this, and yet here we are..."
"Here we are..." Haley agreed, slipping her hand beneath the elastic and down the front of my shorts. "Fuck... how are you so good at this?"
"You think you'd know by now," I said confidently, pulling the fabric down the front of her massive breasts and baring them to me. "I get plenty of practice... with you, with your friends... and I take plenty of notes so I get better every time..."
I stared at her massive, exposed tits, as ever in awe of Haley's insane curves. Full and round and every bit as creamy as every inch of her perfect body, and topped with the hardest, pinkest nipples I could swear I'd ever seen. My mouth watered at the sight of them, and I was even more shameless with the way I groped her.
Haley moaned, arching her back to press her tits more fully into my hands, giving me even better access. I took advantage of this, squeezing her breasts, rolling over her nipples with my thumbs and pleasing her as I pressed her against the side of the pool.
"You really do get better every time, don't you?" she asked.
I smirked. "I mean... I do try... and you should know. You were there since the beginning, just about."
"Uh huh..." Haley purred. "I didn't believe Kaitlyn when she told me about her... I *couldn't* believe her, but I let her overrule my better judgment because she said you were *that* good and just needed to be seen to be believed, and here we are... fuck, you're so good at this now... keep going... keep playing with my tits... please, keep... ahhhhhhhh... fuuuuuuuuuck..."
Her moans stretched out particularly lusciously when I leaned in and began to suckle on her nipples. It was, admittedly, a bit of a challenge to do this in a pool, even with the relatively shallow water that we were standing in, but the challenge was also part of the fun in this moment. It wasn't every day you got to fuck around in a pool, after all, and the novelty brought its own particular thrill to what we were doing.
I suckled at her nipples, flicking them with my tongue and sucking even harder, taking as much of her as I could into my mouth. Haley's moans only got higher, her eyes rolling back as she pressed against me even more insistently. She took her hand away from my cock and stretched her arms over the edge of the pool, better bracing herself and pulling her massive tits out of the water to give me better access.
I wanted more than better access to her tits, though, and thought I might take advantage of her new position to do something that we'd both be a *lot* happier with. Reaching down, I pulled her thong down over her immense ass, letting her slide out of it as it fell to the bottom of the pool and leaving her mostly naked now in front of me.
"Oh," Haley said, her eyes alight with a primal hunger.
"Oh," I replied, dropping my tone to a darker place as I pulled my shorts off and forced them to fall around my ankles.
Though Haley couldn't see my erection now that it was free, she could certainly feel it as it brushed against her thigh, and she had experienced it enough before to know what she was getting into.
My cock had, admittedly, gotten me into more than my fair share of trouble over the course of senior year, but it had also led to most of my best moments as well, so I wasn't going to complain. At just about ten inches in length when it was hard, and quite thick at that, with a prominent head and full balls that had their way of pumping out improbable amounts of cum, I was told I had quite the "pussy pleaser," more than a few times by Haley herself if my memory served.
The way she pleasantly mewled at me, further bracing herself against the edge of the pool, told me she was more than interested in having some of that pussy pleasing once again.
I let my hands run down her body, gripping her ass and lifting her up just enough that I could finally rub my thick cockhead against her entrance. Though the pool water muted things somewhat, I could distinctly feel her warmth even now, her readiness beckoning me forward.
"You know, you didn't have to do all this bullshit," Haley groaned as I teased her entrance. "We could be on a bed somewhere fucking like crazy... instead you had to stretch all this out, make us get in this pool, and for what?"



I gripped my cock in one hand for better leverage, pressing the head more firmly against her slit. Haley moaned even more lusciously as I began to apply some pressure, but I didn't push in *just* yet.
"Well, first of all, you're a greedy little slut, one of the greediest little sluts I've met, I'd wager... and what I've found from experience is that if you really want to drive a greedy little slut crazy, you give her what she wants, but on your schedule, not hers..." I said, continuing to tease my cockhead over her entrance.
Haley dropped her head back slightly, whining. "Fuck... and when are you planning on- AH!!!"
She let out a single, harsh cry as I surprised her, pushing inside her pussy with a merciless persistence. Haley was, as ever, impressively tight, her pussy lips seeming at first to be unyielding as I pressed against her. With our mutual arousal driving us, however, that resistance didn't match long. Between her gently rocking her hips, allowing for a better angle of entry, and my own insistent rubbing, her pussy lips soon parted for me, spread by my thick cockhead as I was welcomed inside of her. Even with the sheer number of times we'd had sex before, her pussy gripped me tightly, its hot, moist warmth embracing me, welcoming me into her with an enthusiasm that was only matched by her delicious cries.
"Fuck... fuck... motherfucker... fuck that's some big cock..." Haley grunted, rocking her hips to take more of me inside of her.
"Yeah? Yeah, you fucking like that cock, don't you?" I grunted, taking on that dominant tone that seemed to particularly get Haley going.
Now with several inches of my cock inside of her, she stared at me with her furious, gorgeous green eyes, practically burning through me with their lust. I knew she loved it when I was a little firmer with her, a little more dominant, and even through her fury, I could feel her pussy clench with excitement as I talked to her like this.
No longer needing my hand to guide my cock, I dropped it down so I was now squeezing her ass with both hands, lifting her up slightly as I pushed more of my cock into her.
"I asked you a question," I said more firmly, continuing to slide more of my cock into her until I was now more than halfway buried in her.
Biting her lip through her pleasure, trying not to break for me, Haley shook her head. I squeezed her ass forcefully, almost painfully, pushing more of my cock into her with a deliberateness that was as agonizing as it was pleasurable. Still, she wasn't breaking, not even as I squeezed her ass even more firmly.
Finally, deciding that the direct approach might be best after all, I thrust into her, giving her the last few inches all at once. Haley's eyes flew open, her mouth dropping as a powerful moan escaped from deep within her, betraying whatever pretense of resistance she was trying to give me.
"Ah, fuck! Alright! Alright!" she exclaimed, her eyes rolling back as she moaned breathlessly. "I love it! I fucking love your cock! I fucking love what you do to me! God, you can be such an asshole sometimes, but I love it... I fucking love your huge fucking nerd cock!"
Her eyes fluttering back open, Haley looked at me, a disgruntled yet somehow satisfied look on her face. "Is that what you wanted to hear?"
I grinned, pulling a few inches of my cock out before slamming back inside of her. "Yeah. Yeah, that was *exactly* what I was looking for. Just like this was what you wanted, I hope?"
I began to fuck into her slowly, but with enough deliberation that we both got quite a bit of pleasure out of it. Though she clearly wanted to not give me an inch at first, she soon nodded, moaning.
"More... more or less..." Haley moaned breathlessly as I began to fuck her. "I would've preferred it... not in the pool... fuckyou'rebig... since it's kind of awkward, here... awkward, but fun... but, ohgod... yes, this is what I wanted from you... you happy?"
Smirking, I leaned in and kissed her on those full, pouty lips of hers. "Thoroughly."
Haley kissed me back, and even though it was clear from our positions here that I was in the dominant position, I let her set the pace as we made out. Though a greedy little slut on the surface, when the two of us kissed, there was a little something more to it, a passion that I doubted she brought out for every guy. Our history these past few months of senior year had always had a certain vibe of hostility that went with our lust for each other, but in that hostility we always had a way of driving each other to new heights of pleasure. Even with all the women I'd been with over the course of this year, I knew few who had a body quite like Haley's, and I was always in awe of what would happen between the two of us whenever we would fuck. Even with her hands and feet otherwise occupied, with me taking complete control over the action as I began to pump into her with a more furious pace, I couldn't help but feel in awe of the sight before me.
I was a nerd, and until the beginning of this year, I was a pretty unpopular one at that. By all rights I shouldn't be here, at the home of one of the richest and most popular girls in school, swimming naked with her and balls deep in her pussy as I drilled her against the wall of said pool, watching her massive tits bounce and slap together in the water as I pounded into her with an increasing speed and making her moan like a whore. None of this should have happened, and yet it had, my life this year driven by an improbability that I had long since understood that I should just roll with and not question, enjoying the pleasures as they came.
I broke our kiss off, better bracing my feet against the ground and pumping up into her harder, watching Haley's tits go wild in that strange, almost gravity-defying way that water had with it.
"I get... fuck... why you'd be more interested fucking somewhere else," I admitted, watching her breasts shake and shudder as I fucked her. "But the water does have some charms... and, come on, does it get much more Spring Break than this?"
"Only if we were on a beach somewhere in Mexico, I guess," Haley laughed. "But we've got a nice pool... and my parents are out until tomorrow and leaving us the place to ourselves... so, yeah, this is pretty fucking nice, I'd say... we can do whatever we want, have whatever kind of fun we want... be stupid and horny and free... yeah, I guess that really does sound like Spring Break."
"I thought you'd agree," I said, leaning in to kiss her again.
She rolled her eyes at me. "Are you gonna keep being smug about this, or are you gonna fuck me?"
I squeezed her ass with enough force to let her know what I thought of her attitude, and also enough to make her moan lusciously as I rapidly pumped into her.
"I think... I'm gonna do both..." I growled, smiling and kissing her. "After all, it's not every nerd who gets to rail you, so I'm gonna feel as smug as I want to feel... and beyond that? I'm gonna fuck you. *Hard*. Harder, and better, than any of those jocks who think they've earned your body simply because they're jocks, ever could... I'll fuck you so hard, you'll never want to fuck another guy again after me..."
"That's pretty fucking hard," Haley moaned, her pussy twitching and squeezing my cock as I pounded into her. "That'll have to be a really persuasive fuck."
"You don't think I can persuade you?" I asked.
Smirking up at me, she replied, "Well, there is one way we can find out..."
To emphasize her point, Haley squeezed my cock with her pussy muscles, embracing me, encouraging me, and perhaps daring me to be every bit as good as I said I was. She looked at me, her green eyes piercing with challenge as she wrapped her legs around my waist.
Admittedly, there was a lot about Haley that was easy to hate. She was a rich bitch who was full of herself, and entitled as fuck, and she liked to let people around school know how much better than them she thought she was. She used her beauty, her body, and her money to get everything she wanted, and when she didn't get it, she was a force of nature that you wouldn't want to be on the receiving end of. Very little of this had changed since we'd known each other, and if anything, she seemed to have ramped up a lot of her bitchiness since we had become acquainted with each other.
When this year began, she was one of those popular kids that I hated more than almost any other, and there were parts of me that did still hate parts of her in the back of my mind... but I couldn't deny that we were also, sort of, friends now. It was a strange word to put to her, but in our lust for each other, we'd found some kind of connection, strange though that may have been.
It was as Haley eyed me with that challenge, her pussy worshipping my cock as she urged me on to fuck her harder that all those feelings came back, that friendship melding with that hate I had for her older, bitchier self. I smiled at her, darkly, a smile that she only returned with a great amusement knowing that she had gotten to me, and was going to get exactly what she wanted.
Well, if this was what Haley wanted, who was I to deny her?
I gripped Haley's ass firmly, pumping into her with a fury that matched our own unique history. Her tits bounced wildly, the water around us churned up as we went at it. Haley's look of smug superiority disappeared quickly as physical pleasure took her over, her eyes shutting tightly as she moaned and wailed. My cock was in a familiar, but undeniably perfect, place of my own pleasure, sliding in and out of this busty cheerleader bitch as I grunted and groaned. The sight of her massive tits bouncing wildly in the water made this unconventional position all the more exciting, the two of us getting more into this with every passing moment.
"Ah, fuck... fuck... motherfucker... holy fuck, keep fucking me, give me that cock, that huge fucking nerd cock... fuck, I love it, give it to me, fuck my slutty cheerleader cunt, come on, fuck me, fuck me harder, Ryan! I want it! I fucking want it!" Haley moaned.
"And you're fucking getting it, slut," I growled, pumping up into her as she rocked her hips against me. "Holy fuck, you're so fucking hot..."
"You better believe it... ah, fuck... goddamn it, motherfucker, that's some nice cock..." she wailed, fucking back against me as much as she could in this position. "You're so fucking good at this..."
"You too..." I replied, squeezing her ass roughly.
"Yeah... fuck... holy fuck... motherfucker, keep fucking me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me harder!" Haley wailed, pressing her lips against mine to kiss me savagely.
I returned her kiss with equal fire, smirking back at her proudly. "You're really having fun calling me a motherfucker today, aren't you?"
She laughed. "I like the sound of it... and besides, it's not like you *aren't* a motherfucker..."
"Oh yeah?" I challenged, reaching up with one hand to squeeze one of her nipples hard.
Haley moaned, loving that she could get this kind of reaction out of me. "You gonna make me fucking spell it out? Come on, I've heard the rumors..."
Alright, she did have me there. I had fucked my fair share of MILFs this year, including a couple moms of Haley's fellow cheerleaders, so, yeah, calling me a motherfucker was a pretty fair accusation. I couldn't be fully sure about *where* she'd heard the rumors from, but by this point in the year, I'd decided to just roll with whatever the Regan Hills High rumor mill had to say, especially since it had usually been working out in my favor so far.
"Fair enough..." I said, chuckled her nipple even harder. "Worried I'll go after your mom next?"
Looking me in the eye, perhaps to see how serious I was before deciding it didn't actually matter how serious I was or wasn't, Haley laughed. "Ha! You should be so fucking lucky... she's almost as hot as I am... if you *actually* got that lucky, she'd fucking wipe the fucking *floor* with you... yeah, you probably couldn't handle my mom... you'll have to settle for me, lucky you..."
Well, I had to find some way of seeing Mrs. Campbell now. That, however, was something for later, for now...
I growled, holding onto Haley and pumping into her with almost my entire length with each thrust. "You can be a real bitch sometimes, you know?"
"Must be what gets you so hard for me," Haley replied, whining. "Fuck... fuck, I'm getting close... so fucking close... how are you this fucking good? You shouldn't be this fucking good... but you are... fuck, fuck, fuck, feels so fucking good, motherfucker, keep fucking me, fuck me, fuck me harder, come on, do it, fuck me... make me cum... make me cum and cum in me... do it, motherfucker..."
"I'll make you cum... make you cum and fucking fill you up... fill that slutty cunt with cum... fuck... you ready for it? You ready to get nice and filled with my fucking cum?" I grunted, feeling myself getting closer with every thrust.
It was hard to exactly define the mix of emotions I saw on Haley's face in this moment. While it was clear to me that she wanted to try to keep up her notoriously bitchy exterior intact, the submission that she also reveled in was at war with that side of her. Confusion reigned within her in that moment, a side of her that couldn't find an easy release.
Finally, something broke within her, and Haley leaned into me, kissing me with a passion that had no pretense of who she was *trying* to be and was simply, and purely, Haley.
"Ah, god... goddamnit... fuck, I'm cumming! I'm cumming! I'm fucking CUUUUUUUUMMMMMING!!!!!" she cried out, planting a firm kiss on my lips as her legs locked around me to hold on for dear life.
It was a loud orgasm, powerfully wracking her body as she shook and broke, her curses turning into formless wails as she grunted and groaned and shook against me, her eyes rolling back briefly. Thankfully, she was able to hold on to the edge of the pool throughout this, as my grip on her ass was only so good, and I was well on the path to completely losing it as well. I managed to keep her up and kept fucking into her, looking into her eyes as they fluttered open and as Haley Campbell, one of the queen bitches of Regan Hills High School, looked up at me and smiled sweetly.
It took a minor miracle to get a word that resembled kind out of her, and now here she was, smiling up at me with the cutest, most satisfied little smile I had ever seen. If I wasn't already on the way to cumming, this would have gotten me there just at the sight of it, but as she began to massage my cock with her pussy muscles once more, I fucking lost it.
"Fuck... fuckfuckfuck... godDAMNIT!" I grunted, holding tightly to Haley as I unleashed inside of her clutching cunt.
"Yes, yes, fuck, that's it, fill me up, fucking fill me up, give me every drop... I want it..." she moaned, leaning in as she kissed the side of my neck, encouraging me with every passing second.
Powerful euphoria washed over me as my long-awaited orgasm exploded out from within me and filled Haley. It was a singular sensation, doing this in the pool as we were, and even with the awkward position there was something about it that added an extra spark between us that I didn't mind one bit. It felt as if a fire hydrant had been opened, bliss washing over me as shot after shot went deep inside of Haley, her moans and curses only pushing me to make sure she got every last drop that I had to give.
It felt like it went on forever and was over too quickly all at once, and as those first moments of post-orgasmic clarity hit me and my vision cleared, I found myself looking into that beautiful, and beautifully smug, face of Haley Campbell looking back at me.
"So... that wasn't bad," she said, groaning softly.
"Not bad at all," I replied, leaning down and kissing the tops of her breasts, squeezing her ass with my hands as I basked in the need to feel close to her after cumming.
Haley moaned, arching her back just enough to better present her tits to me, letting me suckle on one of her nipples for a moment before dropping them back down again so we could kiss.
Grinning at me, we kissed again, before she chuckled. "We taste like chlorine and sunscreen, I think."
"Hazard of the trade when fucking in a pool," I acknowledged, kissing her one last time before I pulled out of her.
Haley groaned as I did this, but gave me another kiss when I had left her pussy, unlocking her legs from behind me and dropping down into the pool. She disappeared beneath the surface for a moment, swimming around me and surfacing nearby, probably not looking too dissimilar from Venus herself as she looked at me with that beautiful satisfaction of hers.
"So, pool sex *can* be pretty fucking hot, but I think I'd like it more if we got clean and fucked somewhere a lot more comfortable?" Haley suggested, swimming close enough to me to press her massive breasts to my chest. "Somewhere where we can get a hot shower and a bed with clean sheets?"
I sighed pleasantly, wrapping my arms around and pulling her in close. "That... that does sound pretty fucking amazing."
She kissed me, long and hard. "Perfect... because I'm *hardly* done with you..."
Reaching up to squeeze one of her tits firmly, I replied, "Goodie."
***
Though we shared a shower, I was actually impressed that Haley and I didn't really get into much in the way of shenanigans in there and spent most of our time actually washing and washing each other off. Oh, sure, there was plenty of making out, and plenty of stray gropes here and there, but once Haley had mentioned taking the next act of this chapter to somewhere a little more comfortable, it was one of those ideas that appealed to both of us so much that we actually managed to hold ourselves to the promise.
I got out of the shower well before Haley, who needed the extra time to wash and dry her voluminous hair. I took the chance to dry off, checking my texts to see how my friends and girlfriends were doing with their Spring Break. While many were out of town, there were enough who stuck around Regan Hills, or would be back by the end of the week, that I knew my calendar was going to be busy... but in all of the best ways.
I strolled around the guest house with a towel wrapped around my waist, taking in the opulence. While I'd always known I'd lived something of a charmed life in suburban, middle class Regan Hills, I clearly was far from the *most* charmed, if the Campbell house was any indication. Some of my friends had homes that would barely fit inside of the Campbells' guest house, and it all felt a little ostentatious.
Then again, Haley herself was on the ostentatious side, and I didn't mind that one bit. While Haley and I came from radically different social circles enough that there wasn't a whole lot we had to talk about, our sexual chemistry was undeniable, and I didn't mind her company enough that I easily considered her a friend. Sure, she could be a raging bitch more often than not, but she seemed to enjoy me returning it just as much as she enjoyed giving it, and when she was so cartoonishly hot and the sex was this good between us... well, I could make the occasional exception for some bad behavior.
I returned back to the bedroom, and found that rather than running water, I now heard the sound of a hairdryer in the bathroom attached to the bedroom. My cock twitched with some excitement at the thought of another, more comfortable round with Haley... though with how much she liked to prep for things, I also knew that this could easily take a few minutes.
My eyes drifted around the room, catching sight of a family portrait on the wall. Like everything else around here, looked thoroughly rich, everyone dressed up a shade far too nicely for a portrait. Haley looked good while doing her best fake beauty queen smile, her younger siblings looked like they were here at gunpoint, and her parents looked fairly miserable at having to wrangle everyone while still posing like they were about to announce a political campaign.



Her mother, though... alright, Haley hadn't been wrong about her. Mrs. Amanda Campbell looked like a formidable woman, a red-haired beauty somewhere between her late thirties and early forties, her face every bit as beautiful as her daughter's and her body every bit as stacked, making her look almost like Jessica Rabbit brought to life, albeit wearing considerably more conservative clothing in this case. Though my moments of hooking up with my friends' moms had generally been relatively spur of the moment sorts of things, I could see looking forward to a good time with Haley's mom... if that were ever on the table of course.
The bathroom door opened behind me, and I turned to face Haley. She was flushed pink from the heat of the shower, a towel wrapped around her, covering up all her delightfully naughty bits while still showing off a mile of cleavage. She was running a hairbrush through her hair, but looked absolutely amazing.
"Glad to see you still around," Haley mused, looking me up and down and smiling. "With all the sluts who want you by their side for Spring Break, I thought there was a chance you might've actually hit the road while I was finishing up in there."
I grinned, looking her over as well. "Oh, you've got me for the day, don't you go worrying about that."
"Oh, really?" she purred, stepping closer to me. "I must be special if I'm more than just another stop on your weeklong fuckfest."
"You felt how hard I was fucking you there, I think you know how I feel," I replied.
Haley chuckled. "Mmm, let me guess, like I'm one of the hottest pieces of ass you've ever hooked up with?"
Playfully, I reached down and smacked her ass through her towel. "Damn right you are."
Yeah, Haley and I may not have had the deepest of connections, but fuck did we have fun together. She yelped at the contact of my hand on her ass, but then shared in my laughter as we got closer to each other. It felt... well, it felt nice to be in here, both of us smelling and feeling clean after washing off from the pool, her body so soft and firm at the same time and feeling so perfect as we pressed closer to each other.
Haley looked up into my eyes, her full lips curling into a smile that looked positively devilish. Even if we had already had sex once today, she looked up at me with the same enthusiasm she would have if it had been months since we'd last hooked up.
"Good... good to see you know where your priorities lie," she purred, running her fingers over my chest.
"In being able to identify quality ass?" I said, running my fingers down the sides of her body. "Because, let's be honest, you're pretty damn top shelf."
"Mmm, tell me something I don't know," Haley replied, reaching down and rubbing my cock through my towel.
"Well, I was thinking about eating your ass and fingering you until you were cumming all over my hand. Did you know that?" I teased.
She bit her lip, trying to stifle a groan that managed to slip out anyway. "I didn't know that... but I like the way you think."
I reached down and groped her ass through her towel, holding onto her and taking my time with it. Haley groaned more audibly, rocking her hips and pressing her ass into my hand.
Not wanting to fuck around anymore, I reached for her towel and tugged at its edges, dropping it to the floor so she was now standing naked in front of me. I reached back, grabbing a handful of her hair and pulling with enough force to arch her neck back, making it easier for me to claim her mouth with mine. Haley moaned against my lips, her mouth conforming to mine as she pressed her body against mine. The feeling of skin on skin like this was heavenly, each of us smelling clean, *feeling* clean and oh so touchable. Haley and I kissed like this, our arms soon wrapped around each other as we held on for dear life and kept going deeper and harder with our kisses.
Feeling her hands on my ass, gripping me tightly, almost possessively... well, it was enough to bring a dark chuckle out of me. I ran my hands up and around the front of her, squeezing her massive breasts, enjoying the feeling of her flesh threatening to spill between my fingers as I groped her. She moaned against my lips, slipping her hands down between us to drop my towel to the floor and freeing my erection again.
Now that we were both naked, it seemed prudent for the two of us to make our way over to the bed, even if we weren't exactly elegant in our steps. Holding onto each other, groping and kissing and grinding, we stumbled over to the bed, hoping that we'd make it before we collapsed into each other. Of course, if we did wind up falling to the floor, we wouldn't have a hard time fucking there as well (god knows Haley and I had fucked in some genuinely uncomfortable places in the past), but I was looking forward to the prospect of soft sheets and a mattress that would allow us to *really* get into what we were doing.
Haley turned my body at the last moment, and the backs of my knees hit the bed, before I fell onto it with her on top of me. We laughed, and kept up with what we were doing, groping and grabbing and kissing each other as we pushed ourselves until we were fully on the bed, while she climbed on top of me. The way her eyes flashed with that bitchy superiority, there was nothing more I would have liked to do in that moment than take Haley and show her every bit as hard a time as I knew she wanted... but in this moment, I couldn't help but pause as I took in her beauty. Sure, there was still that playful sneer to her lip, but with that red hair cascading down over me, that playful little sparkle behind the malevolence in her eyes, and the insistent pressure of her massive breasts against my chest, it was impossible not to feel a little overwhelmed in all the best ways.
"Fuck, you're hot," I said breathily, smiling up at her.
"I know," Haley chuckled, leaning down to kiss me. "But if I'm being honest, you're not too bad yourself, anymore..."
"Anymore?" I teased, reaching down and squeezing her ass a little harshly.
"Well, I mean, you're not my *usual* type, but my usual type used to be pretty fucking narrow, and you've helped turn me around on a lot of the bullshit that's helped keep me from having as good a time as I could've always been having," she explained, running her fingers lightly down my chest. "That, and you've really packed on some muscle since the beginning of the year, and it looks good on you."
This last part I knew to be true, at least. Brooke King, a blonde spitfire of a cheerleader who'd been one of the first girls I'd had sex with this year (and who was now my girlfriend), had been determined to get me in better shape over the course of senior year. Though I'd never be a musclebound superhero, instead of skinny and pale, I was now *lean* and pale, with a fair bit of toned muscle mass to my name, with the stamina to match. All in all, it was a look that had done a lot for my self-confidence...
...but not nearly as much as having a girl like Haley look at me like she was looking at me now.
"You... well, you look exactly the same as you did at the beginning of the year, but that little bit of extra kindness you have now that you didn't have before is a distinct improvement," I said, smirking.
Haley rolled her eyes at me, but her laugh was real enough. "Yeah, don't tell everyone that I'm not a complete and utter cunt, alright? I've got a reputation to keep up..."
"My lips are sealed," I replied, squeezing her ass more kindly now.
She chuckled, rubbing her breasts against my chest. "They better be... think of what would happen if it got out that you know the tricks to making me a sub slut."
"Yeah, I like having those tricks all to myself... can't have all the guys out there knowing what I know, then I wouldn't be able to be smug about what I know that I and I alone can do to you," I joked, leaning up to kiss her.
Haley rolled her eyes at me again, but kissed me back with no small amount of enthusiasm... enthusiasm that was soon matched by her grinding her pussy against my cock.
"Fuck, you can really be annoying sometimes," she said, biting her lip as she continued grinding against my cock. "Why does that always get me so fucking hot?"
I shrugged, kissing her again. "Novelty? When you're used to getting railed by a bunch of monosyllabic, meathead jocks, a cocky little nerd like me can make a nice change of pace."
"I hate how much sense that makes..." Haley moaned, grinding her now *quite* wet pussy against my cock. "Fuck... doesn't hurt your case that you've got such a big fucking dick."
"Thanks," I replied, squeezing her ass. "So... wanna fuck again?"
Smiling at me, she chuckled, reaching down to grip my cock so she could better line it up with her pussy. "Obviously..."
Haley hissed pleasurably as she pressed my thick cockhead against her entrance, rocking her hips against me to force me back inside her tight, hot cunt again. Haley's eyes rolled back briefly as she felt me filling her up again, a sweet little moan escaping her lips when she settled down on top of me and once more had every inch of me inside of her. I would have been in trouble, feeling her against me like this, her insane, soft curves and that way her pussy clutched my cock so perfectly, so fucking tight... fuck, if I were a lesser man, I'd have cum already... but I was happy I hadn't.
If I had, I wouldn't have been able to enjoy the way that she looked down at me once her eyes fluttered open again, full of want and fire and a primal hunger that the two of us could uniquely fill in each other.
Bracing her hands against my chest, Haley pushed up so she was more sitting on my cock, her massive tits hanging down between us and looking so fucking perfect. I shivered, briefly, running my hands up her sides so I could grip her tits. They felt so good in my hands, so soft and full, heavy in all the best ways... fuck, my hands looked so small when they were gripping onto her tits like this. It was an awesome, overwhelming sight, one that only drove me to grope her further, squeezing her tits more firmly while running my thumbs intently over her nipples.
Haley moaned at this treatment, rocking her hips against me as she savored my cock. "Ah, fuck... that feels so fucking good..."
I moaned with her movements, gently thrusting back up into her. "Which part? My hands, or being impaled on my cock?"
She made a sound somewhere between a laugh and a moan, throwing her head back and continuing to rock on my cock. "Honestly, I was thinking about your hands, but... fuck, this is really the whole package... I'm feeling like a spoiled little slut right now, if I'm being honest..."
I chuckled. "Have you seen where you live? I'd say you were already a spoiled little slut..."
Haley laughed, bouncing up and down on my cock. "Too true... fuck... fuckfuckfuck... goddamn, that's good cock..."
"Yeah, well, you've got some amazing pussy..." I replied, squeezing her nipples hard enough to make her cry out in ecstasy.
"I know... I know, fuck... fuck, this is too perfect... we're too fucking perfect at this, so good... so fucking good..." she groaned, fucking me at a greater pace. "Jesus... this is good... so good... perfect... *so* fucking perfect... come un, fuck me, Ryan... fuck me harder, come on, I know you can do it... you gonna make me do all the fucking work here?"
She raised an eyebrow, eyeing me with that bitchy superiority again to try and get a rise out of me. Admittedly, it worked, so I can hardly fault her for doing what she wanted to get what she wanted.
With a growl, I pulled Haley in and kissed her with a newly reignited fire that threatened to overtake me. She moaned against my kiss, her full lips pressed against mine as she snaked her tongue into my mouth, the two of us battling for a sexual superiority that would be difficult to find between the two of us, skilled as we were. That didn't mean it wasn't fun to try to see who would wind up on top in our battle of wills.
Or, frankly, who would wind up on top of this particular encounter.
With my grip on Haley still tight, I rolled over so I was on top of her, catching her off guard. Before she could utter any complaint or another word, I continued to claim her mouth with my own, kissing her deeply as I pumped down into her. Though she uttered a slight sound of complaint that revealed that she still would have wanted to be on top, before long she was moaning pleasurably, spreading her legs for me as I continued to pump away at her hot, clutching cunt.
"I'd say... holy fuck... I'd say that wasn't a fair move... but I did tell you to fuck me harder..." she moaned, arching her back against me.
"You did tell me that," I growled, reaching up to squeeze one of her insane tits while I fucked her. "This what you wanted?"
"Not sure... maybe not... but it's good... *so* fucking good... goddamn..." Haley cursed, reaching down between us to finger her clit while I fucked her. "God, keep going like that, and I'll let you fucking do anything... god, so fucking good..."
I groaned, smiling down at her as I kept driving into her. "Yeah? Anything I want, huh?"
"I said fucking *anything*, alright?" Haley wailed, her eyes rolling back briefly as she fingered herself closer and closer to another orgasm. "When you fuck this well, you get to do anything... fuck, you get stuff none of those jocks can get... that make you happy to know that?"
Honestly, it actually did. Haley and I had done a great many things together in our numerous encounters over senior year, and I had learned her to be a both flexible and thoroughly creative slut, whose resting bitchiness actually did quite a bit to inspire me to take advantage of whatever she was willing to do. I could think of a great many things that I would like to do to her, some delightful ways to defile her pornographic fantasy of a body that I thought she would rather enjoy, but I had to shake these thoughts quickly with that simple realization that I was here with her, now, buried balls deep in one of the hottest girls in school. I didn't need to fantasize about anything more when I had her like this, and whatever we'd wind up doing later would be up for later to decide.
Now, I was just here to fuck her.
So, fuck her I did. I pumped into Haley with a steady, swift pace, loving the way her body felt beneath me, the way she jiggled with every thrust, the high, wailing moans that escaped with every push. I pushed myself up just enough to give myself a perfect view of her massive tits bouncing between us, a painfully delicious sight that only drove me to give myself over to the fuck even more. Her hand was a blur over her clit between us, her face screwed up in concentration as she brought herself closer and closer to climax. I could feel her body tensing against mine, her pussy muscles bracing for the pleasurable inevitability of what was going to happen between us. I knew that once her words left her, and all she was doing was whining and moaning and biting her lip, looking up into my eyes with that beautiful desperation that came as a prelude to a massive orgasm, that she was reaching her limit, and that I was happy to push her well past it.
When the dam broke, it broke all at once. At first, Haley was simply there, rocking her hips against me as we fucked, her body coiling like a spring, and then she unleashed a loud, powerful orgasm. Her body shook against mine in a way that almost threw me off of her, her pussy clamping down on my cock in a way that was almost painful she felt so perfectly tight. I held on for dear life, fucking her through this, kissing her and groping her and wanting to prolong her pleasure as much as I could as we kept going harder and harder. Her eyes rolled back once again, her mouth dropping open as the long, low wail of overwhelming pleasure overtook her and the orgasm kept overtaking her. I could feel her pussy gushing against me, her juices copious and warm and as perfect a reminder of how fucking hot this redheaded cheerleader beneath me was.
As she collapsed into the bed, mewling and spent, I kissed her again, slowing my pace and holding her close to me as I let her regain her bearings. Soon, Haley blinked up at me, a sweet, satisfied smile overtaking her face as she pulled me in for a kiss. It was a long kiss, lingering and wet and filled with a warmth that was completely devoid of her usual beautiful bitchiness and was filled with simple gratitude.
"Fuck... oh, fuck, that was nice... fuck..." Haley laughed, fanning herself off with her free hand. "How are you... fuck, how are you still hard? You didn't even cum with that? How could you not have cum when I did, there, that was... fuck, that was earthshaking..."
"I'm not there yet..." I admitted, picking my pace up again. "But I'll be there soon... fuck..."
"Yummy," she purred, smiling up and kissing me again. "I can't wait to feel you filling me up again... you want it like this, or wanna switch things up, or-"
I knew exactly what I wanted, and I was ready to take it. Quickly, I pulled out of Haley and forced myself up onto my knees, then grabbing her by the hips and rolling her over so that she was face down on the bed. I then pulled her up so she was on her knees, face-down, ass-up, beautifully presenting me with the sight of her epic, and utterly gorgeous, ass. I spread her cheeks hungrily, enjoying the sight of her pussy, and of her tight, pink asshole (and oh was I flooded with memories of just how tight she was), but rather than linger on that sight, I pushed back into her pussy, gripping her hips tightly as I fucked her from behind.
"Yes!" Haley cried out, pushing back against me. "Oh, fuck, that's good! Feels *so* fucking good! That's it, right there, fuck me, fuck me harder... fuck, fucking use me, do whatever you have to do, I want it... give me that cock... give me that huge fucking cock, fuck my slutty cunt, fuck me and fill me up, you know you want to, come on, do it, fucking do it!!!"
Grunting pleasurably, I did exactly that. I gripped Haley's hips tightly, pumping into her at a nearly brutal pace that had her a moaning and mewling mess. Her cries of pleasure were bordering on screams, her hands gripping the sheets tightly as I pounded the bed. Briefly, she even managed to look back at me over her shoulder, her bright green eyes watery from exertion and her smile weak, but when she murmured "more", I gave her exactly what she asked for.
Grinning, I asked, "This... better than spending Spring Break on a beach in Mexico?"
Haley laughed, her vocalizations shaking with every thrust I gave her. "God... yes... fuck... haha... oh, god, yes, I'll take getting fucked like this over a beach any day... fuck... fuck... fuck... feels good... feels so fucking-"
SMACK!
Alright, while I was briefly tempted to fuck her ass before deciding against it, that didn't mean I still wasn't planning on having some fun with her ass while I fucked her in this position. Watching those cheeks jiggle so perfectly every time I roughly thrust into her, I couldn't resist spanking her a little... okay, maybe a *lot*.
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
Haley yowled like an angry beast, pushing herself up on her hands so she could better look back at me as I fucked her from behind.
"That... fuck, that hurt..." she said, her eyes furious while her smile broadened. "But... fuck, I know you can do better than that..."
Grunting, I replied, "Yeah?"
"Uh huh..." Haley moaned. "Fuck, you know my ass better than most, and I can take it... probably take it better than any other bitch you've been with, so when I tell you I want you to-"
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
This only brought greater yowls of pain and pleasure from Haley, deeper and more luscious moans that had her pussy spasming around my cock. I couldn't tell if she was close to cumming again, but in this moment, I hardly cared. I had a stacked, redheaded cheer slut on her hands and knees in front of me, her massive tits bouncing wildly as I drilled her from behind. My body was a live wire, my cock surrounded by unimaginable pleasure as her pussy gripped me tightly. I knew Haley to be skilled enough that she could likely make me cum at any moment, that she was capable of pushing me well past my own limits even in a position like this, but all she did this time was push back against me in time with my thrusts, moaning and wailing, looking over her shoulder at me challengingly, daring me to give it to her harder. My strokes were swift and deep, and I was giving her almost my entire length with every thrust, and here she was, taking it and begging for more and looking so unbearably hot.



SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
"FUCK!" Haley exclaimed, pushing back against me as I continued to spank her glowing ass and fuck her achingly tight cunt. "That's it, right there, fuck, that's what I need! Fuck... fuck... fuck, so much, so much cock... I can't focus, can't think, it's so good... fuck, fuck me harder, fuck me harder and make me cum again, make me cum on your cock, make me cum on your cock while you're destroying me, yes... yes, like that, keep going, please, just a little harder... FUCK ME LIKE A FUCKING WHORE AND FILL ME WITH YOUR CUM!!! I FUCKING WANT IT!!!"
Her voice was deep and commanding, almost as if she had been possessed by some kind of sex demon, but I couldn't say that it wasn't effective on me.
So, yeah, you can't blame me for cumming when I did. I'd reached my limit, and I'd reached it in messy style, and with a final thrust, I buried my cock deep within Haley and let loose, pleasure exploding within me just as another of my thick loads buried deep within her. Haley was moaning and shuddering and contracting around me, having her own nice little cum as I filled her up, and the way she milked my cock only kept pushing me further and further past that edge. My whole body felt as if I'd been filled with electricity stimulating my every pleasure center, and for a moment the world found a way of going gray, and I felt like I might collapse.
With some effort, I made sure I'd given Haley the last few drops of cum I had before pulling out of her, falling down on the bed next to her as I panted and caught my breath. She fell back to the bed with me, laughing and out of breath and looking me in the eye as she lay down next to me, looking so pretty and natural and free and about as far away from that put-on bitchy look she had mastered around school that I couldn't help myself.
I reached over and pulled her close to me, kissing her on the lips slowly and sweetly, before wrapping my arms around her because I needed to feel her close to me. It was a little mushier than either of us was used to being with each other, but under the circumstances, neither of us wanted to complain about it, either. Amazing sex has a way of bonding some of the most unlikely people, I've found, and while Haley was far from the most unlikely bond I'd made this year, the intensity of what we'd forged with each other certainly had a feeling of wonderful improbability to it that made me grin like a fool.
"That... that was..." Haley said breathlessly, kissing me again and giggling to herself.
"Amazing?" I suggested, throwing my own assessment out for consideration.
"Amazing... that's a word that works... not sure if it's the best... but it works... we did... hahaha, fuck, we did good there... *really* good... holy fuck, you shot so much cum in me, I'm gonna be finding it for days... I love it, *fucking* love it... holy fuck..." she murmured, still laughing to herself as she reached between her legs and felt the trail leaking from her well-used cunt.
"Yeah, I think we're both gonna be a mess for a while after this one," I mused, kissing her again. "You gonna take care of that yourself afterward, or are you gonna call someone in to clean it up for you?"
Haley rolled her eyes at my joke, but still smiled playfully. "I mean... we *do* have a cleaning service, and this would be far from the biggest sex mess they'd have ever cleaned up in this house."
I smirked. "You mean, it's far from the biggest mess *so far*. It feels like this is the sort of thing we can beat a high score on if we put our minds and bodies to it."
She laughed. "You really think we can beat that?"
"You really think we can't?" I asked.
"You don't even know what the 'high score' is, how the fuck are you so confident that you can beat it?" Haley proposed, looking appropriately cocky.
Well, that level of confidence certainly piqued my interest. I knew that Haley, much like pretty much all the other cheerleaders of Regan Hills High School, had gotten up to more than her fair share of seriously debaucherous shit. I knew a fair few of the stories, had even taken part in a few myself (the New Year's cheerleader orgy I got an invite to was certainly one of the high points of my senior year), but I couldn't say I was aware of what Haley was boasting about right now.
"Well, you gotta tell me that story now," I said.
"Yeah?" she teased.
"Yeah," I replied, squeezing one of Haley's nipples. "Come on, you know a lot of my stories, tell me one of yours. I wanna know what kind of mess you got up to that required that kind of cleaning."
Haley raised an eyebrow, loving that she had me in this position. "I dunno, it's not much of a story as crazy sex stories go around here, you'll probably be disappointed... it's not all that inventive, it just got messy."
"Well, I wanna hear it anyway," I replied, rolling over so that I was on top of her. "Come on, tell me a story and I'll suck your boobs the whole time. That'll be fun for both of us."
"Ooh... fuck... you can be really persuasive sometimes... it's fucking annoying," she said, smiling at me without the slightest hint of annoyance.
"I get that a lot," I said, ducking down so I could grip one of her breasts, hoisting it up so I could bring her nipple to my lips. "So... story time?"
I suckled her nipple into my mouth, making her moan lusciously, arching her back into me as I pleased her with my tongue. I knew I would never get tired of feasting on Haley's insane breasts, just as I was happy to know that she'd likely never get tired of my mouth.
"Mmmm..." Haley groaned, running her fingers through my hair. "It was... fuck... one of those things that didn't even start off sexy, at first... nothing like that... fuck... it was a couple months ago, we were having a study group in here, at least, it was *supposed* to be a study group... me and Dakota and Alyssa and Jade..."
I knew the names of the three cheerleaders she'd listed well. 18-year-olds Dakota Lewis, Alyssa Nguyen and Jade Alvarez were three very different girls, with Dakota being the commanding brunette head of the Regan Hills High cheer squad, Alyssa being an impressively petite Vietnamese girl with a love for huge dick, and busty Latina Jade Alvarez being one of the kindest and most charitable girls I knew, but when you got her in bed she could easily be one of the wildest lovers as well. I'd gotten to know these girls quite intimately this year, so hearing them namedropped by Haley got me more than a little excited to hear the rest of her story.
"I... yes, fuck, you can use a little more teeth..." Haley hissed, gripping my hair more tightly. "I actually wanted to study... I needed to study... big test with Mrs. Lynn, couldn't fail it... and I was studying... Dakota, you know her, she's always happy to show off how fucking smart she is... ah, fuck, keep going... fuck, finger me while you suck my tits, please, finger me..."
I dropped my hand between her legs, slowly teasing her clit as she continued with her story. This, quite naturally, wasn't exactly the best for Haley's focus, her words occasionally slurring or overtaken by moans as I pleased her tits and her clit at the same time, but when considering how unhurried we were, I happily drew this out as long as I could.
"Ahhh... goddamn... that's so good... fuck... where was I? Fuck... right, studying... we were all ready to be good, to actually study for our test without getting up to any trouble, but Alyssa, fuck, that girl's got a one track mind... she was so fucking horny and complaining about being so fucking horny, practically stripping her clothes off so we'd go to town on her, but Dakota wasn't buying... Jade sure as hell wasn't buying it... but she was getting to me, and worst of all, Alyssa *knew* she was getting to me, so fucking annoying and cute, she knew she was getting to me and pushing me and pushing my buttons... ohgod, keep going there, faster, faster, more... she knew what she was doing and she got to me, so, yeah, I pinned the little bitch down... I pinned her down and got my hand up her skirt and pushed her panties to the side, and I fucking gave her what she wanted... I fingered her, made her cum, made her scream, and made her fucking *squirt*... that little slut, you know how tiny she is... keep going, please... she just squirted all over the fucking carpet and looked up at me like she had no fucking shame in the world, and I knew I had to wipe that smile off her face, so, I took my panties off, I hiked up my skirt, and I sat on the smug little slut's face until I was squirting all over her, too," Haley groaned, sounding more than a little smug through her pleasure.
Smiling around her nipple, I was able to finish the rest of the story for her. "And there was no way Dakota and Jade were staying out of this, so, soon we had four naked cheerleaders fucking each other like animals and setting off some kind of squirt-a-thon? That why you needed to call in the cleaning service?"
"Uh huh... like that... even got them to come in and clean up and get out before my parents knew what happened, which was useful..." she moaned, quivering as she got closer to cumming. "I told you... it wasn't that much of a story..."
I pressed against her clit more firmly, my fingers quickening as I ran more insistent circles over her clit. "I think you and I have very different definitions over what is and isn't a pretty good story... because that was fucking hot. I'd have given good money to watch the four of you like that..."
Even through her moans, Haley couldn't help but laugh. "If you were there with us, there wouldn't be any watching; you'd be participating, in the middle of it all, guest of honor and all the benefits that come with... no, fuck, you wouldn't be watching, you'd... fuck... fuckfuckfuck... fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!"
Haley's next orgasm wasn't quite as devastating as the others she'd had since we'd been hooking up today, but it was a nice one all the same. Her shudders were intense and sharp, her moans high and needy as she let loose, her pussy letting loose with a pleasant rush of wetness as I brought her over the precipice again. If I didn't have a mouthful of tit in that moment, I'd have been giving her one of the biggest smiles, encouraging her with as much dirty talk as I could muster under the circumstances... but I *did* have a mouthful of one of her breasts, and honestly, I wouldn't have had it any other way. While I slowed my fingering to let her ride through this easy orgasm in comfort, I kept sucking firmly on her breast, pulling her nipple into my mouth and flicking over it with my tongue in a way that sent spasms of pleasure through her body and had Haley twitching beneath me, even well past the point that her orgasm had abated.
Finally letting herself collapse against the bed, Haley looked at me with drowsy, hungry eyes, a sly smile forming across those deliciously full lips.
"You know, getting it hard's nice, but that, slow and easy... that was fucking *perfect* after that last round... holy fuck, it's still got me so nice and shaky," she laughed, running her fingers through my hair and pulling me up so I could kiss her again.
It may have lacked a certain romantic tenderness, since Haley and I were neither romantic or tender with each other when we hooked up, but there was a slow passion to kissing her like this that did make it a nice respite in the sea of absolute filth we had gotten up to today. I could feel her soft body against mine, trembling and needy in the wake of her last orgasm, her breasts pressing against me insistently and feeling every bit as nice as our long, deep kisses.
Though I would need some time to recover for a bit soon, I wouldn't deny that I was still charged, and very hard, after our recent activities, and would have been happy for one more orgasm before we took that break.
Haley felt my erection, quite easily under the circumstances, and reached one hand down to stroke me.
"Mmm, still got some gas left in the tank," she purred, stroking my cockhead and coaxing some precum out of it.
"Indeed," I replied, rocking my hips against her hand. "You've got that kind of effect... but you knew that already."
"Damn right I do," Haley chuckled, continuing to stroke and tease my cock. "But you've gotten me off well a few times now... it's about time I got some more of that cum. How do you wanna do it?"
Now, this was a harder question than you might expect, because I'd done quite a lot with Haley over the course of senior year, and I knew that pretty much every sex act under the sun you could imagine with her was fucking awesome. I went through the possibilities, running through our previous encounters, thinking about the sorts of things I'd love to do with her again and again and again and compared them to what we'd already done today... but if I was being honest, there was only one thing I could focus on when I thought about Haley.
"You up for a tittyfuck?" I asked, smirking.
"Ugh," she replied, rolling her eyes overdramatically. "You're gonna make me take another shower, aren't you?"
"Because I wanna cum all over your tits? Yeah, yeah, I guess I'm gonna make you take another shower. That a problem? Don't think you can pull it off?" I asked, keeping my tone confident and challenging.
Now, I knew that Haley was the type that if you even implied there was something she couldn't do that she'd immediately jump in and show you just how wrong you were. Of course, she also knew that I was offering her this exact kind of challenge, but that didn't mean it was any less fun to make, and that she enjoyed it any less for knowing that I was setting her up.
Smirking, she rolled out from underneath me and got up on her knees on the bed next to me, leaning forward just enough to make her tits look... well, somehow even *bigger* than their already massive side. Haley grabbed them in her hands, massaging them and pushing them together, jiggling them just enough to get my attention, laughing at the sight of my reaction to such a singularly erotic sight.
"You know, you've always had a way of surprising me, Ryan, but at the end of the day, I can't blame you for being like any other guy and just wanting my tits... they're fucking spectacular, aren't they? Big enough that I'm gonna have to worry about some serious lower back pain down the line, but for now, fuck, the power that comes with them, I can't say I don't enjoy them... so fucking big, and they look so good, too... no wonder you want a taste..." Haley taunted, squeezing her nipples eagerly.
"I didn't say I wanted a taste," I growled back at her, rolling onto my side to better show off my cock. "I said I wanted to *fuck* them."
Haley looked down at my cock, taking it in hand and stroking it experimentally. While there was a hint of playfulness to how she did this, there seemed to be a greater sense of her enjoying a sense of power in how she knew exactly what I wanted out of her and that she could give it or take it as she saw fit. She stayed there like that, looking down at me, stroking my cock, getting that precum flowing with only the slightest bit of effort, jacking my cock until I was nice and slick and she had me at her mercy.
"Mmm, yes, you like that..." Haley teased. "Of course you do, you're a guy... a handjob is pretty much all it takes, isn't it?"
"Not every guy has a cock like I do, nor do they know how to get you going like I do," I growled again, thrusting against her hand. "I think today covers that pretty fucking well."
She considered this, nodding. "True, true... and I *do* want your cum, I just want you to-"
I had a fair few ideas on what she wanted out of me, and I was happy to oblige, especially when she got me this fucking horny. I reached up, grabbing her hair and pulling. It wasn't too hard, but it was enough to pull her head to the side and make her arch her back, which certainly added to the nice view of her tits.
"You want me to keep doing this?" I proposed, letting my voice drop to a low, pleasantly dominant tone.
Haley moaned, softly. "It... fuck... it's pretty motivating."
"Good," I replied, tightening my grip in her hair. "Then how can I motivate you to get some lube for those tits so I can fuck them and make a big fucking mess of you?"
She moistened her lips. "That... I think... fuck, you've already motivated me, alright?"
"Good," I repeated, letting go of her hair.
Looking slightly disgruntled, and more than a little turned on, Haley climbed off of the bed and disappeared into the bathroom. She came back out moments later with a bottle of KY in hand, smirking at me.
"You know, it's not every guy I let treat me like this... don't get me wrong, I fucking love it when you do it, but if I ever let any of the kinds of guys I'm normally with know that, they'd just be assholes about it, I think. I like that you know how to treat me like a bitch but also still want to treat me right. It's a good mix... the *right* mix for me, I think," Haley explained.
"Of being used and pleased?" I suggested.
"Uh huh..." she continued, squeezing a generous amount of lube onto her massive tits, then setting the bottle aside so she could rub it in. "You use me, and you please me well... fuck, you really do make me your spoiled little slut."
I slid to the edge of the bed, dropping my legs over the side so I could sit up and better look at Haley as she crossed the room toward me.
"And... well, you bring out an interesting side of me..." I admitted, savoring the sight of Haley kneeling before me, her huge tits slick with lube. "I normally like to go with the flow, don't really have to be a dominant type all that often, but it's fun with you, because I know you get off on it, and I get off on you getting off and... well, yeah, it's like we get into a weird kind of feedback loop that makes sure the two of us cum all the harder when we're together. We just keep feeding that cycle, keep driving each other crazy, and then... explosions... holy fuck, you're hot."
"I'm not sure I understood all of that, but I got the gist," Haley chuckled, leaning in toward me more, making sure I could see the glistening cavern of her cleavage. "And I *definitely* like how it ended..."
For emphasis, she jiggled her tits from side to side, leaning in more until her lips were only inches away from my cock. While this would hardly be the first time that Haley had sucked my cock, it didn't make me shiver with anticipation any less at the sight of her full, pink lips parting with anticipation, at the feel of her hot breath against my cockhead.
"Fuck... this is so big..." she chuckled again, leaning in and running her tongue along the underside of my shaft.
Her efforts were light and swift, using only the tip of her tongue and stopping just as she reached the base of my cockhead. When she saw how excited this got me, she only teased back down my shaft, leaning in and kissing my balls.
This really got me groaning, and Haley, knowing she'd found what she wanted from me, leaned in and kept sucking, swirling her tongue over my balls and driving me positively wild. I ran my fingers through her hair, not unkindly this time, even though I got the impression that Haley may have wanted a bit of unkindness from me. It just felt too good for me to ruin the moment, and so I savored it, enjoying the feel of her mouth on my balls while she lingered there, before kissing her way back up my shaft and wrapping her lips briefly around my cockhead.
Given the size of it, this did take a fair bit of stretching for Haley to accommodate, but as with every time we'd done this before, she proved her remarkable cocksucking skills quite impressively, sucking my cockhead in and slurping on it, sucking enthusiastically and running her tongue in circles around me.
"Oh god... oh, fuck..." I groaned, tightening my grip in her hair. "You're such a good cocksucker..."



Letting the head pop from her lips, Haley laughed. "So good you don't want to fuck my tits?"
"I didn't say that," I replied.
Smirking, she straightened up, bringing her tits to my cock. "Good answer..."
I've said it before, and I'll say it again: if you ever find yourself with the option to get your cock between a pair of truly massive tits, for the love of god, do yourself a favor and fucking do it. Though sliding my cock between Haley's titanic H-cup breasts wasn't something I was new to, feeling it slip between her large, lubed up tits was a feeling like no other.
Haley grinned up at me smugly as we did this, pressing her tits in around my cock and bouncing up and down slightly, letting me see my cock disappear and reappear, just so, as she pumped my cock with her insane rack.
"Yeah... yeah, you really like that, don't you?" she teased, quickening her pace.
I began to thrust against her, groaning, "Ummm... that's... holy fuck... pretty obvious..."
"Yeah, well, I like to hear it anyway; these tits can be a real pain in the ass sometimes, but I do enjoy them being used by the right person..." Haley continued, keeping her voice sultry and demanding.
"I do like being the right person," I replied, thrusting into her tits with a greater urgency.
While I normally like to expound on how great and meaningful certain sex acts could be, when it came to tittyfucking Haley, I'll admit that it's easier to lose the more flowery side of prose and just get locked into the debauchery of the moment. I was in a world of my own as I moaned and grunted as I thrust against her tits, my cock feeling nice and sensitive and feeling more ready by the moment to paint her fucking tits with cum. After a couple good, hard orgasms already, I knew that this wouldn't be my biggest or best effort, but I remained hopeful that I'd make a nice mess out of Haley all the same.
By the way she kept bouncing her well-lubed tits around my cock, I knew that she was in much the same place. For all of her bitching about how she would have to take another shower after this, she fucked my cock with her breasts like a woman possessed, grunting and cursing and grinning up at me with a playful superiority, knowing that for all of our power play during the day, she could easily break me with her tits. I looked down at that smug grin, watching my cock appear and disappear within the cavernous depths of her cleavage, and even as overwhelmed as I was, I couldn't help but smile.
This was a pretty fucking great way to kick off my Spring Break in style.
No longer able to hold myself back, I moaned aloud and came on Haley's tits. It was far from the biggest load in the world, but it was respectable, I think, all things considered, giving her a nice pearl necklace with some decent splatters that ran down her huge tits and dripped to her nipples. Haley looked thoroughly self-satisfied to be this kind of cummy mess, rubbing my cum into her tits as she squeezed out the last drops that she could onto her pale, creamy skin.
"Fuck," I chuckled, leaning back and bracing my hands against the bed, propping myself up so I could get a better look at her like this before collapsing.
Still with that smug little smile of hers, Haley scooped up a fair amount of my cum on one finger and brought it to her lips, slurping it down.
"Still tasty," she said, impressed.
"Cool..." I laughed again, trying to catch my breath. "Always... happy to know that..."
"Uh huh," Haley replied, standing up.
I looked at her like this, looking every bit a cum-stained sex goddess in this state. We'd both made sure that she was quite a mess, and I couldn't deny that quite a mess was a very good look on her.
"So, I was thinking... I know you've got a lot going on this week, but if you wanted to stay here tonight, you could gather your strength, we could get some takeout, and have, I dunno, *all* the sex..." Haley continued, leaning in toward me as her voice took on a particularly sultry tone.
I looked at Haley, and honestly didn't need a whole lot of convincing. While it was true that I had been invited on some mystery plan adventure Olivia the next day, that wouldn't be until early afternoon, and until then, I was quite free. And if that freedom entailed being with Haley...
"You got it," I replied, grinning at her.
"Perfect," Haley replied. "I need to get cleaned up first, but when I'm back, let's take a breather, fool around some more, fuck around some more, and repeat the process as necessary."
I enjoyed the view as she walked away toward the bathroom, my eyes dropping to her epic ass as her hips swayed lusciously.
Finally allowing myself to collapse to the bed, I stared at the ceiling and laughed to myself, "Spring Break... *fuck* yeah!"
***
(Author's Note 2: For the longest time, writing these stories was something that I did in my spare time for fun, but because of the great support of so many readers, I am nearly able to write these stories full-time. It's been amazing, and I cannot thank you and your enthusiasm enough. As ever, if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series, as it truly keeps me going sometimes. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. For a lot of reasons, it's been hard for the last few years, and in times like that it gets really easy to forget the little things and not take care of yourself, and I humbly ask that you take time out of your day for some self-care when you can. Stay hydrated. Move around every so often. Brush your teeth and floss. Try to get a reasonable amount of sleep as often as possible. And, of course, please take care of your mental health. Address problems rather than bottling them up, and if things seem like too much, just know that there are people and resources out there who would be more than happy to help you, and that many are just a phone call away. It's a rough world out there, but we can't make it a better place if we don't take care of ourselves first. As always, please be kind to yourselves and to everyone else!
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***
As the senior class cheer captain at Regan Hills High School, 18-year-old Dakota Lewis had known that this day was coming for some time. As a known hardass who liked to drive the other girls on the squad hard so they could reach their greatest potential, she knew that April Fool's Day would likely be some kind of reckoning for her, even if she didn't exactly know the flavor that that reckoning would come in... but with tradition being what it was, she knew that this was likely to be one hell of a night for her.
She also knew that, with Regan Hills kind of having an unspoken reputation as one of the horniest small towns on Earth that however she was pranked might well be sexual in nature, especially considering the fact that she and the other cheerleaders had all had their share of fun fucking around as the year had gone on, because, hey, when all your friends are hot and horny, why wouldn't you be having as much fun with them as possible?
Nevertheless, Dakota hadn't expected her friends to be quite this creative for an April Fool's Day prank.
Standing at the fifty-yard line at Regan Hills High's football field, naked save for her shoes and socks and the blindfold that had been slipped over her eyes, Dakota had to admit that they'd successfully surprised her. The cool night air on this lovely April in Southern California evening made her skin prickle with gooseflesh and her nipples go hard, but she stood still, strong and determined and ready to face whatever they intended to put her through. It didn't mean she completely lacked anxiety over what was to come, as it was easy to fear the unknown when you were naked and blindfolded in the middle of a football field, but for all intents and purposes she thought she did a good job of hiding it by putting on a playfully defiant face.
There were people around her, bustling, their footsteps in the grass obvious. She knew that something was coming, and coming soon, just what that something would be she wouldn't hazard a guess.
"We're gonna put these on you now," a kind, if somewhat sickly-sweet, voice explained as a pair of noise-canceling headphones were slid most of the way over Dakota's head. "Then you count to thirty... you can take them and the blindfold off then and, like, you'll know what to do then! Have fun!"
Before Dakota could raise a question, the headphones were completely pushed over her ears, and she was left alone in this world, standing naked and exposed and uncertain of what would come next. It was only that she trusted her friends that she indulged the plan this far, and she meant to see it through.
30... 29... 28...
She could feel more movement around her, more hurried preparation.
27... 26... 25...
Whatever they had planned was certainly elaborate, she had to give them that, as she felt the bustling of more bodies around her.
24... 23... 22...
Dakota felt a body closing in at her left side, some vigorous action that was difficult to determine for how blind and deaf she was to what was going on...
21... 20... 19...
Quickly, she felt the shackle of a pair of handcuffs click around her left wrist, then some resistance as whoever was attached to the other shackle pulled against her with some hesitation of their own.
18... 17... 16...
It was as Dakota felt people running away from them, then experimentally pulled against her own side of the handcuffs to meet the resistance of whoever she was shackled to, that she felt that first hint of trepidation and wondered just what the fuck she had gotten herself into.
And to think, this had all started so promisingly...
***
Just because she was a hardass to the other girls on her squad, that didn't mean Dakota wasn't a team player, and it especially didn't mean she had no respect for traditions, no matter how annoying they made her life. While there weren't too many traditions that she knew she had to be concerned about, when it came to April Fool's Day, all bets were off. Regan Hills High clubs had an informal tradition of pulling some fairly impressive pranks on their captains and presidents and the like, and since they always wanted to go bigger than everyone else, the cheerleaders in particular had a reputation to keep up for some fairly epic pranks on their captains from year to year. Though there were plenty ways to get around it with her friends and connections, considering how hard she was on the other girls the rest of the year, Dakota understood that this was one of those times where if she knew what was good for her, she'd take the pranking in stride and let them all have their fun.
But that didn't mean she was going to do it without at least some dignity.
That was why Dakota snuck into the school at the appointed hour after dark, dressed in her best, most formal blue and white cheerleading uniform, her hair and makeup done up perfectly. It may not have been war paint in the traditional sense, but it was how she chose to face whatever crucible the rest of the girls in the squad had in mind for her, and her way of reminding them that she was one of the hottest bitches in school.
And, Dakota had to admit, she was looking particularly hot today. At a lean 5'8", she was particularly statuesque among the cheerleaders, her pale skin close to flawless save for a light smattering of freckles across her cheeks that gave her a particularly mischievous look. The formal cheerleading uniform hugged her lean and toned dancer's body perfectly, the skirt not covering up too much of her shapely legs and full, round ass. While the top and its accompanying long white gloves were not the most flattering in the world, it was tight enough to hug her frame nicely and show off just how nice her C-cup breasts could look. With her shoulder-length, dark brown hair pulled back into a tight, functional ponytail, her clever, angular face was all the more highlighted, which when combined with her delicate features, smug little grin and bold blue eyes gave her an understandable confidence with how fucking good she looked.
So, it was with a spring in her step and a sense of confident ease that she strolled through the empty school, making her way across the darkened athletic fields toward the cheerleading office. Though there was a certain thrill, maybe even fear, for someone as prone to overachieving as her at being at school well after everyone was supposed to be gone, any anxiety about getting caught was far from her mind. After all, the school only had one security officer, and even Officer Brandy had a home to go to at the end of the day.
And even if she was caught, this would hardly be the biggest trouble that Dakota had managed to talk herself out of.
As she reached the cheerleading office just off the football field, Dakota straightened herself out, once again doing a quick scan of the area around her and finding herself seemingly alone, though she knew that was far from the case. Ever since she'd stepped foot on campus, she'd felt eyes on her, watching and waiting and ready to pounce. Though this should have put her on her guard, on this day of all days, Dakota was prepared to let them pounce this once.
Raising her hand, she knocked on the office's door.
Just as soon as she'd done it, the door swung open about a foot, a cute, cheerful face looking up at her. It was a face that Dakota knew well, her sparkling smile, bright green eyes, bobbing, shoulder-length blonde pigtails... yeah, the ever-energetic 18-year-old Brooke King was one of the more distinct members of Dakota's cheer squad.
"You're here! Excellent!" Brooke exclaimed, opening the door a little wider and grabbing Dakota by the wrist.
With surprising strength for her petite frame, Brooke pulled Dakota into the cheerleading office, then quickly closed and locked the door behind her. She wasn't the only cheerleader in here, either, as the willowy redhead with glasses and a cutely goofy grin, 18-year-old Sasha Pearl, and the busty and charitable Latina, 18-year-old Jade Alvarez, also stood in the office, seemingly waiting and at the ready. These were three of the nicer girls on the cheer squad, so Dakota felt no imminent threat, but their dark clothes gave them a vaguely conspiratorial vibe, which certainly fit the occasion.
"Girls," Dakota said with a nod.
"Hey," Jade replied, nodding to Dakota.
"Hi!" Sasha replied brightly.
"So, this would be, like, one of those moments in a movie where I'd totally say, 'So, I guess you're wondering why I invited you here...' but you totally kinda know that, so we can dispense with that step and get down to the April Fool's of it all, yeah?" Brooke suggested.
"I would like that," Dakota replied evenly, smiling at the girls with a well-earned confidence. "I know that I'm about to face some variety of humiliation, and I'd like to get it over with sooner rather than later while you all get your laughs in... I haven't seen them, but I trust the other girls are here as well?"
"Totally," Brooke replied.
"Yeah," Sasha replied conspiratorially, strolling over toward Dakota. "We've got most of the squad here, and some assorted allies and other friends just to make things particularly interesting. I mean, after they found out what was happening tonight, an audience was inevitable."
Well, that was fascinating. Dakota had never feared an audience in the past, and she wasn't planning on backing down this time even if that meant her humiliation being watched.
"But we're here, right now, to make sure you're ready for this, and to let you know that if you want to quit, you can. You don't have to do this just because it's a long-running tradition, because, let's face it, there's a lot of shitty long-running traditions out there and you don't have to do anything you don't want just because it's been done for a long time," Jade said, her voice, as ever, a natural comfort to Dakota.
Straightening herself out, Dakota replied, "I've been preparing myself for this all day. I'm ready for whatever you girls have to throw at me."
Brooke, Sasha and Jade shot each other conspiratorial looks, then exchanged some rather giddy smiles.
"You're sure about that?" Sasha asked.
"Positive," Dakota replied.
"Even if it's gonna contain a night of sexy shenanigans? Because we, like, want ya to know that it's gonna be pretty heavy on sexy shenanigans, and we just wanna make sure that everyone's consenting before we subject ya to anything, because if you do consent and are down for anything like you say you are, it's got some potential to get totally steamy," Brooke explained, smiling up at Dakota with the same cheer and enthusiasm she always brought to the field.
Dakota licked her lips at the possibility of sexy shenanigans. She and the rest of the girls on the squad had had a lot of fun together this senior year, and Dakota liked to think that she knew their tastes well, so well in fact that she thought there was nothing they could do to surprise her.
This would turn out to be a bit of a mistake, not that she wouldn't have a fair bit of fun by the time all of this was over.
Thinking about the possibilities, even if it would mean a certain level of humiliation to be mixed in as well, Dakota said, "I'm ready."
Jade and Sasha shared delighted looks, while Brooke squealed with joy.
"Alright, girls, let's strip her, blindfold her and get her outside so we can let the games begin!" Brooke exclaimed.
As the three of them descended upon the brunette cheer captain, Dakota couldn't help but get the feeling like there was more to this prank than even she had predicted, but by the time she began to wonder what her friends were really up to, they'd already begun to remove her clothing.
***
3... 2... 1...
Alright, enough was enough. Dakota lifted her free hand and grabbed the noise canceling headphones, pulling them off and dropping them to the ground, the blindfold following seconds later. She blinked her eyes, getting readjusted to the limited light of the dark field. Considering her naked state, she half-expected there to be a crowd of people surrounding her, laughing and pointing and taking pictures of her nudity. There, however, weren't any people surrounding her as far as she could see, even if she could still feel that primal sensation of distant eyes watching her every move, and for all intents and purposes, she seemed to be alone on the football field.
Alone, save for the beautiful blonde girl who stood next to her, her right hand cuffed to Dakota's left and standing every bit as naked as the cheerleader herself was. The other girl's count must have been a few seconds off from Dakota's, because it took her a moment longer before she stripped off her headphones and blindfold, but the moment she did, she looked around with a similar look of blinking confusion and annoyance.
"Motherfucker..." she said, tugging her right hand against the handcuffs, before looking at Dakota with some surprise.
Nonplussed, Dakota replied, "Hey, Eliza... happy April Fool's Day. They got you too?"
The blonde eyed Dakota with a further wave of annoyance, tugging at her cuffed hand again, before her shoulders dropped with resignation. "Yeah, looks like it."
As people she could have been handcuffed to on April Fool's Day went, Dakota knew that she could have done a lot worse than 18-year-old Eliza Dane. While she didn't know her well, she knew Eliza was the captain of Regan Hills High School's swim team, and though Dakota had never really attended any swimming related sporting events, she had definitely heard of Eliza's reputation as a skilled athlete and a beast when it came to any and all forms of competition. Beyond that, Eliza also had a reputation for being as much of a beast academically, consistently scoring near the top of whatever classes she was in.
Of course, one doesn't get a reputation for being a beast easily, and in the few occasions Dakota had had to talk with her in the past, she knew Eliza fairly direct in speech and rough around the edges personality-wise, which didn't make her a lot of friends on her team or in class. As a similarly academically inclined hardass, Dakota actually had quite a bit of respect for Eliza, and didn't mind her nearly as much as everyone else around school seemed to, so while she found it terribly on the nose that the two of them had been paired together for whatever this prank was, she was optimistic that whatever it entailed that Eliza Dane would make a great partner.
And... well, she would have been in denial if she said she hadn't checked Eliza out either, and it was undeniable that the swim team captain was fucking hot. Lightly tanned all over, the 5'9" blonde had a toned athlete's body, not too muscular, but with muscles just prominent enough to know she was best not to be fucked with. Her long, shapely legs led to a toned, round ass, a strong back and tight abs. Her pussy was shaved bare, a sight that Dakota didn't mind in the slightest, and while the rest of her body was tight and compact, her breasts were anything but. Full and high and easily a DD-cup, with prominent, dark nipples that begged for all sorts of attention, Dakota found herself briefly wondering if they were ever a problem with swimming, but knew better than to ask; lord knew she was acquainted with plenty of top-heavy cheerleaders who managed just fine.
Eliza's face was every bit as striking as the rest of her, her jaw strong and cheekbones high, her eyes a bright green that seemed to constantly be scanning the environment for any challenges and full, prominent lips that were every bit the definition of pouty, briefly making Dakota wish that she'd found Eliza when they were both a little tipsy at a party so that she could make out with the swim captain.
Maybe a bit more than make out if the night treated them well.
Eliza ran a hand through her blonde hair, cut short (but not so short that a few locks nearly fell into her eyes) and shaved on the sides in a way that gave her a distinctly streamlined look. She looked around thoughtfully, before turning her attention back to Dakota, considering.
"So, we gotta run around and demean ourselves until we can get out of these, don't we?" Eliza suggested.
"I'd say that was the goal," Dakota said, lifting her cuffed hand and pulling Eliza's along for the ride. "These... these are real handcuffs. These aren't your garden variety sex shop love cuffs, no... no quick safety releases here... somebody really wants us to work to get out of these."
"I'm not afraid of work," Eliza said, tugging their wrists back down. "Can't say I'm a fan of demeaning, though."
"Yeah, well, it's April Fool's Day, and we signed on to this for the sake of our traditions and our girls," Dakota explained, offering the blonde a peaceful smile.
"Maybe we did, but that doesn't mean I wanna stretch this out any more than we gotta. I'm feeling pretty fucking exposed out here," Eliza replied, shivering slightly and looking around nervously.
"Well, you're not alone, at least," Dakota replied, looking down at the grass before them with some interest. "And it's not like you don't look fucking great exposed. Also, I think I might've found our first clue on how to get the fuck out of here."
If Eliza heard Dakota's compliment, she didn't let it show, but her sharp eyes did certainly follow where Dakota was pointing, catching sight of the small tape recorder that had been left on the ground in front of them, the words 'PLAY ME' conveniently taped to the front of it.
"Something tells me they want us to play the tape," Dakota quipped, smiling brightly. "Though I wonder if we should- HEY!!!"
Eliza stepped forward, dragging Dakota along for the ride as she bent over and reached for the tape recorder. Dakota was quick and agile enough that she wasn't taken down, even though it was close for a step there.
"Sorry," Eliza said, even though her focus on the task at hand didn't make her sound all that sorry.
"You know, I think we're supposed to work together on this," Dakota explained.
"You really think that?" Eliza replied sarcastically, standing back up as she manipulated the tape recorder in her hand.
Dakota had a few choice answers that she thought she could offer Eliza, but held onto her tongue enough to compose a more constructive response.
"No... and you don't either," Dakota answered.
"Yeah, exactly," Eliza said, straightening up and trying to look thoroughly important. "They want to see us fall on our asses, because that's the joke of this all, and if falling on our asses is an inevitability, I'd rather get over with it quickly. I know you can keep up, and I'll need you to keep up, because I don't want to have to be dragging you around with me."



Dakota felt a flare of anger, and those choice answers she'd thought of a moment before were seeming more choice by the second, but again she fought back that fiery instinct and thought on more constructive responses to the situation.
"Yeah, they want to see us fall on our asses because it's funny... but have you considered the possibility that we don't have to fall on our asses?" Dakota proposed.
Eliza paused, her thumb above the play button on the recorder. "I have, but let's be honest with ourselves: avoiding that is unlikely."
"So, there might be some ass-falling, but what if we chose to do it on our own terms?" Dakota continued. "I mean, come on, they probably came up with this whole handcuffed idea because they thought we'd be at each other's throats since, you know, we're both bad bitches, but what if instead of being at each other's throats we actually worked together and gave it our best tonight? Instead of fighting, why don't we show them what two bad bitches can do when they put their heads together, and if we have no choice but to fall on our asses, we fall on our asses gloriously?"
It was far from Dakota's best motivational speech, a fact that she was well aware of, but it might have been one of the best she'd ever made while naked. It was enough to make Eliza keep pausing, considering her words for more than just a few seconds.
"I don't like failure... I'm a fucking winner," Eliza admitted begrudgingly, before cocking half a smile Dakota's way. "But if I have to fail, failing gloriously does have a better sound to it."
Now that... that was a smile that Dakota could work with. There was nothing combative (well, nothing combative toward her, anyway) to it, nothing that told her that tonight was going to be misery, no, this was a smile of raw determination and fighting spirit, the kind that they would need to do whatever their friends had set out for them, even if that turned out to be failing gloriously.
Dakota would have also had to be blind not to also find that smile terribly attractive, as Eliza was certifiably hot, and looking at those full lips parting pursing together before curling into a cocky little grin did have Dakota wondering, if only briefly, what it might feel like to sit on Eliza's face. The way she eyed Dakota in this moment had the cheer captain wondering if Eliza was thinking a similar thought about her, but these notions were pushed aside as she considered the tape recorder in Eliza's hand, and her competitive side took over.
"Alright, well, if we're gonna fail gloriously, or win gloriously, whichever happens first, the only way we can do it is by taking that first step," Dakota said, eyeing the device. "I'm good to play it if you are."
"I'm good," Eliza said, chuckling darkly as she looked at the recorder in her hand. "I'm half-expecting to see a puppet on a tricycle roll out here and tell us we gotta start looking for a hacksaw somewhere around here looking at this thing, but... yeah, I'm good..."
With a nod to herself, Eliza pressed the play button on the recorder, holding it up so they could both listen.
After a quick burst of static, a distorted voice came through. "Hello Dakota, hello Eliza..."
Dakota nodded, agreeing. "Yeah, someone's definitely watched too many Saw movies."
"Seriously," Eliza replied.
The voice on the tape confirmed, "Right now, you're probably thinking that we've all seen too many Saw movies, and you're wondering if that means a night of pain for you... well, I can assure you that tonight you will not feel one bit of pain... well, you won't feel one bit of pain that at least one of you won't enjoy, anyway..."
The voice on the tape chuckled.
Eliza was less amused. "Come on, get to the point..."
"In the grand tradition of Regan Hills High School, you two have been chosen to be the recipients of a particularly unique prank on this April Fool's Day. Stripped bare and exposed to our leering eyes, you will have to complete a gauntlet of tasks if you wish to retrieve your clothes and the key that will free you from your handcuffs. Each task will test your fortitude, your wits, and your school spirit... work together, fight against one another, however you wish to handle this, know that you will be watched, and that your efforts will be enjoyed. So, in order to find your first clue, let's kick off these games with a little... capture the flag."
The moment the tape cut out, one of the stadium lights kicked on, illuminating one of the end zones. Though startled by the sudden light, Dakota couldn't deny she was impressed with their timing (or, at least their ability to listen in from a distance to know when to turn the lights on), as well as their flair for the dramatic.
The school mascot, Petey Puma, standing in the end zone was also a good touch. The off-the-shelf mascot costume looked like a well-worn approximation of a cartoon puma, with a blue and white Regan Hills High jersey pulled over it to further emphasize the spirit of Puma Pride. What Petey was doing standing there, Dakota couldn't say just yet, but she was willing to wager that it had something to do with their first task.
Narrowing her eyes, Eliza said, "I see the flag."
"On Petey?" Dakota asked.
Eliza nodded. "Around the waist; they're wearing a flag football belt. If that's our clue, it looks like we're gonna have to run for it. You ready for a sprint, Dakota?"
Dakota thought about this, watching Petey Puma as they began dancing to music that only they could hear, clearly meant to be taunting the pair of naked girls halfway across the field. As she watched Petey dance, a piece fell into place, and she smirked.
She knew those moves. She knew them well.
"I got a better idea. Walk with me," Dakota suggested, strolling towards Petey.
"What's the better idea?" Eliza asked, quickly catching up with Dakota before the handcuffs would have forced her to.
"If I said it, it'd ruin the surprise, but walking over there instead of running like a pair of fools is part of it. Just act natural, cool, and collected," Dakota suggested, tossing her hair back in a playful display of casualness.
Eliza rolled her eyes. "I don't know about you, but acting natural while naked?"
She waved a hand over her magnificent, naked body for emphasis, before continuing, "Yeah, it's not exactly the easiest."
"Doesn't get much more natural than naked," Dakota said cheekily.
Eliza rolled her eyes again. "Not what I mean."
"I know," Dakota chuckled. "You really gotta spend more time naked."
"You know, I may not be one of you cheer sluts, but I spend plenty of time naked, thanks," Eliza said, defensive as she straightened herself up importantly. "Cheerleaders aren't the only ones around here who know how to get action, you know."
"Good, because with a body like yours, it'd be a damn shame if you weren't," Dakota replied, keeping her tone light, but thoroughly confident.
Eliza slowed in her tracks for a moment, as if taken off guard by Dakota's words, but quickly caught up with her, mostly because the handcuffs didn't offer her any other choice. "So, why are we walking again?"
"Patience," Dakota said, keeping her tone playful yet mysterious as they neared Petey, who continued to dance in place. "All good things to those who wait... HEY, BEV!"
Petey stopped dancing in place, cocking their head to the side before a feminine voice called out from within. "How'd you know it was me?"
Dakota grinned. Truthfully, she wasn't 100% certain she had the identity of who was in the school mascot costume correct, but with the dancing she saw coming off this Petey she could claim about 85% certainty, and thought it was as good a stab to take as any. She was happy she was right on this one matter, however, because 18-year-old Bev Montoya was the one person who wore the Petey Puma costume most regularly that she'd have wanted to actually talk to. A cute and perky Latina who stood at a rather commanding 5'10", despite the mascot's geekier reputation, Bev had always fit in reasonably well with the cheerleaders and didn't look down on them in the slightest. If there was one girl she would have wanted to negotiate with, it would have been Bev, as she was sharp and could be reasoned with quite easily.
And if she couldn't... well, Bev also had a reputation of being on the clumsier side, and if they did have to chase her, well, she and Eliza stood an easier chance of being able to overtake her.
"I'd know those moves anywhere," Dakota said, mostly truthfully, urging Eliza to follow along with her cautiously as they approached the mascot. "So, they got you to sign on to this, too?"
"I didn't have a lot going on tonight, so, yeah!" Bev said cheerfully, nodding the big Petey Puma head at Dakota. "And, I mean, seeing you two so hot and naked and chained up like that, that's is gonna be one of those sights burned into my mind for a long time after this, so, I'd say it's all worth it!"
For emphasis, Bev tipped the mascot head down, then back up as if she were leering at the cheer and swim team captains before offering them a quick wolf whistle. Dakota smirked. She'd always suspected that Bev might have a bit of a freaky side to her, and she enjoyed the confirmation.
Good. That'd make the next part of her plan a lot easier.
"So, we're supposed to chase you down? Tackle you and get that flag so we can find out where we're supposed to go and what we're supposed to do next?" Dakota suggested.
"That's the idea!" Bev exclaimed, kicking a leg in the air playfully as she continued to dance ever so slightly away from Dakota and Eliza. "And I plan on giving the two of you one helluva chase, so, you're gonna be glad they let you keep your shoes once I get going!"
"If you think you're gonna outrun us in that costume, you've got another thing coming," Eliza said, determined as she rocked her head from side to side to work out a sore spot. "We can take you down, easy."
"I'm faster than I look," Bev teased back, waving her arms tauntingly in a 'come at me' gesture. "And I don't gotta worry about some big boobs bouncing all over the place like you do, Eliza; if you think you're gonna run with those without feeling it now and tomorrow and some days after that, you've got another thing coming!"
Eliza scowled at the mascot's point, which led Dakota to step in. "You know what, Bev, you're right. We'd have a pretty hard time chasing you down when we're all exposed like this, and I'm sure you're faster than you look in that absurd costume."
"Hey, it's not absurd!" Bev interjected, scandalized. "That's not a good way of showing Puma Pride!"
"You're probably right, but tonight's not about Puma Pride, it's about putting us through our paces while our friends watch us do humiliating things, naked and cuffed as we are. Though before I go any further, I will note, it is our Puma Pride that actually had us come here tonight knowing the sort of thing we'd be in for, but that's immaterial to the fact that if this comes down to a chase, in the end, even though Eliza and I will be most uncomfortable, we'll still win. You won't outrun us in that costume for long, we'll tackle you, take what we need to take from you and we'll all be tired and sweaty and ready to move on. Rather than taking that drastic a step, I have a diplomatic proposition for you to consider," Dakota said, smiling coolly.
Eliza looked at Dakota as if she might have been crazy; they were already only a short distance away from Bev, and could have easily tackled the mascot if they wanted to. Nevertheless, Dakota held firmly, tugging against the handcuffs to prevent Eliza from doing anything that premature.
Bev cocked her head, curious. "I mean, they asked me to help on this because they thought it would be funny, and we do have an audience who's watching, but, if you wanna try diplomacy, you've certainly piqued my interest."
Dropping her voice to a lower, sultrier tone, Dakota continued, "Well, I can't see your eyes, but you are looking at us, aren't you? And you're enjoying what you see?"
Dakota ran a hand up her own body teasingly, cupping and squeezing one of her bare breasts. Seeing what she was doing, and that Bev's attention on this seemed quite rapt, Eliza grinned and followed Dakota's example, turning slightly to better jut her ass to the side for Bev's benefit, running a hand over it and squeezing her immaculate flesh.
Seeing that Bev hadn't said a word and still watched the handcuffed girls intently, Eliza added, "Oh yeah, she's definitely liking what she sees... I mean, I don't know if she's into pussy or not, but if she wasn't before tonight, she definitely is now. How couldn't she be? We're fucking hot!"
"I like girls, I like guys," Bev said a little defensively. "Why should someone be forced to choose? It's not a big deal or anything, but yeah, I'm liking what I see with the two of you, and if you wanted my attention, you got my attention. What's your diplomatic proposition?"
Eliza looked at Dakota questioningly, wondering if they were going to jump into some variety of sexual favor for the school's mascot right here on the field. Dakota, however, already had a plan.
"You give us the flag without a chase, and you've got an open invite to the rest of the private parties I hold at my house for the cheer squad. I know you're cute and fit and have a great fucking body, you'd clean up and be drowning in pussy in no time... more pussy than you could ever imagine. How does that sound?" Dakota proposed.
Bev stroked the bottom of her mascot chin with one of her large gloved hands. "It sounds like a lot of words. You got a timeline on when I can expect to be 'drowning in pussy'? Because I would like to find a good chance to drown in pussy."
Dakota thought quickly. "How does something right after Spring Break sound? I've been dragging my feet on making a plan and this might be the kick in the ass I need to pull the trigger. Nothing too fancy, but still some good times with some sexy bitches. You want in?"
With a firm, quick nod, Bev answered, "Sold."
Bev then turned around and jutted her ass out so that the flag attached to her costume was more visible. With little patience, Eliza reached out and snatched the flag off of her.
"I'm holding you to that promise, Dakota, because if you don't, there'll be hell to pay, and you don't wanna see the kind of hell that a mascot can make you pay!" Bev called out playfully as she danced away from the pair of handcuffed girls.
Once Bev was out of range, Eliza asked, "Are you really gonna hold to that?"
"Why wouldn't I?" Dakota replied. "I've been looking to have another party, and Bev's cute as fuck. Why not invite her?"
Eliza nodded, impressed. "Just... didn't really expect that out of a cheer slut."
"Well, I'm just full of surprises," Dakota replied.
Smirking, Eliza replied, "I'm sure on a good night you're full of all sorts of things."
Though Dakota was getting used to Eliza's bluntness, the suddenness that the swim captain said that with actually took her a bit off guard, forcing a smile to form on Dakota's lips. It didn't last very long, but it did make the brunette cheer captain give Eliza another appraising glance, before shaking the thoughts it inspired from her head.
Not yet... they had a lot more to do before she could really think like that.
"Alright," Eliza said, holding the flag up to the dim light to read. "Looks like we gotta head to the Puma Press offices. You need me to lead?"
"I know the way," Dakota replied, walking off in the direction of the school's main campus. "I fuck one of the writers there sometimes."
Catching up to her, Eliza asked, "You too, huh?"
Dakota wouldn't have thought this was something the two of them were guaranteed to have in common, but it also wouldn't have surprised her. After all, with every passing day, it seemed like more and more girls had one guy at school in common... and the thoughts of him were enough to bring out the most delicious of shivers from Dakota's core.
"Yeah, Ryan really gets around, doesn't he?" Dakota said, sighing pleasantly.
Eliza chuckled. "Ah, I've heard about him... I'm sure he does, but not in my neck of the woods. Nah, my writer's named Hope, and fuck is she an experience..."
"I don't think I know her," Dakota said, racking her brain for the entire list of people from their class before settling on her face. "Wait... Hope Harris? The skinny band girl with glasses?"
"I know, I know, she doesn't look like much..." Eliza explained, her vague defensiveness tinged with a distinct lust that she couldn't shake. "Certainly not like the kinds of people usually running in our circles, but she came to interview me for the paper one day and she gave me this look that she was down for some action, and I took her up on it and... I mean, girl's got some moves. I've never been topped like she can top me, and that girl's fucking amazing when it comes to topping... fuck, gets me all excited thinking about it right now."
Seeing the beautiful blonde swim captain shiver, her thighs tightening so subtly even in midstride, Dakota could only answer, "Fuck, it gets me excited hearing you talk about it."
"Oh, really," Eliza chuckled. "Never would've called you for that, I thought you'd be the type to always have to be in charge and on top."
"Then the public image I've been cultivating has certainly been a success," Dakota replied, smiling slyly. "I like my sexual encounters as varied as anyone else, and sometimes one of the flavors that comes in is wanting to be thrown around and topped and fucked like silly until I can't walk anymore."
Nodding, impressed, Eliza said, "Well, you're just full of surprises, aren't you? Good to know..."
Again, a hot bolt of energy shot through Dakota's core as she took in how Eliza was looking at her. Now, as a girl with a high sex drive who'd had more than her own share of fun with the many beautiful girls that Regan Hills High had to offer, Dakota knew that she could be reading plenty more into this than was actually there, especially when in the presence of someone who just radiated a sexual energy like Eliza did.
On the other hand, the exact tone that Eliza had stated her last comment with, when combined with the way she looked at Dakota, was pretty fucking blatant, too.
Rather than just sit on this, Dakota felt compelled to ask, "Are you flirting with me, Eliza?"
She kept her tone light, but her intention clear, as Dakota was normally not one to mince words, and wasn't planning on doing so this time. Eliza, for her part, only gave a bit of a smirk, cocking her head slightly enough to get a better look at Dakota before responding.
"Yeah. Got a problem with that?" Eliza challenged.
Dakota was only human, and she couldn't help but take another good, long look at Eliza's impressive body, tight and toned and yet not so much as to cut down on her impressive assets. Dakota couldn't argue with the fact that she was curious what it would feel like to have the two of their naked bodies pressed up against one another, rolling around and feeling just how good the other one felt... fuck, and she knew that Eliza would be good for it. Dakota had developed something of a sixth sense for when people would and wouldn't be good in bed, and she didn't need to consider the blonde swim captain handcuffed to her for long to know she would be absolutely fucking perfect in bed.
"No," Dakota admitted, smirking right back at Eliza. "But we're also naked and handcuffed and on school property; if we want to do anything beyond flirt, we're probably better off seeing all of this through as quickly as possible, yeah?"
"Yeah," Eliza acknowledged, picking up the pace a little. "Fuck it, let's see what April Fool's holds over at the Puma Press..."



***
It wasn't so much what April Fool's held at the Puma Press offices as it was who. As ever, the school's newspaper offices were small and cramped, filled with mismatched pieces of furniture and computers, with nearly a third of the far side of the room taken over by an ancient dark room that still made the rest of the offices smell faintly of developing chemicals. What was new for the occasion, however, was part of one wall that had been given a green felt backdrop, with a stool and a few decorative pillows set up for accents. With the tripod-mounted lights aimed at the backdrop as they were, it looked like they were set up for a photoshoot.
The goth girl standing next to them with a large camera hanging on a strap around her neck only seemed to confirm that.
"Well, fuck me, if that ain't a fun sight," 18-year-old Josie Wong said, offering the two naked girls a wolf whistle. "You two are looking fucking hot tonight."
Pale and busty, with black makeup that matched every bit of her gothy black clothing, the Chinese-American goth princess was someone who had purposefully separated herself from the cheerleaders on average, but as Dakota and Eliza were both the kinds of girls who liked to know a little bit of everyone around school, they could both at least recognize her.
"You're the next part of the gauntlet?" Eliza confirmed, before sarcastically adding, "Because if it means getting ogled by you, I'd hardly call that much of a challenge."
"Oh, me staring at you, commenting, lightly objectifying you if you're into that sort of thing, that's just a fringe benefit for me... I'm doing this as a favor for Brooke, because she knows how to ask oh so nicely," Josie said, sighing pleasantly. "But that's neither here nor there; if you want to pass this next test and get the next clue to where we've hidden your key and clothes, one of you is going to have to give up her pride for a little impromptu photoshoot..."
"If it's about nudes, I've got plenty on my phone; this isn't that big a deal," Dakota replied.
"Same," Eliza answered easily. "I see you've got the setup, so if you're here to make sure we take some artsy, high-quality nudes, that's something, but if you're trying to embarrass us, that's not gonna get the job done."
Josie pursed her black-painted, pouty lips into a dark little smile. "You know, you really ought to let me finish my speech before you go jumping to any conclusions about what this is gonna be about, because I had a whole fucking speech prepared for what to say when you got here, what tortures your friends had dreamed up for you, and it's like, now that you think you know exactly what's going on and are so fucking wrong about it, I feel like I should just keep both of you twisting and wondering, because I know torture way better than all your friends do... but then I look at both of your tits (and you ladies have some nice tits, so, congrats there) and I kinda forget what I'm saying and I remember what I'm here for, so, take some friendly advice: stop jumping to conclusions and let me tell you what the fuck you gotta do for the next clue?"
"Fine," Eliza answered.
"We won't jump to conclusions, promise," Dakota said, holding her free hand up.
"Good," Josie said, continuing to openly leer at them. "Alright, fuck the speech. We need one of you to sit on this stool for a photoshoot... of your feet. I'm gonna take some pictures, nice and classy of your sweet, bare feet, and then we're going to give them to your friends to share around publicly on their socials... with your consent and encouragement, of course, because your friends know you're all secretly freaky deep down, but obviously won't force you into doing something that you'd hate doing. And I really hope one of you is up for this; there's plenty of freaks around school I know who'll love getting a chance to look at some feet from one of the hotter, more popular girls in school. And, let's face it, you also know what they're gonna do once they get those pictures... so, who's it gonna be?"
Dakota considered the offer. She liked to think that she had very little shame, and had gotten around school enough to not think she had too much to worry about with having some feet pictures circulating around school... but on the other hand, the thought of the kind of people around school who'd want her feet pics having access to them to do whatever they wanted, it did give her some pause. Not enough to make her rule out the possibility entirely, but enough that she knew she had to carefully weigh her options before doing anything.
This was a consideration that Eliza didn't have to make for even a second.
"Fuck it, I'll do it," she said, walking over toward the photo area and taking Dakota along for the ride.
"Interesting..." Josie said, smirking. "I'd have called the cheer slut for this one... but never underestimate a hot jock, I guess."
"I can do this too," Dakota suggested.
Stopping just before the photo shoot backdrop, Eliza turned to Dakota and smiled. "Yeah, I know you can, because you're hot shit and all that, but you don't have to be hot shit all the time, not when there's other bitches out there every bit as determined and driven as you who can carry the weight, too. Now, come on, bend over so I can take my shoes off."
Dakota crouched down alongside Eliza, allowing the swim captain to unlace and take off her shoes, then her socks. This the quality of a person's feet was one of those things that Dakota was hardly an expert in, since Josie didn't seem to be unimpressed, it seemed like they were meeting this challenge of the gauntlet well. Now completely naked, Eliza stood with Dakota at her side, taking a seat on the stool and placing her feet on the cushions that had been set out for the shoot.
"So, we doing this, or what?" Eliza asked, confident, shooting a fun little smile at Dakota before glaring at Josie.
"Ooh, love that confidence..." Josie said, getting down on one knee. "I also love how you look from this angle... really great pussy you got there, Eliza... but, yeah, we're doing this."
As Josie snapped several pictures, the darkened room brightening with every flash from the camera, Dakota arched her neck to look over Eliza's body again. While she'd mostly focused on the blonde's impressive breasts and tight body, from this angle, the way that Eliza sat with her legs slightly spread, she grabbed a look and grinned.
"She's right, you really do have a great pussy," Dakota acknowledged, nodding.
"If you think it looks great, you should get a taste of it," Eliza replied, pleasantly cocky. "I'm fucking delicious."
Feeling her mouth water slightly, Dakota bit her lip, letting her eyes wander over Eliza again and trying to keep her composure.
"Don't tempt me," Dakota replied.
Ready for that response, Eliza quickly fired back, "And why shouldn't I tempt you? Tempting you is fun..."
Still snapping her pictures, Josie piped up, "At the rate you two are going, I'd say get a room, but I really don't want you to get a room... I'd watch the fuck out of you two going at it."
Dakota and Eliza exchanged glances, but said nothing more about the building chemistry. While this had been a night where the two of them were meant to be at each other's throats, the unique kind of camaraderie that had formed between them was something Dakota found far more exciting. She didn't know how much longer this night was meant to go, but if she and Eliza could attack every challenge with the same gusto...
"Alright, another couple dozen photos, then we'll be good to post!" Josie said with a playfully malevolent glee.
"Take as many as you need, not a problem on this end!" Eliza said confidently.
...yeah, Dakota felt like she had every reason to smile.
***
After the impromptu foot fashion show, and posting Eliza's pictures to social media, Josie had let Eliza put her shoes back on before giving them their next clue, telling them that the next challenge was going to take place in one of the classrooms of the science building, and that they would know it when they got there. That was an intriguing and vaguely ominous prospect in its own right, but Dakota knew she wasn't in a position to complain about it.
As the two girls left the Puma Press offices and began to walk across quad, Dakota couldn't help but say, "Fuck... I have no idea how you could do that so easily."
"It helps to be able to turn your pride off and on," Eliza admitted, laughing to herself. "Some things, pride is unquestionable on, but other things, I can turn it off and on as I need to. I wear swimsuits all the time as part of the team, and I've got a great fucking body, I know people look at me, and I know what they're gonna think of me when they're looking like that, and I say, fuck it, let 'em look. Let 'em think. I'm still gonna win, so why worry about the other parts so much? Same deal with the feet. They're out there, exposed enough already, probably already got all the pervs looking at 'em... so, fuck it, I swallow my pride, and I put those out there, and whatever happens, happens. I won the challenge, didn't I? And if the pictures are popular enough, who knows, maybe I can work my way through college selling feet pics if the scholarships aren't enough."
Dakota laughed with her. "I know I'm not an expert, but from what I saw in there, you could probably make some serious cash."
Eliza smirked at Dakota, smoothly asking, "You ogling me, Dakota?"
Quickly, Dakota fired back, "Only as much as you're ogling me."
"That's gotta be a lot, then... I should feel flattered," Eliza replied, chuckling.
"You should... I'm pretty picky," Dakota said coolly.
Fuck, she wanted to kiss Eliza right now... truthfully, there was a lot Dakota wanted to do with Eliza right now, but kissing was at the top of that list. Eliza had those perfect, pouty lips that she knew would feel amazing against her own, and she could tell that Eliza knew her shit. Dakota had been with enough guys, and girls for that matter, who talked a big game to know when someone actually was as good as they claimed to be, and Eliza definitely fell into that camp. There was something to her swagger, and her confidence, that was utterly genuine and had a way of making Dakota weak in the knees. Looking at Eliza, taking in the toned tightness of her body and the softness of what curves she did have... fuck, she was hoping for this prank to be over soon, mostly so she could find some way to get Eliza between her legs.
Or to get between Eliza's.
A moment passed between them then, the two of them stopping on the quad, and time seemed to stop for Dakota. Eliza looked into her eyes hungrily, her own breathing catching up in her chest as it seemed like she was challenging Dakota to make the next move.
"So... we've still got a lot we gotta do, but I know you're feeling this, too," Eliza said.
"Yeah... yeah, that's pretty fucking obvious," Dakota replied.
"We have to finish this, you know it, I know it, but I know there's some pressure building between us that's getting distracting... I'm not reading that wrong, am I?" Eliza asked.
"No, no you aren't. I'm there too, I mean..." Dakota waved a hand over her breasts, pointing to how hard her nipples were. "And this isn't just because there's a slight breeze."
"Feeling's mutual," Eliza said, darting her eyes to her own breasts, her own nipples already quite prominent. "So, I think we oughta just release some of that pressure, maybe just make out for like a minute or so, get a couple gropes in if we're feeling really greedy, and then get a move on so we can finish and then really see what happens next. That sound like an idea to you?"
It did sound like an idea to Dakota, though she wasn't sure if it was necessarily a good one if finishing their April Fool's tasks sooner was in the cards. She got the idea that once she and Eliza started kissing and groping that things wouldn't end there, and that this night would last one hell of a lot longer than either of them were expecting. On top of all of that, they were still being watched... and Dakota didn't get the impression that her and Eliza's friends would let them dawdle for very long.
This was confirmed when she turned away from the other girl for just a moment, and saw how the quad had changed in just a matter of moments. A corridor of bodies had been formed by their friends, with cheerleaders and swim team girls acting as walls across the quad, cheering and whistling and cat-calling Dakota and Eliza, making it clear that their path to the science classroom was not going to be an easy journey.
"Once more unto the breach," Dakota muttered under her breath.
"You can say that again," Eliza replied, marching forward.
There was an electricity in the air as the girls on either side of them whispered and hissed and giggled, and then began to close in behind them.
SMACK!
Dakota barely yelped as a hand impacted with her bare ass.
SMACK!
"Fuck!" Eliza yowled as another girl spanked her. "If you don't think I'm gonna get you all for this afterward, you're dreaming!"
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
More blows rained down on the girls' asses as cheerleaders and swim team members alike laughed and got their frustrations out on their respective captains. As this was hardly the first time Dakota had been spanked by her friends (though she normally preferred spanking them), she was able to laugh her way through most of this in a way that Eliza seemed to have a much harder time with. For a girl as imposing as Eliza, Dakota did take a certain pleasure in seeing that she wasn't completely bulletproof.
The spanks were something that Dakota could have dealt with just fine, but the next part was considerably more inconvenient as the next round of girls began throwing handfuls of blue and white powder at the handcuffed pair while shouting "PUMA PRIDE!" over and over. To say this would be the first color run that Dakota had taken part in would be a lie, but she didn't like it much the first time, and she was clothed then. For the sheer amount her cursing increased by, it didn't seem like Eliza was much of a fan either, which Dakota was happy to count on the tally of things the two of them had in common.
It only took a few of these girls throwing the colored powders at them for Dakota and Eliza to be an utter fucking mess, coughing and spitting and head to toe blue and white... but in the end, they made it out just fine.
"Fuck..." Eliza cursed after they hit the end of the gauntlet, before putting on a cocky smile. "You know, if that's the best they've got, I think we're gonna make it out of this alright."
Looking the statuesque swimmer over, who managed to look gorgeous in spite of having been color-runned to oblivion, Dakota was inclined to agree. "Yeah... I mean, what else could they throw at us?"
"Whatever they've got, we can take it," Eliza said, smirking down at Dakota.
"Fuck yeah," Dakota replied, smiling back and holding her hand up.
Eliza joined her in a celebratory high five that confused a number of the girls from the gauntlet, their cheers of triumph and delight at the supposed humiliation of their captains turning to quiet in a hurry. The looks of confusion on their faces, as far as Dakota was concerned, were enough to make her night.
***
Though the swim team and cheerleaders had done an admirable job at setting up a variety of challenges across the campus that were meant to be delightful, if not very harmful, humiliations for their captains, they did a fairly poor job of actually humiliating them.
When they bobbed for dildos in a tub in one of the science classrooms, Dakota and Eliza did an admirable job of coordinating in a way where they could clear the tub in a hurry, swiftly finding the dildo with the clue that led them to their next challenge.
When they were given a canvas in the art classroom to paint using only their boobs and some plentiful amounts of blue and white paint, the two girls jumped in with gusto, creating a work of art that, while it wouldn't win any awards any time soon, certainly was enough to fulfill the criteria their friends had been looking for.
For girls of such standing, they both snuck into the principal's office without any fear, using the copier to make photocopies of their asses before taping the copies to the school's trophy case.
Between every one of these challenges came another gauntlet run of spanks and nipple tweaks and more color run powder, reapplying whatever Dakota and Eliza had managed to slough off during the course of their challenges. Though Dakota found herself thinking that the school would have one hell of a mess to clean up the next day, on realizing that wasn't her problem (assuming she and Eliza didn't get caught, of course), she reveled in how much of a mess she and Eliza had become as they ran toward the final challenge of the evening.
At the drama club's little theatre, to get the clue that would finally lead them to their clothes and freedom, they were told that one of the girls would have to record a video of her faking a very loud orgasm. On this, Eliza was happy to take the lead once again, but since she had already done the foot pictures, Dakota happily shot her down and took center stage on this herself. As a girl who knew what she wanted and how to get it, she generally didn't like having to fake an orgasm... usually she could get out of those situations well before that became a necessity, but even with her usual standards for picking a partner, there were moments where she fucked up and picked someone who didn't know what the fuck they were doing (usually some muscly jock who looked great on the surface and didn't have a lot going for him other than that), and if the guy was nice in spite of his lack of skill, she'd gotten pretty good at a nice, dramatic fake orgasm that seemed real enough.
Well, real enough for a porno, probably.
Taking center stage in the little theatre, a spotlight on her while Brooke stood nearby recording everything on her phone, Dakota steeled herself for what she had to do. Though slightly nervous at first, once she got started, it was easy to lose herself in the part. She was a fucking mess, she'd been run through all sorts of hell tonight, enjoyable hell, to be sure, but hell all the same. She was tired, her ass stung from all the spanks, and she was a fucking mess. Every crevice she had was no doubt filled with blue and white powder, and it'd probably take the better part of a week to shower it all away. Though it had been an exhilarating night, she was looking forward to this being over...
Well, not every part being over. She looked to her side, catching that glint in Eliza's eyes that sent a distinct thrill through her body. Though she had never had "be handcuffed naked to the swim team captain" on her list of ideas for a good time, Eliza had proven to be great, if often gruff, company, a girl with a similar competitiveness to Dakota's own, and who had a similar attitude toward whatever challenge they faced. She looked every bit the mess that Dakota herself no doubt was now, but that didn't stop her from having a cocky look on her face that Dakota couldn't help but find terribly attractive.
Seeing that certain, exciting energy behind Eliza's eyes and feeling that twist something inside of her in some pleasurable knots, Dakota looked into the camera on Brooke's phone and gave the performance of a lifetime. She built up to her fake orgasm slowly, moaning and groaning softly, then louder, her body tensing as she got louder and louder, her body racking with faked pleasure and wild energy until she was crying out and shaking, holding onto Eliza for dear life before she fell over.



Catching her breath, or at least pretending to catch her breath, Dakota then sprung to her feet and looked Brooke in the eye. Somewhere, off in the darkness of the little theatre, a few girls from the cheer squad and swim team clapped for her. If she hadn't been holding her phone up to record them, Brooke looked like she would've done the same, before she finally slid it into her purse.
"Okay, yeah, that... well, that totally qualified as a good fake orgasm..." Brooke said, rifling around in her purse for something.
"And you've seen my real ones, so you know how good it is," Dakota replied.
"Actually, not so sure I've seen a real one anymore after what you showed us there, but, hey, do whatever you wanna do, that was fucking hot... whole night was fucking hot, really," Brooke said, pulling something small from her purse and tossing it their way. "Here, you guys, like, totally earned this."
Something small and shiny glinted their way, and Eliza caught it quickly, holding the small key in her open hand.
"Fucking finally," she said, quickly unlocking her side of the cuffs and rubbing her wrist, before handing it to Dakota. "Here."
"Thanks," Dakota replied, unlocking her side of the cuffs and dropping them, and the key, to the floor.
It felt good to be free, now... even if she wasn't quite free of this damned April Fool's Day yet.
Looking Brooke in the eye, Dakota asked, "And our clothes?"
"Ah, yeah, those," Brooke giggled, a tinge of mischief to her voice. "Well, about your clothes..."
Dakota was suddenly taken by the image that Brooke and the others might have simply thrown their clothes away, or at least taken them and hidden them away somewhere... it would be a fine punchline to a night like this, after all. Eliza looked like she had similar thoughts, as she took a threatening step toward the petite blonde cheerleader.
"Oh, you better not be fucking us over on this, Brooke," Eliza said, not raising her fist, but making it clear by her voice that she'd really like to.
Thoroughly unthreatened by her, Brooke giggled. "Oh, ease up, Eliza... you guys did great, and we're not gonna fuck you over for doing so well... no, I was just, like, drawing it out to get a last little thrill out of the two of you before all the fun was over."
"It better be over, or you're the one who's gonna get one hell of a spanking soon," Dakota threatened playfully.
"Ooh, promises, promises..." Brooke replied, sighing pleasantly.
"Yeah, and you know I keep my promises," Dakota shot back, smirking at the perky little blonde.
Brooke smiled up at her cheer captain. "Oh, you totally do... alright, you two've been good... made it one heck of an April Fool's for all of us here. Your clothes are in the cheerleading office. We left the door unlocked for ya since, well, it'd be mean if we didn't... though you'll probably want to take a shower first, since I dunno if you two have looked at yourselves in a mirror or other reflective surface lately, because you're both fucking messes."
Taking a step forward, Eliza reached down and smacked Brooke on the ass, getting a yelp out of the petite blonde and some chuckles from the others watching in the theatre.
Dakota looked at Eliza, surprised, but the beautiful swim captain simply shrugged. "What? You said you were gonna spank her, I thought it was fair game."
Brooke rubbed her ass, giggling. "She spanks way harder than you do, Dakota..."
SMACK!
Well, those were words that couldn't go unanswered, and Dakota didn't let them as she reached down and smacked Brooke on the ass one more time, the report of it echoing throughout the little theatre. Brooke yelped in a more pronounced way this time, taking a step away from the two formerly-bound girls.
"Okay, okay, I get that was a little too smart-aleck-y, I'm done, we're done, you're done... clean up and get your clothes, do whatever you want, have your fun while the rest of us figure out how we're gonna clean all this mess before tomorrow..." Brooke said, blowing a lock of hair from her eyes.
"You do that... and we'll do that," Dakota said, getting another lingering, smug look at Eliza.
Even as messy as they were, she couldn't help but think that there was a certain Amazonian beauty to the swim team captain, and the way that Eliza eyed her back did something to her deep inside, bringing a heat to her core and between her thighs she found positively yummy.
That wasn't for now, however... not when a hot shower and a change of clothes was in order, but soon... soon, Dakota would have to figure something out.
Eliza's mind was clearly in a similar place, though as seemed to be her way, she was more direct about the matter. Once the two girls, now no longer connected at the wrist, stepped outside of the little theatre and began walking toward the quad, Eliza spoke up.
"So, we never got around to that kiss..." she said.
"No, we didn't... kinda got a little busy there quickly," Dakota answered.
"Busy and messy, and not the kind of messy that goes really well with kissing," Eliza admitted, waving a hand over her messy, naked body. "But that doesn't mean I've forgotten about what we talked about, or how good you look naked and not covered in whatever the fuck this powder stuff is... incidentally, we're not, like, gonna get cancer from this stuff or anything, are we?"
Dakota shrugged, opening the door that led them back outside to the quad again. "Probably not... and I haven't forgotten either. I need a shower, a long one, and a hot one, and after that, I-"
Eliza cut her off, putting her hand on Dakota's shoulder as she got a good look outside. The gauntlet had returned, lining their path back to the cheerleading office. All the girls from the theatre, every girl who'd collaborated on this night, were lined up with bags of the colored powders and their eyes looking manic with one last bit of glee.
"What was that you said earlier, 'once more unto the breach'?" Eliza asked.
"Yeah," Dakota replied, unconsciously reaching a hand out and finding that she still somehow wished that she and Eliza were still bound together.
Her hand didn't stay out for long, however... at least not alone. Eliza soon reached out to her and took Dakota's hand in hers, holding on tight.
"Then... fuck it, let's make that breach our bitch," Eliza said.
"Pretty sure that's not how that's supposed to go, but you know what? I doubt the Bard could've said it better himself. Fuck it," Dakota replied, gripping Eliza's hand tightly as the two girls took off toward one final round of color and pain.
***
There was a distinct possibility that Dakota might have had better showers than the one she took that night of April Fool's Day, but if she had, she couldn't remember them. Naked and now barefoot, she took the hard spray of hot water with a distinct moan, watching with some relish the colorful trails running off of her body and moaning audibly at the feel of her muscles relaxing and all the tension of the evening leaving her. Somewhere on the other side of the locker room, she could hear Eliza going through a similar ritual, and while she wished she could be there to watch the other girl under the hot water, she also found the privacy welcome in its way.
As much as she wanted to jump Eliza, she also needed this, and if they showered within sight of each other, odds favored that they'd jump each other and never get clean.
So, Dakota spent time washing herself off, scrubbing down with the soap and loofah she kept at school for after particularly intense practices and rubbed the shampoo into her hair, feeling like she had been reborn. While she would no doubt likely be finding streaks of blue and white in unexpected places in the coming days, after the shower, she felt clean... brand new, even, feeling almost as if the night hadn't occurred.
Almost.
Once the initial layers of the night melted away in the shower, Dakota found herself all too aware of the affect the evening had had on her. It felt like every square inch of her body was still a live wire, every time her hand moved over her breasts or between her legs, even for completely innocent reasons, it felt like she might be set off and explode. Now, she'd been horny before, but usually when she'd gotten this horny in the past, Dakota could find some relief, from her hands, or her vibrator, or one of the many people she had in her contacts list who she could probably make bow down before her with some ease. Tonight, though, she hadn't been able to find that release, that instant satisfaction, and when in the presence of someone like Eliza, someone that hot and who happened to press a great many of the buttons that turned Dakota on, well... it was easy for her to stay quite charged.
Dakota turned the shower off, and found the locker room to be suddenly silent. Eliza had, clearly, already finished her shower, and Dakota felt a strange stab of urgency at the thought that the statuesque blonde might have already left. She quickly dried herself off with a towel, tying it around her chest to give her some cover, while grabbing another towel to dry her hair as she strolled hurriedly toward the cheerleading office. It wasn't that she was desperate for Eliza (not that she'd ever admit to it), no, nothing like that... but there was still some unfinished business the two of them had to discuss now that they'd had a chance to clean off.
"Eliza?" Dakota called out, her voice echoing through the girls' locker room.
There was no response. Alright, so that meant that Eliza had already moved on...
Putting her soap and shampoo back in her locker, Dakota continued to dry her hair, making her way toward the cheerleading office, reasoning that Eliza had likely gone in search of her clothes.
It was a short walk from the locker room to the cheerleading offices, a small series of rooms adorned with cheerleading posters and racks for uniforms, as well as some smaller rooms to relax and change in. The lights were already on when Dakota arrived, and as she entered, she was pleased to find Eliza already in there, standing in the far room of the cheer office, looking at her phone with a towel already wrapped around her own impressive frame.
As Dakota approached, Eliza said, "My feet pics are already pretty popular... word travels fast around here."
"Yeah, it tends to do that," Dakota replied, eye-fucking the busty blonde hungrily.
"Probably gonna be a whole lot of stories about what happened here tonight, lots of porny rumors about what the swim and cheer captains got up to. Most'll probably think they're just rumors or gossip, but some... those who know how things really work around here, they'll know they're true," Eliza said, setting her phone down on a nearby chair and looking at Dakota.
Dakota normally had a smart remark for any situation, but standing here like this, the two of them looking at each other with the tension of the night having built to a fever pitch... she was suddenly out of words. She tossed the towel that she'd been drying her hair with aside, dark, wet locks of hair falling around her face as she looked to Eliza lustfully.
The blonde swim captain ran a hand through her own short hair thoughtfully, then bit her lip.
"So," Eliza said, her voice low and full of promise as she looked Dakota up and down.
"Yeah," Dakota replied.
Without a word, Eliza freed the towel from under her arms, dropping it to the floor and standing in the cheerleading office deliciously nude. With new eyes, no longer clouded by competition, Dakota took in the lithe, muscular beauty standing in front of her, those beautiful, long legs, her full, round breasts with hard nipples begging to be sucked, her hairless pussy... fuck, Dakota could practically smell Eliza's arousal filling the room, or maybe it was her own.
More than anything else about Eliza, though, it was her lips that captivated Dakota. Those full, moist lips, parted just slightly, looking so fucking ready.
Biting her lower lip, Eliza challenged, "So, ready to put your money whe-"
Dakota didn't let Eliza finish her sentence, closing the distance between the two of them quickly and pushing Eliza against the wall, kissing the busty blonde on the mouth with a fire that would've burned the school to the ground if it could have been manifested as real. Those toned curves of Eliza she'd spent the night ogling were now hers to run her hands over, feeling and knowing this girl who'd gotten her so fucking hot and bothered... and those lips... fuck her lips were perfect to Dakota. Though taken off guard by the suddenness of Dakota's attacks, Eliza quickly began to kiss her back in kind, the two of them kissing with a fiery passion, soft, talented lips against soft, talented lips, their tongues darting in to explore each other's mouths, first experimentally, then almost as if they meant to do battle with each other.
Dakota knew that Eliza had a distinctly dominant reputation, but she meant to show her that two could play that game quite easily.
Eliza broke the kiss, pushing Dakota away just enough for the two girls to catch their breaths, and exchange a smile.
"Okay, that was worth the wait," Dakota said breathily.
"Mmm, my thoughts exactly," Eliza said, reaching down and pulling up the back of Dakota's towel.
Dakota groaned as she felt Eliza's strong hands dig into her ass, squeezing and massaging one of her favorite parts of herself. Moaning as she was groped so perfectly, she leaned her head against Eliza's shoulder, rocking her hips just enough to make sure the gorgeous blonde could get the best handful possible.
Kissing Dakota's neck and continuing to grope her ass, Eliza said, "Fuck... I've wanted to grab this ass all night... fuck, it's so fucking perfect..."
"It sure is," Dakota said, kissing Eliza's neck in kind and enjoying the moans it got. "Just like... fuck... I've been staring at your breasts all night..."
"I know," Eliza replied. "They're fucking great, aren't they? Not always the best for swimming, but... fuck... they do bring the stares. And I've definitely seen you staring."
"I haven't been hiding it," Dakota shot back, kissing Eliza on the lips.
Eliza moaned into Dakota's lips, squeezing her ass particularly hard. Dakota continued rocking her hips to give Eliza better access, and the blonde certainly took it, squeezing and massaging her cheeks, gripping them and separating them just enough to cause an intense jolt of pleasure to her asshole, one that spread through Dakota's body and made her shiver. Fuck, if Eliza wanted to get a few fingers up her ass right here, Dakota wouldn't have objected for even a second.
Eliza, on the other hand, had a much better idea than that.
Whispering into Dakota's ear, she said, "Suck my fucking tits... you know you wanna..."
This was true, and all Dakota needed to jump in wholeheartedly. She slid her hands up to cup Eliza's breasts, squeezing them and lifting them closer to her face. While they weren't the biggest tits she'd ever seen (there were some exceedingly stacked girls on the cheer squad), they looked absolutely tasty. How tasty they were, she didn't know yet, but there was only one way to be sure.
Leaning in, she enthusiastically kissed the tops of Eliza's breasts, before teasing first one nipple, then the other, with her tongue. The throaty, sultry sounds that this pulled from deep in Eliza's core were enough to kindle the fire within her, and she couldn't help but dive in, sucking on Eliza's nipple, applying just enough pressure to excite most any girl while flicking it with her tongue. She loved looking up into Eliza's eyes as she did this, knowing the power she had, controlling the other girl's pleasure and knowing that she was responsible for her looking so completely and utterly gorgeous.
"Fuck... you've... you've got some talent there, Dakota..." Eliza groaned, running her fingers through the cheer captain's hair as she pulled her head closer to her breast. "Harder... come on, suck me harder... fuck, so nice..."
Dakota obliged her, switching breasts to lick and suckle even harder, and while this was certainly fun, the fire burning in Dakota couldn't be put out so easily.
Wrapping her arms around Eliza, Dakota dragged her across the room, forcing her towards the couch. The thought of falling on top of Eliza and having her way with the lusty blonde certainly had its appeals, but Eliza was not so easily dominated. Bringing her hands up to Dakota's waist at the last second, she grabbed the brunette cheerleader and spun her around, tossing her onto the couch and then climbing atop her, pinning Dakota down.
"Seems... we're evenly matched," Dakota said, her skin flush from lust.
"Seems like it," Eliza said, rocking her shoulders from side to side.
The sight of Eliza's breasts hanging above her face, jiggling as she shook them, it did a lot to keep Dakota nice and motivated. She arched her neck, catching one of Eliza's nipples in her mouth and sucking, hard, running her tongue in quick little circles over her firm nub and driving the blonde wild. She moaned lusciously, grinding against Dakota as she did so.
"Mmm, fuck... oh, you're good at this... so fucking good at this... holy fuck... mmm, I'm gonna have to stop saying so many mean things about cheerleaders... you keep sucking me... touching me like this, it's gonna change my mind on a lot of things, fuck... oh, god, you're so fucking good at this, you're a good little slut, aren't you?" Eliza intoned.
The swim captain looked down at Dakota with a mask of such lust that she thought she might cum there and then at the sight of her. That wasn't going to happen, of course, but Dakota's efforts were enough to motivate Eliza into pushing things further, as she soon tore at the towel wrapped around the brunette cheerleader until she was every bit as naked as her.
Dakota didn't need much motivation to suckle at Eliza's tits with a greater enthusiasm, but now that she'd suddenly been stripped just as bare, it seemed as good a moment as any to show the blonde what she could do with her mouth. Wrapping her arms around Eliza to hold her more closely, she sucked on Eliza's nipples with a forceful enthusiasm, enough that she worried she might cause Eliza pain at first, but when she only got moans and writhing on top of her in response, she knew that she'd made the right call.
Sliding her hands down Eliza's back so she could grip her impressive ass, Dakota groped her as she feasted on her tits, enjoying the chance to pleasure this girl she had lusted over for the better portion of the night so thoroughly.
While pleasuring Eliza like this certainly brought Dakota a lot of joy, that didn't mean she didn't intend to take her own pleasure either, no... though she was content with feasting upon Eliza's perfect tits for now, that fire that had been growing inside of Dakota felt ready to burst out at any moment, and that moment felt sooner and sooner with every passing second. Finally, with her mouth full of nipple and her hands full of one of the best asses she'd ever felt, Dakota could take it no more.
Wrapping her arms tightly around Eliza, Dakota wrestled herself on top of the blonde swim captain, who looked rather stunned at their reversal of fortunes.
"Well, I can't say I don't like this position," Eliza purred, leaning up to kiss Dakota. "It does have certain benefits for me..."
To emphasize this, she went back down to squeezing Dakota's ass, something that made the cheerleader moan pleasurably, but not enough to distract her.
"And me..." Dakota replied, looking down at Eliza with sultry eyes.
"So, what do you have in mind?" Eliza teased, kissing Dakota again. "You want me to suck on your boobs? You gonna fuck me? You-"



Reaching for Eliza's shoulders, Dakota pinned the swim captain to the couch forcefully. "You've been teasing me all night, and looking so fucking hot I didn't know what I was going to do with myself. It's my turn, now..."
"Oh, it's your turn?" Eliza taunted back. "Your turn for what?"
Dakota practically growled, her need was so great, as she climbed over Eliza. In spite of her taunting and vocal defiance, Eliza seemed all too happy to let Dakota crawl over her, especially if it meant getting to see more of her up close.
"I've been obsessing over your lips all night, wondering how they'd feel on pretty much every part of my body, if I'm being honest... and I think I'm going to be a greedy bitch and just jump right in and sit on your fucking face," Dakota explained, straddling Eliza's face and hovering her pussy only inches over the beautiful blonde's mouth.
"So, it's gonna be that simple, huh? You're just gonna sit on my face?" Eliza teased.
"For starters," Dakota replied.
"Well, talk's cheap," Eliza replied cockily. "I see a pussy hovering above my mouth right now, one that looks, smells, and no doubt tastes absolutely great, and all you're doing is hovering when you could be smothering me wi-"
Dakota sat down on Eliza's face with a heavy sigh, rolling her eyes dramatically as she looked down at the blonde girl between her legs. "Do you always talk this much, or- OHHHHHH FUUUUUUUCK!"
True, Dakota didn't get to finish her question, but when she finally felt those lips she'd been obsessing about closing over her pussy and felt the forceful tongue that came with them exploring her sex, she really didn't need to finish her question, did she?
Dakota had gotten the vibe from just talking to Eliza earlier that the swim captain was likely good at eating pussy, and as she felt the blonde between her legs really digging in, she was forced to admit that she was wrong.
Eliza's pussy-eating skills weren't "good." They were "fucking phenomenal." Eliza barely needed any instruction or guidance, quickly exploring Dakota's body and seeming to know exactly what she needed to do. Dakota's eyes rolled back into her head as pleasure surged through her body, with Eliza knowing exactly how she needed to be treated, where she needed to go hard, where she needed to go gentle, every little trick she would need to do to bring out the surges of pleasure and raw, physical joy that made Dakota's toes curl and the world around her seem to evaporate in a haze of meaninglessness as the ecstasy overtook her and rolled over her body in powerful waves. Every nerve in her body seemed to be connected to her clit in this very moment, every sensation threatening to take over her world and make her a screaming, quivering puddle as Eliza brought her close to the edge in a matter of seconds.
It was in her innate skill, however, that Eliza was also able to keep Dakota on edge, bringing her close to it before slowing down and exploring different recesses of her pussy, teasing her with tongue and fingers alike, slipping her middle finger most of the way inside of Dakota before pulling back. Even though Dakota was the one sitting on Eliza's face, it was Eliza who looked up at Dakota challengingly, almost as if she was daring her, saying, "Is that all you've got?"
Dakota had been with some determined, and skilled, partners in the past, but as Eliza silently asked her that, this was perhaps the first time that Dakota found herself wondering if this actually was all she had. She was usually so dominant and forceful when it came to her sexual partners that it felt almost strange to confirm she'd found her equal in Eliza. Dakota didn't often find that in lovers, and certainly not in the strange way they'd come together tonight, and yet here they were... two girls who were evenly matched in aggressiveness and skill, playing out this erotic scenario the only way it truly could unfold.
Dakota was tempted... sorely tempted... to show Eliza everything she had, but when her body was set on betraying her every attempt at exercising willpower, it didn't feel possible. Even with Eliza's expert edging, the way she so perfectly ate Dakota's pussy and kept her on the precipice, there was no preventing what had to happen. Dakota could feel something inside of her building, mixed pleasures swirling and intertwining inside of her, tightening and coiling around one another until it felt like she could hold on no more, before the explosion inevitably came.
"FUCK!" she cried out, bending over and clutching onto the couch for support. "Holy fuck, goddamn it, I'm... fuck... fuck... fuck, you're making me... AHHHHHHHHH!!!"
Dakota did actually try to form words to best express how she was feeling, but words were pretty difficult to form when that pleasure that had built within her finally snapped, exploding and filling her body with an overpowering ecstasy that made it difficult to hold herself up. Wave after wave of pleasure rolled through her, spreading outward from her pussy until she could feel it in her fingertips and toes, her body spasming and shaking violently as she cried out those formless wails that only the truest of pleasures can bring.
With her hands braced against the couch, and with Eliza wrapping her arms around her, Dakota was able to keep from falling over, if only just. In the brief moments when she could keep her eyes open, she looked down at that beautiful face between her legs, and even with her face buried between Dakota's thighs and covered with a nice glaze of the cheerleader's gushing pussy juices, Eliza looked smug as fuck.
Dakota had to grant the swim captain that: she had every reason to be smug about this.
As the last whimpers abated, Dakota collapsed onto the couch. Taking her chance to switch things up, Eliza slid out from under Dakota, smacking her lips loudly while she shifted to getting up on her knees behind the face-down, ass up cheerleader.
"You taste good... really good," Eliza said, running her hands over Dakota's ample ass, squeezing and groping her shamelessly. "I've been with some girls who... yeah, horror stories, but your pussy, mmm... I could eat that for a while and keep coming back for seconds..."
"Yeah, well... god..." Dakota moaned, still trying to put even partial sentences together. "You're, fuck, you're so fucking good at that."
"I should be... god knows I get enough practice," Eliza said, gripping Dakota's ass cheeks and pulling them apart. "Ah, fuck... seeing a sight like this, almost makes me wish I was a guy... if I had a cock, I could wreck your holes and make you beg for more."
"I think... you've proven yourself capable... of doing that without the need for a cock," Dakota replied.
"Fair," Eliza said, running her fingers down between Dakota's thighs. "But guys make them look like so much fun... ah well, I can always make do."
The way she slid two fingers into Dakota's dripping cunt, the brunette cheer captain thought that Eliza was more than making do. In point of fact, she knew what she was doing with her fingers every bit as much as she did her mouth, pumping them in and out of Dakota's tight, clutching cunt with a perfectly slow speed, enough to keep Dakota interested without overwhelming her after such a devastating orgasm. With effort, Dakota pushed herself up onto her elbows, looking back at the blonde kneeling behind her, feeling those pumps and slight twists of Eliza's fingers, looking into her eyes as she watched Dakota with that perfect smug superiority of hers, knowing how fucking good she was, thinking she had to be the fucking best.
With that tight body, tits like hers, and those perfect lips curled into such a perfectly slutty smile, Dakota could well understand why Eliza thought she was the best of the best... but that didn't mean she couldn't show Eliza that she could easily keep up with her.
Growling slightly, Dakota got on her hands and knees, then quickly whirled on Eliza, pushing the busty blonde until she fell away against the couch.
"The fuck?" Eliza laughed.
"You've had your fun," Dakota growled again, dropping to her knees on the floor and forcing Eliza's legs apart. "It's my fucking turn."
"Oh, it's your fucking turn, huh?" Eliza replied, challenging. "You think you can do better than I did to you? Because it looked like I did a pretty fucking great number on your sweet pussy..."
Dakota could have noted that, in spite of Eliza's big talk, she put up no resistance whatsoever to Dakota spreading her legs, and sliding her ass more toward the edge of the couch. In fact, Eliza was even leaning against the back of the couch, reaching up to cup her own breasts, flicking and squeezing her nipples as she watched Dakota between her legs. Dakota, for her part, was trying not to lose it with her face mere inches away from Eliza's dripping cunt. It was flattering in a way to see how excited she'd become through their fooling around, and with her prominent lips just begging for attention... well, in this moment, Dakota couldn't recall ever having seen a more perfect pussy. She leaned in, slightly, just enough to get a whiff of Eliza's warm, musky scent, inhaling it and feeling that warmth travel through her body as an overwhelming lust took over her mind and soul.
"Yeah, it's my fucking turn," Dakota hissed, leaning in to kiss Eliza's inner thighs. "You might think you're hot shit, but let me tell you... you're not the only one in this room who's got a lot of experience eating pussy."
Eliza moaned, softly, never taking her eyes off of Dakota as she ran her fingers through the cheerleader's hair. "I'm sure... a mouth like yours, what you did with my boobs, I can see how you'd think you were that good, but-"
Dakota wasn't going to give Eliza the status of smuggest bitch in the room right now, no... no, she had her in a position where she could truly show off, and she was going to show off. The brunette cheerleader cut Eliza off by closing her mouth over her pussy, running her tongue quickly over every inch she could manage before thrusting inside the busty blonde above her. It was, admittedly, not exactly the most effective move, but getting her tongue almost all the way inside of Eliza had the double benefit of making the gorgeous blonde cry out in ecstasy while also shutting down whatever remained of her smug speech. Instead, she seemed content to keep her fingers in Dakota's hair, holding the cheerleader close.
"Oh god... oh fuck... that's... yeah, okay, maybe you are... close... close to being as good as you think you are... I can't say for sure yet, but... ah... god, keep doing whatever it is you're doing, it feels sooooo good," Eliza chuckled, dropping her head back and rocking her hips against Dakota's mouth.
This wasn't something Dakota needed a lot of encouragement to do, as Eliza's pussy was positively delicious. A little sweet, a little musky, and perfectly tangy in that utterly feminine way that drove her wild whenever she was with a girl. Fucking Eliza like this wasn't just something she wanted to do, no... it was her fucking pleasure to do it, and she wanted to make it clear how much of a pleasure it was every bit as much as she wanted to show off for the woman above her.
Pulling her tongue from Eliza's suddenly quite juicy cunt and without ever breaking eye contact, Dakota brought her tongue over Eliza's clit and began running it in a firm L-shape, over and over and over again, making Eliza moan lusciously, her pussy practically flooding with juices as she went down on her. The way Eliza gripped her hair was almost painful, but so far in only a pleasurable way... a way that Dakota could certainly take if it meant getting to do more of this. She licked with a greater passion, slipping a finger inside of the blonde and fucking it in and out of her.
"GodDAMN, that's good!" Eliza groaned, laughing and dropping her head back again as she pushed her pussy up against Dakota's face. "Okay... okay... I think... mmm... yeah, okay, yeah, you're as good as you think you are... holy fuck... definitely as good as... mmm... fuck, I might have to take back every mean thing I've ever said about the cheerleaders, and there's been a lot of them... fuck... god... you're gonna keep me... ohfuck... I dunno what you're keeping me, but that's so fucking good, I don't fucking care!"
Eliza took her hands from Dakota's hair, reaching up to squeeze and flick her nipples in time with Dakota's own oral efforts, looking like she would positively lose it at any moment.
It took a lot for Dakota not to be perfectly smug in this moment, stopping and giving a nice little speech to Eliza to boast about how fucking good she was, all it took was a look upward for her to push aside thoughts of anything but sex. Looking up at Eliza like this, all she could see was a being of raw sex, her body tensed with need and building release, her large breasts rising and falling with every hitching breath, her eyes glazed over as she looked down at Dakota with a growing desperation. Dakota had had a varied and intense sex life over the course of senior year, and she knew she would continue to have one well past tonight, but in the moment it sure felt like she couldn't possibly have seen a sexier sight than Eliza on edge like this.
Of course, she knew if she kept at it, she'd see something much, much sexier, and that was why she didn't slow down. No, Dakota kept going, faster and harder, licking and sucking Eliza's clit while pumping her finger in and out of her hot, clutching cunt, watching as Eliza only got more and more wound up, grunting and groaning and squeezing her nipples and rocking her hips against Dakota's face with such intensity you'd have thought she was bouncing up and down on a cock. Eliza was losing herself to her pleasure, and Dakota was getting lost in Eliza's pleasure in kind, only spurred on by the sudden surge of the swim captain's juices.
Her dirty talk certainly didn't hurt, either.
Eyes rolling back into her head, Eliza groaned, "Jesus Christ, fucking hell, you're... god... you're so fucking good at that... know my pussy better already than... mmm... fuck, god, I might have to keep you, might have to ask you to do this for me all the time, holy shit, please, keep going... ohgod, keep going, keep fucking me like that, keep fucking me... lick me... suck me... fuck me... keep fucking me, Dakota, like that, like that, you're gonna make me cum... make me cum... please make me cum, I'm so close, so fucking close, and I've been good to you... and you've been good to me, fuck, we had such a night and I'm gonna cum, gonna cum if you keep doing that to me, yesyesyes, like that, harder, harder, fuck me harder you cheer bitch, fuck me, like that, fuck my slutty hole, ohfuck, keep, keep, keep... AHHHHHHHHHHH FUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!"
Now, Dakota had always thought she was an impressive squirter when she really lost herself to a proper orgasm, but as Eliza broke down and came, she realized that this girl could positively put her to shame. A glorious rush of juices splashed against Dakota's face, and she lapped it up eagerly, not minding the mess and reveling in the power she held in this moment. Eliza moaned and cursed and shook as if she'd been struck by lightning, her filthy mouth lost to shapeless sounds of guttural pleasure that coursed through her body. There was no dignity, no control here, just a raw release of built-up passions that neither of them could stop even if they wanted to.
And certainly, neither of them wanted to.
Dakota continued licking and sucking and fingering Eliza through her orgasm, unmindful of her cries of overwhelming pleasure. They were music to her ears, of course, but they could hardly make Dakota let up with her efforts, not when things felt so fucking delightful.
Finally, the tension left Eliza's body and she collapsed into the couch, panting and looking down at Dakota with a drowsy, lust-filled gaze.
"Not bad... for a cheer slut... holy fuck... holy fuck, you know how to fuck..." Eliza laughed, massaging her tits as she stayed lost in the moment.
"I'm not the only one," Dakota said, climbing up onto the couch and straddling Eliza's hips. "You've... holy fuck, you've got some serious talent there yourself."
"Thanks," Eliza replied, pulling Dakota in for a long, luscious kiss.
Dakota had no problem with this, at all, eagerly making out with the stacked blonde beneath her, holding tight to her and taking more than a small amount of glee for the little jolts of pleasure that came out when their nipples rubbed against each other. It was an exciting little thrill, jolts of electricity passing through them and making the two girls shudder and shake as they continued to make out.
"Well, I don't know about you, but this is easily one of my best April Fool's Days ever..." Dakota said between kisses, chuckling softly.
Eliza laughed with her. "Yeah, this right here... this is the kind of prank I could do with more of in my life."
"Agreed," Dakota replied, leaning in to kiss Eliza's neck.
Eliza growled appreciatively, leaning in to kiss Dakota's neck in kind and reaching down to squeeze her ass again.
"Ah, fuck... fuck, that feels so good..." Dakota murmured.
"Yeah?" Eliza groaned back softly, squeezing Dakota's ass some more. "Mmm... never would've taken you for an ass slut, not on sight anyway, but when you've got an ass this nice, I don't see why you wouldn't be..."
"You took the words right out of my mouth," Dakota replied, kissing Eliza's neck some more. "I've got a great ass, and ignoring it would be a damn shame... just like ignoring yours would be..."
Dakota reached down, slipping a hand behind Eliza to squeeze her luscious ass. Though the positioning was difficult considering the fact that Eliza was still sitting down on the couch, Dakota's intent was clear enough, and Eliza's smile registered enough interest to prove that it hadn't been a bad move on Dakota's part.
Purring softly, Eliza replied. "You wanna fuck my ass, Dakota? Because I'd let you fuck my ass... I bet you'd really know how to make the best of a girl's ass..."
"You'd be right," Dakota said, straightening herself up in Eliza's lap, reaching down to squeeze her nipples. "And I think I'd like to do that, too... but that's not how I want to fuck you now."
"It isn't?" Eliza asked with a raised eyebrow, pulling Dakota in so she could suckle at one of the cheerleader's nipples.
Dakota moaned, softly, closing her eyes in the face of the pleasure that Eliza was giving her. It was clear that the other girl was playing with her... but Dakota was not one to be easily distracted when she was horny.
"No," Dakota growled, reaching a hand down between them and fingering Eliza's clit.
Eliza's eyes went wide with the sudden contact, and she had to bite her lip to keep the moan at bay, but when her mind fully caught up with her body, she easily rocked back against Dakota's hand, further encouraging the brunette cheerleader to finger her.
"Good move... good fucking move," Eliza admitted. "But in this position... not that hard... for me to do this..."
Eliza reached down between the two of them as well with her own hand between Dakota's legs, fingering her with every bit as much enthusiasm as Dakota touched her. Dakota was less restrained, feeling no need to hide her moan as she threw her head back, grinding on Eliza's hand while fingering the other girl all that much harder.
"What's to say... this wasn't my idea all along..." Dakota replied, leaning back into Eliza and fucking her all that much more enthusiastically. "That I didn't want you, face to face like this... wanting to look you in the eye while we fucked each other... this way, neither of our mouths are... ohgod... neither of our mouths are occupied, and we can look at each other, touch each other, fuck each other, kiss-"



Eliza emphasized this latter point, moaning and pulling Dakota in for a long, deep kiss, before breaking that exact same kiss and fingering the cheerleader all the harder.
"You've sold me on the position... you don't have to keep selling me on the position... this feels good, we feel good, and we're fucking... and it feels fucking good... you don't have to sell me on shit, just keep touching me like that and... fuck..." Eliza replied, fingering Dakota's clit even more enthusiastically.
Dakota didn't need to know she'd won anything in this moment, but as it was, it didn't hurt her ego in the slightest to have forced Eliza into a position of admitting she was right, and since that deserved some reward in its own right, well, that meant she had no problem giving Eliza the best fingering she'd ever received. Dakota liked to think she was quite experienced when it came to her fingering game, and the way Eliza responded to her so perfectly, it felt good to have that confirmation.
She would be the first to admit, however, that she wasn't exactly assessing the situation with the clearest head. Eliza's fingers were magic on her clit, knowing exactly how to touch her, with just the right pressure, just the right speed... fuck, if she'd thought Eliza's mouth was magical earlier, her fingers might have been even better, hard as that was to believe. Dakota felt the pressure building in her again through their mutual efforts, rolling waves of pleasure spreading throughout her body, occasionally punctuated by individual jolts that threatened to make everything spill over.
"Fuck..." Dakota replied, leaning into Eliza so she wouldn't have to support herself.
"Yeah... yeah, I get it... holy fuck, you're so fucking hot..." Eliza moaned into Dakota's ear.
"Feels so good..." Dakota replied.
"Which part?" Eliza laughed. "'cause from where I'm sitting, it feels like everything and... ah, fuck... whatever you're doing down there, don't stop... fuck, I haven't been fingered this good in a long time."
"Same... I think... everything's kind of blurry now, kind of hard to compare anything... kind of hard to know anything right now," Dakota admitted, fucking against Eliza with a greater fervor and laughing. "Fuck... there's... mmm... we did just have a whole April Fool's night before this, right?"
"Might've been tonight," Eliza replied with her own laugh. "Might've been a week ago, I dunno... how long have we been fucking?"
"Not long enough," Dakota replied, moaning. "God, I'm so wet..."
"Me too... so fucking wet, so hot... god, keep going..." Eliza moaned, rocking her hips with a greater desperation against Dakota's hands.
"Gonna cum for me again?" Dakota asked, staring into Eliza's eyes.
Biting her lip, Eliza nodded. "Yeah... fuck, yeah, I'm gonna cum again..."
Dakota stayed where she was, trying to brace herself so she could keep looking Eliza in the eyes. "Me too... me too... just, let's keep going, just a little longer, I think we can..."
"I'm trying... it's not easy," Eliza replied.
"I know... it isn't..." Dakota said, kissing her lover. "But if we just-"
"I know," Eliza interrupted. "You're... oh, fuck... fuckfuckfuck... keep going, keep going, right there..."
"Almost..." Dakota whimpered, her fingers a blur over Eliza's clit. "Come on... come on..."
The two girls looked into each other's eyes, almost daring the other to finish before them. Though they were still thoroughly lost in each other, nothing could change the fact that Dakota and Eliza were also incredibly competitive girls, and once it became clear that there was a finish line to be crossed and that one of them was going to break the other first, a sort of silent (well, silent save for the moans and wet fingering sounds) contest was agreed upon. With both of them calling on their stores of skill and self-restraint, they fingered each other swiftly, staring at each other and smiling as their bodies tensed and their hands ran slickly with each other's juices.
And in the end, this was a contest that truly had no losers. Dakota and Eliza made each other cum in such quick succession that it was almost impossible to say who truly broke first, and by this point, neither of them was in a place to really care about much of anything except letting their orgasms roll through them. The two girls, unafraid of getting truly loud, cried out in pure ecstasy as the pleasure overtook them. While Eliza let loose with a deeply guttural sound that threatened to shake the windows, Dakota couldn't help that she was a screamer, throwing her head back and letting loose with a wail of raw animalistic pleasure.
Their bodies writhed together in a spasmodic, violent dance that had them clinging to each other even as they fingered each other through the last remnants of their climaxes, and when they finally went limp against each other, they took a moment to truly take in what had occurred. Out of breath and weak from what they had brought out in each other, the two girls collapsed into each other, exchanging soft, wet kisses as they came back to their senses.
Dakota's senses returned slowly, the world around her a little slow and bleary from what Eliza had done to her. She looked down at the beautiful blonde beneath her, expecting a look of recognition, understanding even, that they had earned a decent break for perhaps some cuddling and making out.
What she got instead was a certain smug smile from the lusty Eliza, those full, moist lips curled up in a look that felt positively devilish. It was a look that felt at once overwhelming and intensely erotic, as Dakota knew that what would happen next was something where she would not be the one taking the lead.
Sure enough, Eliza soon wrapped her arms around Dakota and threw her onto her back on the couch, before standing over her. The two girls spent a moment looking at each other with animal appraisal, saying nothing while their eyes said everything. Dakota looked up at the goddess standing over her, the swim team captain positively glowing in the aftermath of her orgasm, a slight sheen of sweat formed on her toned, curvaceous body. The way Eliza looked at her, Dakota knew she had to look pretty damn good too... and honestly, she knew she did. Dakota had always had a great "just-been-fucked" look, and even though she knew that she had to be a bit of a mess, flushed from exertion and glistening with their mutual juices, she knew her lean frame, juicy pussy and pert breasts had to look fucking great to the girl standing over her.
"Decisions, decisions..." Eliza said, running a hand down the side of her body. "Fuck, all the things I could do to you..."
"I'd think about doing them all to you, but you threw me around, which means you want to take me, and since I really don't mind being taken now... fuck it, do your worst," Dakota chuckled.
Eliza licked her lips, looking over Dakota's body predatorially. "I'm tempted... sorely, sorely fucking tempted, but I won't be that selfish. Well, not just that selfish."
Before Dakota could come up with an adequately cocky response, Eliza had climbed on top of her, straddling Dakota's face before falling onto the dark-haired cheerleader and burying her own face between her legs. With a pussy just inches above her mouth, Dakota happily wrapped her arms around Eliza's ass and pulled the blonde's pussy onto her mouth, while Eliza dove in just as quickly and began to eat Dakota out once more.
In seconds, it was a messy, frantic 69, and the two of them wouldn't have had it any other way. There was little patience or exploration needed anymore, as these two girls had become quite accustomed to what got each other off by this point. Now it was just a position for the two of them to go wild on each other, and go wild they did. Their bodies, at once soft and toned, sheened with sweat and slick with their mutual juices quite easily smeared from their passionate encounter, conformed to each other perfectly, the two girls unable to get enough of each other as they feasted and groped and held each other close. Eliza enjoyed her position on top quite a bit, holding Dakota in place while she ate the cheer captain's cunt as if her life depended on it, while Dakota was fine exactly where she was. This position gave her all the access she needed to get Eliza going and keep her going, licking and sucking her clit with relish while squeezing the swim captain's amazing ass cheeks, spreading them in a way that showed off her tight little asshole and made the blonde moan lusciously against her.
It was difficult to say how many times they came in this position, especially once it became difficult to count for all the pleasure coursing through their veins, but they held on like this for a while, licking and sucking and fingering and cumming, taking brief moments to catch their breaths when they had to, before continuing on and starting the process over again.
After a while like this, Eliza finally collapsed on top of Dakota, laughing and trembling from her most recent cum.
"Okay... okay... that's my limit, for now, I think..." Eliza groaned, twitching and shaking some more as Dakota touched her. "Holy... holy fuck... this is... wow..."
Though she was quite tired herself, Dakota wouldn't admit it. "Don't tell me... don't tell me you're done."
"Hardly," Eliza laughed, kissing Dakota's inner thigh. "It's just... I need... a moment, to rest my tongue..."
"A likely story," Dakota said in mock defiance, before a better idea struck her. "But if it's just your tongue that needs resting... bend over the arm of the couch over there... I've got some ideas, that need to be done..."
"Do you, now?" Eliza chuckled weakly, before crawling over to the other side of the couch and bending over the arm.
Forcing herself up onto her knees, Dakota crawled behind Eliza, admiring the blonde's ass again, before reaching out and squeezing both cheeks. Eliza groaned lowly, rocking her hips gently against Dakota's gropes, letting the cheer captain spread her cheeks and show off her hole. It was an exposed position, and one that Eliza didn't allow herself into easily, but for Dakota she was willing to make all sorts of exceptions.
"Still in the mood to let me fuck your ass?" Dakota asked, slipping two fingers between Eliza's legs and into her pussy.
Eliza moaned, dropping her head forward as she pushed back against Dakota. "Fuck... like this, you can do whatever you want..."
Looking over her shoulder at Dakota, Eliza could only smile. It was a weak smile, one that spoke of the intensity of their evening in a way that Dakota could relate to all too easily, but tired as they both were, the two girls also understood that this was far from over.
Pumping her fingers in and out of Eliza's cunt, Dakota couldn't help but let her mind wander over the events of the evening, and quickly began to grin, perhaps a little manically. Eliza didn't necessarily look concerned over Dakota's smile, but it certainly caught her attention.
"What's... fuck... that for?" Eliza asked between moans.
"Well, it's just that some thoughts came to mind... a couple, really, but they're hard to shake, and I find that I am forced to smile," Dakota replied cheerily.
"Yeah?" Eliza replied, pressing back against Dakota's hand.
"Yeah," Dakota replied, pulling her fingers from Eliza's pussy.
The busty blonde whimpered, rocking her hips needily. "Well, are you gonna tell me what's on your mind, or not?"
"I was getting there," Dakota explained, sliding her now thoroughly juiced-up fingers between Eliza's ass cheeks.
This stopped any complaints that Eliza might've had instantly as she relaxed, moaning when Dakota began to tease her fingers against Eliza's asshole.
"Okay... okay... that's, mmm... that's fine..." Eliza whimpered, reaching back with both hands to part her ass cheeks for Dakota.
"Good," Dakota replied, grinning at the naked perfection before her as Eliza presented her ass. "My first thought was that if our friends put their heads together and pulled off a night like this for us, the cheerleaders and the swim team really ought to party together sometime soon."
"Agreed," Eliza groaned, pushing back against Dakota's fingers. "I didn't think they had it in them, but those girls really came up with one hell of a night... the sorts of things we could get up to with a little alcohol, a little weed, and very little clothing... we could get up to the best trouble."
"Exactly," Dakota replied, pushing harder.
Even as experienced as she was, even with Dakota's fingers as lubed-up as they were, Eliza still let out a cry of pleasure and pain as Dakota's fingers slid into her tight, gripping asshole. The cheerleader was merciless, pushing as far into Eliza as she could before pumping them in and out of her, fucking her asshole with a pleasant roughness. She looked so good bent over like this, her large breasts pillowing against the arm of the couch as she whimpered and groaned and fucked back against Dakota's fingers in her ass, sliding both hands between her legs to finger her clit while her ass was getting fucked.
It was as glorious a sight as Dakota had ever seen, one made all the better by the fact that she knew it wouldn't be long before she'd be in the same position, with Eliza's fingers buried in her ass as she was fucked mercilessly. Until then, she was happy to stay in this powerful a position, fucking Dakota's ass from behind while the other girl whined and moaned and cried out in ecstasy.
"And... ohgod... your second thought?" Eliza asked, looking back at Dakota and smiling.
Smirking, Dakota replied. "April Fool's Day... it's not so bad after all."
To punctuate her point, she smacked Eliza's ass with her free hand, causing a pleased scream to escape the blonde's lips, before fucking into her even harder.
It would be far from the last scream to fill the cheerleading office that April Fool's night, but it might've been the loudest.
***
(Author's Note 2: For the longest time, writing these stories was something that I did in my spare time for fun, but because of the great support of so many readers, I am nearly able to write these stories full-time. It's been amazing, and I cannot thank you and your enthusiasm enough. As ever, if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series, as it truly keeps me going sometimes. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. For a lot of reasons, it's been hard for the last few years, and in times like that it gets really easy to forget the little things and not take care of yourself, and I humbly ask that you take time out of your day for some self-care when you can. Stay hydrated. Move around every so often. Brush your teeth and floss. Try to get a reasonable amount of sleep as often as possible. And, of course, please take care of your mental health. Address problems rather than bottling them up, and if things seem like too much, just know that there are people and resources out there who would be more than happy to help you, and that many are just a phone call away. It's a rough world out there, but we can't make it a better place if we don't take care of ourselves first. As always, please be kind to yourselves and to everyone else!
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Staying the night at Haley Campbell's house hadn't been a part of my Spring Break plan, but it wasn't an unwelcome experience, either. For a girl who came from a family wealthy enough to hire people to do most things that they didn't want to, Haley was actually one hell of a cook, making some killer pasta for dinner and having a breakfast big and varied enough that I was actually feeling pretty fucking spoiled. Beyond that, the bed in the guest room was big, and comfortable, and often had Haley in it as well.
Our night may not have been filled with the most in-depth conversations, but that we spent the better part of the night fucking like crazy certainly didn't hurt, either, and had me in good spirits as I headed back down the hill in the morning on my way toward home.
I had another day ahead of me with another gorgeous girl to share some of my Spring Break with, and I needed to be ready to meet the occasion.
I rode home quickly from Haley's place and took in a quick shower, needing to refresh and recharge and switch out of my poolside appropriate clothes for stuff that might have a little more utility. While I'd known what was going to happen when I was going over to Haley's, today was different because, well, I had *no* idea of what this day held in store, as it had all been kept terribly mysterious.
Since that fit the company I was going to have today, though, it also felt thoroughly appropriate, as there were few girls quite like 18-year-old Olivia Raine-Goldblum.
While Haley had been one of the first girls to enter my life this year, Olivia was a much newer addition to my friend circle, having only really been in my life in any serious capacity since early March. In my capacity writing for our school's newspaper, the Puma Press, I was tasked with doing an article on the upcoming spring musical, and had been more or less embedded with my classmates who made up the school's drama club. While that led to its own series of messy misadventures, it also led me toward one of my closer, and certainly more distinct, friends of the year in Olivia. A bit of an odd girl, hyper-focused and highly intelligent, Olivia was part of the stage crew, and had helped me understand the ins and outs of all the drama that came with being this close to the drama club, even helping me deal with a particularly nasty bully who thrived within our school's drama department.
It was during our time together like this that Olivia and I forged something of a bond... a fairly tight bond, if I'm being honest. Oh, I didn't expect her to be one of my girlfriends or anything like that, but the intimacy we shared when we finally connected in one of our school auditorium's dressing rooms, well... I knew there was something to it that meant it was more than a one-off thing, and that Olivia was the kind of friend I wanted to keep close to as senior year went on.
So, when Olivia and I talked during the weeks preceding Spring Break, and we found out that we were both going to be staying in town for the week, I floated the idea of spending a day with her, and was beyond happy when she eagerly answered yes. Olivia was a thoughtful girl, one who liked to plan things out and not give in to her more impulsive instincts whenever a feeling took her. That she responded so quickly and enthusiastically to spending time together was... well, it was the kind of thing that brought no small amount of warmth to my oft-cynical heart.
I was out of the shower for maybe a minute before I sent the text, toweling off and considering what to wear.
ME: Alright, just need about 5 minutes to get dressed, and I'm ready to go whenever you are.
I'd barely made it three steps over toward my dresser when Olivia responded.
OLIVIA: I am ready as well. My parents are both at work, and are most likely to be working quite late, so we shall have plenty of time for our adventure.
Curious, and feeling the need for a little joke, I texted her back.
ME: Adventure? Should I be dressing for the occasion?
OLIVIA: Ignore what I've said. I've already said too much.
OLIVIA: Dress comfortably. This will be indoors, and only moderately physical.
OLIVIA: While you're dressed.
OLIVIA: I cannot promise a lack of physicality for when you are not dressed.
OLIVIA: Regardless, I'll pick you up at your place in exactly five minutes.
OLIVIA: Be ready.
I can't say that the promise of sex was *completely* unexpected, as I'd really been hoping that Olivia wanted to reconnect with me in bed, but it still managed to bring some life to my cock and add a spring to my step as I got dressed. Not knowing what she had planned, I erred on the side of caution, pulling on a comfortable enough graphic tee and a pair of jeans I hadn't worn too many times already. I knew that Olivia wasn't a particularly formal girl, and didn't demand to be impressed, but I *did* like her a fair bit, and made sure I was clean and decent-smelling enough to show respect. Once dressed, I rolled on some deodorant and brushed my hair, looking if not thoroughly handsome, at *least* decent enough, before it was time for shoes and socks.
I was approaching about five minutes on the dot when I made my way to the front door, expecting to have Olivia drive up at any moment. As I reached the front door, however, and opened it, I was stunned by the sight of Olivia standing there, her hand raised as she was caught preparing to knock.
In shock and surprise, I yelped.
As if this were what she expected to see, Olivia dropped her hand and said, "Hello, Ryan."
The pale, 5'9" beauty stood in front of me in her usual outfit of a pair of comfortable jeans and a gray hoodie that she tended to hide away in, even though there was no hiding from me with how close we'd gotten recently. Her pale skin, expressive hazel eyes, and shimmering black hair that fell around her shoulders (save for her bangs in the front) gave her a particularly haunting look, and though her pouty lips were in their usual neutral position, I'd been able to make her smile enough before to know it was one of my favorite sights. She was... well, certainly an odd girl, one who hid behind a lot of sarcasm and her sharp intelligence, but I'd also known her to be a trusted friend an ally and someone who would have my back if things got difficult, bringing the fury of a particularly vicious trickster god with her if it were ever needed. She'd helped me out of more than a few jams in the past month, and I was eternally grateful for everything she had done for me.
That she was amazing in bed as well... well, that was its own delight. While not one of the most outwardly sexual girls I knew, Olivia had a deep core of passion and lust that, when combined with her lithe body and modest, sensual curves, unlocked a true wildcat when she got into it.
So, while I was startled at first from her unexpected presence, I was able to recover quickly enough to offer her a smile.
"Hello back," I replied, looking her over. "You're... punctual."
"Yes, and?" Olivia replied, her tone challenging and curious at once. "Why give you a time when I'll be here without the intention of holding to it?"
Okay, I won't say that she didn't have me there. "So, am I suitably dressed for your adventure?"
She took a moment to look me over. "I'd say suitably enough; we're only going to my place. I don't want to give you the wrong idea about what kind of adventure we have ahead, but I am happy to see that you've followed my instructions nonetheless."
I smirked. "If we're only going to your place, I feel like I might be *over*dressed for the occasion."
Olivia rolled her eyes, but I couldn't help but note the faint curl of a smile at the corners of her lips. "I'd accuse you of having a one-track mind, but perhaps you've earned having a one-track mind on this matter, considering your year."
"Thank you," I replied. "So, are you saying I'm wrong about your plans for the day?"
"I won't say anything more about the planned adventure until we get there. I've already spoiled too much, and I've put too much work into the surprise to want to spoil anymore. All I'll ask is, are you ready?" Olivia stated, looking at me with a characteristic intensity that I found kind of exciting.
Without knowing what I was getting into, I'll admit I was dealing with some nervous anticipation, but Olivia had earned my trust well, and I wasn't going to take that for granted.
"As ready as I'm gonna be," I admitted.
"Good," she replied, nodding. "Now, give me your glasses... I assure you that I will take care of them."
Now, while I wasn't blind without my glasses, I wasn't exactly at my best, so this helped fuel my nervous anticipation, but I handed them over to her all the same. She put them in one of her hoodie's pockets, then pulled out a blindfold, reaching over to place it over my eyes.
"Alright... we've got a drive ahead of us, but after that... that's when the fun begins..." Olivia explained, her grin the last thing I saw before my vision was blacked out for good.
***
So, being driven around while wearing a blindfold is one of those things that I'll say is one of those experiences that, while I can't thoroughly recommend it, I won't say is all that bad, either, once you get used to it. Olivia was quiet during the drive, blasting some older metal music over the speakers at a not-too-loud volume. I knew that she was trying to disorient me, to keep me from knowing too much as we made our way to her house, and respecting that, I kept quiet.
The drive was, thankfully, short, and when we got to her house, she helped me out of the car rather carefully, while still ensuring that I kept the blindfold on. She led me from what I was fairly certain was a garage, based on the smells of it, into the house, helping me leave my shoes by the door before ushering me further inside. It was a cool place, one that smelled of faint incense and air freshener that, while notable, wasn't particularly cloying. Feeling the carpet beneath my socks, I was soon led into a new room and greeted by the sound of a door closing, and locking, behind me.
Gripping me by the shoulders, Olivia guided me with calm, forceful words. "I need you to take two steps forward, high steps, at that..."
"Alright," I said, complying as I felt something peculiar resting around my ankles. "What's this?"
"Something I'm going to need you to wear for our adventure," she said, lifting whatever she'd had me step into up and around my waist.
I felt straps then getting pulled up and over my shoulders, between my legs, and not uncomfortably around my chest, as she adjusted this device around me.
Laughing a little more nervously now, I asked, "What're you putting on me, some kind of gimp suit?"
Without laughing in response, Olivia replied, "While this garment... I suppose you could call it a garment, anyway... was made for similar purposes to what you're imagining, I've made my own modifications to it that should prove far more enjoyable for the purposes of today's adventure. If that is something you find unacceptable, I can stop now and we can continue in much less adventurous fashion."
Now, there had been a time where an introduction like this would have given me pause, but the way things had been going for me, I was willing to take my chances.
"No, I think I'll see where this is going," I said.
"Excellent," Olivia responded evenly, before checking the straps across my chest. "Alright, I'm going to need you to hold still for just one second..."
Before I could ask why, I could feel her tightening something, then heard the telltale sound of a padlock locking into place, before she checked it by tugging it against the straps and found it to have every bit as firm a grip as she'd intended.
While not concerned for my wellbeing, I felt obligated to note, "You know, something about this feels like the beginning of a Saw movie..."
"Hurm," Olivia replied thoughtfully. "I can see the similarities, but if this *were* a Saw movie, you'd be unconscious at this point, which would certainly make some aspects of my job easier. We're almost done here."
That may not have come across as comforting as she'd intended, but I was curious all the same. I stood there, blindfolded as Olivia fussed over me, occasionally taking some steps away to mess with something in whatever room we were in, before standing back in front of me. Grabbing my wrist gently, she slipped my glasses back into my hand, then stepped away from me.
"Alright, Ryan, you can take your blindfold off and put your glasses on," she explained, her voice tinged with a slight nervous excitement.
With a nod, I did as I was told, pulling off my blindfold and pulling my glasses back on, taking in the room I was in with a certain curiosity.
The walls were dark and decorated with posters for movies and bands and a handful of flyers for various musical productions that had been held at Regan Hills High over the past few years, no doubt ones that she'd worked stage crew for. There were bookcases aplenty, filled with all variety of classics and boxes of art supplies, and one wall with a bulletin board on it, blank save for a series of black rectangles taped onto it. A twin bed in the corner was made with near military precision, while her desk was considerably less orderly, decorated with collectibles, a small artist's mannequin, and, perhaps most curiously of all, a large darkroom timer, already set for an hour.
While this didn't seem outside the realm of possibility for what Olivia's bedroom might have been, I'll admit, I wasn't expecting *exactly* what I was seeing here.
Standing next to the timer, one hand resting casually on top, Olivia smiled a nervous little smile. "I was thinking long and hard about what I'd do with you while we had a day together, and while a day full of passion and sex certainly would have been *acceptable*, you could find that with any number of girls you know, and I wanted to be more memorable than that, and so, I thought, I'd combine a day of sex with one of my other interests."
I looked down at my chest, seeing a snaking array of leather straps and latches wrapping around my body, over my shoulders and between my legs, creating a comfortable, if snug, fit. What I did find most curious was that she had seemingly padlocked it all together at a central point on my chest, the small lock being a set of six combination wheels with letters on them that seemed to be my only practical way out of this.
"Improvised bondage gear?" I asked.
Looking slightly uncomfortable, she shot me another mischievous little smile. "Not... not quite... you see, this is more like... an *escape* room."
The pieces fit together, bringing a smile to my face. "So, this *is* kind of like a Saw movie?"
"Sort of, but if there's going to be any torture, it will all be your own doing... I have no intention of torturing you; quite the opposite, actually," Olivia explained, drumming her fingers on the timer. "You see, Ryan, the device I've put you in will prevent you from taking off your clothes, a condition that I am not bound by in the slightest..."
To emphasize this, she teased me by pulling up the bottoms of her sweatshirt and t-shirt just enough to show her creamy abs, before dropping it back down to cover herself up.
Olivia continued, "To find the combination that will free you, you will need to solve a series of clues and puzzles that I have hidden around this room, keeping things pretty well within plain sight, because I don't want to fuck with you too badly, but some of them might come from some rather *unexpected* places. Solve those clues and free yourself in under an hour and, well... you can do absolutely *anything* you want with me."
Well, I couldn't say that I didn't like the sounds of that. "And if I don't free myself in under an hour?"
"Then I'll free you, and we'll have slightly less interesting, but certainly still entertaining, sex all the same. I'm no monster," she clarified, drumming her fingers on top of the timer again.
I shook my head, laughing softly. "You've got some interesting ideas for foreplay, Olivia..."
"And?" Olivia replied, smirking. "Studies have proven that we can more easily encode the novel in our memories than we can the everyday, and with all the sex you've had, I would need to make things exceptionally novel if I really wanted to leave an impression, wouldn't I?"
I sighed, smiling with great affection toward Olivia. "You'd have to try really hard to make me ever forget you, Olivia... you're one of a kind, and one of the most beautiful, intelligent, and all-around wonderful people I've met this year."
Tugging at the padlock on my straps, I chuckled and added, "Though, as noted, you have succeeded in making this more memorable than most encounters already."
There was something at the edges of her smile that might have been a fondness of her own, but Olivia chose not to give it too much power.
"Mission accomplished," she said with a faint smile. "So, are you ready for the games to begin?"
I thought about this for all of two seconds before I said, "Let's do this."
Olivia pressed the button on top of the timer, and the second hand on it began to count down. "Alright. Let's see how smart you *really* are..."
I could've taken some offense to that, but Olivia and I had gotten to know each other well enough over the last month that we trusted and knew each other's intelligence quite well. Nonetheless, that doesn't mean I wasn't *feeling* a little stupid in those early moments, as I so often did in the escape rooms I'd taken part in in the past. While I'd tended to do well enough once the puzzles got going, figuring out where to begin was usually one of the hardest parts, and uniquely frustrating in its own way. While I could see some things set up in Olivia's room that felt purposeful and almost certainly a part of one puzzle or another that she'd set up, what they *meant* was another question entirely.
I had to slow down and think this through. Olivia wanted to have sex with me, and while this was an unusual foreplay, that didn't mean she wanted to make this more difficult than it had to be. That meant that the first clue was likely to be something fairly obvious, perhaps out of place even.
As I looked around her room, my eyes dancing over every surface and the timer periodically, I finally caught something that looked distinctly out of place. I'd gotten a good look at what Olivia had been wearing earlier, and it certainly did not include the bright yellow lanyard she was wearing around her neck. At first, I thought it might have been something she'd been wearing incidentally, but with Olivia's style on the darker and thoroughly practical side, something this garish, this *obvious*, felt distinctly out of place.



"So, you say that these clues are all somewhere in this room?" I asked.
"That's right," she clarified, clearly interested in where I was going with this.
"And *you* count as being part of this room, so clues could actually be hiding on you somewhere as well?" I asked.
Without letting her grin take over too much, Olivia replied, "There's one way to find out."
I approached her quickly, face to face with the beautiful, dark-haired girl as she looked me in the eye. There was a hint of smugness there, I think, practically daring me to pursue my idea. Well, I'd shared a bed with her once before, and I had little timidity when it came to Olivia Raine-Goldblum. I reached around her, tugging at the back of the lanyard and pulling it up and over Olivia's head. She did nothing to help me, of course, save for moving her hair out of the way and then back into position so she could be nice and practical.
Whatever the lanyard was attached to was down the front of her hoodie, maybe inside her shirt. I tugged at it, trying to pull it out from within, only to find it snagging against something. Olivia smirked as I tugged again with more force, seeming to take some distinct glee at the challenge I was facing.
"Looks like it's hooked on something," she said, amused.
"Looks like it," I replied, giving it another tug.
"And were you planning on doing something about that?" Olivia asked, again challenging me.
Now, the me who'd begun this year would have handled this slowly, with shaky hands slipping in there to go searching for what was promised and timidly assessing the situation. That, however, was the old me. I'd done a lot of growing since senior year began, and I felt fundamentally comfortable with Olivia... and being on a timer, I'll admit, was also an easy motivator.
I reached down beneath her hoodie, feeling around for the lanyard and finding nothing. Olivia stood still, but I could swear there was a little something in her smugness, about the way she arched her back ever so slightly to press her clothed breasts against my hand. It felt good, but it wasn't helping me, and I knew I'd have to dig deeper.
I pulled my hand up, then slipped it underneath the neckline of her t-shirt, following the lanyard down to where she had, of course, snuck the bottom of it down into her bra.
"You know, if you wanted me to feel you up, you could've just asked," I said.
"I could've, but this was more interesting," Olivia replied, gasping slightly as I slipped my fingers beneath the cup of her bra.
The feel of Olivia's bare breast against my hand was, admittedly, intoxicating. Her pert B-cup breast felt at once soft and firm to my touch, a sweet little gasp escaping her lips as my fingers followed the lanyard down past her nipple. I shouldn't have been surprised that her nipple hardened to my touch, and admittedly, even with a timer and a game on the line, I couldn't help but linger there for a moment. I squeezed her bare breast, rubbing my palm over her nipple and enjoying the feel of the hardness against my hand, the way it made Olivia quiver ever so slightly in response. It was a singularly erotic sensation, and an interesting one considering that both of us were completely dressed, and it was one that I knew I could've gotten lost in easily.
My competitive side soon kicked in, however, and I lingered no more, following the lanyard the rest of the way down, finding it attached to a small keyring that had been clipped to the base of her bra. I unclipped it, then pulled it up to find a simple, small key attached to it, one that had a gaudy smear of yellow paint on its body.
"So, you found your first key... now all you have to do is figure out what it goes to," Olivia said, a playful little taunt in her voice.
There was no hint in her manner that I'd just been feeling her up, only that faint amusement that seemed to permeate her ever since she had taken on this role of gamemaster. It left an impression on me, all the same, and I would be lying if I said I wasn't tempted to end the game now and pleasure her until she had no choice but to free me from my constraints.
But, between the work she'd clearly put into this, and my own competitive side, I also knew I couldn't stop now.
I observed the key on the lanyard, then quickly scanned the room to see if there were any obvious locks. This wasn't like an escape room where you'd just see the occasional inexplicable padlock just hanging around, no, Olivia was a lot better than that, but that didn't mean that there wasn't something to this.
"You're staring at the key," Olivia said, keeping her voice even as she walked up behind me.
"I'm staring at a lot of things," I said, my eyes darting around the room. "Gotta find what the key goes to, after all."
"Are you in need of a hint, already?" she continued to tease, her voice low and keeping the sarcasm clear.
I looked at her, smiling determinedly. "I'm just getting started; you don't need to go easy on me yet..."
"Who said I'm going easy on you? I made these puzzles possible, that doesn't mean I made them easy," Olivia continued.
"Let me be the judge of that," I replied.
"Well, to keep this moving, why don't you talk me through your thought process here? You've got a key; what does that mean to you?" she asked.
I was happy to be in my own head while I figured this out, but if Olivia wanted me to narrate this to make it more of an experience, fine, I'd have to narrate.
"Well, keys do tend to go to locks," I said, keeping up my own playful sarcasm.
"Usually," Olivia replied, rolling her eyes at me slightly.
More seriously, I noted, "I thought that the lanyard was first colored the way it was so you could make sure that I noticed it, but the fact that the key is also painted the same color makes me think that it might be more than that, that the color itself might actually be important to something here..."
I searched around her room, until I saw it on one of her bookshelves, a small wooden box that happened to be of the same garish color of yellow.
"And if I'm not mistaken..." I said, going over to the bookshelf and pulling the box down, finding that it was held fast with a small padlock.
Grinning, I slipped the key into the padlock, turning it and unlocking the box. "Bingo."
"Well done," Olivia noted, smiling. "I wanted to go a *little* easy on you to start this off... didn't want you feeling too helpless, after all, but let's see how you handle the next part."
I pulled the padlock and the key off the box, setting them on the bookcase under the assumption that I would no longer need them, then checked out what I had to work with inside.
Within the box was, admittedly, a rather nice trio of printed-up pictures of Olivia, one of her fully dressed and smiling at the camera, another of her in only a black bra and matching panties, and the third one of her naked, with one arm across her chest and her other hand covering up her pussy, a playfully taunting look on her face. Quickly checking the back of them, I could see that at least two of them also had some black lines drawn on them, but not knowing how those connected yet, I couldn't work with that yet. Beneath those pictures was a folded-up piece of paper and a ballpoint pen, and when I unfolded the piece of paper, a curious collection of letters greeted my eye.
JYA WABJ SMDA SXW OA IRDWP QI TRD XKA LQMMQWF JR MRRE OAWAXJY JYA HDKIXSA XWP JXEA RII UT HLAXJHYQKJ
"Oh, hell yeah!" I exclaimed.
"What have you found?" Olivia asked, still clearly wanting me to narrate.
"Some sexy pictures of you in various states of dress and undress, which, nice, by the way... and what appears to be some kind of cipher... which I kind of kick ass at," I said, grinning like an overconfident fool at her.
She raised an eyebrow at me. "Really? It's possible you might have mentioned something about that, in passing..."
Olivia and I had talked about a great many things during our time working together with the drama club, and while I couldn't exactly remember any conversations about my favorite logic puzzles, it seemed like she had a good memory for this exact subject. I had to give it to Olivia; her mind was a fascinating repository for information that I could only envy.
"Can I use your desk?" I asked.
"Please do," she replied, following me over as I sat down in her desk chair. "I'm curious to see your methodology in how you intend to solve this."
Setting the cipher down on her desk, I found a pen nearby and set to work, scrolling over the seemingly random letters as I considered how I wanted to approach this.
"I'm going to go out on a limb and assume since you didn't provide a key that this is some kind of replacement cipher that I can figure out using only what information I have in front of me," I explained, running over the words.
"A fair assumption... I can confirm it for you if you want to ask for help," she taunted.
"Oh, please... I'm going to finish this without asking for a single hint," I said, suddenly sounding a lot cockier than I normally would under these circumstances.
Thankfully, Olivia didn't decide to call me on my puzzle-solving arrogance. "We'll see... now, how do you expect to solve this puzzle?"
Looking it over, I ran through all of the lessons I'd learned from messing around with similar puzzles and started playing around with it, marking notes as I went.
"Well, the letter combination JYA appears a few times, with the letters J and A appearing quite frequently throughout the rest of the cipher," I reasoned, taking some notes and making an attempt at translating what I could see. "I'm going to take a guess, then, that JYA might actually mean 'THE', considering how common T and E are as letters... and going off of that, I see a two letter word, JR... and with J being T, and there not being too many two-letter words with T at the beginning, I might be able to reason that R is actually O, and that JR means TO... and if I'm right about both of those, I should have four letters already accounted for, and can probably just logic my way through the rest of this."
"You're making an incredible amount of assumptions," Olivia observed.
"Are any of them wrong?" I asked without looking up at her.
"Do you want me to confirm that? Because it would certainly count as a hint..." she replied, amusement in her voice.
"I can do this," I said, marking off letters and finding words, or at least pieces of words, based on my assumptions so far.
While I did love ciphers and could do them all day if given the opportunity, being on a timer and having Olivia constantly looking over my shoulder did have a way of fucking with my concentration. I could feel her, so close, so quiet, yet with that charge between us ever-present in a way I couldn't ignore. My own arousal and anticipation swirled with my more logical side, mixing in a way that was hardly constructive and made it difficult to focus. As I considered and ruled out letters that might fit in various parts of the cipher, I could feel the minutes ticking by, and what felt like it should have been a quick puzzle soon turned into almost ten minutes. As time passed by, I found it easier to make simple mistakes, cursing myself for wasting time on words that were impossible and forcing myself to backtrack.
Finally, though, as with so many puzzles, I hit a point of no return and everything made sense. Words began to click into place, and with those words more letters became clearer and clearer. I could feel Olivia practically pressing into my back as she leaned over my shoulder, watching me do my thing and making sure I couldn't ignore exactly where she was and what she was doing. She was quiet, in her own particular way, but I could only feel a growing heat from inside that made me want to take off some clothing, which, as it turned out, would be quite difficult considering the harness she'd locked me into.
Once it all became so clear, though, and I fully translated the message, I stood up from the chair and faced Olivia, and without a word grabbed the base of her sweatshirt, pulling it up and over her head and tossing it aside, finding an envelope taped to the stomach of the dark t-shirt she wore underneath.
"Not bad, Ryan... not bad at all..." she said.
Approaching her, I pulled the envelope from her shirt. "You know, this is an awful lot of trouble to have gone through to make me take your clothes off."
"True, but a lot more interesting than normal, isn't it?" she proposed.
"Also true," I replied, pulling the envelope open and checking out its contents.
There were three more pictures of Olivia in various states of undress, which I put with the first trio (since it seemed likely I was collecting them for a future puzzle), and a folded-up piece of thin, clear plastic about the size of a piece of paper. Once unfolded, all I could see was a strange series of lines and a couple rectangles marked it, as well as a prominent red X drawn in marker.
"Your map is incomplete," I joked.
"Who said it was a map?" Olivia teased.
I looked at her skeptically, and got nothing in response but another vaguely cheeky smirk. If she was trying to make me want her more, well... she was certainly accomplishing that.
Unfortunately, I wasn't accomplishing anything. Looking at the piece of plastic, I reasoned there had to be a reason for it to be clear, and that I was probably meant to see something through it. I spent an admittedly, and annoyingly, long period of time putting it up against everything I could see in plain sight that was about the same shape, and found that nothing seemed to line up. The ticking of the timer felt louder, the room smaller as I darted around, trying to find anything that fit.
And Olivia's presence certainly wasn't making things any easier.
"Are you sure you don't want a hint? There truly is no shame in asking for a hint, and if you're struggling, I *am* here to help," Olivia said.
"I'm fine... and I'll be fine," I said, holding the plastic up as I looked back at Olivia. "I just need to figure this out..."
"I'm sure you will, but when you do need a hint, and it will be *when*, not *if*, you know where I'll be," Olivia said, sounding a little too proud of herself.
I looked back at her, wanting to challenge her, to make sure she understood just how much I had this in hand (even if I didn't, really), when something caught my eye. The position of two of the posters on the wall above her bed, they looked familiar... *too* familiar. I held up the plastic sheet, and found that the rectangles on the poster lined up almost perfectly with them. Other lines fell into place as well, lining up with a bookcase, the top of her bed... yes, I'd found *exactly* what I was supposed to be looking for, and if logic held and that red X marked the spot...
My next clue would be under her bed.
I ran past Olivia, dropping to my knees and reaching under her bed, pulling out what looked like an ornate little puzzle box. I was uncertain if this was what I needed next, or simply something under Olivia's bed, but she was quick to clear that up without me needing to ask for a hint, sitting down on the bed and eyeing me with some amusement.
"Think you can figure out how to unlock it?" Olivia replied, her tone dripping with amusement. "I wish I could've made this a sexier puzzle, but sometimes you've got to work with the assets you have... I'm sure it won't take you *too* long to figure out how to open it."
"Promise it won't open a gateway to hell?" I joked as I began to move some of the box's interlocking pieces. "I kinda like my skin right where it is."
"I won't make you any promises to that effect, but I can talk about how movie monsters aren't real if that'll prevent you from having any nightmares," she said, smirking.
I rolled my eyes and said nothing, twisting and contorting what parts of the box I could in my hands as I tried to figure out how to open it up. Even with a basic understanding that it eventually *would* open and have something inside of it that was relevant to the next puzzle, I found the puzzle box to be rather challenging, with shifting and sliding pieces that didn't necessarily reveal a path forward, and a few dead ends. The ticking of the timer raised the intensity as I continued pushing forward, trying to figure out how to open this.
"Trickier than it looks, isn't it?" Olivia taunted.
"I'll figure it out," I said. "Unless I'm supposed to solve it by smashing it to pieces."
"That is... certainly an option," she replied, thoughtfully. "But I'd like to ask you to consider a less percussive course than that."
"So, no smashing?" I asked.
"No smashing... of the puzzle box, or any other game elements. Once you've figured out how to get naked, we can smash all you want," Olivia said, her voice having a distinct playfulness in spite of her taunting.
I practically growled at her, as much in need as in frustration, because she was looking particularly good, and the feel of her breast against my hand was still on my mind. This didn't help my concentration, of course, and I certainly lost some more minutes this way... but like all puzzles, once you hit a certain point, the pieces just have a way of falling into place. With a couple strategic slides of one side and a twist here, I felt a click, and the top of the box slid open.
"Fuck yeah," I replied, looking at the contents inside.
As expected, I found another trio of pictures of Olivia in various states of undress, some of them with more of those inexplicable lines on the back. Less expected was a small flashlight, and a small, blank slip of paper.
I toyed with the flashlight, briefly, turning it on and viewing the purple light with glee.
"Ah, it isn't an escape room if there isn't a blacklight puzzle hiding in there somewhere," I said, a little cocky.
Olivia shrugged. "My resources are limited, and with that, sometimes creativity faces limitations as well. That a problem?"
"Never," I replied, turning the small blacklight back on and running it over the small slip of paper in the box, making the words 'THE AMALGAMATED AMERICAN DICTIONARY' appear as bright as day.
It was an odd title, but a memorable one... so memorable that I was able to recall where I'd seen it on one of her bookshelves and pulled it down, finding it to be not just a book, but a cheap, hidden safe made to look like a book. In spite of its cover, the inside was clearly pressed aluminum, and reasonably well-locked with a four-digit dial combination on it, and the words 'LIGHTS OUT' written next to it.
Well, I'd seen less blatant clues than that before.
I walked over to the door and flipped the light switch beside it, plunging Olivia's room into absolute blackness.
"Oh, wow..." I said, trying to get my bearings.
"Good blackout curtains... there's nothing quite like them," Olivia confirmed.
"I can tell," I replied, waiting for my eyes to adjust and finding that more of a challenge than I would've liked.
Wait, why the hell did I need to let my eyes adjust? I still had the flashlight!
I turned it on, and while it wasn't enough to bathe the room in light, it was enough to help me find my bearings, and give an ominous kind of glow to Olivia. Her skin nearly glowed under the blacklight, she was so pale, her smile growing ever so slightly as she saw that I didn't need much instruction to follow this next step.
"Fuck, you look good..." I said.
"I do," she confirmed. "But spend too long looking at me and you'll only delay the fun further."
I walked over to her, closing the distance between us until we were face to face. I knew we were on the clock, but being this close to her, I figured I could steal a minute and do what I'd wanted to do since we'd begun this game.
I leaned in, and I kissed Olivia on the mouth, feeling her lips conform to mine. Her lips were so soft, and pleasantly moist, and beyond that... I couldn't help but feel a certain sweetness to how she kissed me back. Olivia was not a girl who you could usually assign the word sweet, as she always kept a bit of an edge to herself that tended to keep people at arm's length. I knew she had friends, and that she didn't let them in that easily, so to feel her opening up to me, letting me see some of that sweet side rather than just the edge... well, I'd be lying if I said it didn't feel good.



Parting from the kiss, Olivia pursed her lips, then smiled up at me. "Maybe not the wisest use of your time... but that did feel good."
"Didn't it?" I asked, before darting my eyes, and flashlight, around the room.
"You onto something?" she asked.
"Maybe," I said, scanning the flashlight over every surface I could find and looking for something obvious. "You asked me to turn out the lights, which means that you want me to find something that would be much easier to find in the dark, and having only given me this flashlight to go hunting with... I'm assuming I'm meant to find a clue with it that I couldn't find as easily with the lights on."
"A fair assumption. Let's see if it pays off," Olivia replied.
It didn't pay off, at first, because even though Olivia didn't have the biggest bedroom in the world, there were still a lot of potential places for the next clue to be hidden. With the timer ticking down, my time running out with every moment I wasn't finding what she wanted me to find, I began to hurry, which only made me seemingly miss the clue even harder. I knew there was the possibility of a hint, and that Olivia was ready to jump at the opportunity to reveal that she'd stumped me... and it was certainly tempting.
And then, pretty much by accident, I saw it. Next to the timer on her desk, the artist's mannequin. It had a set of glowing numbers that reacted to the blacklight. 3 on the right side of the neck, 1 on the chest, 2 on the lower left leg, and ultimately 4 on the lower back.
That was certainly four numbers... but I had no idea of what order they went in. Head to toe? Toe to head? And it was 1 through 4, which could mean something else entirely.
That was when inspiration struck, and I approached Olivia, shining the light on the side of her neck, revealing a glowing 8 painted onto her skin. If my theory followed, the rest of the numbers would be written on her in corresponding places with the artist's mannequin, but shining the light over her clothes in the corresponding spots got me nothing.
Well, I couldn't say that she didn't have a plan here.
"Take your clothes off," I said, before quickly adding. "Please."
"I thought you didn't want my help," Olivia replied, her tone almost teasing.
I looked over at the timer, and while I wasn't in risk of running out of time just yet, that didn't mean that I wasn't feeling the pressure.
Looking back at her, into her eyes, I could feel the challenge in them acutely, knowing what she wanted me to do and only feeling my excitement grow because of how blatant she was about it. Olivia had always had her own way of approaching problems, and I had to admit that this was about as unique a way I'd ever been made to get a girl naked as I could remember. But, if this was how I was supposed to win, then that was how I'd win.
I gripped the bottom of her t-shirt, then pulled it over her head, her beautiful, bra-clad breasts made wonderfully available to me. Shining the light over her breasts, I couldn't find anything, and then with a grin I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her in close so I could unclasp her bra. I'd gotten pretty good at doing this by this point, and managed to get it open with one move, pulling the bra off and revealing her breasts, bare, to me.
Her B-cup tits were pert and round, soft but firm, with perfect little pink nipples that stood out so beautifully hard. I was tempted... *sorely* tempted to lean in and worship them, suckling on them until I got her off, but instead, I ran the light over her tits and found a '2' painted in glowing ink on the bottom of her right breast.
Turning Olivia around revealed a 9 painted on her lower back, and without missing a beat I reached around her, undoing her belt and pulling her pants down, dropping the jeans around her ankles. On this one thing, she helped me somewhat, stepping out of her pants while I ran the light over her, finding the 6 painted on her leg.
I stood up behind her, unable to help myself, and wrapped my arms around Olivia, pulling her close to me. I squeezed her tits with both hands, pinching her now free nipples and loving the moans they pulled from her perfect lips, grinding my cock over her panty-clad ass. It was a challenge, admittedly, given the harness she'd put me in, but my erection feeling as powerful as it did, I thought we were both still able to get something out of it. Olivia seemed to enjoy herself quite a bit, moaning and wiggling her ass against me.
"Mmm, you're running out of time," she said. "Not that I want you to stop..."
I chuckled, kissing the side of her neck. "Yeah, and you'd enjoy watching me fail, wouldn't you?"
"Oh, hardly... I rather enjoy the sight of you victorious..." Olivia purred, arching her neck to kiss me back.
She would know; Olivia had been instrumental in my victory over bully Micah Burke just a little over a week ago, something for which I would forever be in her debt. I'd have taken this moment to show her just how indebted to her I felt... but again, the timer. So, I got in a little more grinding, a little more groping of her breasts, and another kiss on her perfect lips, before moving on.
I dashed across the room, grabbing the safe and plugging in 2689, unlocking it and opening it up.
I smirked. "I thought so."
Strolling over to me, clad only in her black cotton panties, Olivia asked, "You thought what?"
I pulled the contents of the safe out, revealing three more pictures of her in various states of undress, including a rather artful full nude of her spreading her legs and showing off her pussy.
"I'd been suspecting something like this for a while, but these three confirm it... I've got all the parts to finish the final puzzle, don't I?" I asked, walking over to the doorway and turning the light back on.
Olivia blinked, annoyance flashing across her face as she readjusted to the light, but she eyed me curiously.
"I can neither confirm or deny that suspicion... but I'd like to know why you're so confident about this," she said, a small smile curling at the edges of her lips.
Dashing to her desk, I grabbed the pictures I'd collected there so far and brought them over to the bulletin board on her wall.
Pointing at the rectangles taped onto the board, I explained, "Twelve conspicuous taped spots, twelve pushpins, and twelve pictures of you getting progressively more and more undressed, all of which look more or less the size of the taped rectangles you put on the board. Call me crazy, but I think if I put these in order, I'm going to figure out how to take this damned harness off..."
"You think it will be that simple?" Olivia challenged.
"Are you telling me it won't be?" I replied, lining the pictures beneath the bulletin board to the best of my abilities.
"That would be a hint for me to either confirm or deny your suspicion, and at last report, I thought you didn't want any hints..." she teased.
"And you'd be right about that," I said, grabbing the first picture and pinning it up on the board.
While this seemed simple in theory, I soon found out that there were variables I hadn't considered. The grid of taped-up rectangles was three rows of four, but I didn't know if I was going left to right or top to bottom, and that would probably affect how I could solve this problem. However, going from left to right, top to bottom, seemed to be the way to go, and I soon thought I had ordered the pictures about as correctly as I could have arranged them, creating a nice slideshow sort of effect of Olivia being fully dressed in the top left corner, to completely nude and lewd at the bottom right.
"Did I... did I get it? Do I get the next part now?" I asked.
"Do you want to know?" Olivia asked.
Okay, so I *didn't* get it. She wouldn't be asking me if I'd gotten it, and she was asking me, so... fuck, I was missing something, wasn't I? Was there some clue on the pictures that I was missing? Something about Olivia's position in each of the pictures, or something in the background, or-
It clicked quickly. I wasn't sure of it, and it felt like one of those moments where the idea was so crazy it just might work... but it was an idea I had to test, first. Unpinning the first picture, I turned it around so that the back was now facing me... the back with some of those mysterious lines drawn on it that I'd noted earlier, but hadn't put a ton of thought to. If I was right...
One by one, I turned each of the pictures around, seeing the lines on the backs of them connecting until I could see the design on the back of them, as if I'd put together a jigsaw puzzle. The shape was a simple line drawing, probably something Olivia had done in Sharpie, and the shape was a little confusing at first, flaring and narrowing and looking for all intents and purposes like a soft Christmas tree had been knocked on its side.
Which was before I realized that if I turned it in one particular direction, this was the shape of an object I was very familiar with.
Laughing, I said, "Good one."
Olivia raised an eyebrow. "Figured it that quickly, have you?"
"Yeah. Yeah, I have," I replied, walking over to the mostly naked Olivia and looking her in the eye. "I think you know it's about time for you to take your panties off..."
She eyed me challengingly, holding her ground well. "Me helping you like that would constitute a hint, you know... what would that do for your hint-averse pride, I wonder?"
Alright, if that was how she wanted it, that was how it was going to be... I reached out to Olivia, running my hands lightly down the sides of her body. She shivered at my touch, a delicious sensation in its own way, her skin prickling with gooseflesh as I ran my fingertips over her pale flesh. Reaching her narrow hips, I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of her panties and pulled them down over her pleasantly modest ass, dropping them to the floor and leaving her standing beautifully naked in front of me. My eyes, on instinct, looked down between her legs at her shaved pussy, my cock twitching and mouth watering at the thought of it, but that wasn't why I was here...
I looked over again at the drawing I'd formed with the lines on the backs of Olivia's pictures and smiled at the sight, ready to confirm my suspicion...
...because that drawing couldn't have been of anything *but* a butt plug.
I grabbed Olivia by the shoulders, neither roughly nor gently and turned her around, bending her over her desk. She reached out quickly, gasping slightly from surprise and bracing her hands against the desk, jutting her ass out at me as if on instinct.
I dropped to my knees behind her, face to face with her ass, and the flared base of a light blue butt plug that was clearly sticking out of her. Olivia had hidden this clue inside of herself the entire time... I was impressed, honestly, but with my timer still ticking down, I couldn't stay here impressed for long.
"You know what has to happen next, don't you?" I asked.
Biting her lip, Olivia nodded, jutting her ass out toward me more prominently. I slid my fingers between her ass cheeks, teasing her, enjoying how she shivered and shuddered, before closing my fingers over the base of the plug. I tugged at it, gently, feeling it nestling inside of her before I pulled a little more firmly. Olivia moaned, seemingly in spite of herself, as I pulled it slowly from her ass, watching her tightest hole stretch around it until it reached the widest part of the flare, at which point the toy slid out of her quite easily.
She gasped, trying to catch her breath and rocking against her desk as I pulled the toy from her, turning the lubed-up sex toy around in my hands until I saw, rather carefully carved in the side the word "SPRING."
Suddenly feeling rather silly, I set the plug down on her desk, then looked at the lettered combination dials on the lock on my chest. "I should've thought of this earlier."
"Too on the nose?" Olivia asked, whimpering pleasantly and dropping her head forward. "I would have fit 'SPRING BREAK' there if I could, but I couldn't find any affordable locks that came in that size... and don't get me started on how long it took me to figure out the ideal way to mark something on a toy like that..."
Briefly, I was transfixed by the sight before me. Olivia and I had had sex before, but it was an intense, passioned moment of release then, the two of us giving in to feelings and a building understanding between us that we'd forged while working with each other on the school play; we didn't really have a whole lot of time to get creative, and we'd never even considered something along the lines of anal. Seeing her ass cheeks spread in this moment, her tight, pink hole exposed to me, flexing ever so slightly and looking positively enticing... well, I was sorely tempted in that moment to lean in and give her ass a little worship, maybe see how far I could get my tongue up her tightest hole. It was certainly tempting, and before I'd even realized it, my hand was on one of her ass cheeks, squeezing it lightly and making her shiver.
There was so much I could have done... so much I *wanted* to do... but quickly, my head cleared.
I looked down at the padlock on my chest and spun the dials on it until the word "SPRING" was aligned in the appropriate spot, and I tugged.
The lock fell free, the straps around me loosening all at once. I pulled them over my head and dropped them to the floor, standing free behind Olivia.
Shakily, she turned around to face me, smiling as she reached out and pressed the button atop the timer to turn it off.
"So, you've won," Olivia said with a smirk. "Admittedly, not the most inspired escape room in the world, but with the limited resources I had at hand, I like to think I acquitted myself as well as I could have. Did you enjoy the experience?"
I flexed my muscles, happy to be free of the straps on my shoulders and between my legs... *especially* the straps between my legs, as now I could feel nothing constraining my arousal but my pants and underwear, and that at least was a familiar state for me to be in.
And now, a significantly more comfortable one to be in, especially as I took in Olivia standing before me, now completely naked. She eyed me curiously, as if wondering what my next move might be, and seemingly unprepared for the possibility that it might just be to stand here and stare back at her. I took in her pale, lithe body, her pert breasts with those peaked nipples, the way she moistened her lips in anticipation... and then, of course, I couldn't help but let my eyes drift between her legs, to see her slit, shaved bare and looking so ready, so *tasty*.
Fuck, Olivia was beautiful... I really had to do something about that.
It seemed Olivia had the same thoughts, as she soon quickly closed the distance between us and practically threw herself at me, wrapping her arms around my neck so she could press her lips to mine in a fiery kiss. I was taken off guard by the suddenness of this, but was soon kissing her back with equal fervor, wrapping my arms around her to press her body close to mine. There was no hesitation, no focus in these kisses, no, this was something significantly wilder, something *freer* passing between the two of us, this great, wild need for each other that could no longer be contained.
Olivia broke this kiss, eyeing me desperately. "Take your shirt off."
"Yeah," I replied, reaching for the bottom of my shirt and pulling it over my head.
Olivia's own hands were busy at my waistband, unbuckling my belt quickly and just as quickly unbuttoning and unzipping my pants, pulling them, and my underwear down in a swift move, made all the swifter by the fact that she'd dropped to her knees to do so. This did result in my thick, ten-inch erection popping out with some force, impacting her cheek with an impressive smacking sound, but if she minded, she didn't let it show. Her face only inches away from my cock, Olivia looked on it almost worshipfully, then up in my eyes as she took hold of it with both hands.
"I don't think it's an exaggeration to say I've thought about getting to see your cock again at least two or three times daily, often more; now, get out of your pants, I need you naked, though you can keep your glasses," she said with an urgent authority.
I did as I was told, pushing my glasses up the bridge of my nose. "At least two or three times a day, huh?"
"Yes," Olivia replied bluntly, slowly stroking my cock in both hands and spreading my precum about with her thumbs. "I doubt I'm the only girl to tell you that you leave an impression, and, well, you've certainly left an impression on me... an impression that's not easily sated, I must note. I've masturbated several times almost every night thinking about what I'd do the next time I got you in bed, and now that we're there, or *nearly* there since my bed's over there, you could say with certainty that I'm fucking excited to be here. Thoughts of you have nearly caused me to wear out several sex toys... not to mention consider what this would feel like up my ass, which is something I don't consider lightly."
Holding my cock up, she leaned in to lick my balls, never breaking eye contact with me. I hissed pleasurably at the contact, and she leaned back, looking at me with those big hazel eyes of hers and looking painfully sexy.
"What I'm saying is, you should feel special. Fuck, you should feel arrogant, cocky, whatever you want to feel. It's not many guys who can turn me into a ravenous little slut with the merest memory of our last sexual encounter... there's something special to that, I believe," Olivia replied, leaning in to kiss my balls.
I groaned as she licked and kissed my balls in a hungry, almost worshipful fashion, looking up into my eyes the entire time. Slowly stroking my shaft with one hand, she then proceeded to quickly suck one of my full balls into her mouth, teasing it with her tongue and making me moan out loud. Fuck... holy fuck she was good at this. I'd known for some time that Olivia was a girl who was full of surprises, but the way she treated my balls while slowly jacking me off with such skill simply told me that she still had surprises to spare.
I reached down, running my fingers through her dark hair with an almost tender softness, something that I could see quite clearly make her shiver.
It also, apparently, set something off inside of her. Olivia let my balls fall from her mouth and leaned away, just enough so that she could pull my cock down to her lips and line it up, opening wide as she practically inhaled my thick cockhead. Without breaking eye contact, she swirled her tongue over the head hurriedly, sucking and slurping and licking at the head and positively driving me mad.
I hissed, gripping her hair more tightly. "Ah, holy fuck... oh, wow... oh, that feels so good... your mouth is fucking amazing, Olivia... I mean... ohfuck..."
Though her expression didn't change much, mostly because it couldn't, I swear I could see Olivia's little smirk even in her impressively stretched lips, that way she cocked her head just slightly and changed the pace with which she slurped my cockhead. It was a brief reaction, and one that could easily have been missed, but with Olivia's expressive face, there was no way I would ever want to miss even the slightest look from her.
That brief moment of smugness out of the way, she soon took more of me into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing out as she sucked me eagerly, taking my cock into her throat and soon sucking my entire length down. She held it there for a moment, clearly on the verge of gagging, but looking up at me with those watery eyes in a look of playful defiance, wanting to show me just how determined she was, before pulling back and off of my cock. With trails of saliva and precum connecting her mouth to my cock, she coughed briefly, then wiped her lips with the back of her hand and dove back in, inhaling my cock to the root and sucking me with a particularly dramatic flair.



I gripped her hair in my fingers more tightly as she did this, keeping her close and making her moan as I did so. The vibrations of her moans against my cock shook something to my very core, making me realize just how close I was, and how much I still needed her.
"Olivia... fuck... you keep doing that, you'll make me cum..." I warned.
She pulled off my cock, stroking me with both hands as she looked up at me with a devilish smile. "That's the idea. I know you won't stop with one cum, so I don't feel a particular pressure *not* to make you cum... so if you feel the need, you just do it. Make me a fucking mess; I don't care. In fact, I welcome it."
Olivia continued stroking my cock with both hands, leaning in to kiss my cockhead. I groaned again, my cock twitching in her grasp as she smiled.
"Oh, I think he likes that... I think you like the idea of cumming all over me, watching me swallow your fucking load... well, what are you waiting for, Ryan? Fucking cum for me... claim your fucking prize and cum in my mouth, on my face, whatever you fucking want, just give it to me... I fucking want it..." she growled, leaning in to kiss and suckle my cockhead.
"O...okay... if you insist," I replied, trying to hold back my whimper and failing fantastically.
Olivia saw my resolve flicker there, and with the slightest, cocky little grin on her lips, she dove back in, licking and kissing and sucking on my cockhead, and only my cockhead, while her hands were a blur over my shaft, jerking me swiftly as if with a great desperation for my cum. With my own need to cum already undeniable, I no longer held back. I thrust back against her hands and mouth slightly, trying to get more into her mouth, trying to feel more of her hands, feeling the pressure building inside of me and knowing that there was only one way this would end, and that that end was coming *very* soon.
"Oh god, I'm cumming... I'm cumming soon... fuck, you're gonna make me cum soon, Olivia!" I cried out.
Unhesitating, she pulled my cock out of her mouth and jacked me, looking up at me with a playfully slutty superiority. "Come on, Ryan, do it... fucking do it... cum for me, cum on me, make me a fucking mess like you make all your cumsluts, come on, I can take it, and I fucking want it, do it... do it... cum for me, cum for me, Ryan, give it to me, give-"
I didn't have any words for her just then, but I did have a loud moan, and a whole lot of cum as pleasure washed over my body. With a cry of ecstasy, I arched my back, spraying an impressive first blast of cum across her face and into her mouth. Though surprised, for maybe a second, Olivia recovered quickly, aiming my cock down so she could get another blast almost fully in her mouth, before aiming several more shots at her chin. I'd had some big loads before, and this felt up there with the best of them, as Olivia continued to jerk the last few shots out of me, splattering my cum down her neck and onto her tits. It looked almost as if she were trying to make this as filthy as possible, as if she wanted to show me that she could be every bit as much of a porny slut as a lot of the other girls I'd been with this year. While I didn't doubt that she had that capacity, as our time together had proven her to be an inventive and passionate girl, I couldn't lie: I did enjoy seeing this side of her unleashed.
Looking up at me now that she was finished taking my cum, Olivia proudly showed me the cum collected in her mouth before swallowing it all down.
Panting and weak, I took a step away from her, while Olivia stood in front of me, looking dirty and unbearably sexy as she grinned at me through a mask of cum.
"You're quite... tasty," she said, wiping some cum off of her cheek with one finger and sucking it down. "And you make this mess worth it."
"Glad to hear it," I replied, still feeling weak in the knees, but loving the way Olivia looked, so naked and free and utterly *raw*.
She clearly saw my attention, looking me up and down with a little smirk. "I need to clean up a bit before... well, anything else... would you like to join me in the shower?"
Though I was still trying to find myself capable of words, this wasn't a question I had to linger on long.
***
"Oh god... fuck... fuckfuckfuck... please, keep going, keep... OHHHH..." Olivia moaned as I fingered her against the shower wall.
Hot water sprayed down around us, any need for cleanliness well past us as we now satisfied ourselves with each other. I'd pinned Olivia to the wall, enjoying the way her tight body felt against mine, not to mention how responsive she was as I fingered her clit lusciously. With her hands wrapped around the back of my neck, and one leg around my waist, Olivia held on for dear life while I pleasured her. I leaned in, kissing her neck as she kissed mine, the two of us losing ourselves to the steamy shower as we added some steam of our own.
So, yeah, if it wasn't obvious by now, I definitely wanted to join Olivia in the shower, and the two of us had made the most of it. Once those initial first steps of cleanup were finished, we descended on each other, making out and groping each other as we let our passions take control. While an unassuming girl if you ever saw her around school, when the two of us were together, Olivia proved herself to be a uniquely intense girl with a powerful lust that I took great pleasure in trying to keep up with.
Kissing her neck one last time, I shifted my position enough to look her in the eye while I fingered her. She looked up at me, her beautiful hazel eyes watery and needy, her pale body flushing from more than just the shower. I increased my pace over her clit, painfully aware of how hard I was again. I was tempted, to be sure, to replace my fingers with my cock and pound her into oblivion right here, but I still needed to pay her back for that exquisite blowjob.
Thankfully, that same blowjob had certainly improved my patience with her, and my fingering skills were developed enough that it wouldn't take long to get her exactly where I wanted her.
That didn't mean that I wasn't going to tease this out as long as I could... no, by this point in senior year, I'd become pretty expert at the art of edging, and I was happy to show Olivia just how good I was at this, bringing her close to the edge and then backing off, slowing my efforts so she could come down a little, before bringing her back up to that edge once again. It was a process I kept repeating, building up what I hoped to be a rather devastating orgasm inside of this utterly unique girl I shared the shower with.
Of course, one also takes their own life into their hands when they get to edging a girl who really wanted to get off, and after doing this to her for a while, those lovely hazel eyes were looking less lovely and more disgruntled, her moans and grunts taking on a tone that bordered on threatening.
"Fuck... you're playing with fire... oh, you're playing with fire there..." Olivia groaned, rocking her hips against my hand in an increasingly desperate fashion. "You're really going to keep doing that? Fuck... if you keep teasing me like that, you're going to unleash a monster... and I'm not sure you'll like what you see..."
She said this with an angry little curl at the edges of her mouth, enough to tell me that I'd actually probably like seeing that side of her a fair bit, but I took that as a moment to increase my pace just enough. I quickened my pace over her clit, feeling how properly juicy her pussy had become as she whimpered and groaned.
"Mmm... if this is what I'm going to get out of you, I think I'll have no choice *but* to keep going like this... I mean, what'd you call yourself earlier, a 'ravenous little slut'? I think I'd like to see that side of you come out..." I whispered into her ear, loving the way it brought out higher, more intense whimpers from within the beauty I'd pinned to the wall.
Olivia groaned, "You say that now... fuckfuckfuckfuckfuck... but-"
"I know what I'm doing, and complain all you want, but you fucking love this, too... and when I finally make you cum, you'll wish you'd never complained," I said, kissing her neck again.
"Confident words," she replied.
"I can justify them," I said.
Whispering in my ear, Olivia said, "Then fucking prove it... make me... make me cum... make me cum so hard I'll never want any other guy..."
That... that was one hell of a responsibility, but I was up for the challenge. Though I slowed my pace, briefly, I was content to go in for the kill at this point, quickening my fingers over her clit while sucking on the side of her neck. I could feel her tensing, perhaps even bracing herself for me to back off of her again, but I didn't give her that reprieve this time. This time I only kept going, fingering her clit faster and harder, backing off just enough to look her in the eyes as I did this. The look on her face when she realized I meant it this time was impressive, that defiant frustration melting away into a brief moment of pure excitement, before she surrendered herself, closing her eyes and letting her mouth drop open as she let out a moan of raw ecstasy.
"Yes, yes... oh, yes, fuck... yes, fuck me, finger me, finger me harder, god, ohgod, fuck, keep fingering me, like that, harder, please, harder, I'm close, I'm close, so close, pleasepleaseplease, harder, harder, it's coming, it's coming, I'm coming, keep fingering my fucking pussy, just like that, come on, yesyesyesyesyes... FUUUUUUUUUCK!!!" Olivia cried out, clinging to me tightly as she came, messy and hard.
Even with the hot water running down our bodies, I could feel the surge of her juices against my hand, the scent of her arousal filling the tight space of the shower intoxicating to me as I kept rolling my fingers over her to clit to draw out her pleasure as long as I could. True to my intentions, it was every bit as devastating an orgasm as I'd hoped, with Olivia crying out and shaking against me, holding onto me for stability as she lost all control. As a girl who prided herself in a certain level of control, I won't deny the thrill that came with seeing her so lost like this, watching and feeling her break down in my arms as she soon lost her strength and fell against me.
I held her like this, making sure she wouldn't fall while she caught her breath, Olivia kissing and nibbling on my shoulder. She stayed like this for a moment, breathing and regaining her bearings, holding onto me as her senses returned.
And then she unlocked her hands from behind my neck and reached down between us, gripping my cock with one hand and groaning softly as she took in its girth. She stroked me, slowly, experimentally, feeling what I had to offer her in this moment. Olivia knew exactly what was there, and exactly why I was this way, but with a pleasantly drowsy look in her eyes, she still couldn't help but smile at me.
"Mmm, we should do something with this cock," she purred.
"Got any ideas?" I asked, kissing her neck again.
"A few... and none of them feature fucking in the shower, because I don't want to slip and break my neck," Olivia replied, her words blunt even if her tone was still a little dreamy.
While I was quite experienced with shower sex, I wouldn't deny that it was often quite a bit more awkward than it was sexy and romantic, and I wouldn't have minded my own change of venue for our next acts, either.
"Yeah, I wouldn't mind a bit of a scene transition, either," I replied.
"Good," she said, grinning dreamily and kissing me again. "So why don't we get on with that, and then see what else we'll get up to?"
And in answer to that, I'll ask you all to kindly hold while we skip over the unglamorous steps of finishing the shower and drying off and enjoy the asterisks of this brief scene transition.
***
Clean and dry out of the shower, and still every bit as turned on as when we'd shared it together, Olivia and I collapsed onto her bed in a frantic embrace, kissing and groping each other as we sought to give in to the pleasures that we had only been toying with so far. I climbed up onto her bed so that my head was on the pillow, and Olivia positioned herself above me, insistently grinding her slick pussy against my shaft.
"Mmm, while there are certain things I do enjoy about teasing this out for as long as possible, once we get to a certain point, I do wonder why I wait when what I really want is this... why make you jump through all those hoops, solve all those puzzles, when it's all just going to end like this, which is what I wanted in the first place..." she said, smiling down at me slyly and reaching between us to take hold of my cock.
"Well, it does ramp up the anticipation nicely," I admitted, reaching up to take hold of her breasts as she lined me up with her entrance. "You did get me nice and extra hard by drawing this out as you did... I'd say don't sell all the work you put in short, because- ohfuck..."
Olivia settled down onto my cock before I could really finish that thought, and whatever I meant to say beyond that point was lost to time as I felt her warm, wet embrace surround my erection. I groaned out in pleasure as her folds enveloped my thick cockhead, then as she methodically made her way down, slowly taking inch after inch in a beautifully deliberate fashion. She looked into my eyes all the while, letting me see that focus and pleasure as it overtook her, her mouth dropping open in a silent moan as her body trembled with the sensations of what we were doing. I squeezed her tits, perhaps a little too hard, as I was overwhelmed with the feelings overtaking me, finally making her moan audibly.
When my cock had finally been buried to the hilt inside of her, I wrapped my arms around Olivia, holding her close and kissing her with a tender fondness, a reflection of our unique connection and understanding of each other.
Tender and fond were good, and had certainly informed my last encounter with her well... but as the rest of our time together today had proven, while Olivia was interested in closeness, she was looking for more than just tender and fond. Pressing her hands to my chest, she pushed off of me, sitting up on my cock and looking down at me with the kind of hunger I could easily mirror.
"I've been waiting for this... since the last time we did this, honestly... the first time..." Olivia growled, squeezing one of my nipples.
I hissed, reaching down for her ass and squeezing, firmly, before sliding my hands up to her hips, letting her know that I was every bit as ready for this as she was.
Smirking, Olivia began to bounce on my cock, and I matched her pace readily, pumping my cock up into her as she rode me. While Olivia wasn't quite as experienced as many of the girls I'd been with, she was still more than capable of what she was doing, as she soon bounced up and down on my cock energetically, her hips a blur as she rode my cock.
Her eyes screwed shut in concentration, she moaned, "Oh fuck... oh fucking hell, this is good... perfect... you're so big... so fucking big, I can feel you... I can feel you *everywhere* oh, wow, that's... mmm... that's amazing cock, I love feeling it inside of me... yes, like that, keep going, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, Ryan..."
I was all too happy to fuck her like this, gripping her hips firmly as she bounced with expert precision, taking my cock and squeezing me so lusciously, I was in danger of cumming well before I was ready to.
Thankfully, Olivia seemed to sense this and gave me a more than pleasant distraction, dropping down and pressing her tits to my face. I shifted my focus in that moment, suckling at her tits to keep myself from losing it too quickly inside of her and finding this technique to be quite gratifying as a means to draw this out longer.
Olivia also seemed to rather enjoy herself, mewling pleasantly as she fucked me and continued feeding me her tits. "Yes, yes, yes, mmm... oh, that feels so good... your mouth... your hands... your cock... heaven... fucking heaven, it's... so good, fuck, feels... feels good... feels *so* good..."
She reached down between us, fingering her clit as she rode me. "Please, whatever you do, don't stop doing what you're doing... don't stop, please, please, don't stop, keep going, please, Ryan..."
Olivia closed her eyes, her face contorted with concentration as she fingered herself while riding me. I made sure to give her everything she wanted, fucking and sucking and holding onto her, making sure to take her as close to the edge that she wanted to be taken over as I could. I held on tightly, pumping up into her as she increased her speed, watching with no small amount of pride as she shook, hard, trembling as another orgasm spread through her. This one wasn't quite as dramatic as the one in the shower, but with a gush of her juices and a tremble that didn't seem to give up, it certainly looked like a good one all the same.
"Oh, yes, yesyesyes... come on... oh yes..." Olivia said, quivering and opening her eyes as she looked down at me, a sly little smile on her lips as she positively giggled. "Holy fuck, that... I think it's still happening... what the fuck... how is it still happening..."
She looked down at her leg, seeing it still shaking and shuddering against me and laughing. "Why am I still shaking? Seriously, what the fuck... never... never cum like that before... I think I like it."
Feeling her pussy still quaking and massaging my cock, even if she wasn't fully conscious of it, I concurred, "Feels pretty fucking great here, too, believe me..."
"I'm... fuck... haha... going to need a minute to go again... just need to get to a place where I can feel my legs again," she chuckled, still shaking uncontrollably.
Smiling up at her, I stopped sucking her nipples and wrapped my arms around her, pulling her in for a soft kiss. Olivia moaned pleasantly against my lips, melting into the kiss while we made out. I kissed her more deeply then, trying to echo our earlier passions and finding her very receptive as her lips eagerly accepted mine, peppering my lips with several quick, playful kisses in a row.
As she was still shaking, and there was still much I wanted to do with Olivia, I thought this time to take some control, gripping her tightly and rolling over so that I was on top of her (no mean feat in a twin bed). Olivia was still too giggly and recovering from her orgasm to put up much of an argument now that I was on top of her, but with the way she looked at me in this position, I didn't take this change as a bad thing. I kissed her again, thrusting into her pussy slowly for the moment while she rocked her hips with me, continuing this fuck and enjoying every moment of it.
Though there was definitely a distinct fire to our union, there was also an intimacy to it that I enjoyed on a deeper level... Olivia and I had always connected on a more intellectual level throughout our monthlong flirtation, and when we finally did have sex, there was a magic to it that I at once couldn't have expected and should have seen coming. We were very compatible in a number of ways, and when we did this together there was something that felt, well... *natural* to what we were doing.
So, I was unhurried as I slid my cock in and out of Olivia's grasping cunt. We looked into each other's eyes, exchanging kisses and occasionally giggling or laughing with each other, whispering smatterings of dirty talk into the other's ear as we embraced and fucked in the playful, if intense, way that the two of us truly loved. I had one hand on a breast, squeezing her nipple as I continued to fuck into her, enjoying how sensitive her nipples were and how the slightest bit of pressure would make her moan.
Soon, even this pace was too much for me, and I felt my cock swelling with a coming release.




"It's... I'm gonna..." I tried to warn.
Kissing me, Olivia whimpered. "Inside of me... please... I want to feel it... feel you..."
"Alright," I replied, kissing her back.
I increased my pace, pumping into her more firmly, but it didn't take long. With a great feeling of pressure needing release, I let go, cumming inside of Olivia as she mewled and moaned, holding me tightly to her. I let the pleasure take me, holding tightly to her as we embraced, letting the last of this ecstasy roll through me as I filled her with seemingly every last drop that I had in me.
I knew better than that, of course, that I'd be able to recover before long and we'd be able to go again, but with how drained I felt in that moment, I could swear it would be days before I'd have another drop of cum to spare.
Olivia, however, was not one to be easily stopped by matters as simple as me having just had a powerful orgasm. While I remained buried inside of her, she kissed me again, lightly running her fingers down my chest as she considered me, smiling and breathy and with a look a lot like awe on her face.
Awe, and if I wasn't mistaken, a hint of nervousness.
"Lie on your back," she said, her voice slightly shaky, yet still authoritative.
"Won't hear any arguments from me on that one," I said.
I pulled out of her and rolled over until I was on my back. Olivia, her pussy now utterly dripping with a heavy flow of my cum, climbed on top of me, crawling down until she was between my legs, her face next to my cock.
"So soon?" I asked, amused. "You're insatiable today."
"I'm insatiable all the time; today is no different from any other day," Olivia noted, wrapping her hand around the base of my cock and angling it toward her mouth. "But do I want you hard sooner more than average? Right now, I'll say yes, because I'm ready to have you in my ass, and I'll need you hard again if that's going to happen."
I raised my eyebrow at this, my cock twitching with interest. "Really?"
"Really," she replied, wrapping her lips around my cockhead and teasing it with her tongue, bringing more life back into my cock in a hurry. "I don't take things up my ass lightly, especially from guys, and *especially* not when they're as big as yours, but... well, ever since our first encounter at the auditorium, I've been thinking, and thinking that it might be good and... yes, I want you in my ass, Ryan."
I thought about the view of her ass I'd gotten when pulling the plug out of her, and I couldn't help but feel a surge of life returning, not just to my cock, but through my entire body. My energy was galvanized by this thought, arousal and lust coursing through me as I thought about this.
Olivia wasn't waiting for me to think about this long, leaning down and sucking on my cock some more. This wasn't as frantic or as frenzied as earlier, but she was trying to bring it back to life like a woman with a mission, and I was here for it. She got much of my cock into her mouth and down her throat, pushing her hair out of the way so she could look me in the eye as she did so. That combination of fierce determination and wild need in her eyes was almost as potent as her oral efforts, and in no time at all, I was rock hard again.
Pulling her lips off my cock with a popping sound, she explained, "There's lube in the nightstand..."
"I know what to do," I replied, sitting up on the bed so I could search the nightstand, pulling the tube of KY out almost triumphantly.
As I lubed up my cock, Olivia was busy in her own way, getting into position on her hands and knees on the bed, pointing her ass at me. Though her hips were narrow and her ass was modest compared to many girls I knew, the sight of this slender beauty presented to me like this was utterly hypnotic. She arched her back just enough to spread her cheeks a little, giving me another view of her tight, pink hole. My mouth watered at the sight, and though I would have loved nothing more than to dive in and eat, Olivia looked over her shoulder at me with a certain impatience I knew better than to disobey.
Fully lubed, I put the bottle back in the drawer and got on my knees behind her, sliding my cock between her ass cheeks and grinding against her hole.
Olivia groaned as I passed my cockhead over her tight hole. "Holy fuck... oh, that's going to be big, isn't it?"
"Pretty big, yeah," I agreed.
"You're gonna tear me apart, aren't you?" she asked, her eyes glazed over with lust.
I chuckled. "Ideally not..."
"Fuck, it was a figure of speech, Ryan," Olivia said, challenging.
I chuckled. "I know... and I just want you to know that I just want this to be fun... because I really love fucking a girl in the ass, and I want you to love me fucking you in the ass, because if you do, this is something I'd like to do whenever you want."
"Agreed," she replied, pushing her ass back against me the next time my cockhead passed over her hole. "Come on... there's only one way we'll know if this is going to work..."
"Okay..." I said, gripping my cock and lining it up with her asshole. "Here goes..."
I couldn't look away as I pressed against her asshole, rocking my hips back and forth as I applied slightly more pressure with each thrust. I wanted to ease her into this, knowing that I could often be a lot for girls and not wanting to be more than she was ready for.
Olivia, however, was not just determined, but also quite certain that she was ready for this. In spite of my efforts to take it slow, she was pushing back against me with an even greater force, rocking her hips to try and give both of us a superior angle. It still seemed to take a fair bit of effort, and I could see her screwing up her face in concentration with the need to ensure that her ass was nice and full.
When it happened, I think we were both surprised, more than anything else, as my cockhead slipped inside of her with a suddenness that had us both gasping out loud.
Of course, the gasping stage lasted only a moment, soon quickly replaced by the moaning stage.
Well, alright, I was the one stuck in the moaning stage. Olivia went for a much less subtle response.
"Holy FUCK!!!" she cried out, pushing back against me almost unconsciously, burying several more inches of cock up her ass. "Holy fuck... holy, holy *fuck*... that's... mmm... ohfuck..."
With shaking hands, I gripped her hips, holding on. "Holy... god... you're so tight..."
"I know..." Olivia grunted, pushing back against me, getting more of my cock inside her tight hole. "I need... ohgod... I need this... come on, I need to feel what it's like, to have you inside me like that... all the way... fuck... come on, give it to me, Ryan, please... give me that cock... all the way... all the way... up... my... ASS!"
That last exclamation was joined by a thrust from her that nearly shook the bed, shoving the last couple inches of my cock inside of her ass and leaving us in a moment of awed, albeit brief, silence. I looked down at where we were joined, seeing my thick cock stretching her asshole to the brim, a sight that felt utterly impossible, and yet was undeniably real. Olivia groaned from a place deep within her, arching her back against me, rubbing my balls against her pussy.
"Oh... oh, fuck... haha... ohwow... I admit, I wasn't fully sure that I could do that," Olivia said, chuckling some more as she reached up to squeeze one of her tits. "Oh... oh, holy fuck... oh, wow, that's... mmm... so much... oh..."
I wasn't that much more articulate with my words, but my actions came easily enough. Once that moment of awe didn't hold as much power over me, I gripped her hips tightly and pulled back, thrusting forcefully once inside of her.
Olivia cried out, a beautiful mix of pleasure and pain as she tossed her hair over her shoulder and looked at me. Those lovely hazel eyes looked well past lovely at this point, blazing at me with a delicious, lustful fury.
"More," she commanded, the word as simple as it was powerful.
I pulled almost all the way out, then thrust into her again. Olivia closed her eyes tightly, gritting her teeth and grunting a beautifully primal sound as I filled her again.
Thus began our symphony of grunts and groans, of curses and cries, the room filling with our exertions and the sounds of slapping flesh as I properly fucked her ass.
"Fuck..." Olivia moaned, pushing back against me. "You... you should feel honored... I don't let every guy do this... only really done it once or twice with someone else... but you, ohfuck... you know you're something special, Ryan... fuck, keep fucking my ass... you could wreck my ass... wreck *me* whenever, holy fuck, keep going, fuck me, fuck me, fuck my ass harder!"
With her relative anal inexperience, I was hesitant to go as hard as I could go on her ass, because I knew some girls who could take it *very* hard. Even so, I wasn't exactly treating Olivia like she was made of porcelain, either, as her words and other encouragements were certainly motivating. I thrust in and out of her with a steady pace, soon giving her the majority of my cock with every thrust. Her moans and mewls got deeper, more feral, her curses more frequent as I savored her perfectly tight hole with every pump into her.
Olivia reached between her legs with one hand, fingering herself as I fucked her ass, matching her efforts with mine. She didn't have to do this for long, however, as it seemed anal got her particularly sensitive. It only took about thirty seconds of her fingering her clit before she was cumming again, a violent, messy affair as her juices splashed against my balls.
With her ass tightening down on me as she came, I will admit, I might have lost a little control. I grabbed her hips tightly, pounding into her ass with a quickened pace, even as she collapsed face down, ass-up in front of me.
"Come on, do it, Ryan... fucking do it..." Olivia moaned beneath me. "Cum in my ass, you know you want to... give it to me... give me everything, come on, do it, do it, fuck my ass, fuck me harder, fuck me hard and cum in meeeeeeeEEEEEE!!!"
My own cries of pleasure matched her own in that moment, and I could go no further. With a great sense of relief and release, I came inside of Olivia's ass. As orgasms went, it certainly wasn't the most voluminous, considering how well she'd drained me multiple times today already, but I was feeling pretty fucking satisfied in the moment another wave of euphoria threatened to take me away.
I collapsed against her, both of us falling to the bed. Though I wanted to stay right where I was, the softening nature of my cock compelled me to pull out of her as we both took our space on the bed. Olivia rolled onto her side, and with only a little effort, the two of us curled up into a spooning position on the bed. Still catching our breaths, we shared slow, sweet kisses, chuckling in the aftermath of our mutual pleasure. Cuddling up next to her like this after what we'd done... well, I can't say I felt bad about that.
Kissing the back of her neck, I asked, "So, got any more Spring Break plans past today?"
Sighing pleasantly, Olivia replied, "Homework. Relaxing. Later in the week I'm getting together with the rest of the stage crew, get some sketches down for the Little Shop sets. Keeping busy, you know how it goes."
Partially rolling over to better look at me, she smiled slyly. "I know you're not hurting for plans..."
Smirking back, I replied, "Nope."
"Who are you meeting tomorrow?" Olivia asked.
"Sabrina said she wanted to talk with me about something at school... I'm sure once we've done whatever she wanted my help with, it's probably gonna get messy," I replied.
Olivia looked impressed. Frankly, I was a little impressed with myself as well. Our class president and easily one of the hottest girls in school, 18-year-old Sabrina Singh was one of the less likely girls to have crossed my path this year, but when you'd had as improbable a year as I'd had, it was one of those things I'd learned to roll with.
"Not bad... well, send her my best," Olivia chuckled.
"I will," I said, kissing her back. "For now, though... more spooning?"
"I'd like that," she sighed, snuggling up against me. "And then, when we're both ready, more sex."
"Of course, more sex," I joked, squeezing one of her breasts. "Don't think I'm letting you off that easy."
Olivia laughed. "Oh, you're the one letting *me* off easy? Fuck, I knew I should've busted out the more challenging puzzles."
"You had more challenging puzzles?" I asked.
"Uh huh..." she confirmed.
I raised an eyebrow, challenging. "Well, then while we're both still recovering, why don't you bust them out?"
"Okay..." Olivia answered, her eyes alight with mischief. "But remember, you asked for it."
I didn't know what she meant by that, but right then I didn't care. All I knew was that I had Olivia, a truly gorgeous, fun, fascinating person... a friend, even... curled up naked against me with the promise of puzzles and fun to spare.
Honestly, I couldn't think of a better way to spend a Spring Break day.
***
(Author's Note 2: For the longest time, writing these stories was something that I did in my spare time for fun, but because of the great support of so many readers, I am nearly able to write these stories full-time. It's been amazing, and I cannot thank you and your enthusiasm enough. As ever, if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series, as it truly keeps me going sometimes. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. For a lot of reasons, it's been hard for the last few years, and in times like that it gets really easy to forget the little things and not take care of yourself, and I humbly ask that you take time out of your day for some self-care when you can. Stay hydrated. Move around every so often. Brush your teeth and floss. Try to get a reasonable amount of sleep as often as possible. And, of course, please take care of your mental health. Address problems rather than bottling them up, and if things seem like too much, just know that there are people and resources out there who would be more than happy to help you, and that many are just a phone call away. It's a rough world out there, but we can't make it a better place if we don't take care of ourselves first. As always, please be kind to yourselves and to everyone else!
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It became apparent early on when I was putting together my calendar for senior year Spring Break that I was going to have a busy time with it, especially when each of the girls who wanted a day with me made it clear that they each wanted to go on their own kind of adventure. I didn't have much of an imagination for the kinds of adventures we'd *actually* be going on, but after going over to Haley's family home (more of a small mansion, actually) to fuck around in the pool, then to Olivia's house for a homemade erotic escape room, I was starting to guess that this was likely to be indicative of the kind of time I'd be having over Spring Break. Though I used to hardly be the adventurous type, as it all unfolded for me this year, I realized that I was here for wherever these girls wanted to take me. My senior year had already been *quite* adventurous so far, and if these girls all had their own ideas for what they wanted to do with me, even if my schedule was fairly jam-packed, then I had few complaints.
Still, even with all that in consideration, there was no way in hell I could have expected that the third day of Spring Break would take me to the place I'd least expected to go: back to Regan Hills High School.
Spring Break was supposed to be, well, *away* from school as far as I was concerned, but when the invitation came from a girl with as unsurpassed beauty as our 18-year-old class president, Sabrina Singh... well, you could say that I was willing to embrace the unexpected for the day.
Like pretty much every girl I'd been with during senior year, I hadn't really known Sabrina beyond her reputation before we'd connected. I knew that she was brilliant, and ambitious, and had school spirit that could put any of our cheerleaders to shame. She seemed the most likely of any of my classmates to one day change the world for the better, and honestly, I wouldn't have minded if she actually did, because the world could use a little changing for the better as far as I was concerned.
Back in February, however, that distance between Sabrina and I changed after she sought me out, the two of us sharing perhaps our first real conversation ever. This was intimidating, to be sure, as not only was she insanely intelligent and ambitious, but she was also one of the hottest girls in a school full of unbelievably hot girls. Nevertheless, I rolled with the conversation, getting to know our class president better and finding her to be more human than I might have expected at a distance. I learned that she was also a girl who was *so* busy and *so* ambitious that she often didn't have adequate time to let her hair down, and was in desperate need of some fun.
That her definition of letting her hair down and having fun involved my cock, which she'd heard about through some friends of hers who'd become friends of mine... well, that was fine by me, especially when she turned out to be a singularly intense lover.
So, yeah, I wouldn't have come back to school during Spring Break for *just* anyone, but when Sabrina asked me to... I wasn't going to say no.
Dressed in a fresh graphic tee and a clean pair of jeans, I took off on my bike for school just after breakfast, as Sabrina had kindly asked me to. Seeing the blocky buildings of school, once a sight that would have filled me with a certain dread of a coming school day, now filled me with excitement and anticipation as I associated Regan Hills High not with anxiety and boredom, but with all the friends and fun that had come with my truly unique senior year.
And sex. I couldn't forget all the sex. I tried to forget the sex while I was riding my bike, since that did make sitting on the seat rather uncomfortable, but once I'd found a nice place to lock up and hide my bike just off school grounds where prying eyes wouldn't be able to spy it, I allowed myself to remember every bit of sex I'd snuck in at school and reveled in it, feeling the warmth flood my body and a distinct swelling in my pants. It felt like I'd had sex over every square inch of this school at one time or another, and though I knew that to be patently false, the nostalgia it filled me with already made this return to school feel worth it.
Of course, there was *some* trepidation that came with this return... I didn't know what the school's security systems were like, and there was always the possibility that Officer Brandy, our school's security officer, could be lurking around somewhere, working even when the rest of the school was completely abandoned. Though I'd had my own interesting times with Officer Brandy, I hoped that she'd taken Spring Break as an opportunity for a vacation and would leave me and Sabrina up to whatever Sabrina had planned.
I made my way over to the school entrance by the student parking lot and found everything to be pleasantly abandoned. Heavy gates still blocked off the open entrances to the school itself, which certainly left me wondering what exactly Sabrina had in mind, but-
"Thank you for coming, Ryan... I was hoping this location wouldn't have frightened you off."
The confident, seductive voice came from the shadows by the entrance, and I looked over to them to see none other than Sabrina Singh herself stepping out of the darkness. The 5'9" Indian-American beauty looked as amazing as ever, her tight, toned body on beautiful display in a comfortable-looking, if certainly tight, red t-shirt and a loose, flowing green skirt that stopped just above her knees. With an exposed midriff showing off her toned abs and her belly button piercing, the top put her on tantalizing display... much like the rest of her in this outfit, if I'm being honest. Her DDD-cup breasts strained her shirt to its limits, while her full, round ass threatened to give a nice view under her skirt if she spun too quickly.
Admittedly, I leered at her body for a little too long, before I looked up to take in her soft brown skin and her gorgeous face. Big brown eyes looked me over in amusement, while her full, pouty lips curled into a playful grin. Her angular features had me wondering again, if briefly, if she'd ever considered modeling, but I was sure that she had her sights set on far more interesting futures than that.
Idly, she played with the end of her long, shimmering black braid, perhaps waiting for me to say something once I'd been shocked out of my stupor. I doubted this was a situation that she was unused to, and to her credit, she let me bask just long enough to come to my senses.
Shaking my head softly to do just that, I said, "Uh, nope... not frightened here, not at all..."
Sabrina chuckled, looking me up and down with some interest. Even with all the experiences that I had this year, being in the presence of someone as gorgeous and popular as Sabrina as she looked at me like this felt strangely intimidating. Exciting and great for my ego, to be sure, but intimidating all the same, and with her eyeing me with such raw hunger... well, it brought out all sorts of feelings in me.
When her eyes finally landed on the front of my pants with clear interest, Sabrina smiled and licked her lips. "No, I'd say you don't look frightened at all... and thank you, for that."
"For what?" I asked.
Smirking, she replied, "I could be crude and say it's for the erection, but in kinder terms... it's always good to know when I've got that kind of effect on a guy that I *want* to have that effect on."
I grinned, a little nervous. "And you want to have that effect on me?"
Dropping her voice to a sultry purr as she took a step closer, Sabrina replied, "Isn't it obvious?"
It was obvious, and I couldn't say I didn't like the effect she had, either. Even just hearing her voice certainly brought out her desired response in me, and I could feel that I was about as hard as I could be. This was a bit of a struggle against the tightness of my jeans, but I sincerely hoped that this would be a temporary kind of problem and that we'd soon find reason for my pants to be a thing of the past.
Moistening my lips and looking around to try to avoid some of that building pressure, I said, "So... not that I've got any serious complaints about seeing you anywhere, but why exactly are we *here*? It *is* Spring Break, after all... you just can't get enough of school?"
Continuing her low chuckle, Sabrina approached me. "Oh, I've found those times when I can get away from the daily grind of it all and do something else to be most valuable, but there are also times when it's *also* exciting to be naughty in a familiar setting, wouldn't you agree?"
Having done more than my fair share of naughty around this school, I wasn't in a position to argue with her there. "I'm usually down for a little bit of naughty, and I know that you enjoy your share of naughty, too... I just didn't know that you had *that* much naughty in you."
She laughed, now face to face with me, that sly, sultry little smile of hers doing some deeply delicious things to me.
"Do I honestly seem that dull to you?" Sabrina laughed.
"Oh no," I laughed in response, holding my hands up defensively. "There's a lot of words I'd use to describe you, and dull's the farthest from them."
"It had better be," she replied, playfully stroking a finger along the underside of my chin. "And besides all that, I think you, more than most, know how much *naughty* I'm capable of... this just happens to be a different flavor of it, but if you're up for a little adventure, a little *danger* even perhaps, I believe we can have the kind of fun that will help you make all sorts of memories..."
Well, she knew how to get my attention. I was always for making some new memories, especially of the naughty variety, so this was already a persuasive argument, but when she leaned in to kiss me and I felt those soft, full lips against my own... well, she probably could've gotten me to burn the school to the ground if that was what she wanted.
I sincerely hoped that *wasn't* what she wanted, given, you know, the illegality of it all and that I'd probably get in a lot of trouble, but the way she felt, I probably would've done it all the same.
As ever, kissing Sabrina was like kissing perfection, the melding of our lips together taking me to another plane of being for a little while... and then it felt like it was over just as soon as it began. When we parted, I probably had a dazed, goofy kind of look on my face... but it was all worth it to see Sabrina with that smug, satisfied grin that she'd rather enjoyed our kiss as well.
"Ah... I don't kiss nearly enough, and that was good. I should really do that more often, actually... perhaps make some *real* time in my schedule to do that with you instead of spending every moment denying myself or realizing that I'm too busy to have any fun, especially when it gets *this* kind of result," Sabrina said, reaching down to gently squeeze my erection through my pants.
Now, I could have stood right here, letting her rub my cock through my pants for a while, but given how exposed we felt out here, I tried to focus and keep my head about me.
Groaning softly, I said, "Something tells me you didn't call me here to fuck me just outside the school?"
"Would it be a problem if I had?" Sabrina teased in her seductive, rubbing my cock through my pants more insistently. "It would certainly be a provocative kind of naughty, wouldn't it? Fucking right in front of the school where anyone could stumble across us? That sounds rather kinky, honestly."
Though this caused a certain wave of anxiety to hit me, I couldn't deny how persuasive her hand was. "Well... fuck... I didn't know you had that kind of exhibitionist side."
"I don't," she chuckled, smirking. "Were I that kind of girl, though, and were it comfortable enough, believe me, I'd be sorely tempted to do just that... but I've a far more interesting plan for our day than that. Up for risking a little trouble?"
"I mean, normally, no, but..." I looked her over, finding her deep, soft brown eyes melting away anything I had that resembled resistance. "For you... I can court a little trouble."
"Mmm, perfect," Sabrina answered, pulling a sizable keyring from her pocket. "Then follow me."
She led me to the gate adjacent to the parking lot that led into the school, flipping through the keyring until she found the one she wanted before effortlessly sliding it into the lock and opening it up.
"Obviously, I'd appreciate it if you didn't tell anyone of this," she said.
"Of course," I replied, impressed with what she was doing. "I knew you had some keys to the school... I didn't know that they trusted you with *all* the keys."
Sabrina smiled at me a little smugly, explaining, "I spend a lot of time with a lot of extracurriculars, and the school gets a lot of free labor out of me when it comes to anything that needs decorating; keys seemed the least they could do for me, and I like to think I've proven trustworthy enough."
I smirked. "I think the fact that you're explaining this to me while you're using them to break into the school when nobody else is around may not make you the *most* trustworthy person in the world."
Sighing, and laughing, she rolled her eyes at me. "Do you want to fuck around in an abandoned school with me or don't you?"
"I want to fuck around in an abandoned school with you," I said, quickly.
"Then fucking follow me," Sabrina said, cocking her head and motioning me inside.
I slipped inside the school, and she pulled the gate shut behind us without locking it. It was... interesting to be here, eerily quiet, definitely abandoned but hard to shake that feeling that it wasn't. That echo of life that came from knowing what this place should look and sound like when it was full of students and faculty was eerie in a way that I couldn't have anticipated, but that wasn't the *only* thing that held my attention. We were breaking rules, after all, and it always seemed like someone wasn't that far away and looking to pounce on me when I broke one of those rules. I looked around nervously, feeling like there were eyes on me.
"Aren't there security cameras around here?" I asked, looking around cautiously.
"There are, but they haven't worked in years," Sabrina explained. "And at the insistence of Principal Carpenter, Officer Brandy is visiting family in Mexico for the entirety of the break, probably so they don't have to pay her for the week, so we truly have the run of the place to ourselves. So long as we keep quiet while we're outside and don't cause too much of a mess, we needn't worry about catching anyone's attention, if that's where your head is."
While I was excited by the prospect of whatever Sabrina had in mind, our school's dedication to safety couldn't help but bring out a dark, wry laugh from me.
"Our parents' tax dollars at work," I said.
"Seriously, but the laxness will be there whether we like it or not. Rather than complain about it, why don't we enjoy it?" Sabrina replied.
There it was, that sexy smile of hers again, and whatever questions I had evaporated as I realized it was impossible to deny her.
While I'd been with many beautiful girls, there were few who could adequately take my breath away on sight alone quite as efficiently as Sabrina could... if anything, she made this kind of beauty seem effortless, and that I was one of the very few guys who got to know this side of her, all the depths of her sensuality and raw, passionate side, I was willing to enjoy whatever course she was willing to lead me along.
"I can get behind that," I said, following Sabrina through our abandoned school.
"I'd rather you got behind me," she replied cheekily.
"Touche," I replied, eyes still scanning the area to ensure we were as alone as she promised. "So, are we just going to run amok around here, or did you actually have a plan?"
"Have you seen my GPA?" she laughed. "Of course I have a plan... come on, keep up... I think you'll enjoy this."
Over the course of senior year, I'd found reason to be around Regan Hills High School a number of times at odd hours when it felt empty, but that understanding that there was always *someone* around kept it from ever seeming truly creepy. I didn't know what the school felt like actually completely and utterly abandoned until I was walking across the campus with Sabrina, and it was an eerie sensation. Sabrina's presence kept it from feeling truly creepy, of course, but that still didn't shake those vaguely post-apocalyptic vibes that the school gave me, like something out of The Last of Us, only devoid of overgrown plants and fungal zombies.
So, yeah, I guess even with Sabrina here guiding me, you could say I was reasonably distracted. I knew this school like I knew the back of my hand, but those primal fears of taking in the abandoned campus and being caught still had me distracted enough that I didn't know where Sabrina was leading me until we got there.
As I came to my senses, I realized we were standing in front of the school's administration building... one of the few places in school I actively *didn't* want to be, if I'm being honest. Memories of my recent trip to the principal's office on the lies of a bully (not one of my life's most pleasant experiences) gave me a quick surge of anxiety, but with Sabrina by my side, I was nearly able to relax.
"Have you ever done anything bad simply for the sake of doing something bad?" Sabrina asked me as she unlocked the door to the building. "I don't mean anything truly awful like hurting someone or doing something truly hateful, but... you know, something like breaking a rule?"
"Occasionally," I admitted. "Mostly for sex-related reasons."
She laughed. "This surprises me very little... while I'd be lying if I said I'd *never* done anything like that, I don't think I've done nearly as much as I should. I've been so focused on my responsibilities, those toward my future, toward my class, toward my family and the world as a whole, even, that I haven't had nearly as much irresponsible fun as I've wanted... and I was hoping to fix some of that today."
Sabrina then swung the door open for the administration building. I stepped inside at her insistence, and she followed after me, closing and locking the door behind us as I looked over the familiar office space lined with its usual mix of motivational posters and vaguely propaganda-like decorations in the name of school spirit.



"Breaking into the administrative offices certainly qualifies as irresponsible, I'll grant you that," I replied.
"Thank you; that was my hope," Sabrina said brightly, leaning in to kiss me again.
Fuck, she felt good... too good, honestly. It was easy to forget about your surroundings when you were with Sabrina, so lost to her beauty and raw sensuality, the feeling of her body pressed against you... it had a way of transporting you to another place and time, one where your immediate surrounds melted away and no longer mattered. It was one of the finest places I could think of to get lost in, and I couldn't stop myself from wrapping my arms around her, pulling her close to me and making sure I could feel her body against me.
Sabrina moaned pleasantly, kissing me with a greater passion, wrapping her arms around me and playfully squeezing my ass while we made out. She may not have been driven by the same degree of uncontrolled lusts as I was, but she still attacked me with everything she had, kissing my lips with a distinct lack of gentleness, her tongue exploring my mouth with a growing excitement.
"Okay, okay, okay..." she said, pushing back from me slightly. "This is good... *really* good, to be honest, but it isn't what I wanted... not that you've done anything wrong, of course, but... fuck... I didn't break in to these offices just so we could fuck around on the floor of the lobby... *not* that that lacks a certain kind of charm."
Doing my best to restrain myself from jumping her again, I asked, "Then what *did* you break into these offices to do?"
"Mmm, so impatient..." Sabrina chuckled, looking me up and down in a way that did nothing for my inflamed passions.
"I mean... yeah, have you looked at you? You do know how insanely hot you are, right?" I asked.
"Of course I do, and from you, I do quite enjoy hearing it, but I came here to be naughty, and we can't be as naughty as I want to be in here," she explained, stepping away from me without losing eye contact.
With the mischievous glint she had in her eye, I couldn't help but follow her. "Then where *do* you want to be naughty?"
"Follow me," Sabrina explained, turning from me and strolling down the nearby hallway.
It was a short hallway, so I didn't have to follow her for long, but when I saw the door she was unlocking, my eyes went wide.
"Wow, when you say you want to go naughty and break the rules, you really go all out, don't you?" I said, finding a greater thrill than I'd expected when I heard her successfully unlock the door.
"I've always aspired to be an overachiever, and sometimes I've even found some success at it," Sabrina continued, swinging the door open for me. "Come on in, Ryan... let's be *naughty*."
Licking my lips with both nervousness and excitement, I looked up at the placard on the door that read PRINCIPAL ANNIKA CARPENTER and felt a thrill of lust mixed with dread. The dread was easy to place, as the last time I'd been in this room was the closest I'd ever been to being in real trouble at this school, but the lust... well, I guess that was also easy to place. I was already alight with my need for Sabrina, and that she wanted to embark on another sexual journey together in as forbidden a place as the principal's office only seemed to make that light burn brighter.
So, yeah... this was certainly going to be interesting.
Sabrina slipped in after me, flipping the light switch and illuminating the office. It didn't feel nearly so big now that I wasn't in trouble, with bookshelf lined walls, framed diplomas and pictures of Principal Carpenter at various school functions. Her desk was neat and orderly, her chair comfortable-looking, and the couch off to one side, no doubt normally meant for the occasional midday nap, looked suitably plush.
Yeah, on surveying the room, it certainly looked like we could have some fun.
Behind me, I heard the light sound of fabric falling to the floor. I turned to face Sabrina and saw her stepping out of a lacy pair of panties, picking them up and tossing them to me. I caught it, the feel of the nearly insignificant amount of fabric sending a distinct thrill through me.
"I know you're more of a 'pictures as souvenirs' kind of guy, but if you want them, they're yours," she said, smirking.
I rolled the lacy little garment through my fingers, feeling a further twinge of excitement inside of me at the thought of her being naked beneath her skirt. While I did have an impressive photographic collection of my various encounters over the course of senior year, by varying degrees of happenstance I had also a decent collection of panties as well, and I knew I'd be happy to have Sabrina's among them. I balled the underwear up, pocketing it, much to her delight going by the smile that took over her face.
"You weren't kidding about wanting to be naughty," I observed.
"This is one of those things I *never* kid around about," she purred, lifting her short skirt to confirm to me exactly what she meant.
I looked down at Sabrina's pussy, as perfectly shaved as ever, already pleasantly pronounced with her excitement. Seeing that she had my attention, Sabrina bunched her skirt up around her waist and ran a hand down between her legs, teasing her lips with two fingers, rubbing her clit in swift little circles and moaning, her eyes closed from the pleasure.
Licking my lips, I replied, "I believe you."
Sabrina opened her eyes, smiling slyly. Though she no doubt had something smart and fun to say about this, she seemed to take more joy in looking me in the eye while she fingered herself. My attention was torn as she did this, because I couldn't *not* want to look at her as she did this, especially when she bent over just enough to let her slip a finger inside of her, but looking at her face as she embraced her self-induced ecstasy, her eyes half-lidded and her mouth dropping open from pleasure... fuck, everything about this was amazing.
I had to do something.
I closed what distance there was between us and grabbed Sabrina by the upper arms, guiding her across the room until we were behind Principal Carpenter's desk. Following that inspiration, I tossed Sabrina down into the principal's office chair, getting a nice gasp of pleasant surprise from Sabrina as she looked up at me lustily.
"Mmm, fooling around in the principal's chair, kinky... makes me feel like I've got all sorts of power," Sabrina said playfully, again bunching her skirt around her waist so I could get a good view of her touching her bare pussy.
"With a body like yours, and looking the way you do... believe me, Sabrina, you've got all kinds of power..." I said, kneeling down between her legs and grinning up at her. "You could break men's wills with a glance, enslave their minds with even the slightest glimpse of cleavage... you are so fucking hot, and smart, and... well, with the power that you've got, you could probably do whatever you set your mind to and I doubt anyone would stop you."
She smiled down at me, reaching a hand down to stroke my hair with a fondness that stood out in stark contrast to the deliciously lewd sight before me. While once the principal's office was a domain of fear that was to be avoided at all costs, here I was now, kneeling down behind the principal's desk, looking up at our insanely hot senior class president as she spread her legs for me. Her lean, long legs were a work of art, while her pussy... holy fuck, it was even more glorious this close. Glistening with her juices, her lips prominent and in need of attention, smelling of that tangy, sweet and savory mix of raw femininity that had a way of burrowing to my very core and setting fire to my lusts... yeah, you could say I was happy with where I was now.
Chuckling to herself, Sabrina said, "The way you make it sound, I come across like I could be a supervillain."
"You could be whatever you wanted to be, I think," I said, leaning in to kiss her inner thighs.
She moaned, continuing to stroke my hair as I slowly worked inward. "Well, I have no intentions toward... oh, wow... supervillainy, to speak of... but I'm happy to be naughty every once in a while, just to make sure I have the capacity and don't miss anything that I ought not be missing."
"Well, I think you'll have a hard time missing this," I said confidently, leaning in and running my tongue over her slit.
She moaned, loudly, as I collected her nectar on my tongue, running her hands through my hair and pulling me in closer. She didn't have to do that nearly as hard as she might have thought, since I was quite glad to pleasure her like this without any encouragement... but the encouragement was, admittedly, welcome. I always got off on knowing just how much my oral efforts were being enjoyed, and with as responsive a lover as Sabrina was, I knew I'd be in good hands today.
I licked and sucked at her pussy, exploring it, but also remembering things we had done in the past together and applying them now so I could take her to the edge. I looked her in the eye (no easy feat given the size of her breasts) as I did this, circling my tongue around her clit in a way that had her mewling and moaning and grinding against my mouth. Her sweet, intoxicating juices filled my mouth, giving me a decent impression that I was giving her exactly what she wanted.
I could, of course, always do better though, and so I slid a finger inside of her, pumping it in and out of her in time with how swiftly I lapped at her clit. This certainly got another loud moan out of her, and one of her legs wrapped behind my neck for support and as further incentivization to keep me exactly where I was.
"Oh, fuck... mmm, yes, Ryan, keep going, keep eating my pussy... like that... oh, wow..." Sabrina moaned, bringing her hands up her body so she could squeeze her tits through her shirt. "That feels so *fucking* good... you've truly... fuck... truly got a gift for that... yes, that's it, please, keep going, please keep eating my fucking pussy, like that, yesyesyes... mmm, fuck, it's so good, you make me feel... mmm, fuck..."
She shifted her position just enough that she could better look down at me, smiling a playfully superior smile as I pleasured her with my mouth and finger.
"I wanted... fuck... I wanted this to be naughty, but I didn't expect it to feel *this* good being this kind of naughty..." she laughed, moaning and rocking her hips against my face. "That must tell you something terribly dull about me, that I don't know how to be in trouble or break the rules or anything like that, but this... this is a decent taste of that, I think... getting my pussy eaten by a fucking expert in Principal Carpenter's chair... fuck, yes, that's exactly the taste of naughty that I want..."
If I didn't have a leg looped behind my neck holding me firmly in place, I'd have come up with some kind of joke about what I was enjoying a taste of, but I honestly didn't mind my position. Looking up at her like this, pleasing such a beautiful, powerful girl... fuck, there was nothing quite like it, honestly.
Of course, if I enjoyed the view before, Sabrina was more than happy to improve even that. Moaning and squeezing her tits, it seemed that she wasn't happy simply touching herself through her shirt. No, rather than stay doing that, she reached for the hem of her shirt and pulled it up and over her intense, DDD-cup tits, barely held back in a simple black bra. Reaching her fingers over the top of the cups, she pulled them down, freeing her massive breasts and letting me see them bare, with her dark brown nipples standing out thick and firm and undeniably aroused.
Moaning, Sabrina cupped her tits in both hands, squeezing and pinching her nipples as she rocked more insistently against my mouth and finger.
I won't lie, the view was hot... *fucking* hot. As was often the case, Sabrina showed me how often the most prim and proper-looking girls had a wild side hiding just beneath the surface, just waiting for the right moment to be let out so they could truly cut loose. I was glad that I so often had the opportunity to bring it out in so many girls, and that I was one of the few who would ever get this exact view of such a gorgeous, wonderful person like this.
As I took her in, I might have cut loose a bit myself, the sight of her partial nudity truly fueling my enthusiasm as I ate her out with even greater gusto. My tongue was a blur over her clit, my finger pumping in and out of her at an increased pace, soon joined by a second one that got some particularly loud moans out of her. Then, rather than just continue pumping my fingers into her, I slowed their pace, curling them upward in search of her g-spot.
Sabrina's eyes went wide, her breathing more erratic as I did this. "Oh... oh, fuck, you're going to... mmm... fuck, you're looking for something important in there, aren't you? Oh, fuck... fuckfuckfuckfuckfuck... yes, keep looking, and you'll find it, and if you find it, and you know what you're doing, you'll make me... fuck... make me cum hard... *so* fucking hard... yes, please, keep going, keep looking, keep looking while you lick my clit, like that, oh, yes, if you find it, you'll make me cum so hard... make me... make me cu- OH, FUCK! You found it! Found my fucking g-spot, yes, keep going, keep going, keep..."
Sabrina let out a high, formless whine of pleasure and building pressure, and I saw little reason to cease what I was doing when she was so close. Continuing to massage her g-spot, I licked her clit even harder, looking up at her as she moaned and writhed and continued massaging her breasts, pinching her nipples and working toward bringing herself to that final release of ecstasy.
It didn't take long. I knew I was good, and I knew that I was more than capable of getting Sabrina off, but between licking her clit and massaging her g-spot, I was able to get her to cum in what felt like record time. One moment, she was looking down at me, writhing and shivering as the pressure built inside of her, the next minute she cried out, almost explosively, as the orgasm slammed through her body. A high, guttural wail of pleasure escaped her throat as she continued fucking her hips against me, her head thrown back and her mouth wide open from the pressure release as she dropped her hands to grip onto the chair for dear life.
It was a glorious sight to behold, and one that kept my mouth and fingers busy. Her juices positively gushed from her pussy as she came, and while I lapped up as much as I could, enough of them splashed onto Principal Carpenter's chair that I was sure she'd have some questions about it once she got back from Spring Break. We wouldn't be caught, of course, not so long as we were as invisible as Sabrina claimed we were, but the thought of Principal Carpenter wondering why her room smelled like pussy juice certainly brought a slight smile to my face as I continued to lick Sabrina through the last remains of a truly devastating orgasm.
She collapsed against the chair, laughing and panting and reaching back up to squeeze her nipples.
"Holy fuck..." Sabrina laughed, giving her nipples a nice little flick. "Hooooooly fuck... that was... that was impressive..."
"Well, I've been told I'm an impressive guy," I said, licking my lips of her juices and feeling more than a little smug about myself.
"That would still be an understatement," she groaned, gripping me by the shoulders and pulling me up so she could kiss me.
Though we'd shared plenty of passion earlier when we kissed, Sabrina was not in a state for anything so refined or controlled. Holding me close, we made out sloppily, exchanging her juices as we kissed each other deeply, our tongues battling for superiority while my hands quickly found her tits. I took no small amount of pleasure from squeezing them, feeling their heft and that delightful sensation of her nipples slipping between my fingers. I pinched them, lightly, making her moan against my lips as we continued our frantic making out.
"I want... I want your cock... I need to be fucked, so badly," Sabrina whispered to me between kisses.
"Good... because I'm so fucking hard for you, that if we kept going like this with nothing else happening, I'd probably explode in my pants," I said, chuckling.
"Can't have that," she joked back, pushing me away. "Come on, let's get naked and fuck on Principal Carpenter's desk."
I laughed, standing up. "Don't think I've ever heard a better bad idea in my life..."
I always find myself thinking I've set some kind of speed record for taking my clothes off, but with Sabrina in the principal's office, I might have set a speed record. My shoes, socks, shirt, jeans and underwear were quickly a thing of the past, piled in one corner of the room. The underwear in particular felt good to shed, as I wasn't entirely joking that my cock felt close to bursting, and freeing my thick, ten-inch-long girth felt unbelievably good. The way Sabrina looked down at it with mixed hunger and awe certainly didn't make me feel bad. Her eyes ran up and down my erection, taking in the fullness of my balls, the twitching of my shaft, and the full, round cockhead as it dripped with precum from all this buildup and anticipation.
Sabrina watched my hurry to get naked with some amusement, taking the last of her clothes off with a little more deliberation, something I greatly appreciated. Watching her slide that skirt down to the floor, finally giving me an unobstructed view of her pussy and full, round ass, and when her bra and shirt joined the rest of her clothes on the floor... fuck, she looked so fucking delicious. I didn't even care that she hadn't had the chance to take off her shoes and socks... I had to have her.
Quickly, I approached her, wrapping my arms around Sabrina and pulling her body against mine as we kissed again. Feeling the two of us naked together, with simple skin to skin contact, each of us feeling so hot and so ready... it stoked the fires within nicely. I ground my cock against her stomach, and Sabrina reached down between us to touch me. She wrapped her hand around my cockhead and rolled her thumb over the tip, spreading my precum around freely until she got me nice and coated, further allowing her to stroke my cock in a most pleasurable manner. I groaned into her mouth as she did this, pumping my hips against her hand.
And that was when I chose to let go of Sabrina, if only for a moment. She looked at me confused for a second, a confusion that was quickly replaced by excitement when I grabbed her hips and spun her around, bending her over Principal Carpenter's desk. Sabrina braced herself against it with her hands, dropping her head forward and letting out a moan of delight.
"Fuck..." she muttered lowly, jutting her impressive ass out toward me.
I looked down at her immaculate ass, round and full and jutting out against me nicely, every inch of skin soft and brown and begging to be touched. She pushed out an extra inch or so, rubbing up against my cock in a way that had me gasping with surprise, and more than that, need. We were in a sublimely dangerous situation with the two of us naked in the principal's office like this, and I understood that that dangerous cocktail was proven a potent aphrodisiac. Don't get me wrong, Sabrina was more than enough on her own to drive me absolutely mad with lust, but seeing her like this, so exposed and raw in this place we weren't meant to be... I won't say that it didn't have an effect on me.
"You're so fucking beautiful..." I said, gripping my cock and playfully smacking it against her ass.
Sabrina wiggled against me again. "And you're one hell of a charmer... and quite a bit more handsome than you think you are, I believe."
In many ways, I was still mentally the scrawny, pasty nerd I was at the beginning of senior year, and that made it difficult sometimes for me to take compliments when they were given. I had definitely put on some pounds of muscle over the course of the year, and had a *lot* more confidence than I had at the beginning of the year, but when Sabrina first said that to me, I couldn't help but have a brief momentary flash of that kneejerk reaction, that mental response that said she had to be wrong.



But then she had to go and look over her shoulder at me, smiling so beautifully, so freely... this wasn't the character of Sabrina Singh, the version of herself that she put out there to everyone else at school. This was who she really was in her vulnerable moments, letting loose and letting me see the version of herself that she wanted to be, the version who wasn't lying to me... fuck, the version of her that helped bring out the version of me that *I* wanted to be.
Seeing that smile, I felt those thoughts from the old me melting away, and found it easy to drop back into the moment. I was here, with Sabrina, one of the smartest, coolest, most beautiful girls I knew, someone who I knew to be at once put together and full of her own worries and anxieties, letting loose with me because there was nowhere else she could consider *wanting* to be. With her like this, I felt seen, and I realized how much I liked what she saw in me.
Trying for a roguish smile, and at least landing the smile part of the equation, I said, "Well, how about I thank you by fucking you silly?"
"Mmm," Sabrina purred, wiggling her ass against me again. "One of my favorite ways to say 'thank you'."
She laughed softly, a lovely sound that sounded all the lovelier when she kept wiggling her ass against my cock like she was. Holy fuck, did she feel good... and I was going to show her just how good she made me feel.
Gripping my cock, I angled it downward until I felt it run over her soaking wet pussy lips. They felt hot to the touch and absolutely inviting, the room thick with the scent of her arousal as I began to tease my cockhead over her slit.
Sabrina moaned, rocking her hips back against me as if she were trying to pull me into her pussy all by herself.
"Come on, Ryan... we came here to fuck, so let's *fuck* already... that was a nice cum you gave me, but I want more than *nice*... I want that big, thick cock all the way inside of me, filling me like no other guy could ever dream of, making me scream, making me fucking cum so hard I won't be able to see straight... please, Ryan, fuck me... fuck your class president like a little slut bent over the principal's desk," she said, looking back at me seductively.
Her choice of dirty talk was certainly interesting, but I'd be lying if I said it didn't have any effect on me.
Chuckling, I smiled and said, "Well, who am I to say no to my commander in chief when she's so fucking hot?"
Lining up with her pussy, I pulled back for a moment, then thrust against her, pushing my cock up against her folds and feeling her lips part for me. Sabrina moaned, shaking and quivering as she willed herself to let me in, spreading her legs for me a little more to improve the angle of penetration.
"Oh... fuck..." Sabrina groaned, pushing back against me. "Always... always forget how fucking big you are... I shouldn't forget, because you really leave an impression on a girl, and yet somehow I still do... but then you're right there up against me, and I remember, and... holy fuck, keep going... keep going, come on, put it in me, I want it... I *want* it... ahhh, FUCK!"
She cried out pleasurably as I pushed into her, my cockhead spreading her pussy lips and burying inside of her. Sabrina's hot, tight cunt was deliciously welcoming me, holding me, squeezing me deliciously and making me hiss out my own exclamation.
"Damn... fuck... you feel so good..." I groaned.
Looking over her shoulder at me, she smiled. "I'll take the compliment... keep going... so thick, so fucking good, come on, give it to me... I want it *all*... you know I can take it..."
"You got it, Sabrina," I replied.
I leaned into her, wrapping my arms around Sabrina so I could squeeze her tits in both hands. She braced herself against the desk more intensely as I did this, and once we were certain we were secure, I continued feeding more of my cock into her. Inch after delicious inch, I fed my cock into her, feeling her gripping me every step of the way. Moans both soft and quite deep escaped from Sabrina's lips as I did this, each new utterance music to my ears as I continued to fill her. Each sound was also, no doubt, far more graceful than my own groans as I slid into her, trying to mute myself by kissing the back of her neck as I kept pushing away.
With one final grunt, I managed to push the last couple inches inside of her. I moaned, rather loudly, from the pleasure of it. Sabrina dropped her head, cursing lowly under her breath and shivering, arching her back to press back against me more insistently. She squeezed my cock again, more consciously this time, trying to get a reaction out of me. With that as her goal, I can say it certainly worked, as I let out another moan and squeezed her tits with a greater passion.
Bringing her head back up again, Sabrina turned to look over her shoulder at me, her eyes glassy with lust and her smile thoroughly smug. It was a great look on her, the kind where I couldn't help but kiss her. Feeling her lips against mine grounded me, keeping me from being too overstimulated from being buried balls deep inside of our unbearably beautiful senior class president. Feeling her soft, brown skin against mine, nothing in the way of either of us... fuck, it felt so good. I could've probably stayed like this for a long while, simply enjoying the feel of her body against mine... the way her pussy held my cock so tightly and warmly...
Sabrina was having none of that, however, nibbling on my lower lip and breaking our kiss. "Come on, Ryan... fuck me... fuck me bent over the principal's desk..."
"Right..." I grunted, straightening myself up so I stood behind her. "*That*."
I ran my hands over her body, tracing the firm muscles of her back lightly and causing her to shiver against me. That shiver made her unconsciously squeeze my cock with her pussy muscles, causing another shared moan between us, bringing me back to the full reality of what was happening.
I looked down between us, seeing my thick cock buried in her impeccably tight pussy, her full ass pressed against my stomach just above our joining. It was a powerfully erotic sight, one that stoked the fire within me until it blazed. I ran my hands down Sabrina's sides, holding onto her hips as I pulled back, then thrust into her. The desk shook with the suddenness of the impact, making Sabrina laugh.
"Oh, we're going to make a mess in here, aren't we?" she asked, wiggling her ass against me.
I laughed with her, building up a pace as I thrust into her. "Yeah, that's seeming likely, I think."
"Well..." Sabrina moaned, fucking back into me as I pumped my cock in and out of her cunt. "If that's what's going to happen, that's what's going to happen... we were planning on being naughty, after all, and if naughty means making a mess, then I guess we'll be making a mess... fuck... you feel so good... so big, so hard, come on, Ryan, fuck me hard... fuck me bent over Principal Carpenter's desk... fuck me... fuck me harder!"
Growling, I reached a hand up and brought it down hard on her ass cheek as I pumped into her.
SMACK!
Sabrina yelped in surprise, her pussy clamping down on my cock briefly. Throwing her hair over her shoulder, she looked back at me again with a lustful gaze, her lips curled in a smile.
"Fuck..." she murmured, moaning deeply and bracing so she could fuck back against me. "That... that was good... come on, again... do it again."
Grinning, I raised my hand again.
SMACK!
Sabrina yowled pleasurably, getting louder as I smacked her ass again twice more. I'd learned from experience over the course of senior year that some of the most respectable looking girls had the greatest capacity for completely cutting loose once they started fucking, and though I could name a couple girls who *might* beat her in that category, they didn't come a whole lot more respectable-looking than Sabrina. An overachiever, involved in clubs and student government, the kind of girl who'd change the world one day, she had so much weight on her shoulders that when she was ready to let it down for a moment, she would *really* cut loose.
Our encounter in the principal's office only confirmed this opinion I had of her, as once we really got started, I was quite certain that she couldn't be stopped until we both had no more energy left in our bodies.
I squeezed her hips, holding on for support as I pumped into her with an increasing pace. I wasn't smacking her ass anymore, keeping a decent hold on her hips as I fucked her with more and more of my cock with every stroke. Sabrina moaned, bracing herself against the desk to push back against me, matching me stroke for stroke as she gave it to me every bit as hard as I fucked into her. As ever, whenever we found each other like this, I was in awe of this seemingly impossible girl, and loving absolutely every moment we had when we connected.
I leaned down into her, long enough to kiss her again without breaking my stride. It took a little work, given the angles we were working with, but when the end result meant I got to kiss Sabrina Singh again, it was all worth it. With her lips against mine, our moans intermingling every bit as much as our tongues did as I pumped in and out of her perfect pussy... fuck, it was worth any inconvenience I had to face.
"Mmm, one second..." Sabrina said. "Can you slow down, for just a second..."
Doing as she asked, I replied, "Sure... what... what's up?"
"Nothing you won't enjoy," she purred, pushing back against me.
I groaned, probably rather loudly, as she bottomed out my cock inside of her all by herself, before she shifted her position just enough to give me an idea of what she wanted. With a surprising grace, given our current position, Sabrina lifted her left leg up enough to plant her foot on top of Principal Carpenter's desk, her knee high and angled. This new position gave her a different kind of stability, but more than that it made her pussy feel impressively even tighter.
"T...t...there..." Sabrina whimpered, rocking her hips back against me as she tested her newfound tightness. "That... that should be fun, give us something new to enjoy... holy fuck..."
"Won't... ohgod... won't argue with you there... fuck..." I groaned, holding onto her hips even more tightly now.
This new position certainly had an added degree of instability to it, but with the additional tightness, I wasn't going to complain about a certain additional precariousness. The way Sabrina's moans got louder as I fucked into her like this, I doubted that she was in a place to complain either, her face strained from a mix of exertion and ecstasy as she looked back at me.
"Oh, fuck... that's it... that's it... that's fucking great... holy fuck... holy fuck that feels so fucking good... we're being so fucking naughty, aren't we... hahaha, fuck, I've got... I've got my foot on top of the principal's desk... bet she wouldn't like that..." Sabrina chuckled.
"I think there's a lot about what we're doing right now that would probably distract her considerably more than you having your foot up there," I explained, grunting as I thrust into her.
"Ah, true, yeah, that... fuck... that'd probably have her attention just a little bit more," she replied, chuckling.
The sound of her laughter in this moment... it was intoxicating. Hearing her so lost in the moment, so free, surrendering to her pleasure while we went at each other like wild animals... it felt absolutely amazing. I could feel my balls swelling, that tension in her body growing as both of us were quickly reaching our peaks of ecstasy. I needed to share this moment with Sabrina, and this position, while certainly arousing, just wasn't going to cut it for what I was feeling right now.
I needed to *see* her as we did this.
Though it took truly Herculean fortitude, I shakily pulled out of Sabrina's pussy. Panting, she looked back at me with a frantic, disgruntled look.
"You've got to be fucking kidding me... don't stop now, we were doing so *well* there..." Sabrina groaned, unable to stop fingering herself even as she chastised me.
"You'll like this next part better, trust me," I said, gripping her by the hips and turning her around so that she was facing me.
While I may not have been the strongest guy in the world, I was strong enough, and she was tall enough, that I was able to lift her ass up onto the desk. Sabrina's eyes went wide with pleasant surprise at this change in position, and even wider still when I slid my cock back inside of her, holding onto her legs for support.
"There we go..." I grunted, pumping into her swiftly again, loving the sight of her massive tits bouncing with every thrust. "That's much better... face to face..."
Looking up at me lustily, Sabrina replied, "Agreed... holy fuck... oh, wow, you're so fucking good at this..."
"Speak for yourself..." I replied, savoring her body as I continued to fuck her. "So fucking hot... so fucking tight... I could do this all day..."
"Mmm, I'd like to see you try," she purred, reaching down to finger herself with one hand while bracing against the desk with her other. "You and me, in here, all day, like this? I can think of few better ways I'd like to spend my Spring Break... mmm, might even get my desire to do something naughty out of my system before the end of the year..."
"Oh?" I asked, reaching up with one hand to squeeze one of her tits. "You think you'll be able to get sex out of your system just by fucking in the empty principal's office?"
"Ha!" Sabrina exclaimed, her laugh turning into a moan, then back into a laugh quickly. "No... fuck... nothing like that... I fucking love sex and want to get what I can, when I can... no, this is just... fuck... I've had the urge to do something bad, without being destructive, for a while, just so I can say I did something fun and stupid and that I'd never forget, and I think this will fulfill that nicely... I'm definitely having fun, we could get in trouble, even though we won't, and nobody's getting hurt... one of the best kinds of naughty as far as I'm concerned. Are you telling me you haven't anything like that on your graduation bucket list?"
Truthfully, while there was a lot I'd have liked to do before the end of senior year, courting trouble wasn't really one of them. Between getting Kyle Bowman expelled (he had it coming), Micah Burke pelted with tomatoes (he had it coming), pissing off my best friend after she found out I'd slept with her sister *and* her mom (I had at least *some* of that coming), and the sheer number of times that I'd nearly gotten caught having sex in a place or with a person I shouldn't have... well, you could say I'd had more than my share of trouble courting this year. That didn't mean that trouble wouldn't find me, of course, as it always seemed to have a way of coming around to me, but that didn't mean I was going to go looking for it, either.
"I think... fuck... I think your bucket list and mine might look very different from each other's," I laughed, squeezing her tit again as I continued to pump into her.
"Yeah... probably..." Sabrina moaned, rocking her hips and fingering herself more swiftly as I continued to fuck her. "Mine's full of experiences, things I want to do before it's all over... yours is probably full of names..."
Without breaking stride, I raised an eyebrow. "You telling me yours isn't full of names, too?"
"Touche..." she agreed, her voice pitching higher as she continued to finger herself, her eyes fluttering shut as her face screwed up in concentration. "I know we've only got a couple months left ahead of us, but I want to have all the fucking sex I can get away with, and maybe some that I can't... fuck... thank you... thank you for being a part of that... helping me get out of that rut that comes with being so fucking busy that you think you're so fucking busy that you can't have any fun... oh... fuck... I'm close, I'm close..."
Feeling the building pressure in my balls, I quickened my pace fucking her and replied. "Me too... fuck, me too... where do you want me to... fuck... where should I cum?"
Groaning, Sabrina opened her eyes just enough to look particularly thoughtful, then said, "While there's a charm... inherent... to getting all covered in cum in here... I don't think I want to make *that* kind of mess... fuck... just cum inside me... fill me up with your thick fucking load..."
"Yeah? That what you want?" I grunted, empowered by her words as I pumped away at her harder and harder.
Sabrina noticed my growing enthusiasm, smiling up at me. "More than fucking anything... come on, fucking fill me with your cum, Ryan... fuck me like a slut on the principal's desk, make me cum, and cum in me... let's fucking do this... be fucking naughty together... come on, do it, do it, do it, so close... so fucking close... just a little... just a little... oh, fuck, oh fuckfuckfuck... cumming... cumming soon, soon, I'm gonna cum so soon, oh fuckfuckfuck fuck HOLY FUUUUUUUCK!!! I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING!!!"
At once, she jolted against me as another powerful orgasm coursed through her body, her pussy spasming and gushing around me and her body shaking violently as she came, hard. With her pussy squeezing me so insistently as she came, I couldn't hold back anymore. Wrapping my arms around Sabrina, I buried my cock deeply inside of her and let loose, filling her with a truly intense amount of cum. It felt like I was being drained down to my core, a full-body euphoria sweeping over me as I instinctively pumped into her, making sure to give Sabrina every last drop I had as I let the orgasm overtake me.
"Fuck... fuck... fuck..." I grunted, pumping into her, making sure I gave her everything.
"Yes..." Sabrina hissed, locking her legs behind my ass. "Give it to me... fucking give me everything, like that, fuckfuckfuck... yes, I want it... want it all..."
I didn't have much of a choice *but* to give her everything I had, but since that was something we both wanted, I didn't have much trouble obliging her. Even as the flow ebbed, I gave her my last few pumps, pushing the last shots of cum into her clutching cunt as she too came down from her orgasm. We held onto each other like this, her sitting on the edge of Principal Carpenter's desk, both of us clutching closely to one another as we came down. Sheened with sweat and breathing heavily, we must have been a sight to behold, but *fuck* if we hadn't just had one amazing time.
Looking into each other's eyes, now no longer driven purely by wild, animalistic lust, we each gave the room a quick look around before our eyes found the other's again, and we burst out laughing. I don't know why exactly it took this long for the absurdity of the situation to catch up with us, but now that it had, it was impossible to ignore.
"Holy fuck..." Sabrina said through her laughter. "Oh, fuck, I can't believe we just did that..."
"We did," I said, looking around in disbelief. "We really fucking did that."
"Oh, wow... it's one thing to think about this as a naughty idea in the abstract when I'm losing my mind from being so fucking horny, but now that we've done this... this was *so* crazy..." she continued, smiling at me broadly.
"Regretting it?" I asked, raising an eyebrow.
Leaning in to kiss me quickly, Sabrina said, "Never."
In this giddy, post-orgasmic haze, we grinned at each other like fools, kissing and making out and generally being giggly as we made out on the edge of Principal Carpenter's desk. Even with my cock losing some of its strength after such a powerful cum, I felt no urgency to pull out of her, simply enjoying the feeling of being inside such a beauty while the two of us basked in the afterglow together.
"Oh... fuck..." she moaned, laughing through her euphoria. "Oh, I'd say this is something we should do again sometime, but this might be better off as one of those once-in-a-lifetime kinds of experiences..."



"Safer, anyway," I acknowledged, chuckling as I reached up to squeeze one of her breasts. "Wouldn't want to find out you had a taste for sex in the principal's office; it might make the rest of your encounters seem tame by comparison."
"Well, I certainly don't fucking want that," Sabrina laughed, squeezing my ass with her legs before unlocking them from around me. "Oh, this is fun... but I could stand to sit somewhere that's a little softer than this desk."
"And I could stand to sit," I replied, finally pulling out of her.
I watched, with some amusement, as a river of my cum poured from out of her pussy and onto the edge of the principal's desk before puddling on the floor. With a drowsy kind of surprise, Sabrina laughed at the sight.
"Oh, I'll have to clean that up... but later... lots of cleanup later, but now... couch," she chuckled, dropping down from the desk.
For a girl who was normally so poised and composed, it was kind of funny to see Sabrina so shaky on her feet after her hard orgasm. I took her by the arm, helping balance her as I took her over to the couch.
"Well, that was certainly... ummm... a really, *really* hard cum," she replied, giggling giddily as she fell to the couch. "Fuck, I don't know how long it's been since I've cum that hard... but I'll take it... I'll fucking *take* it."
Grinning, I sat down beside her. "Yeah, we did get a little crazy there, didn't we?"
"That's putting it... mildly..." Sabrina said, fanning herself off, before looking down at her pleasantly ruined pussy. "Fuck... you fired so much in me, I'm going to be dripping for days."
"That a bad thing?" I asked.
"Oh, hardly," she replied, smiling at me sweetly. "I'd rather not forget this experience anytime soon, and when you're as well-fucked as I just was there... ooh, yeah, I'm going to be feeling this... *enjoying* this... for some time. Thank you."
"No problem," I chuckled, resting a hand on her thigh. "Thank *you*... fuck, I feel like I should always be thanking you when we fuck."
"You don't have to," Sabrina replied. "Trust me, when you fuck that well, you *never* have to thank *me*."
"Yeah, but I still want to," I said, smiling at her and warmly squeezing her thigh. "Guys like me don't get to get with girls like you that often, and... well, I don't want to take my blessings for granted, and you sure as hell are a blessing, let me tell you... smart, driven, sexy as *fuck*. You're fucking amazing, I hope you know."
She pursed her lips, looking almost embarrassed but forcing a smile through anyway. "I mean, it's not like any of this is stuff I don't already know... but thank you. Though I'd really rather you didn't think that any of this was something you don't deserve, because that doesn't do you justice. Like it or not, Ryan, whatever you think about yourself, you're fucking worth it too, you know? You're cute as fuck, you're nice, you're decent, and you know what you're doing with a lady in bed... I know I'm a fucking catch, but if I hear anymore of you thinking that you're *not* a catch too, there's gonna be some hell to pay."
Sabrina was right, of course; I still let the side of me that had begun this year a scrawny loser slip in sometimes, especially when I was around girls who had that conventional appearance of being significantly out of my league. Nevertheless, I had been working on it, and I knew that even beyond the insane luck I'd had this year, I'd also earned a lot of who I was, and that I was better off owning that side of me than not. Even though it still felt strange to think I might actually deserve to be around someone as gorgeous and awesome as Sabrina, as I looked into her kind eyes and encouraging smile, I knew how right she was.
"Well, I certainly don't want hell to pay... especially not when we're in here," I said, grinning. "Thanks for pulling my head out of my ass. I don't know how it gets up there sometimes."
"Neither do I, but I'm always happy to help," Sabrina said, dropping her hand to my thigh and squeezing me back affectionately. "And if you need to hear it again... well, I'm sure I won't be the first person you go to, but you do know that I'm good to remind you of exactly how hot I think you are. I couldn't ask for a better person to be naughty with."
I chuckled, looking around the office we were in and remembering all at once just how we'd been led to this point.
"Fuck, we're still in here, aren't we?" I mused.
"Oh yeah," Sabrina laughed, looking about. "Making a proper mess of everything, of course, but we're definitely still in the principal's office."
"Maybe we should see if we can look up our grades," I suggested, keeping my tone lightly joking.
"Hmmm, we'd be in enough trouble for doing what we just did, and are going to do a whole lot more of; adding any other potential infractions to that is probably pushing our luck," she replied, looking around. "Not that I'm not curious to see what I've gotten."
There were some words in there that definitely got my attention. "So, you've got a whole lot more of this in mind?"
"Obviously," Sabrina replied, looking down at my mostly deflated cock. "And you don't?"
"I'm still getting over the last round," I admitted, groaning softly as she took my cock in her hand. "But... I can always be ready for more."
"I thought I remembered as much," she said playfully.
Biting her lip, Sabrina stroked my cock slowly, bringing it back to life with unsurprising ease. At once delicate and strong, I found her touch intoxicating, my cock responding to her quickly as I gasped pleasantly from the contact.
"Mmm, yeah... oh, that's nice..." Sabrina purred, continuing to stroke me. "So hard... so responsive... I always like knowing I'm doing a good job, and you certainly don't keep me in the dark there..."
She spread my precum down the underside of my shaft with her thumb, smiling as I thrust against her. Licking her lips, getting them nice and moist, Sabrina slid away from me on the couch, just enough that it was easier for her to bend over toward me. I felt her massive breasts pressing against my leg and her lips on my cock as she kissed her way down the underside of me, before lingering on my balls. Moaning softly, she suckled on my balls one at a time, alternating between them. She was never too forceful, but always just forceful enough that I couldn't ignore her, sending little jolts of pleasure coursing through my body as she pleased me.
Groaning and dropping my head back as she sucked my balls, I reached down and squeezed Sabrina's ass while she continued worshipping me with her mouth. I was, admittedly, getting rather excited by her oral treatment, which made it all the easier for me to slide my hand between her ass cheeks.
The moment I did this, Sabrina stopped sucking my balls and lifted her head up, looking me in the eye and smiling devilishly. She said nothing, yet said everything at the same time with that mischievous grin and delighted gaze, parting her full lips and taking my cockhead between them, sucking it, and then nearly half my cock into her mouth.
"Oh... fuck..." I moaned, thrusting up into her as she began to blow me.
I squeezed her cheek again, but knowing just what was driving her wild, I teased my middle finger against her asshole. The vibrations of her moans around my cock sent new waves of pleasure up my body in the most delicious fashion, and only seemed to increase her enthusiasm as she swallowed more and more of my cock, now bobbing on my entire length and deepthroating me like a pro. I was, as ever, amazed by how many girls I knew were seemingly experts at this, but in my current position, I wasn't going to look a gift horse in the mouth. Sabrina Singh, our buttoned-up class president, was a fucking miracle worker when it came to deepthroating cock, and that was all I had to care about in this moment.
She moaned and bobbed on my cock expertly, slurping and suckling in ways that produced the greatest possible pleasure, occasionally taking moments to just stay at the tip, sucking on my cockhead while running her tongue all over it and driving me mad with lust. She would do this for a moment, looking up into my eyes with such a sweet certainty for a moment, before she would go back down to bouncing eagerly and all sweetness would vanish, replaced by a carnal hunger as Sabrina seemed bound to suck my cock for her very survival. I pumped my finger in and out of her ass as she did this, and Sabrina replied with growing enthusiasm, rocking her hips against my hand, practically fucking herself against me.
It was a nice moment to be lost in, the kind that I could have easily seen ending with me holding Sabrina's head down as I fed her another thick load of cum... but that wasn't what was meant to be.
There was no way she was going to get me this hard again, this needy for her and have it *just* end in a blowjob.
Coming up for air, coughing and trailing streaks of drool and precum, Sabrina looked up at me with a wild gleam in her eye, smiling at me with some well-earned smugness as she licked her lips tantalizingly.
"You want me again, don't you?" she asked, her voice authoritative and taunting.
"Is that a trick question?" I chuckled. "I'm always gonna fucking want you."
For emphasis, I pumped my finger into her ass more insistently, making Sabrina moan.
"Fuck... that's a good answer..." she murmured, pushing herself up so she could kiss me. "Oh, you know how to treat a girl's ass right..."
"I try," I replied.
Whimpering as I continued to finger her ass, Sabrina said, "Care to try some more?"
"Always," I replied.
"Good," she said, her voice sultry as she pulled my hand from her ass.
With a surprising grace, considering what she was doing, Sabrina twisted her body to face away from me on the couch, pushing herself up into a face-down, ass-up position that gave me an amazing view of her full, remarkable ass. If that weren't enough, though, she then reached back with both hands to spread her ass cheeks for me, giving me an amazing view of her tight hole.
"I'm not sure I've got it in me today to take that monster cock up my ass," Sabrina explained, flexing her cheeks for me as she continued showing me her hole. "But I doubt that'll stop you from getting your tongue nice and deep in there, will it?"
She was right about that. When presented with a work of art in front of me as perfect as Sabrina Singh's ass and a request like that, what choice did I have really *but* to lean in, slide my face between her ass cheeks, and go to town on her tightest hole. Wrapping my arms around her thighs for support, I ate her ass with gusto, kissing my way inward until I could properly feast on her hole. I licked and sucked at Sabrina's ass, making her moan, kissing my way around her hole while occasionally swirling my tongue over her.
"Mmm, yes... fuck... that's the kind of treatment I need... what I *especially* need when being naughty like this... fuck, it feels so good... get in there, come on, keep going, deeper, you can do it, Ryan... keep going, keep eating my ass like that, keep going, please... fuck, it feels so good... oh, fuck... oh, I could probably cum like this if you kept going any longer, please, yes, keep going, deeper, get in there, deeper, oh... oh... oh *fuck*... your tongue's in my ass, fuck, keep going like that, keep fucking your tongue in my ass... in, out... like that... fuck, please keep going, feels so good, please, keep going, keep tonguing my ass... feels so good... feels... ahhhhh..." Sabrina moaned, writhing against the couch.
I could go into more detail of how I tongue-fucked her ass, but I like to think her words more or less speak for themselves in this moment. Nevertheless, I did rather enjoy my current position, pleasuring her tight hole while she pushed back against me, giving into the bliss of me eating her ass.
I thought this was one of those moments that would really get me going, and while it certainly accomplished the job, my lust was nothing compared to Sabrina's. Though she clearly enjoyed having my tongue buried up her ass, she soon let go of her ass cheeks, forcing herself up so she could push me away until I was sitting on the couch.
With wild, blazing eyes, Sabrina turned around, crawling over to me and straddling my hips. Pushing herself up on her knees, she thrust her tits into my face while grinding her hot, wet pussy against my cock. I ground back against her, squeezing her ass with both hands while I took advantage of her tits in my face by kissing and sucking them hungrily.
"You've got talents, Ryan..." Sabrina moaned, grinding more insistently against me. "Fuck... no guy's ever gotten me so fucking hot playing with my ass like that, some have tried, but successes were few and far between, and then you come along and make it all look so fucking effortless... and not just my ass, wherever you put your mouth... holy fuck, it's miraculous."
Taking my mouth off her nipple for a moment, I replied, "Practice makes perfect."
She groaned, sliding her slick clit over my cockhead. "And you get a *lot* of practice..."
"Damn right," I replied, nibbling on her nipple.
Sabrina moaned lustily, running a hand through my hair. "You ready for something else miraculous?"
I looked up at Sabrina, and I smiled. It was an awesome moment, seeing her like this, caught up in her passion and completely in control, even in as hazardous a situation as this. Here we were, sneaking around our completely abandoned school, getting ready to fuck yet again in the principal's office. Everything about this felt like madness, but perhaps there was something perfect hiding in that madness, and that's what was bringing out the best, hottest sex between us in this insane moment.
Licking my lips, I replied, "Always."
Sabrina smirked, then said, "Good."
Reaching down between us, she gripped my cock and lined it up with her pussy, settling down on me once again until I was completely buried inside of her. The Indian class president's cunt gripped me exquisitely, squeezing and massaging my cock as she took me, her light moans and whispers music to my ears as she took me.
She came to a rest on me there, holding still for a moment as she breathed heavily and whimpered. Her body against mine like this felt exquisite, the way her pussy gripped me so perfectly making me want to do any number of wonderful and terrible things to her. I wasn't going to do those, though, not when she'd so eagerly climbed atop me, not when it was clear what she wanted. I let her rest there like that, squeezing her ass with my hands.
Soon, I wasn't the only one squeezing. Straightening up on my cock and looking down at me proudly, Sabrina soon began to squeeze my cock with her pussy muscles in time with my hands groping her ass. Every time she did, a groan was pulled out from deep inside of me. It was an uncontrollable reflex, one that surprised me but only seemed to do wonders for Sabrina's lust as she continued to do that.
"You like that, I bet..." Sabrina said, that deliciously cocky smile taking over her face again. "Yeah, I know you like that... you were doing great there earlier, taking control, treating me nice and naughty when you were in the best position to fuck me, but now it's *my* turn... I'm going to fuck you, Ryan, and I'm going to fuck you hard, because it's what I want... what I need... you ready for that?"
Chuckling through my moans, I said, "You know, I feel like I've said 'always' a lot today when it comes to doing whatever you want, but it does bear repeating again in this case... yeah, I'm *always* ready for that."
She leaned in, kissing me and smiling with her own light, lovely laugh. "Mmm, fuck, you're hot when you're horny."
"And you're hot all the time," I replied, playfully squeezing your ass.
"Fuck..." Sabrina moaned, beginning to ride me. "Well, yeah, you too and... fuck... now I probably sound like an asshole for qualifying how hot I said you were after all my speeches and... fuck..."
Amused, I swatted her ass lightly, encouraging her to fuck me harder. "Seriously, Sabrina... don't worry about it... I get it, I get you, we're all caught up in the moment and maybe not watching our words as best we could, all's well, and this is so fucking good... god, you're so good at this..."
With that encouragement, she fucked me harder, bouncing on my cock intently. For a girl who, as far as I was aware, wasn't on any of our school's sports teams and definitely wasn't on the cheer squad, Sabrina had a remarkable physicality. Her body was a tight, well-oiled machine when it came to sex, everything about her exuding a confidence and understanding of what worked best for her, and for me. As she bounced on my cock, she somehow managed to mix her classic beauty and grace with the skill of a porn star, panting and moaning, her body jiggling in all the right ways as she fucking took my cock for a ride. I kept up with her as best I could in this position, but aside from thrusting up into her and alternating my hands between her hips and ass, I knew that for this part, anyway, I was along for the ride, and that I didn't mind that in the slightest.
If being along for the ride meant getting to look up at Sabrina in all her glory as she screwed her face up in concentration, moaning and groaning and talking dirty, throwing her head back every so often to let out one of those uncontrolled wails of pleasure... well, fuck, I could stay along for the ride. My cock was in heaven with how she fucked me, but it was more than that... feeling her perfect body pressed against mine, skin to skin, knowing we were giving each other such great pleasure as we got about as close as any two people could get, it was electric. Every time she bounced on my cock sent new surges of pleasure through my body, every inch of me feeling alight with the glorious feelings of her body against mine.
I looked up into her eyes, knowing that the look of awe on my face could hardly compare to the lustful concentration on hers. I was watching a true artist at work here, reaping all the rewards of this delicious, forbidden union we had managed to sneak in the principal's office.
Fuck, this was amazing. I knew I should have said something, tried somehow to explain to her again how lucky I felt to be there with her, but when presented by such sights and sensations as had become my world since she began to ride me, words felt so thoroughly inadequate. So, rather than try to find words, I gave my lips something else to do. Wrapping my arms around Sabrina, I pulled her in close so her hanging tits were level with my mouth, allowing me to feast again as I sucked hard on her nipples.
Sabrina cried out, loudly, still bouncing her hips on me as she fucked down onto me with an even greater urgency. "Oh... FUCK! Fuck, that's good... yes, like that, harder, harder, Ryan, keep... mmm... keep sucking my nipples, give it to me, harder, harder, fuck, use a little teeth... yes, like that, oh, fuck, oh holy fuck, keep going like that and you're going to make me cum again... fuck, how can you make me cum again so easily... fuck, it's... mmm... so good... so *fucking* good... just a little more, a little more..."
She bounced her hips on me harder in that moment, picking up her pace with a blinding speed that I doubted I could have kept up with were I in her position. Sabrina's voice, normally so controlled and sultry, was now a high-pitched whine of pleasure as she built to something truly catastrophic, promising an orgasm for the ages.
When she finally broke, I wasn't disappointed.
Sabrina came, hard, her cries of pleasure practically shaking the windows of Principal Carpenter's office as she clung to me and shook, her body bucking almost violently from the pleasure that had swept over her. I could feel her pussy juices splashing out against me, filling the room with the scent of her arousal. It was a powerful feeling, one that nearly pushed me to my own limit, but didn't quite get that far...



Breathing hard, Sabrina collapsed against me, slowing her movements. I continued to thrust up into her, holding her close and keeping this going as long as I could.
"Fuck... fuck... fuck..." she grunted softly with each thrust.
"Good?" I asked, kissing her neck.
"Uh huh... 'good' feels thoroughly inadequate as descriptors go, but... fuck, I just came, words are hard, good will do," Sabrina laughed, kissing my neck in return. "Fuck, you're good at this."
"Speak for yourself," I replied, fucking up into her with a greater insistence. "Fuck..."
Still laughing, she replied. "I really... really want to keep going... but I kinda can't feel my legs now... would you?"
"Certainly," I said, grabbing her and twisting her to the side before falling on top of her.
It was a delicate shift in positions, particularly without pulling my cock out of her, but this was one of those times where I had experience on my side, and put it to good use. A little more shifting of our legs, some slight readjustments, and I was on top of Sabrina, going back to fucking her. The earlier intensity of this fuck had kind of given way to a lighter vibe, the two of us laughing and kissing in the afterglow of her last orgasm as I continued to pump into her.
"Ah... now this... this is Spring Break..." she chuckled.
"Sneaking around school and fucking in the principal's office?" I asked.
"No... none of that... fuck... no, everyone seems to think you need to go somewhere sunny, spend a lot of money and work yourself to the bone while convincing yourself you're having fun... harder... harder..." Sabrina moaned, slipping her hand down between us to rub her clit. "But why melt yourself under the sun and stress the fuck out trying to have the perfect vacation when you can have some fun staying at home, getting laaaaaaaaid..."
Her voice trailed off in a nice, loud moan, one that felt like I might soon be joining. I could feel the pressure in my balls growing, my cock swelling with need as her pussy perfectly milked me. I wasn't going to last much longer, and the way she increased her fingers over her clit, I could tell that this was something Sabrina was well aware of.
"Can't... can't think of a better plan, honestly..." I groaned.
Making a sound somewhere between a laugh and a moan, Sabrina replied, "Well, I was always told I was smart... oh, fuck..."
"Soon," I warned.
"Give it to me," she moaned quickly. "Give it... give it all to me... give it to me now... fuck... holy fuck..."
This wasn't really an issue for me, because I wasn't sure I could hold back even if I wanted to anymore, and I certainly didn't want to. I picked up my pace, fucking down into Sabrina at a rapid pace, feeling the pressure within me build until I couldn't hold it back anymore. With a loud grunt, I came inside Sabrina again, filling her pussy with another thick, messy load of cum. Waves of pleasure washed over me as I kept pumping down into her, making sure I gave her everything, while Sabrina in turn came once again on my cock, crying out and clinging to me as she shook against me.
Soon, I slowed, nearly collapsing on top of her, while Sabrina simply held onto me tightly, catching her breath and looking up at me with one of those lovely post-coital smiles. Breathily, I kissed her, and she kissed me, the two of us enjoying the strange intimacy brought to us by this insane moment hidden away in the abandoned principal's office.
"Fuck... that was... that was crazy..." I said.
"Yes, it was, wasn't it?" Sabrina chuckled, looking around with eyes so bright and sparkling, it seemed like she was realizing where we were for the first time all over again. "Just... holy fuck, I can't believe we actually did this... fuck, we could get in so much trouble."
"But we won't..." I replied, kissing her. "When we're done here, we'll clean up... I'm sure it might smell a little, but it'll otherwise be like we weren't here."
She laughed some more, kissing me back. "That sounds like a plan... but that's for *when* we're done."
"*When* we're done," I replied, emphasizing the same word to make sure she understood I had no intention of going anywhere just yet
We fell silent for a moment, catching our breath and exchanging the idle gropes and kisses that so often came with afterglow like this. It was as my head felt suddenly clear, no longer clouded in that way that lust so often has a way of doing, that I realized I'd spent so much time transfixed by her beauty that I forgot a distinct, and I would argue, *necessary* pleasantry.
"So, other than all this... how's your Spring Break been so far?" I asked.
Sabrina smiled. "Pretty dull. Getting caught up on homework and projects, college applications, volunteering."
"Oh," I replied. "And do you have any interesting plans ahead?"
"Getting caught up on homework and projects, college applications, volunteering," she joked.
"Oh," I said again. "So, this is really kind of your big vacation day, isn't it?"
"Big time... and I feel like I'm making the most of it, when I've got you here like this," Sabrina replied, playfully kissing me. "What about you? You got any major plans ahead?"
"I've got a few irons in the fire," I admitted, playing it a little coy. "But I'm supposed to be hanging out with my best friend, Tori, and her girlfriend, April, tomorrow. Pretty chill day, I think."
I didn't want to go into any detail regarding the likely sex that would occur, because I didn't want to break the moment with Sabrina while we were here, but it didn't seem like she was going to be so easily deterred.
She looked at me with some amusement. "April Martel?"
"Yeah, why?" I asked.
With a light laugh, Sabrina replied, "Well, far be it from me to be questioning your extracurricular activities, and correct me if I'm wrong because I know she's pretty private, but isn't April a lesbian?"
"Oh, yeah, totally," I said, laughing slightly. "I haven't the foggiest fucking clue how tomorrow's gonna work either, but, we'll see how it goes."
"Well... have fun, and good luck figuring that out," she replied.
I kissed Sabrina again. "Thanks... I might actually need that."
Though my thoughts drifted toward tomorrow, they were quickly back on task as I felt Sabrina against me. Even with how things had recently ended between us, I could feel my cock rehardening inside of her, life and energy beginning to flood my body. I could feel her tensing against me, see that spark reenter her eye.
"So..." Sabrina said, licking her lips expectantly.
"So," I replied with a pleasant little growl.
Quickly, Sabrina pulled me in for a kiss, the two of us lost in a hot, fiery melding of our lips and tongues for one moment before we broke, breathless and grinning.
Looking around, I said, "Well, we've still got the place to ourselves... I'm sure there's another part of the principal's office we can christen while we've got the run of the place, get a little naughty, court a little trouble while we're still up for it. Sound good to you?"
Purring pleasantly, Sabrina replied, "Sounds like a perfect Spring Break to me..."
Kissing her passionately again, I thought that I couldn't agree with her more.
***
(Author's Note 2: For the longest time, writing these stories was something that I did in my spare time for fun, but because of the great support of so many readers, I am nearly able to write these stories full-time. It's been amazing, and I cannot thank you and your enthusiasm enough. As ever, if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series, as it truly keeps me going sometimes. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. For a lot of reasons, it's been hard for the last few years, and in times like that it gets really easy to forget the little things and not take care of yourself, and I humbly ask that you take time out of your day for some self-care when you can. Stay hydrated. Move around every so often. Brush your teeth and floss. Try to get a reasonable amount of sleep as often as possible. And, of course, please take care of your mental health. Address problems rather than bottling them up, and if things seem like too much, just know that there are people and resources out there who would be more than happy to help you, and that many are just a phone call away. It's a rough world out there, but we can't make it a better place if we don't take care of ourselves first. As always, please be kind to yourselves and to everyone else!
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***
It was probably the understatement of my high school career to say that my best friend, 18-year-old Tori McNeil, and I had had a somewhat tumultuous senior year. Between some back and forth lying that had us both questioning certain elements of our friendship in the earliest months, to having sex at Homecoming that had led to an ill-received declaration of love from me to her, to some poor decision-making on my part that had led to me having sex with both Tori's mother and then her much-hated older sister, Rachel, at different points throughout November... yeah, you could say the blowup and falling out we had at Thanksgiving was one of those things that was bound to happen in one way, shape or form.
I'd thought that to be the end of everything, that this wasn't one of those "time heals all wounds" kinds of conflicts and that our years-long friendship was now at an end... but like with so many things I thought I understood, I was dead wrong about this one. As it turned out, we both missed each other enough, and Tori was getting prodded enough by her new girlfriend, 18-year-old April Martel, that after a few months of silence between us, we managed a reconciliation. Things weren't *exactly* as they used to be, and how could they be after everything we'd gone through, but I had my best friend, my longest-running partner in crime, *back*, and I gotta say... it felt good.
Really *fucking* good.
There were still a few things that we were figuring out, but the fact remained that we were figuring them out and not just sitting and stewing and wondering what the fuck was going on between us, and when we worked them out... well, we actually communicated with each other now. No more secrets, no more holding back, we kept ourselves open to each other and were getting stronger as friends every day.
Of course, once we reconnected, the matter of sex had to come up. We were both horny people who'd once enjoyed having sex with each other, after all, and we both lived in the horniest fucking small town in America; the question of sex *had* to be addressed at some point. At first, it seemed like it was one of those things that would be off the table ever since she started dating April, as she was not only Tori's first real steady girlfriend, but they had a sort of monogamy thing going on. Considering all the fun I'd been having this year, I had absolutely no problem with this development, as I was hardly hurting for sex. As time went on, however, that issue became a little more complex, as while April was a lesbian, Tori was quite fully bisexual, with a distinct desire for women and men in equal measure... and apparently, as the two of them had become more comfortable in their relationship, April had encouraged Tori to scratch her itch for cock with a guy she trusted, and lucky me, I just happened to be that guy.
We had done a little fooling around since figuring this out, but nothing all that elaborate or over the top like both of us were capable of, but all in all, this was something that was fine by me. Having Tori as my best friend again, *and* occasionally having some fun, casual sex with her? I really didn't see how things could get a whole lot better than that.
And then, of course, came Spring Break. Over the first few days, I'd already had my share of scattered adventures with Haley, Olivia and Sabrina, and when Tori said she'd like to have me over for a day, I thought it might be a little bit more of the same-old, same-old kind of fun that had become more of a normal occurrence between us, and that was something I was all for.
When she explained what she *really* wanted me there for, however... well, you could say that I was intrigued... intrigued, and more than a little intimidated.
Still, if it meant spending a day of my Spring Break with Tori McNeil... yeah, I could live with a little intimidation.
***
I knew that going over to Tori's house, I could've gone casual... nothing about the McNeil's house had ever been all that formal in the years that I'd been going over there, and while that had led to a fair bit of trouble over the course of senior year, it had also led to a fair bit of fun. Given the occasion that I was invited over for, however, I couldn't help but dress a little more formal. I wore a collared, button-up shirt and a nice pair of khakis, and even managed to tame my hair with the help of some light gel and a hairbrush. Hell, I even got a couple small bouquets of flowers from the store on my way over, nothing terribly fancy to be sure, but looking nice enough all the same.
I approached the familiar suburban house on my bicycle with a certain excitement, not entirely sure how this day was going to go, but knowing that it would be a new kind of adventure... I just hoped I could make it the kind of fun that was expected.
Still, I parked my bike by the front door, and with a hand that only slightly shook, I rang the doorbell.
Only a few seconds passed before I heard the door unlock, and was greeted by the most welcome sight in the world.
"You're here!" Tori exclaimed, her smile broadening widely. "Oh, for fuck's sake, am I glad you're here!"
As ever, the sight of my redheaded best friend brought a similar smile to my face. Seeing her, all 5'5" of pale redheaded beauty, her lively freckled face surrounded by wild red curls, that mischievous smile that could get you into a lot of trouble if you let it (and believe me, the two of us had found our fair share of trouble over the years), and that body... yeah, I'd be lying if I said that the sight of Tori always made me drool a little. Her full, round, D-cup breasts were barely restrained today in a tie-dyed tank top (one she clearly wore no bra beneath), while her sweet, curvy ass was straining the limits of a nearly non-existent pair of cutoff jeans today. Her bare legs looked exceptionally creamy when I looked down, and my mind lingered on what it might feel like to have them wrapped around me again.
I shivered lightly at the sight of her, then held out the flowers.
"Going fancy today, are we?" Tori asked, amused as she took the bouquets from me. "Well, that's certainly new... come on in, we've been expecting you."
"Well, I didn't want to make a bad impression," I explained, stepping inside after Tori, sitting down in a chair by the front door so I could take my shoes and socks off. "And I *do* want to make a good impression."
"You've met April before; you don't have to make a good impression on her," she replied, smiling as she looked at the flowers. "She *likes* you, and *I* like you... and nothing else really matters beyond that. The flowers are pretty, though."
Now free of my shoes and socks, I stood back up and smiled at her. "I was kind of hoping you'd think that... kind of hoping *both* of you would think that, actually... come to think of it, where is April?"
"Downstairs, waiting for us," Tori explained, grinning. "Believe me, she has been waiting to see this for *so* long now..."
There was a playful energy in the air, an excitement that I hadn't seen in Tori in some time. It was fun to see, and even better to experience, especially when that meant Tori practically throwing herself at me so she could wrap her arms around my neck and pulled me in for a kiss. It was quick, but fiery, leaving a lingering hint of the passions to come as she made this into the most delicious of teases to come. Had I known it was coming, I would have held onto her... but she was quick to part, looking up at me with dreamy eyes... or maybe I was the one who was looking at *her* dreamily.
It was really hard to keep track of, honestly, with my head swimming as it was.
"She's really been looking forward to it that much, huh?" I asked, trying to bring my head out from where it had been swimming.
"I mean, that's what she tells me, but you can ask her yourself," Tori explained, taking my hand and leading me down toward her basement bedroom. "Is it really so hard to believe that April wants to watch us have sex?"
"...yeah?" I said, cautiously.
She shrugged, leading me down these familiar hallways toward the bedroom I'd spent an impressive amount of my life in.
"I can see why you'd think that, because on paper that *does* make sense... I could get into explaining all the minutiae of it, but I think it's one of those things that comes down to everyone having their own kinks, and hey, my girlfriend is trying to figure out if seeing me getting fucked by my best friend might turn out to be one for her..." Tori trailed off, stopping and turning to look at me.
"If this is something that you don't wanna do, that's cool and all that, I just want to know now so I know what to tell April, and where my head should be..." Tori explained.
I looked at her, hopeful and determined, and found my answer easy. "I mean... I brought flowers... I'm here to give this a try."
She smiled at me, mischievously, continuing to lead me downstairs. "Cool... flowers mean you're okay with this... I should really see how much of a blanket agreement for fun I can get out of *that*..."
"I said *try*," I explained, following her down the steps to her basement bedroom. "Try doesn't mean blanket *anything*..."
Tori laughed, rolling her eyes at me playfully, before opening her bedroom door and leading me inside. This being a bedroom I'd spent almost as much time in as in my own, I knew it like the back of my hand... every title on her stacked rows of bookcases, every board game and hard copy movie or video game, her desk that was slowly being consumed by a collection of models and vinyl figures. My eyes fondly looked toward the brick-hard couch I'd spent many a night sleeping on, before traveling to today's main event, looking on the giant bed that held place of pride in the center of her room that I knew had seen a *lot* of action, some of it with me as a rather active participant.
It was good to see that April's more feminine tastes hadn't really changed Tori that much, though seeing her sitting on the bed, eyeing us with equal parts nervousness and anticipation.
"Hey, Ryan... glad you could make it today," April said, waving shyly at me.
At a slender 5'2", my initial impression that April was rather pretty in a mousy sort of way still held, but she had undergone something of a radical transformation since she and Tori had started dating back in November. There was a certainty to her, a confidence that hadn't existed before that simply radiated off of her now, none of that shy quietness that seemed to dominate her months ago when she and Tori had first begun dating. Her face was lit up with excitement, making her look quite beautiful, with her big blue eyes sparkling behind glasses and her pale, freckled cheeks curled up in a delightful smile. Shoulder-length blonde hair framed her face in a lovely fashion, while she wore a flowy, floral dress that was tight enough up top that I could see easily why Tori found her terribly attractive.
Now exploring how out of the closet she wanted to be around school, April proudly wore a rainbow flag pin on her dress ... and while I still had some questions about how Tori and I were going to work today with her lesbian girlfriend, I couldn't lie that it felt good to see her here.
"Hey, April," I replied.
Pushing past me to get into the bedroom, Tori tossed April one of the bouquets I'd brought. "Ryan got us flowers."
"Awww, you didn't have to do that!" April said, smelling the flowers. "These are actually pretty nice... I hope you didn't spend too much on us."
Straightening myself up to look like I was being terribly self-important, I said, "Only the best and finest grocery store bouquets from Vons money can buy for my best friend and her best girl."
This line sounded a lot wittier in my head, but the fact that Tori and April both laughed at it certainly took the wind out of any uncertainty I had for the act.
Playfully swatting me on the butt, Tori said, "Come on, Ryan, why don't you take a seat on the bed while we talk out... well, while we talk *everything* out, I guess."
"Yeah... this probably requires at least *some* explanation," April said, chuckling a little nervously.
Tori took both her and April's bouquets and set them down on her desk, before sitting down on the bed next to April. Taking a breath, I nodded to myself and joined them, sitting cross-legged across from the two girls on the bed so I could better look at them.
"So..." I said, licking my lips nervously. "I know why I'm here, at least, what Tori told me she expects from all of this, but I think I'd like to hear it from both of you, now that I'm here, so I know sort of the run of what I am and am not expected to be doing and... I guess, maybe get a better handle on how all this started, I think?"
Tori and April shared a little chuckle, with Tori saying, "I mean, this is kinda your idea, April, maybe you should be the one to start."
Blushing, April replied, "But you're always the best at describing the naughty bits."
"No, I'm just the most shameless... I've heard you dirty talk when shit gets going, and you can put most of the girls I've been with to shame. Fuck, you can put *me* to shame sometimes, I think, and I'm a twisted little whore... but seriously, you don't have to worry about a damn thing. This is *Ryan*, not a stranger, just take a breath and explain... well, explain what *you* want out of today..." Tori said, reaching over to squeeze her girlfriend's hand.
April nodded, a little nervous, looking from Tori to me, then back at her girlfriend before quickly kissing her. Tori kissed her back, an affectionate, if slightly hungry, kiss that the two of them made look rather nice, before breaking it off and lightly pushing April away from her.
"Alright, alright... you won't be able to distract me that easily... I mean, normally you would be able to, but not today..." Tori said, her eyes practically sparkling with a radiant heat for her girlfriend.
Licking her lips, April finally looked back at me. "So... you know about Tori, and you know about me... what we both are and aren't into, right?"
"Right," I nodded, smiling at her. "You and I, we can do whatever we want to Tori... just not each other."
Smiling gratefully, April replied, "Yeah... yeah, I know that's not how either of you handles these sorts of things, but... yeah... that's kind of what I had in mind. Please don't take any offense, because I really don't mean any; I have it on good authority that your skills in bed are highly regarded... *highly* regarded... and I can tell the girls who think you're cute aren't wrong, but when it comes to guys, I just don't have any interest."
"No problem, and I have no intention of being one of those dumbasses who thinks he can convert you," I said, smiling back at her. "You like girls and only girls? Totally get it... girls are fucking hot."
"Right?" April replied, chuckling. "And... well, I'm glad that you understand... but, I also understand that Tori likes guys as well as girls, and I don't want to hold her back at all, and I know you guys have done some odds and ends since reconciliation and all that, which is fantastic, I'm really happy for you, but... I think this is where things get kinda weird..."
"Nothing weird about it, babe," Tori said, rubbing April's back. "We've all got our things, and if you can't let your freak flag fly in here, you can't let it fly anywhere. Believe me, Ryan and me, between the two of us, we've done a *lot*... and what you want to do, that'll hardly be the weirdest thing either of us has done, *believe* me... right, Ryan?"
I nodded, looking to April. "I mean, I can't speak for *all* of Tori's experiences, but I know she's gotten up to some wild shit, and I've done a fair bit of wild-adjacent-to-wild shit... yeah, you can say anything and I doubt it'd make either of us blink..."
Darting her eyes away from Tori and me for a moment, April explained, "Well, since I've gotten together with Tori, I've found out how much this girl loves porn, and we've gotten to watch our share together, and even though I don't get the appeal of some of it, I won't lie that she's kinda gotten me to enjoy some straight porn with time... I mean, girl-girl is still my favorite, but when you need things a little rougher... yeah, so, we've started getting hot and horny for each other watching some guy-girl porn, then afterward I'll just frickin' annihilate Tori with a strap-on and see how she just absolutely loses her mind, and she'll just go completely nuts on me and make me forget my name with what she'll do with her tongue, and I got to thinking that if we enjoyed watching this on her computer or her phone when we got it on, that having the real thing right here... well, that oughta be even better, right?"
I considered what she had to say, and found I rather liked her logic. "So... you're saying that you think if you watch Tori fucking a guy..."
"Fucking *you* specifically, but, yes," April interjected.
I continued, "...that the two of you will then have to fuck even harder because of what you saw?"
Smiling at me shyly, April said, "Ummm... yes, yeah, that's a much more succinct way of putting it... but, yeah, that's just about the gist of it. I'm not saying that we *need* to spice up our relationship or anything like that, because I'm *so* happy with the dynamic we've currently got going between us... but, yeah, I do think that it will certainly make things more exciting."
"And, be honest, Ryan," Tori added, smiling at me cockily. "You think watching April and me fucking would be pretty fucking hot too, don't you?"
Now, like any red-blooded man who enjoyed the company of a lovely lady or two (or more on a good day), I absolutely loved seeing a couple of women going at it in front of me. That being said, not knowing how experienced April was or wasn't with the idea, I deferred to her, raising an eyebrow curiously.
"I mean, I would certainly love to see the two of you fooling around, and I know Tori's one helluva showoff, but... what are your thoughts on that?" I asked April.
The cute blonde blushed, looking down, but certainly not disinterested. "It's... honestly, something that I'd never thought about before, but ever since the two of us started watching porn together, the idea of someone watching us while we messed around with each other... it's kind of grown on me as a hot idea... a *really* hot idea, actually... I doubt I'll ever be fully comfortable with filming us and showing it to strangers, but the thought of someone familiar and trustworthy being here watching us... yeah, yeah, that sounds insanely hot to me. *Insanely*."



So, April knew what she wanted. That... that was good to know. I looked from her to Tori, smiling at my best friend slyly, and with no small amount of enthusiasm now that we had discussed the plan and our barriers. With all of these out of the way, and nothing to stop us, I couldn't help but feel a swelling of excitement in my chest... and elsewhere.
Tori looked down to the front of my pants, licking her lips enthusiastically. "So, whaddya say guys, let's all get naked and fuck?"
"Oh, I'm ready," April said, quickly closing the distance and kissing Tori.
Now, I'd seen plenty of girls making out in the past, and even more among my girlfriends of late, but there was something unique and singularly sexy watching Tori and April kissing in front of me. For all of her timidity when explaining what she wanted, it was clear that April had absolutely no problems acting on them, at least as far as Tori was concerned. The timid blonde feasted on Tori's lips like her life depended on it, reaching up to squeeze one of Tori's breasts through her thin tank top.
Tori wasn't one to sit by and let someone take charge, no... she wrapped her arms around April and held her close, reaching down to grope her girlfriend's ass as they kissed. Soft little moans escaped the girls' lips as they battled each other, their kisses soft and fiery all at once, the two of them knowing what each other liked and really getting into it. While I was already rather excited by our lead-up conversation, seeing this sight got me hard rather quickly, enjoying the show they put on even if they weren't fully conscious of it *being* a show.
Quickly, and hungrily, April gripped the hem of Tori's tank top and pulled it up, exposing first her tight abs, then freeing her large, braless, D-cup breasts. I'd seen Tori's tits before, plenty of times as it may be, but they were always a sight to behold, full and round and with the pinkest, hardest nipples you'd ever seen. My mouth watered at the sight of them, and I was sorely tempted to jump in there and start sucking... but I didn't want to overstep my bounds, not when April was enjoying Tori so feverishly.
The two girls broke their kiss, a pleasantly lustful look passing between the two of them before they smiled at each other.
"So... that was hot..." Tori said.
"So *fucking* hot," April agreed, before looking over to me, a little bashful. "She's... ummm... Tori's got some pretty amazing boobs, doesn't she?"
"Yeah, they're pretty fucking sweet," I replied, grinning.
"You can say that again," April replied, leaning down to playfully lick Tori's nipple.
Whatever you could say about Tori's mood, it wasn't *just* playful, as when April threatened to sit back up again, Tori grabbed the back of her head and pulled her back to her breast.
"Oh no... oh, no fucking way, you're not just getting away with a tease... fuck no, suck... suck my tit, April... really get in there... I wanna feel your tongue all over me..." Tori said, her voice hoarse and her eyes glassy with lust.
"Oh, with pleasure!" April giggled, wrapping her lips around Tori's nipple and sucking.
Tori moaned, throwing her head back as her girlfriend feasted, writhing and gripping April's hair tightly. "Fuck... fuck, babe, that feels so good... oh, fuck, your tongue... so good... hahaha... oh, fuck... mmm... getting me so hot, so fucking wet..."
Tori eventually turned her attention to me, a sly, lust-filled smile on her face. "You know, I've got two tits, Ryan, and they both love the attention."
This snapped me from my position as a passive observer, and briefly, I was worried about when I should and shouldn't be jumping in... but letting Tori's nipple pop from her mouth for a moment, April was quick to help me with any and all worries.
"Yeah, come on, Ryan!" April teased, looking at me. "Don't leave my girl hanging!"
Well... I mean, yeah, that certainly settled that, didn't it? Though wanting to give April some space, I slid across the bed to Tori's other side, reaching up to squeeze her left breast and pinching her nipple between my thumb and forefinger. She moaned, arching her back against my hand and April's mouth, enjoying getting this treatment from both sides... and there was certainly no reason for me *not* to go further.
Licking my lips, I leaned in, kissing the soft, succulent flesh of Tori's breast, working my way toward her nipple before sucking it into my mouth. Tori put her hand in my hair, holding me to her breast as she held April while the two of us licked and sucked and generally worshipped the busty redhead's tits.
"Fuck... fuckfuckfuck... oh, god, two of you, at once... my two favorite people... fuck... oh god, it feels so fucking good..." Tori giggled whimpering and shaking. "Holy fuck, so good... keep... mmm... keep going... fuck, god, can you make me cum without touching my clit... make me cum by just sucking my nipples?"
I looked to April just as she looked at me, the two of us locking eyes without removing our lips from Tori's nipples. We didn't exchange words, our only sounds the low grunts and moans and sucking sounds we made as we both pleasured Tori, but it was clear that we both thought we were well up to the challenge of trying to get Tori off with our mouths alone.
It was also pretty clear, though, that we both knew that to be thoroughly unnecessary.
I acted first, reaching over to Tori's cutoff shorts and unbuttoning them, quickly pulling the zipper down while April snaked her hand inside. Tori's eyes flew open quickly, a loud, high moan escaping her lips as April's fingers no doubt found their way into Tori's panties.
"FUCK!" Tori cried out, rocking her hips against April's hand. "That... wasn't what I expected... mmm... fuck... god... please, keep going... oh, holy fuck... so good, babe, keep it... mmm... don't stop... whatever you're doing down there, and to my tits, don't... don't stop... don't either of you fucking stop... holy fuck, it feels good, *so* good, please, keep going, keep going, harder, keep sucking... keep touching me... so hot, so wet... fuck... god, keep going, keep using me, keep using my slutty cunt, my big tits, harder, harder, keep... holy FUUUUUUUUCK..."
Now, I'd made Tori cum my fair share of times before... more times than I can count, really, and I thought I'd gotten pretty good at it. I may have even gained a certain cockiness and the thought that I knew how to make her scream like no one else could, but as I watched Tori climax this time, I knew that any arrogance on my side was not well-earned, as April truly and utterly broke my friend. Tori let out a hitching moan, one that broke and became an almost scream of sublime pleasure as her orgasm broke over her. Without even losing her stride, April kept going, sucking and fingering her girlfriend and looking appropriately smug with herself as she kept Tori cumming.
Admittedly, I kind of stayed where I was, watching and wanting to take some notes. I couldn't, because I couldn't really see anything that was going on in Tori's shorts, but I couldn't deny that I was impressed with April's skill. She knew how to get Tori off like no one else, I imagined... and that certainly made these two rather perfect for each other.
When Tori finally collapsed onto the bed in an out-of-breath, cummy mess, April pulled her hand from Tori's pants and brought her fingers under her nose, inhaling Tori's scent before presenting them to Tori's full lips.
"Suck," April said, her voice not unkind, yet still certainly commanding.
With a surprising obedience, Tori sucked April's fingers into her mouth, eagerly cleaning them of her juices, moaning as she sucked her own taste from them.
I nodded at April, impressed. "You really know how to take charge..."
Blushing slightly, April looked down, away from me. "Yeah, that's one of those sides of myself I never really knew was there until it was there and... well, what can I say, it's really kinda fun to dominate Tori. Sure gets me all nice and warm inside. Wet as fuck, too."
She giggled a bit, looking like cursing in front of people who weren't Tori was still something she was getting accustomed to, but that she rather enjoyed it. Considering everything that we had done, and *would* do to Tori in the near future, I didn't mind a little cursing from Tori's cute blonde girlfriend, not in the slightest.
"Yeah, I've dabbled in it too, sometimes... not my usual setting, but it can be fun with the right partner," I said, my mind briefly flashing to memories of Daphne and Faith.
April nodded in agreement. "And Tori? Best fucking partner for it."
I looked down at Tori, still glassy-eyed as she eagerly sucked April's fingers. "Honestly never would've called it... Tori's always been the take charge type, but I guess a lot of the take charge types like to mix things up and let someone else be in charge from time to time."
"Exactly," April replied, smiling as she thrust her fingers in and out of Tori's mouth, almost like she was fucking her. "Just like some of us who are used to being all innocent and quiet are just waiting to unleash ourselves on the world, and god help you if you get in our way when we're in that state."
I couldn't tell if she was inviting me to join her in that "we," but I wasn't planning on getting in her way either way. What I could tell, however, was that April rather well had Tori occupied, and that Tori wasn't planning on changing positions anytime soon.
I could have some fun with this.
I reached down, curling my fingers into Tori's shorts and panties and pulled them down. Tori arched her back just enough to help me, letting me pull the garments down her shapely legs and then off entirely, tossing them aside. Tori now lay completely naked between April and I, her pretty pink pussy framed by a well-trimmed shock of bright red pubic hair, particularly bold on her already creamy, pale skin.
"Fuck..." I said, taking in the sight of my best friend's pussy with some nostalgic awe.
"Yeah, it's pretty great, isn't it?" April said, sighing as she pulled her fingers from Tori's mouth.
"You're telling me," I replied, chuckling.
Finally sitting up in bed, Tori looked from April to me, still looking a little dazed but hungry. "You guys, that was... mmm... fuck... that was fucking awesome..."
"I know," I replied, reaching up to squeeze her breast. "I kinda got the impression you were having a good time from all the moaning and screaming and writhing..."
"...and how soaked you got my fingers," April added quickly. "You were pretty fucking ravenous when it came to cleaning them, though... you really can't get enough of your own taste, can you?"
Growling pleasantly, Tori pulled April in for a kiss, making out passionately with her girlfriend, before parting and looking at me. Before I knew what hit me, Tori was kissing me as well, our lips fiery and eager against one another as her tongue entered my mouth, and I returned the favor. We made out longer than she had with April, and after a moment like this, I opened my eyes enough to see that April was watching us with some interest. I didn't know how much experience she had had with watching Tori kissing someone else, but it seemed to excite her enough that she couldn't help but then grab Tori and pull her away from me, kissing her girlfriend with an excited, possessive fervor.
Well, this certainly promised to be interesting.
Tori reached up for the top of April's dress, undoing the ties at the front and pulling it open a little at a time. April looked over at me nervously for a moment, and cautiously, I backed away, wanting to give her her space if that was what she needed. She continued eyeing me, as if running through a number of equations that she'd already considered for how today was supposed to play out, but suddenly had new data that she needed to go through to be sure.
Ultimately, she must have liked what she considered, because she surrendered to a moan, leaning back slightly to give Tori better access to the front of her dress. Tori's deft hands worked their magic until the front of April's dress fell open, exposing more of the blonde's porcelain skin. There was a brief, fleeting glance of one of April's breasts, a pert B-cup topped with a pointed nipple, before Tori leaned in and began to suckle on her girlfriend's tit. April let out a freer, more luscious moan, groaning and running her hand through Tori's hair.
"Ahhh... fuck... oh, fuck... that's... mmm, Tori, your mouth feels so good..." April moaned, ending on the slightest little giggle that was just as quickly cut off by another moan. "I know it's hard to compare, but does her mouth feel this good... when she's with you?"
"Well, as you said, it's pretty hard to compare, not being in your shoes and all that," I said, unbuttoning my shirt before pulling it up and over my head. "But I do enjoy Tori's mouth."
"And I enjoy yours, Ryan..." Tori said, letting April's nipple go with a pop before teasing it with her tongue. "I enjoy *both* of your mouths... you've both got a fucking gift, you know."
"Hell yeah," I replied, holding my hand up in a high five.
I half-expected April to leave me hanging, especially when Tori went back to eagerly suckling on her nipple, as it was a bit of an odd and dorky request, but when she then joyously slapped my hand in return and gave me a sly, dare I say *smug* smile in return... yeah, I was pleasantly surprised.
It might've been a dorky thing, asking for a high five in a moment like this, but I shouldn't have doubted a band girl's capacity for being dorky and horny at the same time. April knew how to have fun and be a little silly at the same time, and I was definitely here for it.
Tori had *definitely* found herself a keeper.
"Alright... alright... alright..." April moaned, pushing Tori away before sliding off the bed. "This is great, but you got me so hot and bothered I need to get fucked *now*..."
Standing next to the bed now, April pulled the last of the ties at the front of her dress and shrugged out of it, dropping the garment to the floor and leaving her standing in front of Tori and me completely naked. I didn't want to stare too hard at her if she didn't want to be stared at by a guy, but considering we were all in the same room and engaging in some fairly intimate shenanigans, I found it difficult to look away. Though she looked at me, quickly blushing, April soon turned her attention to Tori, who was more than happy to ogle her naked girlfriend.
There was plenty to ogle. April was a lovely girl, with a willowy, lithe body that would make anyone's mouth water. Her breasts were perky and high, her ass firm and tight-looking, her pussy shaved and looking like she might have had the beginnings of moistness gathering there.
"Well done, Tori," I said, holding my fist up to my friend.
Tori fist-bumped me back, nodding. "Yeah, I think so, too."
April giggled, giving us both a little twirl. "Alright, so you've both got your looks in, and that's great and all, but..."
Stepping in front of Tori, April pushed her girlfriend onto her back onto the bed and climbed over her, straddling Tori's face. Although I could see my best friend looking like she wanted to say something sarcastic, April shut her up by sitting on her face.
"...yeah... that's it... that's what *I* want..." April groaned, rocking her hips against Tori's mouth. "Fuck... I wanna sit on your face... cum all over you... mmm, yes... that's... that's nice... fuck..."
For a moment, it seemed like I wasn't there, that the two naked girls in front of me were simply enjoying an average night between the two of them, enjoying each other's bodies and just kicking off what was bound to be a nice long fuck session, before April looked at me, continuing to smile smugly as she took her pleasure from Tori's mouth.
"Liking... the show?" she asked between moans.
I couldn't blame her for her moans, especially when Tori was running her hands over April's body while eating her out, squeezing her nipples while she devoured her girlfriend's pussy. I also couldn't lie about what I was seeing in front of me.
"It's... yeah, it's a good show..." I said, not exactly drawing attention to the erection straining my pants, but at the same time not really hiding it either.
April looked down nevertheless, seeing my bulge and nodding, understanding.
"So... it is... fuckfuckholyfuck..." April whimpered, grinding against Tori even more intensely. "But... I think there's something that'd make it even hotter... something you can do, that might be cool... I dunno, it's hard to think, like this, with her tongue... ohgod..."
"From where I'm sitting, I don't see how it can get much hotter than this... you two are fucking *great* together," I said, thoroughly admiring the view. "But I'm all ears for ideas; this was your plan after all, and I'm here for a good time."
"Good... I'm glad..." April moaned, dropping her head down and breathing huskily for a moment before she looked back up at me. "Because I think it'd be hot if, while I did this, I watched you make Tori cum with your mouth... eat her fucking pussy, and make her cum; she's told me you're quite capable, and I want to see it... I want to feel her scream against my pussy... fuck... think... think that sounds like it could be fun for you too, Ryan?"
She looked at me with questioning, hopeful eyes. It wasn't a look that was easy for her to maintain with how well Tori was eating her out, but with her enthusiasm as it was...
"I mean, I never *need* an excuse to eat Tori's pussy," I chuckled, crawling between my best friend's legs. "But I'm always happy to find one."
Normally, this would have been the moment where I'd have taken *great* pleasure in looking up at Tori's face while I began to go down on her. She always was expressive when being pleasured, and I would have had a good time watching her as she tried to fight the fact that I was fucking good at eating pussy before breaking completely from my efforts. I would've loved to do this, if it weren't for the simple fact that April was sitting on Tori's face, and doing an excellent job of riding her girlfriend at that.
I looked up at the lithe blonde on top of my best friend, taking in her naked form and looking her in the eye. I was hoping to avoid any awkwardness that could've popped up, but it was difficult *not* looking her in the eye when we were all sharing such an intense, intimate moment. Thankfully, April didn't appear to hold it against me, enjoying her seat atop Tori's face while her girlfriend ran her hands over her naked body. She looked down with some interest as I lay down between Tori's legs, my face between my best friend's thighs, clearly enjoying the show.
And if a show was what she wanted... well, a show was what she was going to get.
I started easily on Tori, lightly teasing my fingers over her folds while I kissed her inner thighs, getting a series of low moans that were neatly muffled by April's pussy. With how wet she already was, I could've gone in for the kill right away and had Tori a mewling, cummy mess in no time... I knew all of her buttons, I knew every little thing that would have her toes curling and the deepest, richest cries of pleasure escaping from her core. I could do this with ease and come back for more, and have Tori eating out of the palm of my fucking hand... but that would have been easy, and sure as hell wouldn't have been a good show.
No, when much of this day was going to be for the benefit of our audience in her seat atop Tori's face, going in for the kill would have been too easy, too quick... no, if she wanted a show out of what I could do, I was going to deliver.
I kissed my way along Tori's inner thighs, slowly approaching her warm, glistening cunt, my fingers lightly teasing her folds in a way that I knew was driving Tori mad. She couldn't voice this, of course, not when she had her mouth full, but the way she suddenly hooked one of her legs behind the back of my neck certainly caught my attention.



"Mmm... really got her... fuck... excited there, didn't you?" April moaned, continuing to grind on Tori's face.
"Maybe, but she's always been a greedy slut," I chuckled, letting a warm breath out against Tori's clit that had her shivering against me. "She'd be doing this even if I weren't teasing her for your benefit."
April chuckled. "Tell me about it..."
"But, I'm not without my mercy," I replied, slipping a finger into Tori's quivering cunt, lightly pumping it in and out of her. "I'll eventually give her what she wants, but when *I'm* ready to."
The blonde atop Tori craned her neck to watch. "I think... I think you've been enough of a tease... and I'm sure that you want... fuck... a taste... so jump in... eat her pussy... make her cum all over your face... I want to see you make her cum before I cum on her, and I want that soon... fuck..."
Her eyes rolling back briefly, April moaned, "Tori's... not the only... greedy slut here... fuck, babe, keep eating my pussy like that... so good..."
"I can tell," I said, impressed, before bowing to April's superior wisdom and diving in to Tori's pussy.
The moment my tongue touched her pussy, it was like an arc of electricity passed between Tori and me. Though it was clearly pleasurable for Tori, the flood of memories that came back to me all at once when I tasted Tori's sweet, savory taste... it was overwhelming in its strength. I was tempted, again, to dive in and focus entirely on her clit, licking and sucking her to an explosive conclusion in a matter of moments as her taste drove me wild.
I was tempted, but I didn't give in to temptation, no... I kept my head about me, lightly running my tongue over her folds while I continued to fuck my finger in and out of her, making Tori quiver and moan and pull my head in even more eagerly with her leg. I was strong enough by this point that I was able to maintain my own control over this, but Tori was putting up enough of a fight that I knew I wouldn't be able to stay in charge for too long.
I had to break her before she broke me.
Looking up at April again as she remained in the throes of ecstasy, I wrapped my lips around Tori's clit and began to suck, swirling my tongue around her sensitive nub in time with the thrust of my finger inside of her. Tori tensed as I did this, relieving some of the pressure of her leg on my neck, and better allowing me to take charge as I continued to pleasure her. I used every trick that I knew worked on her specifically, alternating the pressure I applied to her most sensitive spots to push her towards the edge and then pull her back... never *all* the way back, of course, but enough to make sure that the orgasm I was building toward was going to be even more intense than she expected.
April looked down at me with a strange fascination... not quite the lust I was familiar with seeing with girls in a similar position, but distinctly lust all the same. The sight of her girlfriend getting pleasured by someone else, and a guy no less, was definitely something that she was enjoying, and I'll be honest, was something that was working rather well for me, too. The thought that she was getting off simply watching what I was doing to Tori (well, and also sitting on Tori's face) was intoxicating to me in a way I didn't quite expect, but certainly enjoyed. April and I wouldn't be hooking up in the traditional sense with this encounter, but by our own mutual interest in Tori, the two of us found a way to share an intense moment here all the same.
That pushed me. Don't ask me how, don't ask me why, but somehow that moment pushed me into giving Tori the cunnilingus of a lifetime, my tongue and fingers suddenly a blur in and on her in a way that seemed to catch her off guard. She went tense once as I changed this pace, letting out a series of low, mewling moans as she stopped eating out April for a brief moment, before crying out in a desperate ecstasy. Tori began to writhe on the bed, eating her girlfriend out with an even greater enthusiasm, the two girls moaning as they received their simultaneous pleasure until they couldn't seem to take it anymore.
I took great pride in the fact that I was able to make Tori cum first, her body jolting and bucking hard as my efforts to pleasure her paid off in violent fashion. I held onto her as she held onto me, the two of us conjoined as she gushed on my face and arched her back against the bed, the pleasure uncontrollable as it poured through her.
Credit to Tori, though, she didn't give up on her girlfriend simply because she was cumming. No, Tori continued to eat April out, licking and sucking on her girlfriend's pussy until April couldn't help but break as well. I looked up at her as she came, taking in the sight of watching this cute blonde cumming. It was always something to cherish, I thought, the first time you see a girl cum, and seeing April lose it, so joyful and free and no longer nervous or controlled... it was a glorious thing. She ran her hands over her body, squeezing her tits as she writhed and rocked her hips against her girlfriend's face, letting out high, sporadic moans and the occasional "Yes!" as she came, and came down. It was a beautiful sight, seeing the two girls cum like this, and when April finally collapsed next to Tori on the bed, out of breath and deliciously spent, it felt like a strangely perfect little moment.
"Fuck... holy *fuck*," Tori chuckled, unhooking her leg from behind me and pushing herself up on her bed.
She now leaned up against the headboard, chuckling and looking appropriately spent, running her hands over her body as she licked her lips. April had rolled onto her back, naked and beautiful and looking rather quite proud of herself as she stared at the ceiling, a smile on her face.
"Fuck, babe... I feel like I'm gonna be tasting your pussy for a couple weeks... you came *hard*," Tori laughed, licking April's juices off her face.
"The way you say that, I feel like I should take offense," April replied, reaching over to squeeze one of Tori's nipples rather hard. "I think I taste pretty good."
"You do," Tori replied. "Just... that was a lot of face sitting."
"Like you've never sat on someone's face before and decided to stay there because it just felt too good," April laughed, propping herself up just enough to look at me. "She's sat on your face before, right?"
"Oh, yeah, and been a greedy bitch about it, too," I laughed.
Tori rolled her eyes at both of us. "This is what I get for inviting my best friend and my girlfriend to hang out with each other."
"Yeah," April and I agreed, before we both burst out laughing.
Tori rolled her eyes again, but with a smile, so I was pretty sure April and I were in the clear.
Finally, April sat up in bed as well and looked at Tori and me, biting her lip and eyeing the two of us nervously. "Well, this was a lot of fun for a warmup, but I still think I want to watch the two of you get it on."
"Yeah?" Tori asked, smiling at her girlfriend.
"Yeah," April replied, scooting over to Tori so they could kiss.
Breaking the kiss, Tori looked at me, grinning. "Alright, April wants to see us fool around, so we fool around. Take your fucking pants off, Ryan... let's show her what you've got."
Nodding, I slid off the bed and stood beside it, watching the two girls in front of me. While April wasn't giving me the same rapt attention that most girls gave me before I got naked, she did look at least a *little* curious at the prospect of seeing me for the first time. It was almost with a clinical gaze, like she was watching a porn for the plot points rather than anything steamy. It was an odd position to be in, admittedly, and it did make me feel a little self-conscious, but seeing that look of raw hunger in Tori's eyes, that familiar lust that had driven so many of our encounters in the past, it was enough to get me over any self-conscious feelings and unbuckling my belt.
I dropped my pants to the floor, leaving me standing in my underwear, straining nearly to its limit with the size of my erection threatening to burst through. A fair puddle of precum already gathered at the front of it, reminding me just how heated things had gotten in here without me seeking any relief, but I paid that no mind. It was only the uniqueness of this encounter that kept me from jumping Tori here and now and fucking her into oblivion (even if that sounded like something April might've enjoyed watching).
"Mmm, that's all for us?" Tori chuckled, licking her lips at the sight of me.
"All for *you*," April clarified with a chuckle, looking at what I had with what seemed to be an even greater clinical curiosity.
"Yeah, well, you'll reap the rewards of what happens after he and I fuck, so, it's kinda for *us* anyway, babe," Tori explained.
Considering this for a moment, April nodded. "Fair point. Well, Ryan, you gonna whip it out for *us* then?"
April smiled at me with a sweet, expectant little smile, one that I found terribly difficult to deny. Hitching my thumbs into my underwear's waistband, I pulled it down and exposed myself to the girls, freeing my thick, ten-inch-long erection for the two of them to see. In the anticipation of this moment, I swear it felt even thicker than usual, my balls heavier with expectation than usual as the two of them took me in. Tori looked ready to drool, leaning forward unconsciously with thoughts of what she wanted to do to me.
As could be expected, April's reaction was more muted, but her raised eyebrow was enough. Aside from not being her cup of tea, this wasn't the first time that she'd ever seen my dick after that memorable DnD game at Katie Park's house, but given the way the day was meant to go, she looked at it with a new appraisal.
"Well... yeah, that *is* impressive, I guess," she said, nodding and looking to Tori. "Thanks. I doubt I'd have ever seen a guy's dick in person before if it weren't for having you in my life, so yeah, if I'm only ever going to see one, it's good that I caught one this impressive."
"Impressive?" Tori asked, sliding to the edge of the bed and chuckling at what she viewed to be her girlfriend's understatement. "April, I know you don't have a lot to compare to, and likely never will, so I'll explain it for you the best I can..."
Reaching out to me, Tori took my cock in hand and began to stroke me, spreading the precum around and making me shiver. Her touch, as ever, was firm yet expert, driving my arousal and making me moan without threatening to push me over the edge, not when she had other designs on me. I knew that Tori and I would be getting up to some serious excitement soon, but looking at her like this, so naked and beautiful as she toyed with my cock, certainly took a fair amount of strength not to burst preemptively.
"In this wide, wonderful world we live in, there's cocks of all shapes and sizes, but if you're into big dicks (and you *know* I love a good big dick) few come quite as perfect as this," Tori explained, looking up into my eyes as she stroked me. "Oh, sure, if you go hunting, you'll probably find bigger ones, or more experienced ones, but Ryan here... this cock is the best pussy pleaser I've ever found. Long enough to truly wreck me, thick enough to always make me scream, and the talent he has... well, for a guy, they really don't come much better than Ryan here."
Though there was a hint of edge to her voice, the way she looked up at me and smiled, I knew Tori was being completely honest. There was something distinctly touching to it, and if I'm being honest, I almost found the moment to be wholesome. It couldn't be *completely* wholesome, of course, not when we were about to make things quite dirty, but hearing her talk to her girlfriend about me like this... well, it gave me a swelling of love for my best friend that made me want to break the mood and hug her and get all kinds of mushy before we took things to a dirty place again.
Thankfully, April was here to keep us on task.
"I want to see you suck it," April said, her eyes bright and cheerful as she got up on her knees to better watch her girlfriend.
Quickly, Tori answered. "No problem. Ryan? Bed?"
I knew a good thing when I was offered one, and this was definitely one of those occasions. I hopped up on the bed with much gusto, bouncing it just enough to make both of the girls laugh at my enthusiasm. Nevertheless, I shuffled my way toward the top of the bed, dropping my head among Tori's pillows and propping myself up just enough to get a good look at the sexy pair of girls before me.
Tori went back to stroking my cock, looking positively devilish as she smiled at me, then turning her attention to April. "So, that's really what you want? You wanna see me suck Ryan's cock?"
Biting her lip, April nodded silently and with much enthusiasm. Tori smirked, leaning in quickly to kiss April's breast, before turning back to face me.
"For a lesbian, April's got this thing for watching cocksucking... I dunno what it is, but whenever she gets the strap-on on, she's all about seeing me suck it... gets her horny like you wouldn't believe," Tori replied, stroking my cock with a greater eagerness.
"In case you've forgotten..." April said, playfully smacking Tori on the ass. "I love filling your ass and pussy too. But now I get to see it happen differently... see how well that works out for us."
Tori's face was inches away from my cock now, smiling up at me smugly as she knelt between my legs and kept stroking my cock. "Mmm, and how's that working for you, babe?"
April gripped Tori by the hair and forced her mouth onto my cock. "Start sucking, and we'll find out."
Tori was far from unaccustomed to sucking my cock, and she did so with gusto as April forced her to deepthroat me. Feeling those full lips and that eager, probing tongue against me, the vibrations of Tori's moans as she took me down to the root in only a couple swift, wet bobs... fuck, it felt amazing. I looked down into her eyes, catching that usual smugness that Tori had whenever she accomplished something difficult, but there was also a joy there that was new and different. She knew that April was here with us, watching, participating, getting off on what Tori and I were doing with each other. Even when April let go of Tori's hair and let her work, Tori kept going as if April were an active participant, lustily sucking my cock and teasing my balls with her fingers. I might have been the third party in this room, but when it felt this good, I could live with being a third party.
Sliding away from us on the bed so she could better watch, April lightly began to finger her pussy, watching with rapt attention as Tori sucked my cock.
"Fuck... alright, yes, this is doing something for me, too..." April said, her eyes glassy with lust. "I wasn't sure if it would work, if it'd just be the sort of thing that would just be 'meh' or make me jealous, or even be a turn-off... but it's kinda hot seeing you with someone else, Tori, even if it's a guy..."
"I'm gonna try... ohfuck... not to be offended by that," I chuckled.
"Oh, please don't... I'm glad you two have this kind of chemistry already; it wouldn't be nearly as fun to watch you if you had no interest in each other at all, and the way you do it... oof, it's pretty fucking hot," April continued, smiling at me quite giddily.
Tori let my cock out of her mouth for a moment, catching her breath and smiling back at her girlfriend.
She said, "So, are you just gonna watch, or are you gonna do something about how hot you think this is?"
Tori raised herself on her knees just enough to make her already quite round ass even more prominent, shaking and twerking it for her girlfriend's benefit.
Even in her lusty state, April got the message quickly. "On it!"
April hopped off the bed, kneeling to pull out one of Tori's many toyboxes from under the bed and sort through it. Smiling up at me, Tori continued to worship my cockhead with her tongue, swirling around it in quick little circles that felt fucking amazing.
"So, how do you like spending the day with me and my girlfriend?" Tori asked, giving me another of her smug little smiles.
"It's... got its charms..." I groaned, stroking her cheek affectionately.
"Yeah, I thought you wouldn't have any arguments about it," she replied, leaning in to suck my balls briefly. "I know it's not exactly what you're used to, not being able to fuck any and every girl you're around, but I think... well, for *me* anyway... that kinda makes it hotter. My two favorite people in the world, just fucking me senseless, all of us just enjoying our slutty little selves in whatever twisted ways we can imagine... I think... mmm, fuck... I think it couldn't really get a whole lot better than this..."
Tori then leaned in again, taking my cock down her throat and sucking hard. I could feel her drool running down my balls as she gagged on my girth. I groaned running my hand through her hair as I fucked up into her face, savoring the pleasure and feeling like I might be ready to unleash at any moment.
I didn't want to do this, however, on seeing April finally standing up, now wearing one of Tori's larger strap-on dildos. This one looked like an 8-incher, purple and bobbing on its straps in front of April as she got up on her knees on the bed. While it may not have been quite as long as me, it sure as hell looked a lot thicker than my cock, and I got the impression that Tori was in for a pretty good time, soon.
Crawling behind Tori, April looked down at her girlfriend hungrily before raising a hand and bringing it down on her ass.
SMACK!
Tori moaned around my cock. April could only grin darkly as she spanked Tori again, then groping her ass cheeks with both hands as she played with the kneeling redhead.
"Mmm... your asshole looks so fucking good right now, babe... fuck, I could just wreck you with this dildo... but then I wouldn't get to see the two of you fuck, and I still want to see that... so, I guess, we should do this the old-fashioned way," April explained, letting go of Tori's ass and reaching down to grip the dildo, ensuring that her aim would be true.
April pushed forward, and Tori's eyes went wide. She let out a cry of ecstasy and agony as April gripped her hips, pumping more of the strap-on dildo into her until she bottomed out, fucking her girlfriend lustily. Tori had told me in the past that in the bedroom, April was more of the aggressor, and I'd always had a hard time believing it. The April Martel I knew at school was shy and quiet and looked rather meek. I'd gotten to know her better since she and Tori started dating (and since Tori and I had reconciled our differences not long ago after our falling out), but even then I knew her as a sweet girl who couldn't possibly be the hellcat in the bedroom that Tori described her as.
Watching her fuck Tori, slowly at first, but then with a growing enthusiasm as she figured out her pace... yeah, I could see *exactly* what Tori had been telling me about her girlfriend. April took complete control of her girlfriend's body, fucking Tori's pussy with a playful mercilessness, driving Tori wild in the process. The redhead only sucked my cock more enthusiastically, bobbing up and down quickly as she devoured my cock, slurping and feeling fucking amazing. I gripped a handful of her curly red hair, only fucking up against her harder, a sight that April seemed to particularly enjoy.
"You like going rough on her, don't you?" I asked, looking down into Tori's watery eyes while addressing April.
"Of course..." April grunted, pumping into Tori with impressive speed. "Don't you?"
"Obviously. Tori... she really knows how to take it... and give it, really," I replied, smiling down at my friend.
She moaned around my cock, the vibrations feeling particularly delicious in the moment. Reaching forward, April also grabbed a handful of Tori's hair, pulling her head back slightly so she could get a better look at Tori deepthroating me. This definitely affected Tori's pace as she sucked me, but she kept up with the challenge, eventually adjusting and continuing to take most of my cock with every bounce.



"Mmm, fuck... that is impressive... both of you, really," April admitted. "You're really packing something impressive there, Ryan, and Tori... holy fuck, babe, you can really suck it... I love it... fuck, you're the best possible slut out there..."
Tori murmured something about this around my cock, but with a full mouth and a pussy being actively fucked by April, her capacity for language was understandably limited.
The pressure inside me was building, and I couldn't take it anymore.
Looking April in the eye, I said, "I need to fuck her... I need to fuck her *soon*."
"And I was just starting to *really* pound her, too," April pouted playfully, before pulling her dildo out of Tori's pussy, smacking her girlfriend on the ass. "Alright, Tori, you've got a reprieve from me... but I really don't know if you can call it a reprieve when you're dealing with that *thing*..."
April slid back across the bed, and I let go of Tori's hair, allowing my best friend a chance to breathe and cough and sputter, strings of saliva and precum connecting her pouty lips to my cockhead as she regained her bearings. It was an ugly, thoroughly human little moment, one that Tori quickly turned around with a cocky smile as she looked first up at me, then over her shoulder at April with a distinct confidence.
"Oh, I'll show you how much fun *I* can have on Ryan's cock," Tori replied, smirking as she climbed over me.
I couldn't help but reach up and touch her as she climbed over me, gripping Tori's breasts and bringing them to my face so I could feast once again. Her big, hanging breasts were like a drug to me in my wild, horny state, and sucking on her nipple made it easy to lose myself in that moment... but *only* for a moment. Tori was too horny herself at this point, and it had been a while since she'd had my cock inside of her, so she was hardly in a place where she wanted to let me linger on her breasts.
"Fuck..." she groaned, pulling her breasts from my face and looking down at me.
"Mhmmm..." I replied, smiling up at her. "You're so fucking beautiful."
"You're not so bad yourself," Tori replied, reaching down between us to grab hold of my cock, stroking it before running it over her pussy lips. "April, if this is the main event you were looking forward to, I might encourage you to get a good look, since I don't know how long Ryan and I can hold out this time, but it's gonna be nasty, and it's gonna be messy."
"I'm watching, I'm watching," April repeated, watching the two of us while reaching beneath her strap-on to finger herself.
Content that she was having a good time, since she kind of was the impetus for today's excitement, I looked up instead into Tori's eyes. While there was still plenty of that cockiness that I knew Tori couldn't shake if she tried, there was an overwhelming sense of fondness as well in her face, reflecting our unique connection and deep bond. That April and Tori were in love was something I understood, and something I had no intention of getting in the way of, but the way Tori and I looked at each other, it only reaffirmed our own bond. It was unusual, in many ways, and it had caused its share of problems between the two of us over the course of senior year, but we'd worked enough out now that it felt easy to surrender to those intense feelings between us and just give in to the moment.
"Ready?" she asked me, grinning.
"Always," I replied, pulling her in to kiss me.
Tori kissed me back, slowly, *tenderly* even... but didn't let even this sweet a moment distract her from what she was really here for. She pushed against my cock, forcing my thick cockhead between her hot, wet pussy lips. I grunted as they parted for me, kissing Tori even harder as I felt my cock slip inside of her an inch at a time. She mewled against my lips, grinding and rocking against me more insistently, pushing inch after inch inside of her with a growing need.
Each inch that my cock slipped inside of Tori was a new pleasure, her depths gripping and massaging me and threatening to push me over the edge well before we'd actually begun to fuck. I kissed Tori with a greater passion, wanting... no, *needing* to distract myself so I could just last long enough, stretch this fuck into what it could be rather than the frantic mess that we wanted it to be.
Finally, I was buried to the hilt inside of her, and Tori broke the kiss. Clinging to me as if I were her lifeline, she leaned down to kiss my neck, then whispered in my ear.
"So... I know this is awesome for me, and that it's probably about the same for you, and that either of us being able to do much soon might be a challenge... but what say we both suck it up and give my girlfriend the porno show she was looking for?" Tori asked.
I shivered, holding onto her and kissing her neck in response. There were a great many things I would've liked to do to Tori in this moment, but keeping in mind what we'd gathered here today to do, I nodded.
"Alright... let's fucking do this..." I said, pushing her up just enough so I could look her in the eye.
Tori's blue eyes seemed quite dazzling in the moment, sparkling with mischief and so very much hunger. She braced her hands against my shoulders and pushed herself up, giving both me, and April, a fantastic look at her naked body as she prepared to ride me. Shifting her legs just enough so her knees held traction against the mattress, Tori tossed her hair over her shoulder and looked over to April.
"So... you ready for this, babe?" Tori asked, trying to keep her voice strong yet unable to hide the sensitive whimpering from her voice.
"Uh... huh..." April moaned, continuing to finger herself. "It's hot already, seeing the two of you do that... but I want more... come on, I want to see you two *fuck*, and this isn't fucking!"
I raised an eyebrow, smirking up at Tori. "Seems you've found a girlfriend who can match you in the needy department."
"Seems I have..." Tori said, pushing up just enough so that nearly half of my cock was out of her pussy, before dropping back down on me again. "Lucky for you, I like to give her what she wants."
I slid my hands down to Tori's hips, slipping them behind her to grab her impressive ass. I squeezed it, making Tori moan, her pussy squeezing my cock and making it twitch inside of her. I held on to her tightly and began to pump up into her, with Tori soon matching my pace as she rode me with an increasing frenzy. We'd been building up to this moment for so long today that there was no way we could take this slow, and I don't think either of us intended to. For this reason, I was glad that we knew each other so well in the bedroom, as it allowed us to easily match paces, her bounces matching my thrusts just as my thrusts matched her bounces, the two of us perfectly in sync as we soon got into a rough, quick fuck that would make most pornos proud.
That Tori was never one to shy away from dirty talk certainly didn't hurt matters either, even if it did feel like she was putting on more of a show than usual with April here.
"Oh, fuck... holy fuck, so fucking good... goddamn, Ryan, your cock's so fucking good, fills me up... fuck, keep going, like that, fuck me, fuck me harder, give me that goddamn cock, I fucking want it... come on, harder, harder, fuck me harder... fuck... pound my slutty cunt and fucking give it to me... fuck... fuckfuckfuck... holy fuck, keep destroying me slutty hole and give it to me! Harder! Come on, Ryan, harder, fuck me harder!" Tori wailed, throwing her head back in ecstasy and moaning loudly.
"You want it hard... you're gonna get it hard, slut..." I grunted, playing up the dirty talk as well.
It seemed to have the desired effect. We'd only been doing this for a couple minutes before we heard the unmistakable sound of April cumming off to our side, the bed shaking as she let out a cry of raw, unrestrained pleasure. Tori, of course, had to look at her girlfriend as this happened, needing to share in that moment of raw ecstasy in the connection these two girls had, but as for me... well, I was too wrapped up in Tori to pay April much mind. Tori's pussy was so hot, so wet, and so fucking tight around my cock that every time she bounced up and down on me it was as if I were being treated to a new range of delicious sensation. Combined with the sight of my gorgeous best friend riding me, her own face screwed up with pleasure and her heaving tits right in front of my face... fuck, I was in heaven.
I arched my neck, sucking on one of Tori's nipples and biting it ever so slightly so I could get her attention. She hissed, letting out a pleasured little cry as I stole her attention back to me, looking down at me with lust-hazy eyes that were an unbelievably sexy sight to behold. Tori looked down at me, a growing smile on her lips. Words were a challenge for both of us at this time, but with our mutual grunts and moans, we communicated everything that needed to be shared.
Tori sat up on my cock, looking utterly glorious as she arched her back and let out a wild, unrestrained cry of pleasure. I could feel her body tensing, knew that she was close... and that I wasn't far behind. I could feel the pressure building in my balls, my cock swelling inside of her as I sought my own release. Delayed as I was, I knew it was going to be a big one, and if she kept riding me as she was... well, I was sure that April was going to get the show that she wanted.
The weight on the bed shifted in a way that I couldn't fully comprehend in this state, but when I saw those lithe, nimble little hands reaching around Tori, April's head appearing over her shoulder as the two girls kissed, I understood that our dynamic had changed once again with April pressing herself in close to Tori.
"You've been good... done a great job... showed me everything I wanted and more," April said between kisses, her voice low and seductive. "And now I want you to cum on his cock, Tori... cum with his cock inside of you, I want to see how that gets you off... come on, do it, Tori, fucking do it... cum... cum... cum..."
Reaching down between her legs to finger herself while she rode me, Tori said, "No... no... no problem... oh, FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!"
Her orgasm was as sudden as it was powerful, her pussy clamping down on me and positively gushing with juices as she shook violently from the hardest cum she'd had so far today. Tori's eyes positively rolled back and her mouth dropped open as she let out a low, warbling wail of pleasure, her body losing all control as she came on me explosively. I'd seen Tori cum plenty in the fast, but somehow it seemed the combination of April and me made this one particularly epic... were I in my more rational mind at the moment, I probably would have been doing everything possible to burn this into my memories, but I was stuck with a problem of my own in that regard.
Namely, the fact that I too was losing all control. I'd been holding back for a while already, but when her orgasm was that powerful, there was no way I could offer any form of restraint. With a roar of my own, I unleashed, cumming with what felt like the force of several orgasms as I filled her up deeply with cum. I held onto Tori, thrusting and twitching and giving her everything I had, until I had no more.
Feeling utterly drained, I collapsed back onto the bed, panting and out of breath.
Tori was near collapse herself, leaning back into April, who seemed all too eager to keep holding Tori up, kissing her and holding on tight, squeezing her breasts while Tori continued squeezing every last drop out of me. It was a painfully erotic situation that felt, as close to perfection as I could imagine, especially when Tori looked down in my eyes with that satisfaction that you only get after a truly epic cum.
The only one who didn't look satisfied, however, was April.
"He came inside you?" she asked.
"Uh huh..." Tori replied, wiggling her hips on me. "And it felt goooooooood..."
Tori and I exchanged smiles, and she reached down to me. I took her hand in mind, the two of us holding onto each other tightly while April considered what had happened.
April continued, "I mean, it *was* hot, and I was hoping for hot, but I wanted to see it like in the porn movies, where he, like, pulls out and cums all over you? Get you all sloppy? I know that's not one of those things that happens in real life-"
"Oh, it happens in real life," Tori corrected, chuckling down at me.
"Pretty often, at least in this town," I agreed, letting go of Tori's hand just long enough for the two of us to exchange a fist bump.
"All the fucking time," Tori agreed, kissing me.
"I stand corrected," April replied, dropping back from Tori. "But... I mean, do you think you can do it again and try for a facial? I think you'd look pretty great that way, Tori, and-"
"Oh, I'm always down for that," Tori replied, chuckling, before looking back down at me. "How are you on that front, Ryan? You need more of a breather, or will you be good to go again soon?"
I laughed, shooting both girls a thumb's up. "Oh, you know me, always ready way sooner than anyone expects... but if you'd be up for tittyfucking me, I think that'd get things moving faster."
"Done," Tori replied. "April, grab us some lube?"
April didn't need a whole lot more motivation than that to go jumping off the bed and find one of Tori's lube stashes, stripping her strap-on off as she went. With some difficulty, Tori climbed off of me, my cock popping out of her pussy and joined by a flood of our mutual juices. We both shared a groan at the sudden change in position, but once she'd had a second to readjust, Tori smiled and leaned down, kissing me. We stayed like this for a moment, kissing and sharing a brief moment of slow intimacy in an otherwise thoroughly steamy day, one that I couldn't help but hope would last long enough for the two of us to catch our breaths.
Parting from me just slightly, Tori smiled down at me with amusement. "So, bet this one's a new kind of encounter for your album."
Thinking back on the pictures of my many other sexual encounters from this year, I agreed, "Yeah... yeah, can't say I've ever done anything exactly like this."
Tori climbed off of me, sliding to the floor next to the bed, while I sat up with what felt like quite a bit of difficulty. I didn't know how I'd be able to get back up and running soon, but seeing Tori kneeling on the floor and looking so thoroughly ripe and well-fucked... well, it did have its way of motivating me. I pushed myself to a seating position at the edge of my bed, setting my feet on the floor for balance while Tori crawled between my knees.
"I gotta say, this is all new to me, too," Tori admitted, licking her lips as April walked over to her with a bottle of lube in hand. "I've fucked my share of lesbians in the past... but never one with a guy present... and never one I was in a relationship with. It's a whole lot of different kinds of interesting."
"And you're loving being the center of attention, aren't you?" April asked, opening the bottle and squeezing a generous amount of lube onto her girlfriend's big tits.
Tori groaned. "I'd be lying if I said no... so I won't..."
Tori ran her hands over her breasts, generously coating them with the glistening lubrication. The sight alone was enough to make my cock twitch with anticipation, already looking forward to being buried in her cleavage... so, yeah, overall you could say things were already looking optimistic for me to be up and running again soon.
"I do enjoy the way both of you look at me, and touch me, when we've got this dynamic going on... and it gets me off so hard to know you both get off watching me with the other... it's really, *really* fucking hot, actually... I think the two of you here, actually, helps me deliver more of my A-game, like, knowing that one of you is watching me just waiting for your turn, getting so fucking hot you can't hold back anymore, it makes me feel like I gotta up my game if I want to keep up with you, and when you've both got me upping and upping and upping my game... I'm either gonna die, or ascend and become some kind of fucking sex goddess by the end of this," Tori said, flicking her nipples with her thumbs and moaning.
"I'm happy to break it to you, babe, but you're already a sex goddess..." April said, setting the bottle of lube aside and sitting on the bed next to me, looking down at Tori curiously as she continued to lube her tits.
"Yeah... but if you need any help growing in power, you know April and me are always happy to help you," I said, leering down at her glistening breasts.
"Oh, yeah, definitely," April enthused, similarly ogling Tori.
April and I shared a look on realizing that we had pretty much the exact same look on our faces, before exchanging laughs. Cheesy as it was, I held out my fist to her, and though I was conscious that we'd agreed to something of a 'no contact' policy with this encounter (that we'd more or less kept to, save a high five earlier), it felt good when she returned the fist bump.
"I'm gonna have to worry about the two of you, aren't I?" Tori asked, raising an eyebrow.
"What? Us?" I laughed. "I know I can be pretty persuasive, but you don't gotta worry about sex here."
"Seriously, you don't gotta worry about me, babe... you know I'm a pussy kind of girl," April said in a similarly playful tone.
"No, I didn't mean that; I know you're both good there," Tori clarified, rolling her eyes. "What I meant was, if you two are friends, you're gonna be able to team up against me, and that's the kinda thing I gotta worry about, isn't it?"
April and I looked to each other again, then exchanged shrugs.
"Yeah," I replied.
"Probably," April added, reaching out for another fist bump that I happily obliged.
Tori leaned into me, wrapping her tits around my cock. "Maybe this wasn't such a good idea..."
The enthusiasm she seemed to have as she did this made it clear that she was kidding, as she grabbed her breasts and made sure to keep them nice and firmly wrapped around me, rocking them up and down against my returning erection. I groaned at the contact, touching her hair fondly.
"Oh, no... oh, nonono, this was an excellent idea," I argued, thrusting up into her cleavage.
"Definitely," April agreed, dropping to her knees on the floor and crawling behind Tori. "Seeing you two do your thing together, gets me all nice and hot... I'd say this was a *fantastic* idea..."
Tori found this position difficult to split her attention between, but was able to tittyfuck me while leaning back enough to kiss April. If my cock already weren't in heaven, the sight of the two of them lost in their passion like this would have been more than enough to get me there, but as I already was in quite a divine state, seeing the two of them go at it while I was already getting attention from a tittyfucking master was simply icing on the cake.
Now, throughout this, April was, quite naturally, letting her hands roam over Tori's body, but I didn't know to what extent she was doing this until Tori's eyes flew open and she let out a surprised, and pleasurable, yelp.
April looked up at me, smiling smugly. "If it's not clear, I just put a finger up Tori's ass..."
"Ah, cool, thanks," I groaned, continuing to thrust my hips against Tori's efforts.
"Just want to make sure you weren't missing anything," April replied.
"Oh, I don't want to, so thank you," I said, smiling.
"Mmm, fuck..." Tori moaned, dropping her head forward as her girlfriend fingerfucked her ass. "I think... holy fuck... that we're all getting rather spoiled here..."
"Isn't that part of the plan?" April asked, more aggressively fucking Tori's ass. "Today's a day for wild abandon, all of us ending it just spoiled and cummed out and fucking messes?"



"Yeah, but... mmm... fuck, I don't have a counter to that, but I really wanna argue," Tori complained.
"Argue all you want, so long as it ends with you getting a facial by the end of it, I'm fine with it," April replied, thrusting into Tori more vigorously.
Tori moaned, looking up to me for some form of support. I couldn't help but look back down on April and chuckle.
"Tori's got an amazing ass, doesn't she?" I asked.
"Right?" April laughed, thrusting into her girlfriend more insistently. "I mean, it looks great in everything, even the most unflattering overalls, and she's so fucking tight... god, I could fuck her ass all day..."
"You and me both," I replied, laughing along with April.
Tori, in some twisted form of defiance, simply fucked my cock harder with her tits, pumping them faster and faster and applying more pressure. I was at full hardness now, my precum flowing freely, and she was getting me to the edge quickly. Complain though she might with me and April teaming up as we did, the two of us could tell that it did something for Tori, and were more than happy to keep pushing her in whatever ways we needed to to make sure we all had the most fun.
"God... fuck... so good..." I groaned, wrapping my hand in Tori's hair. "Keep fucking me... keep tittyfucking my cock... feels so good... come on, do it, keep going, harder, faster... fuck..."
"Was this what you were looking for, babe?" Tori asked April. "Is this satisfying all of your real-life porn fantasies?"
April looked at her girlfriend cutely, then smiled. "Some of them... but I've got a whole lot of fantasies, so it'll take a lot more than this to check everything off the list. This has been a really fun one, though... I can't thank the two of you enough for indulging me in this request, which I know has to be pretty peculiar..."
"We've dealt with more peculiar, believe me," I explained, groaning and laughing at the same time. "The stories we could tell you..."
"I've heard a lot of Tori's stories... but very few of yours," April admitted.
Grinning cockily up at me as she tittyfucked me, Tori said, "Well, ask him about the hell house, or the New Year's party, or the paintball course sometime... Ryan's got some interesting ones to tell, maybe even had me beat in a few areas."
"Sounds possible," April said, surprised, looking up at me. "What about a paintball course?"
"It's... a long story..." I groaned, fucking up more quickly into Tori's tits. "Oh fuck..."
It felt like I was about to burst, and I knew if I kept going, that was exactly what would happen. I wanted to warn them about this, but words were challenging when you have two of the softest, most perfect tits wrapped around your cock and an expert using them to get you off.
Tori was, however, an expert in both me and the art of tittyfucking, and was way ahead of me on this matter. "Hey, April, I know you wanna see me get blasted with cum, but I know you also want to be out of the firing line, so, as much fun as it is for you to be fucking my ass, you really wanna get moving like, right now."
April's eyes went wide with surprise, but she didn't need much more confirmation than that, as she quickly pulled away from Tori and scrambled aside, climbing back up to the bed so she could sit near me and watch the inevitable explosion as it happened. I shot Tori a grateful look in that moment, and she simply smirked in return, looking so perfect and beautiful and, well, like my *friend* that I couldn't help but feel that swelling of affection for her swirl alongside my pleasure until I couldn't restrain myself anymore.
"Come on, Ryan, do it... fucking cum for me... cum for me and cover my tits and my face, make me a fucking messy bitch for April, come on, do it, fucking do it, cum all over your slutty best friend, come on, fucking give it to me, I want it, I need it, make me your whore, come on, come on..." Tori growled, opening her mouth and sticking her tongue out when she sensed she had me.
As ever, she knew me so well. Though I was concerned that I wouldn't have as explosive a load for her after cumming so recently, this was something that I didn't really have to worry about. With her expert skill, and the help of such an eager audience for what would come next, with one last cry of pleasure and a formless grunt, I came explosively over Tori's tits, the first shot splashing against her chin before spattering down on her glistening breasts. She quickly released my cock from the confines of her tits, grabbing my cock and aiming it at her face and making sure that she got a nice coating. Shots splattered across her cheeks and chin, some of them landing in her mouth, while even more painted the expressive expanse of her tits. Through my own moans I could hear the various, and thoroughly exciting, sounds of pleasure that came from both of these girls as I did my damnedest to make a mess out of Tori, which made the moment all the more singularly erotic.
Finally drained, I looked down at the sight I had created. Tori was quite covered with my cum, her face and tits and everything in between quite well spattered, while she showed off a decent collection in her mouth. She teased it with her tongue for a moment before swallowing, then taking my cockhead into her mouth and sucking out the last drops, smiling up at April and me.
"Good?" Tori asked me.
"The best," I replied, panting, in awe of what had just happened.
"Good," Tori replied, looking at April. "And is this everything you were hoping for?"
Looking a little stunned by what she had seen, but by no means disagreeing with it, April said, "Yeah... yeah, I'd say that was exactly what I asked for."
Pursing her lips, Tori locked some cum from them before standing. "Good. How badly do you wanna fuck me right now?"
"Pretty badly," April admitted, before looking Tori up and down. "But... shower first?"
"What, don't want a cum dessert?" Tori teased, looking down at herself. "Don't worry, I'll get so clean you won't even know he touched me."
"Thanks," April replied, bashfully. "Though, it is kinda fun knowing he did touch you."
"Same here," Tori said, looking back down at me and smiling. "And Ryan?"
Still a little bleary post orgasm, I asked, "Yeah?"
"Thanks for all of that... that was fucking amazing," she replied, shooting me a quick wink.
A lot had changed between Tori and I throughout the course of senior year, and while not all of it had been good, this was definitely one of the better changes, I'd have said. We'd finally figured out how we were going to work together as friends and lovers who had friends and lovers of our own, and we'd helped determine a way of doing it while avoiding as much drama as possible. The look we shared before she walked off to the shower to wash herself clean of my cum was one of understanding, and a gratitude that we'd finally sorted out a lot of our issues, and it was one I was happy to return to her.
With a quick nod, Tori then strolled off toward the bathroom, leaving the door open as she turned the shower on.
Catching my breath, I collapsed onto my back on the bed, staring at the ceiling and smiling.
Looking down at me, her voice a little sheepish, April said, "Thanks for the show... you're not planning on leaving us anytime soon, are you? Because I think I'd enjoy seeing more of what you've got, but if you're finished for the day, I'd understand..."
"Oh, no, I've got my whole day blocked out for this," I explained. "No plans until tomorrow..."
"A packed Spring Break, huh?" April asked.
"That's one way of putting it," I said, musing on the coming days.
My girlfriend Sarah was coming back from a trip with her mom and the foreign exchange student they'd been hosting the next day, and she said she had a special plan for us that night, which I was looking forward to. Beyond that, I'd already promised Alice I'd join her for a trip to the Ren Faire on Saturday, and set aside Sunday for Kaitlyn, so... yeah, you could say my schedule was still packed.
Smiling, April said, "Well, I'll let you get back and recharged to fuck Tori some more... I think I'm gonna surprise Tori in the shower now that she's probably got all your cum cleaned off."
"Make her make you cum extra hard," I suggested, flashing April a thumb's up.
"Oh, I'm *way* ahead of you there," April chuckled, slipping into the bathroom.
Collapsing back to the bed, I laughed to myself. Tori and April, April and Tori... this was a sexual encounter I'd have never expected, nor would I have expected to enjoy as much as I had. It felt fitting, in a way, as the midpoint of my Spring Break experience... but there were plenty of fireworks still to be found this week.
***
(Author's Note 2: For the longest time, writing these stories was something that I did in my spare time for fun, but because of the great support of so many readers, I am nearly able to write these stories full-time. It's been amazing, and I cannot thank you and your enthusiasm enough. As ever, if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series, as it truly keeps me going sometimes. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. For a lot of reasons, it's been hard for the last few years, and in times like that it gets really easy to forget the little things and not take care of yourself, and I humbly ask that you take time out of your day for some self-care when you can. Stay hydrated. Move around every so often. Brush your teeth and floss. Try to get a reasonable amount of sleep as often as possible. And, of course, please take care of your mental health. Address problems rather than bottling them up, and if things seem like too much, just know that there are people and resources out there who would be more than happy to help you, and that many are just a phone call away. It's a rough world out there, but we can't make it a better place if we don't take care of ourselves first. As always, please be kind to yourselves and to everyone else!
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When senior year began, I was under the reasonably informed expectation that I would end the year without a girlfriend. I was a nerd, and had been a dateless and nearly friendless wonder so far, so it didn't seem too crazy to think that the year would end the way it began with me that same dateless wonder of a nerdy, 18-year-old version of myself.
If you've read this far, of course, you probably know that I was at least a *little* bit off in my predictions for how the year would go. My virginity was a distant memory within the opening moments of senior year, and as for the girlfriend issue, by the time of Spring Break, instead of the expected zero girlfriends I was blessed to have *three* of the most beautiful, wonderful girlfriends I ever could have imagined. I never expected that I would be in a situation like this, much less that I'd be one to eagerly embrace polyamory, but the three girls I'd gotten involved with certainly made it easy, each of them bringing not just sex, but their own unique spark to my life.
Josie Wong was the first of the three to call herself my girlfriend, a beautiful, 18-year-old Chinese American goth princess. For as much attitude as she tried to show to the world, when she was with me, she brought passion and compassion and a cynical edge in equal measure, having become one of my best friends and confidantes during times when I needed both of these things more than I ever could have known.
The second, and easily the most unexpected, was the cute and perky 18-year-old cheerleader, Brooke King. A petite, bubbly blonde with pigtails and a smile that never seemed to be far from her lips, I had thought her something of a ditz when we first became acquainted, but actually got to know her as a thoughtful, highly intelligent and motivated girl who could always find a way to brighten my day. Though our connection at first had been purely physical, as we both really, *really* loved having sex with each other, as we got to know each other better a deep friendship formed that soon transcended mere lust, one that I felt grateful for every day, as even the mere thought of Brooke had a way of bringing a smile to my lips.
Unfortunately for the sake of my Spring Break, both Josie and Brooke were out and away for the entire week, meaning that I wouldn't get to enjoy their company nearly as much as I would have wanted... but once they got back, things would get back into their normal rhythm for us, and I wasn't nearly so concerned.
This, of course, was made easier by the fact that I *would* get a little time this Spring Break with my third girlfriend, the seemingly quiet band nerd, 18-year-old Sarah Kent.
Now, if you were to look up the word "unassuming" in a dictionary, you would probably find a picture of Sarah's face not too far away. A slender, if fit, girl with dirty blonde hair and glasses and a tendency to hide away in a hoodie, at the beginning of the year, she looked about as nondescript as I'd felt, and I had thought her to be every bit as much a quiet nerd as I was.
Yeah, you can bet I was pretty fucking wrong about that.
Though painfully shy, Sarah was a horny little slut, and successfully set out to seduce me on Halloween, following me around while dressed as a creepy ragdoll until she could corner me and reveal her intentions. We had some fairly intense sex that Halloween night, with her never once removing her frightening mask to keep the mystery of her identity alive, but I was so caught up in the moment that I couldn't have cared any less. Sarah had a great body, as she had been raised by a dance instructor, so even though she was a band nerd, Sarah could go toe to toe with pretty much any cheerleader at school and put me through my paces.
It took the better part of a month to find out just who my Halloween mystery girl was, and when I did, Sarah and I connected, first sexually, then as friends, and had rarely been apart for long since as our friendship slowly metamorphosed into something more. It had been a peculiar sort of year since she'd come into my life, between me helping her get on the cheer squad, her convincing me to have sex with her lonely (and fucking gorgeous) single mother, Viola, and her eventually wanting to join Josie, Brooke and I in our unconventional poly relationship... but I wouldn't have traded a moment of it for *anything*. Getting to see Sarah blossom over the course of senior year had been one of the most exciting things I'd gotten to see, and I was looking forward to seeing where she would go from here.
While Brooke and Josie were out for the entire run of Spring Break, Sarah was only out for *most* of it, as her and her mother were hosting a foreign exchange student and wanted to show her the sights California had to offer while she was here. Though I was looking forward to better getting to know the exchange student they were hosting, Maeve, I was even more eager to see Sarah when she returned.
I was just hoping she'd be as enthusiastic to see me as I was her.
***
"FUCK ME, RYAN, FUCK ME HARDER WITH THAT HUGE FUCKING COCK!!!" Sarah groaned, pushing back against me as I fucked her from behind, her body shaking with each thrust as she braced herself on her hands and knees.
So, yeah, you could say that Sarah was as excited to see me as I was her.
The moment I saw her standing in my doorway on that Friday morning of Spring Break, I knew there wouldn't be much in the way of pleasantries before we made our way to my bedroom. At a petite and tight 5'2", Sarah stood in my doorway looking at once cute and sexy as fuck, her wavy, shoulder-length blonde hair framing a cute, eager face that looked up at me with an expression somewhere between excitement and hunger. Her green eyes practically sparkled beneath her horn-rimmed glasses, while she bit her lip expectantly. She had come prepared for the day, it seemed, wearing a tight red t-shirt that hugged her pert B-cup breasts tightly, while cut high enough to show how tight her bare abs were. Coupled with the cut-off jean shorts that showed off her toned, shapely legs... well, she was about as mouthwatering a sight as I could imagine... and I had a fairly active imagination.
"Is your dad home?" she asked on seeing me.
"No," I answered.
"Good," Sarah replied, practically jumping me in the doorway.
You can likely fill in the gaps from here as the two of us fumbled our way to my bedroom, making out and shedding items of clothing along the way until we wound up in my bed, naked and fucking like we hadn't seen each other in years, and not just a matter of days, catching up with that whole in media res bit I introduced for you earlier.
"Fuck... harder..." Sarah grunted, pushing back against me. "Spank me... spank me a little..."
"Yeah?" I asked, raising my hand. "Like this?"
SMACK!
Sarah moaned lusciously, squeezing my cock with her pussy and pushing back against me even harder.
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
"Yes! Yes! *Fucking* yes! Oh, goddamn, this is good, this is so fucking good, keep going, keep going, keep fucking me... yes... yes, fuuuuuuuuuuck yeeeeeeeeeeeeesss!!!" she groaned, letting loose as she came uncontrollably on my cock once again.
This had been her third time cumming since we'd begun fucking today, and knowing her, she was far from letting up anytime soon. She did collapse to the bed for a moment, briefly sapped of energy in the wake of her most recent orgasm and just resting in this face down, ass up position, but I knew she would be up and ready in no time.
Slowing my fuck, I gently pulled out of her, rolling Sarah onto her back. I looked down at her, taken by her beauty in this state, looking thoroughly and freshly fucked, and yet ever so ready for more. Sarah had never ceased to impress me, and the way she looked up at me, so eager, so hungry, and yet so *loving*... I couldn't help but feel the greatest surge of affection for this girl I loved so deeply.
I spread her legs and climbed atop her, sliding my cock back into her pussy. Sarah wrapped her powerful legs behind my back, ensuring that I was well locked into place, looking up into my eyes and smiling excitedly as I fucked her. I kept my pace slow and methodical, catching my breath, but also wanting to savor this moment, looking down at her and taking her in. It was like I was seeing Sarah again for the first time, and couldn't help but love what I saw.
"God, I've missed you..." I said, kissing her deeply. "Fuck, I love you..."
"I love you, too... and I can tell you've missed me..." she giggled, continuing to squeeze my cock with her pussy. "Though the fact that I haven't drained you yet... god, you must have been well taken care of while I've been away..."
That was putting it mildly... and Sarah knew that. I felt forever blessed that my girlfriends all rather got off on my (and, for that matter, each other's) sexual exploits outside of our relationship, as it allowed me to embrace everything that Spring Break had brought to me so far... I'd gotten to share some truly memorable days with Haley, Olivia, Sabrina and Tori and April, and I was greatly looking forward to seeing whatever Sarah had planned. In the rare moments where we'd gotten a word or two out, she'd hinted at having a plan for tonight, and that until then we'd be fucking, which sounded like a great day to me.
"I haven't been ignored," I admitted, pumping into her insistently, loving the way Sarah moaned with every thrust. "And I doubt you've been fully without, either..."
"Oh yeah?" Sarah laughed, kissing me and squeezing my ass with her legs, encouraging me to fuck her harder. "You think that I've somehow gotten action while going on a trip with Mom and Maeve?"
I raised an eyebrow, laughing. "You *have* seen Maeve, right?"
Maeve O'Brien was the foreign exchange student staying with the Kents, a hot, 18-year-old redhead from Ireland who had a blunt directness that somehow accentuated her already impressive beauty, and put her together with a girl as horny and ravenous as Sarah...
"Okay, okay, you caught me," Sarah moaned, playfully squeezing my cock with her pussy muscles. "Maeve and I shared rooms when we were going around, showing her the sights, and, yeah... we had some fun together... fuck, that girl knows how to fuck... you should really hit her up sometime, I know she interested in what I've told her about you."
"Sounds like fun," I replied, kissing her. "Threesome?"
She giggled. "Eventually, maybe... but I think as part of her trip here, it'd be best if she had some alone time with you, like, really got a chance to know what your big, American cock is like..."
"I mean, on that, I can be one hell of a tour guide," I chuckled, reaching up to squeeze one of Sarah's breasts while I fucked her. "I don't think showing her around this cock's gonna be an issue for me."
"I didn't think it would be... and I think the two of you could do many a great and dirty thing together," Sarah replied, smiling mischievously. "But that's *after* today..."
With her deceptively powerful muscles, Sarah rolled us over so that she was now on top of me, bracing her knees against the bed so she could ride me. She looked down at me with that sweet confidence that I'd feel forever honored for watching blossom over the course of the year, rolling her tight stomach in a move that seemed like something out of a belly-dancing demonstration, before she began to bounce up and down on my cock again. Sarah had always been one of my more energetic, athletic lovers, and watching her like this, taking such effortless command of the situation... well, I have to say, it was an insane turn-on to see.
I ran my hands up her body, cupping Sarah's bouncing tits and squeezing them, pinching her nipples and making her moan while she rode me. Though I loved that look of ecstasy on her face, my eyes couldn't help but be drawn to that wonderful, impossible-seeming sight as my thick cock stretched her pretty shaved pussy to the max. It was an insane sight to behold, especially for a girl as tight and petite as Sarah, and yet she rode me effortlessly, taking more than half of my cock with each bounce and making this dance we danced look painfully erotic.
With a sweet little smile, Sarah reached down and began to finger her clit as she rode me, bouncing more quickly.
"I'm... gonna cum again, soon... how about you?" she asked.
"Uh huh..." I agreed, feeling the pressure building in my balls. "Where do you want it?"
Sarah bit her lip, rolling her eyes upward in consideration. "Hmmm... so many good options... but maybe this time..."
She dropped forward, bracing her hands against the bed on either side of my head. Sarah kissed me, then, smiling, leaned in so she could whisper in my ear.
"I've been dying for another creampie..." she groaned.
"Yeah?" I asked, fucking back harder.
"Yeah... come on, Ryan, fucking do it... fill my cunt with your cum... I want it... I *need* it... give it to me, give me your fucking load, come on, pound me and fill your girlfriend's slutty cunt with cum... I want it... I want it... you know you want it, and I want it, so fucking give it to me!" Sarah growled, fucking my cock with an impressive savagery.
I wrapped my arms around her, running my hands up and down her back as I fucked back up into her. There was a beautiful familiarity to this act with Sarah, that no matter how many times we did this, it always felt fresh and exciting, and that we'd never be able to get enough of each other. There was a difficult to describe quality to our sex, where it felt like, more than many, we were particularly well-suited for each other. It drove our sex, pushing us further and harder and always wanting more of each other... fuck, it drove me absolutely wild.
I kissed Sarah passionately, squeezing her ass as we fucked with a growing intensity. I could feel Sarah's orgasm growing, building deep inside of her until she could contain it no more...
Though it had been building for a while, when her orgasm came, it came suddenly. I could feel her tensing for all of a moment before she bucked against me, crying out loudly as she shook and shivered against me, her pussy clenching down on my cock. I gave her a couple more thrusts into this before I removed my own restraints, cumming explosively inside of her. An overwhelming bliss flowed over me as we continued to fuck against each other, feeling my cock emptying inside of her until there was little else she could take from me.
I collapsed to the bed, and Sarah was not far behind me, her weight dropping onto mine as she whimpered and desperately tried to catch her breath.
"Fuck..." she murmured, wiggling her hips against me.
"Agreed," I said, kissing her slowly and sweetly as the two of us came down from the intensity of what had just happened.
Sarah still struggled to fully catch her breath, but she made no effort to leave my cock, looking up into my eyes with a giddy satisfaction, smiling cutely.
"Fuck, I needed that like you wouldn't believe," she continued, kissing my chest before planting another quick kiss on my lips.
I chuckled. "I think I get it... at least some of it... you were pretty fucking horny there."
"Like you wouldn't believe... don't get me wrong, I got some good pussy the last few days with Maeve barely giving me a moment to breathe, but sometimes even when you're drowning in the best pussy in the world, you need some quality cock," Sarah replied, playfully squeezing my cock with her pussy muscles. "And they don't get much more quality than *this*."
Pleasantly, I growled. "You're just trying to get me up and running again so I can fuck you again, aren't you?"
Playfully, she looked off to the side. "Correction: I'm trying to get you up and running again so you can fuck my *ass*... if that helps any."
I smiled. "I mean... that certainly doesn't hurt."
"I didn't think it would," Sarah replied, climbing off of my cock.
We both let out little sounds of protest as we were no longer conjoined, but with Sarah's determination, this was not a condition that we would have to endure for long. She slid down my body, kissing her way with every inch of my body she slid down until she was between my legs, her face next to my softening cock and smiling up at me with an infectious radiance. I couldn't tell you for the life of me how I'd gotten so fucking lucky to have a girl so fucking perfect as my girlfriend, but seeing her like this, I could only think of one thing to say.
"Fuck, I love you," I said, laughing in awe of the whole situation.
Kissing my balls, Sarah giggled. "Awww, I fucking love you too!"
Taking my cock in hand, she began gently stroking me while sucking on my balls. This close to my last orgasm, I was in a thoroughly overstimulated state, and found it difficult to focus on anything *but* what she was doing to me, but that didn't mean I wasn't loving it. Sarah knew well how to please me, and by doing this she was able to help me recharge in what felt like record time.
With my cock hard again, she stroked me eagerly, looking up at me with a bright smile as she spread precum around.
"Now, *that's* what I'm talking about," she practically purred, continuing to stroke my cock.
"You've got... ohgod... a fucking gift for that," I groaned, gently thrusting up against her hand.
"And you've got a gift for getting hard *way* faster than most guys could ever dream of, so I think we're both in a pretty great place when it comes to receiving presents," Sarah chuckled, leaning in to suck on my balls some more.
I groaned, running a hand through her hair as she did this. I would have been content with *just* doing this, as I would have been for doing quite literally *anything* with Sarah, but the day certainly took an interesting turn when she let my balls go with an audible "POP", smiling up at me while still stroking my cock with that same deliberate eagerness.
There was something to that smile that I had a hard time placing at first (it's easy to have a hard time placing things when you're getting a handjob from an expert), but when I had a brief moment of clarity, I understood *exactly* where I knew that look.
That was a look of mischief, one that might have even promised hijinks. While that wasn't necessarily a bad thing, especially when Sarah was concerned, it was certainly one that begged a few questions.



"You're up to something," I proposed, looking down at her with some amusement.
"Me, up to something?" Sarah chuckled. "However could you think that?"
"I mean, we're dating, and we're friends... I know when you've got a look that says you're up to something," I explained, smiling and groaning when she once again briefly took my balls into her mouth.
"Well... Spring Break is supposed to be all about adventures, right?" she proposed, looking up at me with sparkling eyes. "And while a day of just the two of us fucking like rabbits sounds like a fine adventure to me, and I think we could have a lot of fun doing that and *only* that... I have a little money saved up from odd jobs and from Mom giving me a bit of a stipend while we were out taking our trip with Maeve, money that I'd like to put toward an adventure for the two of us tonight, if you'd be interested."
I'd been on my share of adventures this week, and the prospect of simply sharing a day in bed with my loving girlfriend honestly sounded good, but with a look of mischief so acute on her face, and curious at what her definition of an adventure was, I had to ask some more questions.
"What've you got in mind?" I asked.
Smiling, Sarah let go of my cock and slid off my bed, rooting through my nearby nightstand so she could pull out a bottle of lube. Smiling at me, she hopped back up onto the bed and squeezed a generous amount of the cool gel onto my cock before setting the bottle aside and stroking it onto me I groaned as she spread the pleasantly slick liquid around, pumping up into her hands as she looked down at me eagerly.
"Unless things have changed since I was away, and I feel like you would have told me if they had changed given how close the concept is to my heart and all that... you've never been to a strip club before, have you?" Sarah asked.
Sarah would never have any trouble getting my attention, but if she wanted to get it more than usual, she certainly got it. Given that Sarah's mother, Viola, was a former (and still part-time, to the best of my understanding) stripper who also taught pole dancing classes, and that Sarah had taken enough of those lessons to be a pretty great pole dancer herself, I knew that there was always the faint theme of stripping when it came to the Kent household. I'd been tempted more than once to consider heading over to the club to see Viola dance (and, hopefully, for the two of us to get up to some of that fun we were more familiar with), but hadn't really pulled the trigger on that yet to a variety of nerves.
Sarah bringing it up now, like this... well, it was something that I honestly hadn't expected, but she certainly had me curious for.
"No, that hasn't changed," I hissed, dropping my head back for how good it felt to have her hands on me like this.
"Do you want it to?" she asked, keeping her voice measured, but curious. "Tonight, I mean? Like I said, I've got some money saved up, and if you could get some cash together as well to make sure we've got enough to go around, I think the two of us could have a lot of fun there... it's the Flashpoint Club, down by the community college, you know it?"
I knew I'd heard about it from Viola, and had certainly seen it in passing when I was on that side of town for one reason or another, but had never seriously considered going into it.
"I know... *of* it..." I explained.
"Cool!" Sarah replied.
She stopped stroking my cock just then, crawling down the bed on all fours before turning around and presenting her ass to me. She wiggled it with a skilled perfection, thoroughly enticing and bringing around a growing lust inside of me that was difficult to contain. Sarah knew exactly what she was doing to me, of course, and what she could get me to do from here. I got up on my knees behind her, sliding my cock between her ass cheeks as she playfully squeezed me, grinding back against my cock.
With a casual excitement, Sarah explained, "So... it's an eighteen and over club, so all you really gotta do is bring some kind of ID that can prove that, but beyond that... yeah, I think it'll be a good time... I've been a few times already, and I gotta say, it can get pretty fucking hot in there... sexy-wise, I mean, not temperature-wise, since they control that pretty well in there and- ah, FUCK!"
Alright, so maybe I shouldn't have pushed my cockhead into her tight asshole while she was still talking to me if I wanted her to finish the thought, but she looked so fucking good in that position... I could hardly resist. Though, now that I was inside her like this, feeling her tightest hole wrapped around my cock and threatening to break me, I hardly felt like I was in the dominant position anymore. I couldn't say how many times I'd fucked Sarah's ass by this point, but every time I did, she always managed to take my breath away.
Steeling myself, I pushed forward, feeding every inch into her ass a bit at a time until my balls rested up against her pussy. Sarah whimpered pleasantly as I bottomed out inside of her, looking over her shoulder at me with a soft smile that also managed to look one hell of a lot like triumph.
She looked so beautiful, I couldn't help but lean down on top of her and kiss her, the two of us making out like this for a moment before I pulled most of the way out, then thrust back inside of her. Sarah moaned out loud... certainly louder than my own groan, but enough to make her pleasure clear. Sarah *always* made her pleasure clear... fuck, I loved her.
I straightened up behind her, gripping her hips tightly as I began to thrust in and out of her ass, pumping in rhythmically. Sarah rocked her hips, grunting and pushing back against me as I fucked her and, in general, finding a way of making this rough act look fucking beautiful.
"So... you wanna go to a strip club?" I asked, squeezing her ass as I thrust into her.
Sarah moaned. "I mean... yeah... I wanna go to a strip club with *you*... I know it's one of those things that can be... fuck... intimidating, if you don't know what you're getting into, but once you get in and give it a try, yeah, it can be... ohfuck, keep going, like that... fuck... fuck me harder... once you get into the club, it's a really fun place... there's some great dancers here, mostly college girls and the like, hot as fuck... some can even hold a good conversation..."
SMACK!
Her ass looked so good as I fucked into it that I just had to spank Sarah at least once. She yowled pleasantly, squeezing my cock with her ass muscles and almost making me bust then and there. Thank fuck my last orgasm hadn't been that long ago. I did fuck her harder, however, which seemed like what both of us wanted all along in this equation.
A potential complication hit me then, so I asked, "Your... fuckfuckfuck... your mom's not gonna be there tonight, is she?"
Sarah laughed, tossing her hair over her shoulder so she could look at me again. "Yeah, I bet you'd fucking love that... but no, I made sure this was a night she wouldn't be working when I asked you... I know how much fun you'd have fucking both of us in one day, and that if I let her get her claws in you that she'd take you and wear you out, and that that'd be fun for both of you, I'm sure, but this day, you're fucking *mine*... well, mine and if we find another dancer we both really like, I'll split you with her, too."
I raised an eyebrow at the thought of that. Clearly, there was a lot more about strip clubs that I needed to learn before we headed over to one tonight, but with Sarah by my side, I was happy to learn.
I pumped into her ass, grinning down at her as she smiled at me. "Sounds like you've got some experience."
Sarah chuckled, then groaned, dropping her head forward. "A little... not like I've got *that* much money to go around, but I've gone a few times since I turned eighteen... it's a bit weird being one of the only girls in the audience when it's mostly guys there, but I get a lot of different attention from the dancers."
"Yeah?" I asked, smacking her on the ass again.
"Mmm, fuck... god, you fuck my ass so good," she moaned, pushing back against me.
"That sounds more like you're avoiding answering me," I said playfully, smacking her ass again.
Sarah mewled, then continued. "Well, it's hard to think sometimes, when sex is happening and you've got a cock all the way up your ass, and it's this good... but... yeah, I get a lot of different attention from the dancers. Some of them don't know what to make of me, don't really know how to dance for girls because they're working with cocks all day, and cocks are easy..."
"Easy?" I asked, looking down at the beautifully obscene sight of my thick cock stretching her tight asshole to its limit.
"Easy to get off," she clarified. "Not necessarily easy to take..."
"Gotcha," I grunted, groping her ass.
"Uh huh..." Sarah continued, moaning. "But... but... that's only some of the dancers... there's a bunch who also really like it when there's a girl around, means they get to try something new, and those that know how to touch me... I mean, it makes for some good times for me, and I think if you're there too... I think that both of us are gonna have some *really* good times."
She painted an enticing picture, I'll admit, but at the same time, I also felt a certain sting of anxiety at the prospect of going to a strip club because... well, why *was* I feeling that, actually? I mean, yeah, there's the whole "taboo" and "adult" nature of it all, but I was 18, and had already done all sorts of crazy shit this year that those arguments really shouldn't have affected my judgment like that. Still, some complexes are harder to shake than others, and this was certainly one of those ones that was challenging to shake...
But I wouldn't be doing this alone. I had Sarah here with me, and this wasn't something that seemed to worry her at all... Sarah, the girl I'd always thought to be one of the shyest people I knew, seemed perfectly at ease with the prospect of leading me into a strip club... this was going to be interesting.
Feeling my cock swell and wanting to be in the moment rather than focusing on anything that got close to resembling anxiety, I asked, "So... any chance of getting to see you up on stage and taking to the pole?"
Sarah laughed through her moans. "Not yet... I haven't looked up all the details, but I think you gotta be 21 in California to take the stage, but believe me, when I'm up there, you'd be hard-pressed to tear me away... as soon as I can dance, I'm gonna make sure I can make it through college without student loans breaking me."
"That's my girlfriend," I chuckled, leaning down to kiss her again.
"You're damn right," she replied, kissing me back. "Are you..."
"Yeah..." I replied.
"Me too..." Sarah moaned, tensing as she pushed back against me. "Come on, do it... fill my ass... fill my ass while I cum, come on, Ryan, please... please, fuck my ass until I cum... fuck my ass until I cum and fill me with your cum... come on, do it, do it, please, please, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me harder..."
There have been fewer requests in life that I've found it easier to comply with. I straightened out one last time, gripping Sarah's hips tightly as I pounded away at her tight asshole with a fury that only pushed her closer and closer to the precipice. She grunted and groaned animalistically, pushing back against me, one hand between her legs as she aggressively fingered her clit. I could feel my own explosion building, wanting to hold it off long enough to see her go first. I loved to see any woman I was with cum, of course, but there was something with Sarah, seeing this girl who normally seemed so shy and restrained from the outside just completely cut loose, that always made her orgasms feel all the more special when I was able to help coax them out of her.
Despite some fears that I might cum too soon, I held the line just long enough it seemed. When she came, Sarah broke down quickly, dropping to the bed as she quivered and shook and moaned, her body shuddering uncontrollably as the intense orgasm passed through her. The way her ass squeezed me, I was given no choice but to join her, pumping what felt like a massive load inside of her clutching asshole.
I let the bliss flow over me for a moment before I pulled out of her, taking a moment to enjoy the deliciously dirty sight of her stretched-out asshole positively dripping my cum, before I collapsed next to her and tried to catch my breath.
Sarah's turned onto face me, her eyes fluttering open as a giddy little smile overtook her face.
"Mmm, I've *really* missed that," she groaned, reaching a hand between her thighs to tease her overstimulated pussy, sending another jolt of pleasure through her body.
Enjoying the show, I replied, "You and me both..."
That giddy smile nowhere close to leaving her face, Sarah closed the distance between us and kissed me, her lips locking onto mine as we made out in the afterglow.
Everything about this felt good... felt *right*. Basking in the afterglow of some energetic sex with my loving girlfriend, I felt pretty fucking great about myself. When I broke our kiss, it was only so I could push back just enough to look at her properly and take in her beauty. Sarah... fuck, there was nobody quite like her. Fuck going out, fuck adventure, all I wanted to do was stay here with her today like this, the two of us basking in each other's presence while we fucked and talked and just spent the day being together. That, quite honestly, sounded like my idea of heaven... but when she looked at me like that, so pretty and hopeful and excited and horny all at once, I also knew that this wasn't a girl that I could ever deny anything.
"So... now that we're not caught up in, well, that... we're still going to a strip club?" I asked, chuckling softly.
"Uh huh!" Sarah enthused, before just as quickly backing off. "I mean, if you still want to..."
"I do... I think... I'm just, you know, a little nervous; it's a new experience for me," I explained.
"A 'grown-up' experience? Is that what has you nervous?" she asked, still smiling.
I let out a breath of relief. "Yeah. Is that silly? It's silly, isn't it?"
Sarah kissed me, then laughed. "Oh, fuck no... I was terrified the first time I went."
"Yeah?" I asked, feeling an even greater relief wash over me to know I wasn't alone in this.
"Yeah," she admitted, smiling at me sweetly. "Yeah... I wanted to go more than anything, because it was something I'd been curious to check out for a long time, but when the time came where I decided to go for the first time? Yeah, I was terrified... I kept looking around, thinking people would know I was a fucking fraud, and that I shouldn't be there, and that I'd get in trouble... but after they checked my ID and let me in, all they really cared about was whether or not I had money and was enjoying the show. Truth be told, once I got past that initial fear, I had a great time, and I think you will, too..."
"I'm... I'm sure you're right about that," I said, reaching out to squeeze her breast lovingly. "But I'm still gonna be glad to have you there, make sure I don't chicken out when I get to the door or anything."
She smirked. "I mean, if that's what you want, then, yeah, I'll certainly help you there."
Grinning at her, I said, "Thanks."
Sarah kissed me, slowly and deeply, the feel of her and her mere presence with me managing to calm me and make me feel better. I won't say that it took away *all* the hesitation I might have had toward tonight's excursion, but with her by my side... well, I knew I was going to be alright.
"No problem," Sarah replied, smiling at me cutely. "If you want, I can talk you through some Strip Club Etiquette 101 to make sure you have as good a time as you can..."
Though I'd already gotten some of that with some of my previous rendezvous with Viola, I replied, "Alright... tell me what I need to know."
***
Though I would've certainly enjoyed some more fooling around with Sarah before we went to the club, she thought I'd enjoy myself more if I saved myself up for a bit before we went and had some fun, reasoning that the two of us could go properly crazy on each other after we got all hot and bothered at the club. It was particularly a challenge restraining myself while the two of us showered together, but in spite of some heated glances and kisses and even the occasional grope, Sarah kept me good and honest, and briefed me on some of the finer points of strip club etiquette. There wasn't as much to it as I'd inflated in my imagination, of course, but what tips she could offer me sounded helpful.
While I got dressed in a clean polo shirt and a comfortable pair of khakis (since jeans were evidently a big no-no if you wanted women grinding on you), I felt a lot more formal than I usually would have liked, but what the hell, special occasions sometimes demanded a special costume. Sarah busted out a flowy little black dress that I'd never seen on her before, one that stopped just above her knees and looked like it was made of light enough material that you could probably ball it up in your fist and still have room to spare. With her applying a little makeup and teasing her hair out a little, looking up at me with those dazzling eyes peeking out from behind her glasses, I couldn't lie, she looked absolutely stunning. I was tempted, again, to just spend the evening fucking her silly and saying to hell with the club... but this was something that she really wanted, and there was no way I was going to deny Sarah her expedition to the Flashpoint Club.
So, when the sun began to set, I followed Sarah to her car, sitting in the passenger seat as she started driving us over to the club. Playfully, she cued up a playlist on her phone of club-like music, featuring an interesting mix of pop, rock and rap, none of it quite as fast as I would have expected, but all of it having a nice beat and enough bass to send her car vibrating. She kept shooting me the cutest little speculative glances as she drove, always trying to make sure that I was okay and into this, and while I was, there was no denying that the closer we got, the more intimidating it got. I'd done some truly crazy shit this year, and somehow the thought of actually going to a strip club this night was getting me more scared than... well, just about anything outside of some asshole wanting to fight me. If it were any other circumstances, I probably would have laughed it off, but with Sarah here beside me, I knew I was going to be fine no matter what happened.
I hadn't looked the place up online before we got there, so I didn't know what to expect by the time we reached the Flashpoint Club. Whatever image I'd built up in my imagination for what the club would actually look like, though, couldn't have been further from the truth than the reality. Located in a fairly plain-looking strip mall (no pun intended), the Flashpoint Club didn't look all that different from all the other businesses around it, save for its black paint job, the completely darkened windows, and its pink neon sign above the front door acting as *just* suggestive enough for what might be inside. As we walked toward the club after parking, I started to get further hints that the club wasn't like other businesses, from the well-dressed, and very large, man standing out front as security, and the loud, bass-heavy music that vibrated the windows. I felt a little of that tension swell in my chest once again, but with Sarah squeezing my hand and leading me onward, there was no way I could back out now.
"Get your ID ready," she said as we approached the bouncer, quickly reaching into her purse.
By the time we reached the bouncer, I already had my wallet and ID out, with Sarah not too far behind. The massive man who looked like his glower could crack ice waved us through into a small lobby where the music was distinctly louder.



The lobby itself had almost as subdued an appearance as the outside, though with a bit more of a hint of what was to come. The walls were colored a muted maroon, with large, framed posters of naked women (most likely featured dancers) on the walls, giving us a nice view of what was to come. Behind the front desk was a wall of a middle-aged African-American man wearing a black suit, his eyes quick and cunning and his head shaved. I'd seen some big guys before, but this one almost looked as wide as he was tall (and he was *tall*), solidly muscle, like he could break me in half with his pinky if he felt motivated.
I meant to give this man no motivation to do anything of the sort.
Before he fully took us in, he began what was clearly his regular spiel, "Welcome to the Flashpoint Club, before you go any further, I'm afraid I'm gonna have to see some IDs and- oh, hey Sarah!"
The bouncer's demeanor went from stern to friendly in the blink of an eye, which certainly threw me for a loop.
"Hey, Linus!" Sarah said brightly. "I told you I was gonna bring my boyfriend one of these days, so, here he is!"
Linus looked me over in a bit of disbelief before smiling. "Well, alright then. I know you know how all of this goes, Sarah, but I gotta say what I gotta say before I can let either of you in... you know how it is."
"Of course," Sarah answered, smiling.
I probably had to ask her exactly how many times she'd been here to already be on a first name basis with one of the bouncers, but that was a question for later. Still feeling thoroughly intimidated, I looked up at the massive Linus as he outlined what we had to do.
"Alright, this is a fully nude club, so there's no alcohol served inside," Linus explained. "I'm gonna have to check your IDs, get your entrance fee and give you a quick security sweep before we can let you in. I know you're cool, Sarah, but are you gonna be any kinda problem, young man? Because I don't wanna be dragging you out of here if I don't have to."
His tone was joking, but I felt the need to gulp dramatically anyway to keep the fear at bay. "No... no sir, I'm not gonna be any kind of problem."
His smile brightening, Linus said, "Good, then welcome to the Flashpoint Club."
True to his word, he quickly checked and scanned our IDs before taking our cover charge, then ran us both through a quick wanding with a metal detector to make sure neither of us was carrying anything we ought not to be carrying. After Sarah's briefing on this, I felt well-prepared for this step, even if it was intimidating as hell to have this enormous, intimidating man standing over us. Still, for Sarah he had a distinctly sweet smile, which I found comforting; if this show of force was just to scare off the potential assholes who might cause problems if they were to enter the club, and I had no intention of causing any trouble... well, for the dancers' sake, I was glad that they had a guy like Linus looking out for them.
Once these mandatory steps were finished, however, Linus waved the two of us past toward the door inside.
"You kids have fun in there, just not *too* much fun," he said, chuckling kindly.
Smiling at me, Sarah stepped forward and opened the door leading into the club.
"You ready?" she asked.
Nodding, I returned the grin and replied, "Ready as I'll ever be..."
The moment I stepped over the threshold into the club, I was conscious of two things quickly: the darkness, and the volume. As soon as the door closed behind me, I was distinctly aware of how dark the club itself was, though my eyes quickly adjusted, especially once I rounded the corner into the club proper and could see the swirling, multi-colored lights that moved around the main stage. The music that played was of a slow, bass-heavy club variety, and playing slightly too loud to have much of a coherent conversation, but maybe in a place like this, that was the idea.
It was all so overwhelming at first, I squeezed Sarah's hand, doing a quick lay of the land. At the center of the club was the elevated and well-lit main stage with a pair of dancing poles stretching from floor to ceiling, surrounded by chairs so those who wanted to get up close and personal with the strippers could get a good look up at them. Off to one side there was a bar, where a scantily-clad woman in black operated the cash register and served out no-doubt overly expensive drinks, while on the other side of the club were a few visible rows of plush chairs. Dark, but prominent, hallways led off from either end of the club, which certainly looked rather curious. There were a few guys either at the bar or sitting around the stage, but most sat in the plush chairs.
Otherwise, the club was populated by dancers... and oh were they a sight to behold. There were nearly a dozen of them, milling around or wandering, a couple blondes, a few Asians and Latinas, a black girl, a pale, dark-haired and skinny woman with glasses and a bunch of tattoos. Some were skinny, some were fuller, some had small breasts and some had very, *very* large breasts. It was a veritable buffet for the senses, particularly since all of them were wearing various forms of light lingerie that barely looked like it was capable of staying on their luscious forms. A particularly busty Latina was on stage, already quite naked as she writhed against one of the stripper poles in time with the music.
I was nervous only a few seconds ago, but seeing this... well, in its own strange way, it almost felt like I was home.
"This is *awesome*," I said.
"Oh, you haven't seen the half of it!" Sarah exclaimed, taking me by the hand. "Want me to give you the tour?"
"Please," I said, smiling at her with an excitement that had felt elusive not long ago.
"The chairs around the stage are just if you wanna watch the stage show; get your singles ready there," she explained to me, leading me past a pair of dancers with ease. "But if you want a lap dance, or something a little longer, you get in the chairs away from the stage; it lets the dancers know what you're looking for."
I looked at the plush chairs, suddenly understanding why the guys sat there, several of them already engaged in negotiations with dancers.
"Good to know," I replied.
"The hallways lead to the areas for lap dances and private dances... and, yeah, that's about it; everything else is what you see is what you get," Sarah said, grinning. "So, what do you want to do first?"
I thought about this, which was no small task considering the volume of the music making thinking in general pretty hard.
"What would you suggest?" I asked.
"Well, I can tell you're into all this, but if there's still some nerves you need to get out of your system, why don't we park ourselves by the stage for a bit? See if you can find some favorites before we get down to the lap dance part of the evening?" she suggested.
That made a lot of sense. "Sure, let's do that."
Finding a set of seats that gave us some distance between us and the other attendees sitting around the stage, Sarah and I sat down just as the song was finishing up and the dancer in front of us finished her set, collecting her underwear and a collection of gathered singles from the stage.
Now, just as I was about to get comfortable and look forward to the next dancer, the blaring voice of the DJ came in over the speakers. I don't know how many of you reading this have or haven't been to a strip club before, but it seems like strip club DJs have their own language of half-shouted words and parts of words that are best spoken at about a few thousand miles per hour. It startled me so greatly that first time that I couldn't hear a damn thing he said, though as soon as it was over, Sarah and I exchanged an amused glance and a laugh.
"Were those words?" I asked.
"Mostly," Sarah clarified. "Basically, he said that topless dances are twenty dollars, nudes are forty, ask the girls for their specials if you wanna go to a retreat or a VIP dance, don't forget to tip, and the next girl on stage is the lovely Georgia."
"You got all that out of that wall of speech?" I replied.
She shrugged. "I mean, Mom's been taking me here since I hit eighteen on nights when she had to work and if I had nothing else to do... so, yeah, I've learned how to translate 'Strip Club DJ' as a language. Wish I could get some college credit for it."
I chuckled. "I mean, you could always ask."
"Maybe I should," Sarah laughed, looking at me with the most adoring eyes. "Feeling better?"
With a relieved sigh, I answered, "Yeah... I think so."
"Well, then wait until we get a few dances in, I think you'll feel even better after getting some proper T&A," she said, grinning.
After a brief beat, I replied, "Have I ever told you how perfect a girlfriend you are?"
"Maybe a few times, but more never hurts," Sarah chuckled, leaning in to give me a quick kiss. "Now let's watch the show... Georgia's actually pretty fucking hot."
Georgia was, in fact, every bit as hot as Sarah promised. A pale, leggy woman with a slim body and some nice C-cup breasts, she looked to be in her early 20s and had bobbed cut, dyed green hair. Georgia walked the stage like she owned it, commanding our attention and walking in some impressively high heels with seemingly no difficulty whatsoever. She made her rounds of the various guys sitting around, gyrating her body in time with the music while getting offered the occasional singles.
When she made it over to Sarah and I, though, a sly smile crossed the dancer's face as she knelt down in front of us, writhing and dancing and running her hands over her body. She pulled off her top, revealing her deliciously bare breasts to us, before leaning in and pushing them into Sarah's face. Sarah, quite naturally, rather enjoyed this, smiling like a fool and setting some singles on the stage. Rather enjoying the show myself, I had no problem doing the same, feeling a certain regret when Georgia had to leave us and go attend to the other customers.
"She's not rubbing her tits in everyone's faces," I observed.
"Yeah..." Sarah said, looking a little bashful. "Like I said, they're not used to a lot of women showing up in the audience here... at least ones who haven't been dragged here by boyfriends who don't know any better. The ones who are visibly enjoying themselves, though... well, they tend to get a lot of attention, and I *like* getting that attention."
Undeniably hard from the sight of Sarah with this dancer, I said, "I like seeing you get that attention, too... it's fucking hot."
With a delightful little smirk, she replied, "I knew you'd have a good time here."
"You know me well," I said, smiling at her and squeezing her hand.
Though I may have been somewhat uncertain on what she was saying, over the course of the next few dancers, Sarah was, of course, proven right time and again as the dancers gave the pair of us some welcomed extra attention.
A petite Asian dancer named Melody stopped by us and gave a nice lingering dance in front of Sarah and me, playfully caressing Sarah's cheek and giving us a sweet little smile.
A busty black Amazon of a woman who went by the stage name Elite parked in front of us for quite a while, gyrating her full ass at us and getting more than a few singles out of Sarah and me.
A slender redhead with surprisingly big tits who went by the name Cindy kept Sarah's face between her tits for so long that I could have sworn that she was going to smother my girlfriend, not that she seemed to mind that as a way of going out.
Truth be told, it seemed like having Sarah with me was something that worked out well for both of us, as she was an exquisite strip club wingman, attracting dancers over to both of us while I got to reap the rewards of the extra show. I couldn't read the minds of the fellow patrons, but I liked to think that they might have been a little jealous of the attention that we were receiving.
Every time we were between songs or dancers, Sarah would look at me with this absolute love in her eyes, and I couldn't help but return it. I wanted to kiss her... *needed* to kiss her, to make out with my girlfriend and do all sorts of dirty fucking things to her. Getting to watch this parade of beautiful depravity was having the desired effect in me, I think, because I wanted nothing more than to fuck her into oblivion right now, but I also knew that we were only just getting started in here, and that there was plenty more to enjoy. There were a lot of girls visible here, after all, and I wasn't ready to miss out on any of the entertainment yet.
This became a *little* more challenging when the next dancer came on stage. She was stunning, to be sure... a busty blonde with long, flowing hair, E-cup tits that strained her tiny pink bikini top, and legs that went on for miles, only stopped by her epic thong-clad ass. Her 5'7" height was only more impressive for the stripper heels she wore, while her skin was covered with a number of tattoos that certainly showed a certain appealing adventurousness. Her face was probably more made up than it needed to be, but with big blue eyes, dainty features and full lips that were currently curled in a playful little smile, it was clear that she was still rather stunning regardless of makeup.
It was when I looked up from her body to her face that I was struck by the sudden realization that I knew this woman... not well, to be sure, but I had seen her in passing in the past on a number of occasions that I'd have rather forgotten. I never consciously thought I'd see her again, but here she was, live and on stage and about to get naked in front of Sarah and me and everyone else who'd come out tonight for a good show.
Though the DJ may have introduced the busty blonde standing before me as "Amber," I knew her real name to be Tasha Bowman, the 23-year-old older sister of my longtime school bully, Kyle Bowman. During the years I'd spent doing Kyle's homework in fear of a beating, I'd often have to go over to his house to drop it off, and I'd seen Tasha plenty in passing. She was always something of the family's golden child to my understanding, even more so than Kyle himself, and I doubted anyone would believe she would be here of all places, let alone looking like *this*.
I might have smiled a dark little grin on recognizing her. I'd already enjoyed the pleasure of having fucked Kyle's mom not long ago, and getting to see his sister like this... well, it felt like a little more karmic justice from the universe suddenly flowing my way.
Leaning over to Sarah, I asked her, "Do you know her, too?"
She shook her head. "Not one of the girls I've seen here before, but she's got some skills, so she's definitely been doing this for a while. Hot, too..."
"That's Kyle Bowman's sister," I explained, trying to keep too much glee from my voice.
Sarah looked over the dancer in front of us, skeptical. "No fucking way."
Sarah looked at Tasha long and hard, trying to see what I had seen in her, while I explained everything I knew and how I was certain of this. Try as she might to deny what she was seeing, soon I saw that recognition cross her face.
"Well, shit, that's... that's an interesting development," she said. "What are we gonna do about it?"
I thought about this for a moment, watching as Tasha approached us on the stage. She didn't recognize us, nor did she have any reason to recognize us, which put me in a unique position. Tasha was, undeniably, fucking hot, and I had no problem seeing just *how* hot she was, as she removed her bikini top and revealed her tits to us, completely bare. They were magnificent, topped with hard, firm nipples that begged for attention... attention that I would happily deliver.
"For now, why don't we enjoy the show?" I suggested.
"And after that?" Sarah asked hopefully, looking up at the smiling and stacked blonde stripper in front of us. "You wanna have fun with her?"
I looked at Sarah and said, "I will if you will."
She smirked, turning her attention back to the stage. "Oh, I *definitely* will..."
Tasha finally stopped in front of us, writhing in time with the music as she looked down at us. She smiled at us pleasantly, almost cutely, even, and took in the unusual sight of the couple sitting before her.
"Hiya!" she said brightly, looking from Sarah to me. "You guys here celebrating anything?"
"Oh, Spring Break, for sure," I replied.
Tasha's face brightened. "Oh, that's the best! Glad you guys came here to have a good time, then!"
"My boyfriend here, this is his first time at a strip club, and he can *definitely* use a good time," Sarah said, smirking playfully.
Tasha sat on the stage, arching her back so she could pull her thong off before spreading her legs in front of us, showing off a very nice, shaved pussy. She ran her hands all over her body seductively, squeezing her breasts, touching herself as if she were begging to be fucked this way, never once losing the slow rhythm of the music as she teased her body in front of us. I had to say, she was fucking good at this, and even if I hadn't known who she really was, she'd have had me hard as fuck doing this the way she did. That I *did* know, however, made it all the sweeter.
"Well, congrats on your first time, then!" she said, laughing lightly. "Oh, first timers can be so much fun! If you're looking for a lap dance later, lemme know!"
Grinning at her as I took in the sight of my bully's older sister, naked and lewd and on full display in front of me, I replied, "Oh, I think that's *definitely* in the cards..."
***
Sarah and I stayed up by the stage to watch a couple more dancers after Tasha, but by that point, we were both ready to move things along in a more interesting direction. Taking our leave from the chairs by the main stage, we moved back to the rows of plush chairs where we could wait for some lap dances, or perhaps something a little longer and more involved.
My fears had long since evaporated, having taken on a strange giddiness as I felt thoroughly in my element in here. Even with all the sexual experience I'd had this year, this wasn't something I would have expected to enjoy quite as much as I had, but now that I was here... well, it felt as right as anything else I'd done. I was having a blast, and that I was here having it with Sarah Kent made it all the better.
"Thank you," I said to her.
Sarah peeled her eyes away from the stage long enough to ask me, "For what?"
"For insisting on this," I explained. "For dragging me out here... this has been a lot of fun."
Looking grateful, she replied, "Well... I thought it would be... I mean, I know you're not exactly hurting for T&A these days, but mixing things up a little, adding in some new dynamics... it's not a wholly bad thing, is it?"
"Not when I've got you with me," I said.
Sarah sank back into her seat a bit, grinning. "You can't see it because of all the club lights, but I'm blushing right now. You got me blushing."
"It's a cute look on you," I replied, leaning toward her.
"Yeah, well, everything's cute on you," she replied, meeting me in a quick, sweet kiss.
I lingered on this kiss for a moment, savoring the feel of Sarah's lips against mine and enjoying the way she felt against me. Coming to the club was definitely having the desired effect, I'd say, as I quite wanted her right now. If we didn't get out of her soon, I felt tempted to try to find some quiet, hidden corner of the club where I could take her, or maybe the parking lot, or...
"So, Spring Break, am I right?"
The voice was cheerful and high beside us, as Tasha stood standing over us, smiling. "My name is Amber... what are your names?"
She knelt in front of us, giving us a wonderful view of her luscious body, once again now barely contained in her pink thong bikini. Sarah and I both were rather well transfixed by the sight of her like this, but I managed to find my words again quickly.



"I'm Ryan, this is Sarah," I explained.
"Hey," Tasha said, smiling at us. "Glad to see you both in here today!"
The way she looked at me as I said our names, I felt what might have been the faintest flicker of recognition. Not enough that she could place who I was exactly, but she definitely seemed to have this vibe like she should know me from somewhere. I wondered how long I wanted to play this game out like this, but I knew it had more life to it than we'd explored.
"Glad to be here," Sarah said, smirking mischievously.
"So, you here for anything special?" Tasha asked. "Just watching the stage show, or do you want a private dance?"
"Oh, yeah, we want some lap dances," Sarah clarified. "In fact, Ryan, why don't you take this first one?"
I looked at Sarah, amused. "You sure?"
"Oh yeah, go for it," Sarah replied, smiling cutely. "You have your fun, I'll find a girl or six to have my fun, then we'll have some fun together."
Well, I can't say that I hated that idea, not one bit.
Smiling brightly, and thoroughly unaware of what Sarah and I had been discussing prior to her arrival, Tasha stood up and held out her hand for me. I took it, getting up and following her.
"So, do you want a topless dance, or a nude? Or maybe something more...?" she asked, looking at me hopefully.
Though my imagination ran wild with all of the potential options that "something more" entailed, I thought it might be best to play it safely for now.
"Topless?" I asked.
"You got it," Tasha replied, leading me down a short hallway toward the topless dancing booths.
Finding a booth that was available, she said, "Take a seat, cutie; we'll wait for the next song to begin before we get the dance started."
It wasn't a terribly isolated booth, giving us a decent view of much of the club through a latticed wall, but it was private enough that I was looking forward to enjoying this dance. Tasha set her small purse down on the table near our booth, before sitting next to me and smiling.
"So, having a good time with your first time at the club?" she asked.
I looked her up and down, grinning. "Yeah... a whole helluva lot more now."
"Awww, thank you!" Tasha giggled, looking me over. "You really are a cute one... though this is so crazy, but I feel like I know you from somewhere, but I can't exactly place it..."
Well, this happened a lot faster than I was expecting, not that that was necessarily a bad thing. I licked my lips cautiously, trying to figure out the best way to do this. I could have toyed with her, made her draw it out of me for the most devastating possible bomb drop, but the more I thought about that, the more I knew that wasn't the right idea. She may have been a Bowman, but the vibe I got off of Tasha was distinctly different from the vibe I got off of Kyle and their mom... no, she definitely sounded like a bit of a ditz, but Tasha seemed more nice than not, and I didn't want to torture her.
"I was thinking the same thing for a while there, before it hit me," I explained.
"Oh?" she asked, smiling brightly. "Where the heck do I know you from, 'cause that's bugging me!
"Yeah... my name is Ryan Collins," I said, noticing only the faintest glimmer of recognition on her face. "You probably saw me around your house sometimes because your brother, Kyle, used to bully me into doing his homework?"
It took a moment for this to sink in, but when it did, I saw her face drop. "Oh."
"Yeah... I didn't want to make this awkward or anything, but... yeah, that's probably where you know me... I didn't come looking for you here or anything, please don't think I'm a creep like that or anything, this is just one hell of a fucking coincidence, but... yeah, just so you know, that's where you might remember me," I explained, hoping I wouldn't scare her off.
"Oh, I remember you now," Tasha replied, not looking afraid, but clearly glad to have solved this little mystery. "Kyle was bitching about you for a few months there after he got kicked out of school... still probably is, honestly, because he fucking *looooooooves* to complain about all the injustices of his life but I've learned to tune out his entitled ass and my parents' excuses for him a *long* time ago... 'cept if I wanna enjoy his suffering a teensy bit."
Before this moment, I honestly hadn't really put much in the way of any thought toward Tasha Bowman, but I gotta say that within the course of a couple sentences, my opinion of her had gone way up.
"So, you're not gonna hold it against me that I got your brother expelled?" I asked.
"He got his own sorry ass expelled," Tasha answered, standing up from the couch the moment the DJ rapidly announced the next song. "And as for you... you're a customer, and I always provide the *best* customer service possible."
She stripped off her bikini top and set it on the table, moving in time with the music as she then straddled my lap and thrust her tits in my face. I steadfastly kept my hands at my sides, not wanting to touch if I wasn't allowed, but as this lovely, soft blonde seductress pressed her body against mine, I found that to be unnecessary.
"You can touch me if you wanna, sweetie... I like getting touched," Tasha explained, grinding against my cock with impressive precision.
She didn't have to twist my arm on this, as I soon reached up behind her, squeezing Tasha's ass as she moaned and giggled and cooed. Though it was no doubt exaggerated for my benefit, I had to say, she was doing a good job at selling the illusion of being into me. That, plus having her grinding on my cock while her tits practically enveloped my head had me sitting rather pretty, all told.
Leaning back and looking at me with a smile, she said, "I hope you don't hold Kyle against me... I'm *way* nicer than he is."
Groaning as her insistent gyrations against my bulge felt fucking good, I replied, "Yeah... yeah I'm getting that picture."
Her smile faltering slightly, Tasha asked, "I hope... I hope he wasn't *too* bad to you? I mean, it wasn't like he was boasting about it around the house or anything, since everything bad in the world happened *to* him if you heard him talk about it, but... yeah... I hope he wasn't too bad."
I would've gone into my years of terror at her brother's hands in great detail, but she soon shifted around so her back was to my front, her ass massaging my cock so perfectly that I found coherent thought a genuine challenge.
"I'll tell you all about it... after this dance..." I groaned, grinding against her ass while I reached up around to squeeze her massive tits. "Not a story for a dance like this... ohgod... fuck, you're really good at that..."
"Thanks!" she exclaimed, giggling and wiggling her ass against my erection. "And you're really packing somethin' special down there, aren't you?"
"I haven't met a girl who's complained about it yet," I said with no small amount of smugness.
"And I'm not gonna start that," Tasha said, continuing to rock her ass against my cock. "Feels... wow, you're really huge, aren't you? Unless you're stuffing down there, which some guys do because they think it'll impress us, even though it really doesn't and we can always tell the difference, but that... that's some real cock, ain't it? And I want you to know, I'm not blowing smoke up your ass; we gotta flatter guys a lot, but this... this is fucking real, and I just had to praise it and, holy fuck... you're so big and thick... I bet you just wreck all the girls."
"You could say that..." I groaned, squeezing her breasts and grinding back against her. "A body like yours... fuck... I bet you destroy the guys just as easily."
"Guys, girls, whoever really, I'm a destroyer, I'm good at destroyin', and I love that I get paid to do it a lot of the time," she giggled, turning back around to straddle me, shoving her tits in my face again. "Come on, don't got a lot longer on the song, and I want you to suck my boobs, if that's something you wanna do, but I don't know why you wouldn't, since I got some great fucking boobs!"
Well, I couldn't say that Tasha wasn't self-assured, or that she was wrong about her tits. They were magnificent after all, and once one of those nipples rolled over my lips, I didn't really have a choice *but* to suck on it. She moaned and cooed, grinding on my cock like she was hoping to get me to cum... which, honestly, she might have been trying at the rate she was doing.
If she did... well, I'd have to get a clean pair of pants, but I also didn't think I'd really feel like complaining much, either. Until that, or whatever else, happened, I was happy to feel this blonde bombshell's body against mine, sucking on her nipples while she ground against my cock.
Unfortunately, the song did eventually end, and she climbed off of me.
"So, how was your first lap dance?" Tasha asked, looking down at me hopefully.
Truthfully, this wasn't my *first* lap dance, but as my first lap dance at a strip club, I felt qualified to say, "Yeah, that... that was awesome."
"Yay!" she said, quickly putting her bikini top back on. "I gotta take you to the register so we can square everything up for the dance... but I'd really love to do some more with ya, maybe something longer, maybe even something longer with you and your girl since you're both lookin' so fucking hot together, we could definitely have some fun in one of the retreat or VIP rooms."
The thought of Tasha and Sarah both being with me was certainly exciting. "Yeah... I'll have to have a talk with my girlfriend about it, but come back and find us in a bit?"
"Oh, it's a date!" Tasha giggled, before suddenly looking rather serious. "And... can I ask you one more thing, if it's not too much of a problem?"
I stood up from the couch. "What's that?"
"It's not like I'm here wanting you to relive trauma or anything, because you're at a strip club and being at a strip club's meant to be all about the good times, not some kind of fresh hell, but... if you don't mind talking about it, I'd kinda like to hear about your history with my brother if that's cool? I kinda... I dunno, I don't think anyone's supposed to be responsible for their family's sins, but I do feel responsible sometimes, and would like to make up what I can, so... yeah, if it's something you'd like to talk about, I'd like to listen. Might help me know the best kind of dance to give the two of you when I come back around," Tasha explained, looking at me hopefully.
Truthfully, I wanted to keep this fun and casual, too, and if I could avoid reliving my brutal history with Kyle Bowman, I would... but there was something strangely earnest in the way that she asked me, earnest enough that I knew I'd feel like crap if I didn't open up a little.
Steeling myself for this a little, I took her offered hand and said, "Alright... but it's not exactly the prettiest story..."
***
Sarah and I had been here almost an hour and a half, and we were having the time of our lives. We alternated between the stage and the chairs that meant you wanted a private dance depending on what was or wasn't going on in the club. We'd each had at least three or four lap dances after I'd had my time with Tasha, and were kind of just relaxing and feeling pretty fucking great about ourselves.
"This... this is the best fucking idea in the world... thank you for taking me here," I said.
"No problem," Sarah replied, smiling at me cutely. "And I won't even have to keep you out too late or anything... 'cause you've got plans tomorrow, right?"
"Every day of Spring Break," I admitted.
"Busy boy," she replied, smirking.
"Tell me about it," I chuckled. "I do have to get up earlier than I'd like for a Saturday, but... is what it is, I guess. Alice is taking me to my very first Ren Faire."
"Ooh, fun," Sarah enthused. "Whole lot of firsts for you this week."
"Yeah, been that kind of year, what can I say?" I asked.
"Well, you can say whatever you want, but I know what I'll say," she replied, grinning.
"What's that?" I replied.
Leaning in to kiss me, Sarah said, "I love you."
Kissing her back with a renewed vigor, I replied, "I love you too..."
We parted, smiling at each other dreamily. This wouldn't have been the kind of venue where I would have expected a wholesome interaction like this, but I'd found wholesomeness and lustfulness often walked hand in hand this year, and if that meant I was going to kiss my girlfriend in a strip club, well...
We separated, Sarah still smiling at me.
"So, any favorites so far?" she asked. "Someone you might want to take in back together for a more private dance?"
Sarah had always been rather insatiable, and with the look in her eye, I knew that she was looking forward to the two of us sharing a longer dance together, and I'd be lying if I said I hadn't thought of it, too. While we'd had a good time with the two of us to get our own dances, I'd been in enough threesomes (and, surprisingly often, more) with Sarah to know that we'd get even more enjoyment if we shared someone between us.
And as for who I had my eye on... yeah, I had my eye on Tasha Bowman. From her enthusiastic lap dance to her sympathetic ear as I told her the hell her brother had put me through for years, I'd found her a pleasant, thoroughly welcome presence, and so fucking hot that I was still thinking about her. While it was entirely possible that a lot of this could be the act of a dedicated professional, the practiced kayfabe of a truly talented stripper, when our talk got personal, it felt like her façade broke just a little. She practically shook with righteous indignation as I told her about everything that Kyle had done to me, and in its own crazy way, it felt fucking great to be heard by her.
I scanned the club. Tasha was across the room, but looked over to me and flashed a smile, and I gave her a wave to come over here. That smile brightened significantly as she made her way toward us, catching Sarah's attention as well.
Sarah nodded. "Good pick. Just a kink thing, or is she that good at lap dances?"
"I mean, it's probably a bit of a kink thing, but she's also really *that* good," I said.
"Mmm, wonderful," she replied, her eyes brightening as she took in the approaching Tasha.
Looking utterly delighted to come back to us, as soon as she got near, Tasha said, "Hey! You two looking to a shared dance or something?"
Sarah eyed the busty blonde before nodding. "Yeah, I think we'll go in back with you... let's call it a retreat?"
Sarah had explained to me the various dances we could get before we got here, and though I still didn't know the difference between all of them, the sound of a retreat definitely got Tasha's attention as her eyes widened and her smile broadened.
"One retreat, comin' up!" she giggled, holding out her hands to Sarah and me.
Sarah and I each took a hand, letting Tasha lead us in back. Slightly ahead of us as she was while leading us, Sarah and I were both given a great view of Tasha's swaying body and impressive ass, with Sarah shooting me a positively giddy smile.
"I love couples, but we don't get a lot of good ones in here," Tasha explained as she led us. "Usually, you get a lot of guys dragging their dates in here thinkin' it's gonna be hot, but the guy's usually way more into it than the girl is and there's all kinds of tension, and not the good kinda tension, but the kind that tells ya there's gonna be a fight sometime soon and makes me wonder if we gotta call the bouncers in. I hate those kinds of couples, but you two, that ain't you, is it?"
"Oh, no, hardly," Sarah chuckled.
"Yeah, we're both into this," I clarified. "I get off on watching her with other girls."
"And I get off on watching *him* with other girls; it's really convenient, honestly, for how we lead our lives," Sarah explained.
"Ah, cool, so you guys are like, what, swingers or somethin'?" Tasha asked.
Sarah and I exchanged a look before I said, "I really don't have a good word for what exactly we are. We're in a poly relationship right now, though..."
"And a *very* open one at that," Sarah added. "If you'd seen all the girls in our orbit, you'd understand why that's something we're both really into."
"Oh, I get it, *believe* me; not all the girls in the club here are into other girls, but those that are, yeah, I'm into them," Tasha giggled. "I've done half of them here, easily... oh, they know how to treat a pussy..."
Sarah and I exchanged a nod, impressed with the busty stripper in front of us as she led us down a winding hallway, toward a back-room area where there were several small rooms that had been cut off by retractable curtains. Tasha led us into one of them, closing the curtain behind us for some modicum of privacy as we took in the small, clean room with a comfortable-looking couch.
"Grab a seat, I'm just gonna set my stuff down and wait for the next song to begin before starting," Tasha explained, setting her purse down on the room's table. "Get comfortable, feel free to take your cock out, take your panties off, all the fun stuff... we're not technically *supposed* to do anything too interesting in here, but I'd love to see the two of you get it on... that'd be *so* fucking hot."
I raised an eyebrow at the prospect, my heart beating more quickly and my cock feeling like it was ready to burst through my pants. Sarah had a mischievous little gleam in her eye like she knew *exactly* what was going to happen, arching her back so she could reach under her skirt and slip her panties off. Sliding them down her legs, she raised them on one foot, passing them to Tasha, who took them and set them on the table.
"Nice panties," Tasha said.
"Speak for yourself; you're really doing justice to that thong," Sarah replied.
"Oh, thanks," Tasha giggled, turning around and showing off her ass to us once again. "I mean, if you got it, flaunt it, right?"
She emphasized this point with a playful slap of her ass cheek, which sounded intoxicating in these tight quarters.
"Damn right," Sarah replied, smirking at me.
"So, Sarah, I heard a rumor from the other girls working tonight, and I gotta ask... you're Viola's daughter, right?" Tasha asked, turning back to face us with a smile.
"Oh, yeah, that's me," Sarah replied, looking a little embarrassed.
Tasha practically squealed. "That's amazing! Your mom's the best! She practically taught me everything I know about dancing..."
"Yeah, me too," Sarah replied, amused. "Have you hooked up with my mom?"
The light didn't show it well, but I could almost swear that Tasha was blushing.
Sarah laughed. "Don't worry about it. Ryan's hooked up with her a bunch, too; I'm just happy to hear that Mom's getting some from someone."
Tasha goggled at me. "You... and Viola... too?"
I nodded. "Yeah... a few times."
Tasha nodded, impressed. "That's *so* hot."
"Like I said, I'm just happy to know my mom's getting some quality from somewhere," Sarah said, looking Tasha up and down. "And you're so fucking hot..."
"Ah... well, that's great, and, yeah, I mean, you know how it goes: it's after hours, you're grabbing a drink with someone gorgeous, something happens... and then a whole lot more somethings happen, and those somethings are *very* easy when Viola's around," Tasha giggled, still looking rather bashful. "But enough about me. This is a night for the two of you, Spring Break fun and all that... and I think the next song's beginning soon. Get your cock out, Ryan, and we can get started!"
Well, that was the kind of request that I hadn't found much reason to turn down in life in the past, and I wasn't planning on doing it here. I unbuckled and unzipped my pants, pulling my underwear down enough to free my erection. I was charged enough from the lap dances I'd gotten and the promised buffet of beauty before me that I felt even bigger than usual, but that was probably just the excitement getting to me. While Sarah looking down at me with her usual hunger was always nice, the way Tasha looked at my cock in shock was very welcome to me.



"Holy... holy shit, that's *huge*!" she enthused, her jaw dropped. "You... you actually fuck that monster?"
"Oh, yeah, all the time," Sarah replied, sounding very proud of herself.
"Well, congratulations, because... holy fucking wow... wow..." Tasha said, shaking her head as she took off her bikini. "That's amazing."
Slowly, swaying her body in time with the music, Tasha approached us. Completely nude now, her thong and bikini top now long forgotten, she looked like every imagined fantasy of a stripper I might have ever had, so luscious and excited, her breasts full and nipples hard, her pussy shaved bare and looking absolutely delicious. Looking at Sarah and me, she bit her lip into a smile.
With Sarah and me sitting next to each other the way we were, Tasha was given some choices, and decided at first to climb atop Sarah. My girlfriend was surprised by the swiftness of the busty blonde stripper, soon smothered by Tasha's tits as quickly as I had been.
"Come on, Sarah, you can suck my tits... touch me, whatever..." Tasha groaned, grabbing one of Sarah's hands and putting it between her legs. "Touch me while I touch you... I think we'd both like that, yeah..."
Tasha slipped her hand between Sarah's legs, and though it was difficult to see from this angle, I knew Sarah's moans well enough to know that Tasha had a hand between her legs and was touching Sarah. Sarah, for her part, looked like she was absolutely loving life at this moment, sucking Tasha's nipples while the two of them teasingly fingered each other.
"Mmm, yes, that's good... that feels *so* good..." Tasha moaned, arching her back to give Sarah better access to her nipples, before turning to look at me. "I know it doesn't make up for everything my family's done... but I hope you're enjoying seeing me and your girlfriend fuck around... fuck..."
"It's not bad," I said, reaching up and squeezing Tasha's ass.
The blonde stripper moaned, her eyes closing for a moment as a broad smile overtook her face. "Mmm, fucking spank me... I can take it... I want it..."
This wasn't something I needed to be told to do, but the consent and encouragement was always welcome.
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
Tasha bucked against Sarah, moaning and cooing and flashing the most deliciously lustful eyes at me, which I took as all the more reason to keep going.
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
"Ahhh, fuck, that's good..." she cooed, continuing to enjoy being on top of Sarah. "Fuck, fuck, fuck... I know I'm supposed to be making sure you two are having the good time since it's on your dollar and all that, but that's... mmm... I'm feeling so spoiled right now, you wouldn't even believe it."
"Oh, I'd believe it..." I said, my eyes briefly catching Sarah's before she was once again smothered by Tasha's tits. "But, I mean, we *are* having a great fucking time..."
Pushing Tasha away just enough so she could breathe, Sarah said, "Yeah... this is the best... and *fuck* you've got great tits..."
"Aren't they?" Tasha replied, climbing off of Sarah just enough that she could now straddle one of Sarah's legs and one of mine, now perfectly between us. "Why don't you share 'em?"
I shot a glance at Sarah, and she responded with the biggest, cutest damn smile I'd ever seen. Though she might have looked meek and shy, Sarah was one of the best partners in crime I could've ever asked for in life, and having her here to share in Tasha's body... well, it felt just about perfect, honestly.
Sarah and I both leaned in, each of us sucking on one of Tasha's tits while she groaned and writhed against us. I reached under Sarah's skirt and slipped a finger inside of her, while she reached over to me, gripping my cock and stroking it as the two of us groped and feasted on Tasha, losing ourselves to the delicious depravity of the dance.
Tasha alternated between both of us like this for a song or two, straddling either Sarah or me and grinding against us, encouraging us to touch each other while making sure to rub every square inch of her naked perfection on top of me. I was so fucking horny at this point that I couldn't think straight, I needed to fuck someone... *anyone* to let this pressure off. I always wanted Sarah, but in the moment I was certainly feeling a draw toward Tasha. I knew that would be unprofessional, and I didn't want to do anything untoward that might ruin our reputation with the club, *especially* after I'd just found out how much I liked strip clubs, but goddamn did I want to fuck Tasha right now.
Thankfully, our mistress of ceremonies understood this dilemma, standing up and running her hands over her body as she looked down at us excitedly.
"Bet we got you two all kinds of hot, haven't we?" she proposed.
Sarah and I looked at each other, nodding.
"That's one way of putting it," Sarah said.
"Well, if you two can keep nice and quiet... I'd love to see the two of you *fuck*... I wanna see just how possible it is to ride that horsecock," Tasha giggled.
Sarah and I shared another look, but this one was as brief as it was heated. Without a word, she climbed on top of me, straddling my hips and reaching down between us. Looking into Sarah's eyes the whole time, I felt as she reached down to grab my cock, sliding it under her skirt and up against her moist slit.
"Wait, wait, wait a second," Tasha said, pulling Sarah's skirt up over her ass and kneeling down behind her. "I wanna see this!"
Sarah smirked. "I've always loved an audience."
"And I've always loved helping you show off," I said, running my hands down to Sarah's hips and pulling her down onto me.
Sarah moaned as my cock once again filled her pussy, our mutual juices making the transition easy. I looked up into her eyes this entire way, watching as her face was screwed up in ecstasy and getting off on her pleasure. Every time I slipped inside of her felt as thrilling as the first, and I couldn't help but revel in this moment as we surrendered to our lust for each other.
She settled down on my lap entirely, pressing her body against mine and kissing me lustily. I slid my hands up to squeeze Sarah's bare ass, making out with her and shivering as her pussy muscles massaged my cock.
Standing up behind her, Tasha looked suitably impressed. "Alright... yeah, that is very, *very* fucking hot... mmm, you two are so good together..."
"You have no idea," I replied, continuing to squeeze Sarah's ass. "You wanna show her just *how* good we are together?"
"Uh huh..." Sarah replied, kissing me again as she sat up on my lap.
Bracing her knees against the couch, Sarah began to ride me, just as Tasha knelt on the couch beside us. Though it was clear that she was still trying to move her body in time with the music, she seemed to become almost entranced at the sight of us... and in a thorough admission of immodesty, I won't say that I blamed her. Sarah was fucking hot fucked as naturally as she breathed, and I knew everything she loved by this point that I could practically please her without thinking. The two of us were so hot for each other and so experienced having sex with each other that we knew how to put on a good show without even trying.
Tasha seemed to agree, pushing in close to us, her breasts against my side as she reached up to grab Sarah's tits through her dress. Effortlessly, Sarah pulled the top of her dress down with one hand, showing her bare breasts to an appreciative Tasha.
"You got some nice boobs there, Sarah," she said, leaning in and licking one of Sarah's nipples. "*Very* nice... I know a lot of guys go for the biggest boobs they can find, which is great for me and my wallet, but sometimes there's nothing like a smaller, firmer set, and yours, fuck, they're so pretty and nice..."
"Glad you think so," Sarah moaned, slowing her bounces on my cock to better allow Tasha to suckle at her nipples while she rode me.
While Sarah slowed to allow Tasha to suckle on her breasts, I couldn't help but lean in and do the same. Soon, Tasha and I each had a nipple in our mouths, sucking and licking and driving Sarah mad as she slowly rode my cock. Sarah's eyes were closed tightly, her face screwed up in ecstasy as the pleasure overtook her. She reached down between her legs, fingering her clit as we engaged in this uncommon three-way, pushing herself closer and closer until she could handle it no more.
Impaled on my cock and being groped by a hot-bodied stripper and me, Sarah came, hard. Tasha and I held her as she shook and trembled, and I moved my lips to hers to keep her from getting too loud. Sarah and I made out, slowly and deeply as she rode it out, before her eyes once again opened and she looked at me with a beautifully satisfied smile.
"Fuck, Ryan... fuck, I love you," Sarah groaned, kissing me over and over again, holding onto me tightly as she giggled giddily.
"I love you too," I groaned, pumping up into her with a renewed vigor.
"Mmm, fuck, you two are so cute and so hot! I love it, I love watching you two do that..." Tasha interjected, standing up to look down at us.
Shakily regaining her bearings, Sarah said, "Oh, you ain't seen nothing yet, Tasha... fuck... how much longer do we have?"
Looking around as she considered where we were and what was going on, Tasha replied, "'bout a song and a half, give or take?"
Sarah and I exchanged a glance, before she said, "You good to cum soon?"
I thought about this. "If we go hard... then yeah, I can definitely cum."
"Cool," Sarah replied, looking from me to Tasha. "If you think that was a show, then you're gonna want to watch this..."
Kissing me sweetly, Sarah climbed off of my cock, then turned around, straddling me in reverse cowgirl position before sinking down on my cock again. Looking over her shoulder at me, Sarah smirked.
"Let's show her what we can really do..." she said, deliciously cocky.
Now, looking at a woman like Tasha Bowman, you could tell that she was hardly inexperienced when it came to matters of sex, so I wasn't sure that we would be able to show her anything she hadn't seen before... but with the interest that she watched us, standing and swaying in time with the music, running her hands over her body as she watched Sarah and me continue to fuck... well, it seemed like we certainly had a way of keeping her attention, at the very least.
Reaching down between her legs, Tasha fingered herself as Sarah began to ride me. "This... you guys... wow, you're really fucking hot together..."
"Oh, we know it," Sarah moaned, bouncing up and down on my cock with a greater intensity.
"Yeah," I agreed, gripping Sarah by the hips and bracing my feet against the floor so I could fuck up into her harder. "We're kinda good at this..."
"Tell me about it," Tasha said, eyes gleaming as she watched us.
With an intoxicating confidence, Tasha then strolled over toward us, pressing herself against Sarah, sandwiching my girlfriend between us while I kept fucking up into her. Tasha rubbed her tits against Sarah's, the two of them moaning and writhing as they pressed against me. Leaning in, Tasha rather shamelessly kissed Sarah's collarbone, looking down into my eyes as I kept pumping into Sarah.
"I got to see her cum, and that was fucking great," Tasha giggled, looking into my eyes as I fucked Sarah. "But I wanna see you cum now... you're gonna cum inside her soon, ain'tcha?"
"Yeah," I grunted.
Even with all the sex I'd had earlier in the day, I was definitely hitting my limit on our strip club excursion. My cock was swelling inside of Sarah, and I knew that it wouldn't be long before I'd fill her. Even though I knew it would be impossible after our earlier activities, I swore that it felt like this might be the biggest load of the day yet.
"Come on, Ryan, do it..." Sarah moaned.
Kissing Sarah's neck, Tasha said, "Yeah, fill her, I wanna see you fill her..."
"Cum in me..." Sarah groaned.
"Yeah... cum for us..." Tasha moaned, pushing her tits up in Sarah's face.
"Please..." Sarah moaned, her voice muffled by Tasha's amazing tits.
This was it... seeing the two of them like this, entwined so erotically in this insane environment, I couldn't hold back anymore. With a moan, I hugged Sarah tightly to me with one arm while I reached behind to grope Tasha's ass with my free hand. I pumped up into Sarah with every bit of energy that I had left, and then I let go.
I came. I came *hard*. I came so hard I saw stars, the club fading around me as I surrendered my body to the sheer eroticism of the situation, wave after wave of my cum filling Sarah as I held these two insanely gorgeous women to me.
As moments went... well, it was fucking perfect. I kissed Sarah, smiling at her as she returned the smile shakily, before I looked up at Tasha. Still naked, still gorgeous, she smiled down at the two of us sweetly, continuing to shake her tits in front of us.
"So, yeah, that was easily the highlight of my day..." Tasha said.
"I'd say it was pretty great for us too, but I don't wanna talk for Ryan," Sarah chuckled.
"Oh, we're in definite agreement," I said, groping both of them at the same time.
A voice spoke up on the other side of the curtain, deep and authoritative. "Time's up."
"Thanks, Vincent," Tasha said, looking over her shoulder at the curtain that acted as our room's door. "I'll have us out in a sec!"
"See that you do," Vincent replied before moving on.
Tasha looked down at us, grinning. "Sorry, cuties, but duty calls... thanks for making my night, and I'm glad you spent some of your Spring Break with us here tonight!"
Leaning in, she kissed Sarah's neck, then whispered something in her ear that I couldn't hear. By Sarah's giggle, and the way her pussy contracted around my cock, I knew it was something steamy, which only got me more curious.
Then Tasha leaned over to me, whispering huskily in my ear. "You ever come back on your own, find me... after everything you told me and everything I saw tonight, I owe you a very *special* show..."
My cock twitched at the thought of what that might mean, but before I could ask any follow-ups, she stood up and handed Sarah her panties. The moment of absolute debauchery had ended, but the memories of this evening... oh, would they stay with me for some time.
***
It took a moment for Sarah and me to get cleaned up and about as close to collected as we could be, but eventually we stumbled out of the Flashpoint Club, still giddy and cumdrunk after such a wild experience. Still shaky from our experience with Tasha, we slowly strolled toward Sarah's car, occasionally shooting each other the biggest, silliest grins.
I couldn't help but bask in her beauty. Sarah was... well, an unexpected girl. If I'd only just seen her with how she looked at the beginning of the school year, I never would have even imagined she had this side to her, and here we were now, the two of us walking out of a strip club and grinning like idiots. I knew she was always gorgeous, but in the neon light of the club's sign, she looked so beautiful that I couldn't help but feel impossibly lucky.
"So..." I said, chuckling. "That go how you expected?"
Sarah laughed. "Hardly... that was way, *way* better than I would've expected... fuck, if I'd have known that was how we were gonna be spending the night, I wouldn't have fucked you out so much earlier today..."
"No, you wouldn't have," I replied.
"True," she replied. "But I might've thought about it. Briefly."
"Briefly," I repeated, chuckling and pulling her in for a kiss. "Thank you..."
Kissing me back, Sarah answered, "For what?"
"For taking me here tonight? For making Spring Break special? For making me feel like the luckiest fucking guy in the world for having you here in my life? Take your pick?" I proposed, smiling.
She smiled at me, big and excited. "Fuck, that's corny... but I love corny."
"And I love you," I replied, pulling Sarah in for a big, conclusive kiss.
Sure, maybe kissing my girlfriend in the middle of a strip club parking lot wasn't the most romantic thing I could have done, but for everything she had done to make this day utterly magical, I doubt either of us cared in the slightest.
***
(Author's Note 2: For the longest time, writing these stories was something that I did in my spare time for fun, but because of the great support of so many readers, I am nearly able to write these stories full-time. It's been amazing, and I cannot thank you and your enthusiasm enough. As ever, if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series, as it truly keeps me going sometimes. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. For a lot of reasons, it's been hard for the last few years, and in times like that it gets really easy to forget the little things and not take care of yourself, and I humbly ask that you take time out of your day for some self-care when you can. Stay hydrated. Move around every so often. Brush your teeth and floss. Try to get a reasonable amount of sleep as often as possible. And, of course, please take care of your mental health. Address problems rather than bottling them up, and if things seem like too much, just know that there are people and resources out there who would be more than happy to help you, and that many are just a phone call away. It's a rough world out there, but we can't make it a better place if we don't take care of ourselves first. As always, please be kind to yourselves and to everyone else!
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Now, normally when I was on vacation, I liked to sleep in because, well, how often do you get to enjoy this kind of time off? It would normally take some serious plans, or someone seriously hot, to get me out of bed early in the morning when I was in vacation mode, and even that would take some serious prodding, and probably have me extra surly for at least a good chunk of the day.
Nevertheless, I also knew plenty of girls who made the effort *quite* worth it, and 18-year-old Alice Talbot was undoubtedly high on that list.
Alice and her mother had moved in next door to us earlier this year, and to say that the two of us had an interesting, nearly magnetic pull toward each other from the beginning would be an understatement. It was almost as if on an instinctive level that we knew each other to be someone who operated on a similar sexual level that would create some serious sparks if we were ever to get together, and oh was that assessment right. We'd had sex quite a number of times since our encounter, and had become good friends in the process, often riding our bikes to school or around town together, enjoying our time clothed together almost as much as we enjoyed our time together naked as we forged a bond I rather cherished.
Though I genuinely adored Alice for exactly who she was, I couldn't lie that the fact that she was incredibly hot didn't hurt matters, either. A toned, 5'9" with soft, dark skin, Alice was a gorgeous black girl with a loose afro of curls that she wore confidently. Her athletic body was not overly muscled, but more than capable of pushing me to my limits, with a tight ass, long legs, and impeccable C-cup tits that I'd rather come to enjoy watching bounce whenever she rode me. With an adorably pretty face and the cutest, light Australian accent (from the years she grew up there with her parents), pretty much everything about Alice was a turn-on, and I counted myself as fortunate to have her in my circle of friends.
So, yes, for her, I'd set an alarm while I was on vacation so I could go on an adventure to an experience I was skeptical about, because I knew that one way or another, I'd have some fun with Alice, even if that fun was the sex that would come after whatever adventure she had in mind.
Quickly, I set about showering, cursing myself for letting my night at the strip club with Sarah go as late as it did for how punch drunk I was feeling this morning while still savoring the hot water pouring down around me, while also simultaneously shivering from the memories of that unforgettable experience. I didn't linger on this too long, wanting the shower to be as quick as possible, but I still managed to shake off the cobwebs at the corners of my mind that threatened my consciousness.
Shower finished, I quickly dressed in a comfortable pair of jeans and a t-shirt and double-checked my backpack I'd specially loaded for the experience, making sure I had my water bottles, hat and sunscreen. Yeah, I may not have been an outdoorsy kind of guy, but if I was going to be in a situation where I *had* to be outdoors, I was going to be prepared for the occasion.
After all, it wasn't every day you went to your very first Renaissance Faire, even if I wasn't entirely excited by the prospect of going.
Despite knowing plenty of people who had gone, the Ren Faire was one of those geeky rites of passage that I had always found a way of avoiding in the past in my efforts to not look like the nerd of all nerds. It was stupid to avoid it for those reasons alone, I know this with hindsight, but some bad habits can be hard to shake, and worrying about my image being too nerdy was still one of the hardest to shake. Nevertheless, all it took was a little light pleading from Alice, and the promise of some truly depraved sex if I didn't have a good time, and here I was, ready to step off into the unknown.
I'd barely made it to the living room to wait for her when I heard her knocking at the front door. I went over to answer it, opening it and greeted by the glorious sight of Alice Talbot standing before me, and looking perfect for the occasion at that. She was wearing a colorful, if somewhat muted, peasant's dress, flowy and comfortable-looking, and looking all the sexier on her even though it covered most of the goods. The dark green corset she wore with it was tight and hiked up high, which when combined with her already low-cut dress, really made her cleavage look amazing. With a muted, but distinct, lipstick and some dark eye makeup, she quite frankly looked stunning.
My jaw might have dropped at the sight of her, but she could only smirk with amusement when she saw me.
"This is what you were planning on wearing?" she asked, her voice light and lyrical, if playfully critical.
"I mean... yeah?" I answered, looking myself up and down. "I don't have much in the way of costumes, and you said to dress comfortably and for a day out, so I dressed comfortably and for a day out."
"It's alright," Alice replied, smiling with amusement as she stepped inside. "Comfort is the most important part for the amount of walking we're bound to do, but if you want to *look* the part as well as feel it, they should have costume rentals up front... and if you'll indulge me, I would very much like to rent a costume for you."
Closing the door behind her, I asked, "Why, want me to be your knight in shining armor?"
She laughed. "Fuck, no. First, that archetype's overplayed and usually bullshit with most real knights having been well-paid bullies. Second, those costumes are expensive, and third, they're heavier and hotter than hell, and if we're gonna be out in the sun all day, you're not gonna want to wear a mobile oven, will you?"
She made a lot of good points. "Fair enough."
"Yes, I thought I could make some persuasive arguments," Alice replied, grinning. "Besides, I think you'd make a sexy peasant farmer, and I know they have plenty of costumes along those lines for rent."
"I think you'd make a hot... well, anything, really," I replied quickly.
"Perhaps," she said, smirking. "But, let's not get ahead of ourselves. If we get too hot and bothered before we go, we likely *won't* go, and I'd so very much like to go to this one... that, and I've already got a ride en route, and those cancellation fees are a bitch."
"I can imagine," I replied, motioning her toward the couch. "Well, grab some seat... how long before the car gets here?"
Checking her phone as she sat down, Alice said, "Not long... but not long enough for me to get out of all of this and then back to feeling respectable before we have to take our ride."
"Well, shoot," I replied, grinning cheesily and sitting down next to her.
"Oh, relax," she said, looking me up and down and biting her lip. "There's no way this day doesn't end in us having some hot sex, don't you worry your cute little head over it... I just want to get out and have some fun before I do... and in spite of your barely hidden skepticism for the event, I assure you, Ryan, that you will *also* have fun that isn't purely sex-related, believe me... there's a lot of fun to be had at a Ren Faire, and you won't even have to look all that hard."
I guess I could have sounded *less* skeptical about attending the event with her, but this was another of those experiences that I'd avoided for too long during those periods where I tried to deny just how nerdy I was. Those days were well past me, and stupid at that, as I knew how much of a nerd I was and really enjoyed all that it entailed, but I still felt a strange sense of wanting to turn away from such a stereotypically nerdy experience as this... which I guess made it good that I had Alice here with me. Her mere presence dimmed any anxiety or annoyance I had with the mere thought of the experience, and even if I had some strange instinctive doubts, I rationally understood that she was more likely than not correct.
"You promise?" I asked, still sounding skeptical, but now making it clear that I was putting on an act.
Sighing, Alice rolled her eyes at me. "Cross my heart and hope to die... and if everything manages to fall apart somehow, which it won't, because Ren Faires are fucking fantastic places to be, I've got a friend who works a shop at this faire who has a tent set up in back, and she said we could sneak off there and fuck at the faire if we can't restrain ourselves until we get back here."
Well, this certainly got a raised eyebrow from me. "Really?"
"Oh, fuck yeah. There's so much fucking sex at Ren Faires, they *gotta* be ready for it..." she replied, amused. "It's one of those things that's not so much *if* it happens but *when* it happens, and we can make it happen whenever we want... but I'd still love for you to try and take in some of the experience first before we get down to the down and dirty, if that's alright?"
Alice was pleading with me so earnestly that I couldn't help but feel my heart go out to her. I might have been awkward about the prospect of heading to a Ren Faire, but more than that even, I didn't want to disappoint her.
With a theatrical bow, I said, "Anything for you... *m'lady*."
Stifling a giggle, she said, "You don't really have to go with the language if it's not working for you, and on the surface it really isn't... but the effort is appreciated."
"Hey, I'm trying," I replied, laughing.
Leaning in to me, Alice pressed her soft, sweet lips against mine and kissed me. It was one of those kisses that had a way of making everything else seem so very far away, and one that we held onto for quite a while, melting into it and getting more into it with each passing moment. This, of course, got even better when Alice took my hand in hers and placed it on one of her breasts, which certainly had a way of perking up my spirits. We made out for a good few minutes like this before parting, her looking at me positively dreamily.
"And all I ask is that you try," she replied, quickly checking her phone. "Alright, the Uber's taking a little longer to get here than I'd like... if you're so desperate for some action..."
Tantalizingly, Alice began to tease her skirt up her legs, showing more of her delectable, toned legs to me, until she had fully exposed her panty-clad pussy.
"...you can feel free to eat me out as many times as you can before the car gets here... but if you make me squirt, then it's on you to clean yourself up before we hit the road," she explained.
I watched as she hooked two fingers into her panties, pulling them to the side and exposing her dark folds to me. I looked at Alice's shaved cunt, my mouth practically watering, taking in the sheen of moisture that had already gathered on her lips. To further emphasize her point, she slipped a finger inside of herself, twisting around and parting her lips slightly to show off the pink within in a way that turned me on intensely.
Slipping off the couch, I crawled between Alice's legs and grinned up at her. "You sure know how to talk a guy into a Ren Faire."
"Just you wAAAAAAAAAAIT..." she moaned as I placed my mouth onto her pussy lips, swirling my tongue around her clit. "The fun... ohfuck... is just beginning..."
***
As it turned out, I was able to make her cum twice before the Uber arrived, and even managed to get cleaned up so I didn't smell like pussy juice on the 45-minute ride to the distant fairgrounds where the Ren Faire would be taking place.
While eating Alice's pussy certainly fortified me for a good while that morning, between traffic, and the fact that the place where the Ren Faire was taking place looked like something between a quarry and the kind of place where the Army would test experimental munitions, my skepticism for the event was rising. Nevertheless, we got there in time to see the opening ceremonies where many a jester and musician absolutely lost their minds when the "Queen" declared the festivities open and the air filled with bright streamers and confetti and the sounds of flutes and banging drums. The thick crowd that had already gathered lost their minds in kind with the rest of the performers, and I couldn't deny that some of their enthusiasm (but mostly Alice's) was beginning to rub off on me.
The fairgrounds looked a lot better when we were brought inside the Ren Faire proper, which as it turned out was a winding series of colorful shops, tents and stalls selling all sorts of overpriced, but admittedly cool-looking items, from soaps to artisanal snacks, from books to wands and scepters, it seemed like if you were any kind of fantasy fan, you could have one hell of a good time shopping here.
With my wallet significantly lighter after spending last night at a strip club with Sarah, I wasn't really into heavy shopping, but I was enjoying the atmosphere... and, admittedly, the costumes. A lot of women took the opportunity to come here in the skimpiest medieval-looking dresses and other costumes, showing off plenty of leg and cleavage, most of them wearing corsets that only accented their assets further in a way I rather enjoyed goggling at.
At Alice's insistence, the first place we made our way to was the costume rental tent, and after a little picking and choosing, I wound up renting a surprisingly clean-looking peasant farmer costume at her insistence. Consisting of a wide hat (which was great for me, considering how little I wanted to do with the sun), a white, lace-up long-sleeved shirt, and some loose, comfortable lace-up pants, I had to say it felt pretty damn comfortable, and true to Alice's prediction, once I looked at myself in the mirror they had, I couldn't lie: I actually looked pretty damn good.
You know, in a medieval peasant kind of way.
From there, I let Alice lead the way on what we should do next, and despite my lack of expertise in most of the entertainments that were available, Alice made a talented guide showing me the ins and outs of Ren Faire entertainment, and how much fun they could be if you gave them half a chance.
She made a sound move by taking me to the game booths first, as it was hard to deny the appeal of throwing weapons in some distinctly manly, primal kind of way that I didn't get to tap into very often. While I might not have proven all that talented at their knife and ax throwing booths, I did surprisingly well at hurling javelins, actually managing to hit a few of the cartoonish fantasy figures they'd spray painted onto the walls of hay bales at the end of the booth. True, I would've only hit my enemy in the ankle, but since that still would've hurt this imaginary enemy, I was willing to call that an accomplishment for the day.
When I didn't do nearly so well at the "giant slaying" test-your-might game, I did manage to swing the hammer with enough force to send the metal weight most of the way up the plywood giant, managing to scrape his beard before it fell back to earth. Even though I hadn't successfully slayed the beast, the look on Alice's face as she cheered for me made me feel like I'd won the greatest of victories against a truly mighty foe.
The turkey legs we each had right afterward, though, those were also certainly a fine consolation.
Slow after a hearty lunch, we took in a couple shows, watching bawdy abbreviated Shakespeare performances, a juggler/contortionist/firebreather who could also tell her fair share of impressive dirty jokes, and a quick, improvised stage game of DnD reliant on a whole lot of heavy audience participation, which was made all the more fun after Alice prodded me to volunteer as one of the monsters. When it was my turn to be slain by the intrepid heroes who won the day, I made a show of it that had everyone laughing for me, rather than *at* me, and I gotta say... it felt good.
I don't know what I had expected of the Ren Faire before all this, but it was far from the reality. Fried food, throwing weapons, decent comedy and a whole *lot* of scantily clad maidens and wenches wandering about?
Yeah, okay, I was officially a convert to the Ren Faire today, and I owed all of that to Alice Talbot. Her immense patience with me and curated way of showing me the sights in a way that would only draw me in further and further to the world of adventure and medieval aesthetics... it certainly worked for me. Every time I'd look at her, her smile only seemed brighter and more optimistic, that sparkle of life and lust radiating and infecting me in a way that made me forget how hot it was and how tired I was, since it couldn't be all that bad if I was here with such a lovely person.
It was as the afternoon wore on that I finally put voice to this. It was getting damn hot out here by that point, the two of us munching on shaved ice, the two of us trading the occasional bite of her pineapple, and my watermelon-strawberry cone.
"Okay... I've been thinking long and hard about when the right time to say this would be, but you were right," I said.
"Right about what, precisely?" Alice said, fluttering her eyelashes at me tauntingly. "You know us fair maidens, we do love to hear it when a man admits he's wrong, if just for the infrequency of it all."
I chuckled. "Oh, I think I know better than most that you're hardly a maiden... but that doesn't make you any less right. The Ren Faire kinda kicks ass."
"Yeah, I was getting that hit off of you," she replied, smiling at me prettily. "Maybe it was your sudden surge of enthusiasm once you got your first target, or the way that you've been leering at every comely wench to cross your path, but it seems that I have truly won you over to one of the few geeky bastions that hadn't adequately assimilated you."
"You're right... and I *can* admit I'm wrong... I do it all the time, actually. Sometimes *too* often, I'm told," I added quickly.
"Oh, I know that," Alice replied quickly, lightly brushing my arm with her hand. "You're rather definitively one of the good ones... I believe I was simply so caught up in revelry that I couldn't hold myself back from engaging in some antiquated humor."
Waving an arm around demonstratively, I replied, "Well, you couldn't have picked a better place for it."
"Couldn't I?" she agreed, laughing lightly. "But in all seriousness, I do appreciate that about you... and that you are having a really good time. I don't get to do something like this nearly as often as I'd like, and it's best attended with friends, and since you're basically the best friend I've made since moving here... I just wanted to say thanks."



I looked at her, so pleased and hopeful, and I couldn't help myself. I leaned in, quickly claiming her lips with my own. I may not have been "together" with Alice like I was with Josie, Brooke and Sarah, but there were times where I had certainly fantasized about it. Alice was kind, fun, smart and utterly gorgeous, and when we were together, there was a spark that managed to bring out my best side in a way that I lived for.
Our lips parted just as quickly as they met, but I couldn't help but look at Alice with my own little goofy smile as I took in the beauty beside me.
Licking my lips, I said, "You taste like pineapple."
Smirking back, Alice replied, "And you taste like that ungodly sweet combination of artificial strawberry and watermelon... which you somehow make work on charm and cuteness alone."
I bowed to her dramatically. "I live to please."
"Another of my favorite things about you," she said with a light laugh as I stood back up. "Do you want to know how I really knew you were having a good time?"
"Was it the smile that I couldn't remove from my face?" I asked, grinning at her playfully. "Because I'd think that was a pretty dead giveaway that I was having a great time."
Without breaking her own smile, Alice continued, "I made it clear early on that if you ever got bored or wanted to cut and run, we could be off somewhere nearby having sex, and you haven't asked me about that once. *That* is how I know you're having a good time, Ryan..."
Huh, I guess she was right about that. "It doesn't mean I don't want to fuck you."
"Nor I you," she replied, still with that playful little smirk on her lips. "I just found it impressive, especially after how ravenous you seemed this morning."
"Well, for you, I'm kind of *always* ravenous, so it's not like that's much of a change of pace," I admitted.
"Oh, I know, and that's all the more impressive, if I'm being honest," Alice explained, biting her lip. "Because I was thinking... if you *wanted* to go have sex soon, we could make our way over to the fortunetelling tents, I could talk to my friend, and we could... you know..." Alice trailed off, practically purring at this point.
I'd seen enough girls with that "I want to fuck *now*" look in their eye to know that that wasn't something you fucked around with, and that if they were ready and excited, you'd be a damn fool not to drop everything and give it to them right now. With that look that Alice was giving me right now, I knew that we were well past the point of dropping everything and that if I wasn't balls deep in her soon, there would be trouble, and this was the kind of trouble I had no intention of courting today.
Wrapping an arm around her waist as we walked side by side, I said, "Then perhaps we should get our fortunes re-"
"Oy! Tall, skinny 'n pale! What makes you think you've earned the right to put your arm 'round the comely lass like that?"
I turned, ready to tell off whatever jackass was questioning me, before I realized we had just passed by the "Dunk the Fool" game. A gangly, college-aged guy dressed in a surprisingly dry-looking jester's costume sat on the platform above a dunk tank, eyeing us with amusement. We'd walked past this game a few times already today, seeing new fools every so often calling out and harassing passersby to talk them into paying money for the chance to dunk them. This fool was new, but I realized it wasn't a game that we hadn't had a chance at yet, and though my throwing game wasn't great today, I was always up to challenge those who thought I didn't deserve to be with any of the ladies I was with. As we considered the game, Alice and I both took a look at him, then each other, before sharing a laugh.
"Do you wanna answer him, or should I?" she proposed.
"I can handle this," I replied with a confidence that surprised even me, strolling on over to the fool and raising my voice. "Well, considering what little regard I hold for the word of a fool, you hardly make a convincing argument for why I shouldn't be with her."
The fool looked unfazed, shooting me a cocky little grin as he continued taunting in his faux-British accent, "Maybe you don't trust me words, but I completely trust me eyes, and I know that I see one of the finest pieces of ass I've seen in all the Faire, and you just don't match up with her with the kinda familiarity you're showin' her, if you catch my meaning! Oy, love, if you wanna ditch *this* fool for one of a much higher status, you know where to find me!"
He made exaggerated motions of humping the air and sticking his tongue out at us, which got both Alice and me to laugh.
"Oh, I'm quite satisfied with what my companion can offer me, believe me!" Alice shot back at him, leaning down to show off her cleavage. "And look long and hard, as this is as close as you're gonna get to me."
The fool laughed, openly leering at her. "My stare ain't the only thing here that's long and hard here, love, you better believe that!"
I looked at Alice again, nodding. "He's a pretty good salesman, actually."
"Agreed," Alice replied. "I know *I* want to dunk him."
"Me too," I added, walking alongside her as the two of us went up to the ticket booth.
We wound up dropping ten dollars for a small bucket of baseballs (truly authentic to the period, I'm sure) as the two of us stepped up to the counter facing the target. The target looked smaller, and further away, than I'd have guessed at a glance, and seemed smaller and further away the moment I picked up a baseball and readied to throw.
My first throw made it to the back wall, but missed the target by a mile.
The fool laughed. "All power and no precision? Again, I ask, this the guy you're lookin' for, love? I at least know where the target is!"
Licking her lips, Alice taunted him, "Oh, he knows *exactly* where the target is. He found it a couple times quite ably this morning."
This seemed to surprise the fool, who looked like he was almost ready to fall off the platform unprovoked, before he straightened up and brought out the cocky grin again.
"A kind lie, but that don't make it any less of a lie!" the fool laughed.
I threw another ball, this one getting closer to the target, but still missing.
"I hope yer better at tossin' salads than you are balls, skinny little man!" the fool taunted.
"Oh, he *is*... *much* better," Alice purred, taunting the fool further.
Again, he looked surprised at how blunt Alice was, but quickly he recovered. While Alice's words were, admittedly, getting rather distracting, I couldn't deny that they had an effect of bolstering my resolve, just as his words against me empowered me.
I was going to dunk this fool, and the more shit he talked about me, the more likely it became. This I knew, even if I had nothing scientific to base it on.
My next three balls were no more accurate than the first two, even if I managed to get closer to the tiny target each time, I thought. Alice's aim was more consistently close than mine was, but despite actually getting some glancing blows on the target, none of them had enough force to send the fool into the water. Although it was certainly fun to banter back and forth with this true jackass of a fool, by the time we were down to only two balls, I was beginning to accept that this fool was likely to stay dry, at least as long as I was throwing.
And then he just had to go and say it.
"You talk a big game, skinny man, and yer lady's good for backing you up, this much is true," the fool teased, rocking back and forth in his little cage and shaking the bars on either side of him. "But what yer showin' me 'ere ain't a man who's ever gotten any, and if you keep goin' like that and failin' your way through all this, you ain't never gonna get any in yer long, bleedin' life!"
I knew that the fool was going to pick apart whatever he could think of, but the way he said that... well, it hit a little too close to home, sounding like any number of bullies who had come after me over the years who made fun of me for being a dateless geek. I could see Kyle Bowman most clearly, my biggest bully, my longest-term tormenter... I saw him there in the fool's place, sitting on that platform above the dunk tank and smiling and laughing, all of his cruelties swirling around and taking on a life of their own. Rather than making me feel small, as Kyle's taunts had in the past, they empowered me here. I remembered fighting back, and taking my revenge upon him at Homecoming, how my friends and I had gotten him deservedly expelled and humiliated *him* in front of the school.
I remembered all of this, and I gripped the baseball in my hand, reaching back and hurling it forward with a force I never would have expected I had in me. While every other ball I'd sent flying had only just missed the target, this one hit it dead center, and with force, dunking the fool into the tank beneath him with a dramatic splash.
I was, admittedly, lost in the revelry of this moment, cheering and making all sorts of undignified noises, but the way Alice was cheering and hugging me and kissing my cheek, I didn't care how stupid I might've looked. I'd dunked the fool, and I felt like a fucking champion.
Though he was completely submerged for a moment, the fool soon stood up, taking off his hat and wringing it out.
"Good throw, kid," he said to me with a dramatic bow and a joyful smile as he dropped the accent entirely. "You've shown me the error of my ways... so while I sit here and await more brave warriors like you to properly soak me, I send you on with my fondest wishes, and hope that you and your fine lady enjoy each other's company in whatever ways you see fit."
I gave him a partial bow back, grinning, "We intend to."
Swift, strong hands were grasping at my wrist, and Alice was soon dragging me off back into the Faire.
Once we were away from the booth, she wrapped her arms around me and pulled me in close, kissing me deeply. I kissed her back hungrily, enjoying the feel of her body against mine as the two of us gave into our passions. Of course, it wasn't the way either of us *wanted* to give in to these passions, but it felt fucking great in the moment, and that was all that mattered to us here, really.
Breaking that kiss, I said, "So, on a scale of one to ten... how hot was what I just did there?"
Laughing, she replied, "Oh, ten, easily."
"That hot, huh?" I asked.
"Maybe hotter," Alice replied, kissing me again. "I can't really rank moments right now, but I know what I *can* do..."
Raising an eyebrow, I asked, "Oh, yeah?"
"Uh huh..." she said, lowering her voice as she leaned in to whisper in my ear. "I can drag you over to the fortune telling booths, find my friend, borrow her tent, and then we can *fuck*..."
Alice took a step back, smiling at me prettily and leaning over just enough so that I could get an excellent view of her cleavage. The way she looked to me right now, there were a great and many terrible things I would do to get her undressed...
"You've always had a way with ideas, you know?" I said, taking Alice's hand in mind.
Squeezing my hand back, Alice eagerly led me further into the faire. "It's a gift, what can I say?"
***
I had no idea how Alice could so quickly make so many friends in so many places after having moved to California so recently, but being hot and charismatic as hell probably had something to do with it. As if she knew this place as well as she knew the back of her hand, she took me over to the row of fortune teller's booths, to a young woman who billed herself as Madame Serafina. Her booth was a dark, heavily shrouded tent with large paintings of tarot cards and a distinct smell of incense, no doubt where she would give all sorts of insightful, if probably overpriced, readings for those who were interested. Though she carried herself with an air of power and mystery when we walked up, the moment she saw Alice, she dropped any sense of mystery and spoke with a light New Jersey accent.
"Oh, hey, Alice," she laughed, looking us over. "You come to make good on that offer I made ya? Can't blame ya, you got a cute one with ya..."
"Thank you, Madame Serafina," Alice said, offering a light curtsy to the fortune teller. "And yes, if we could make use of the tent you'd offered... we'd greatly appreciate it. We won't take much of your time, I promise."
"I won't promise that," I replied, reaching down to grab Alice's ass.
She giggled at my enthusiasm, and I couldn't help but join her. Madame Serafina looked on us curiously for a moment, before nodding.
"Look, take as long as you want, I just ask that you keep it down while I'm doing business, alright? Nothing quite ruins the mystique of a seer looking past the veil of the mundane and into the magical quite like orgasmic screams. Keep it down in there, and you can do whatever you want, ya feel me?" the fortune teller asked, looking us over with a playful little smirk.
"We most *certainly* feel you," Alice said.
"Good," Madame Serafina replied, reaching back to the flap of her fortune-telling tent to let in more light from outside. "Then you two kids have fun... just, ya know, *low volume* fun."
Taking my hand in hers, Alice led me out the back of the fortune telling tent, to the far more conventional camping tent hidden behind it. It seemed like a lot of the vendors here kept their own supply cases and similar tents hidden behind their booths for personal use, which certainly made sense. Kept out of view from the public as we were, we could certainly have a lot of fun... and I doubted we were the only ones. Looking around at the other tents, I swore I could see some of them shaking, could hear some low moans here and there.
Alice was right, there really *was* a lot of fucking at Ren Faires. I guess we were just helping keep the tradition alive, then.
The tent behind Madame Serafina's was not as fancy as the one where she conducted business, more an off the shelf camping tent probably made to hold three people at most, but on the inside it was comfortable enough. She had a nice air mattress with sheets and a blanket on the inside, while various interesting-looking divinatory trinkets hung from the ceiling of the tent, reflecting odd bits of light and adding some interesting vibes. Combined with the smell of incense from the multiple boxes she had stored inside the tent, and though it may have felt a little cramped in here, it certainly felt like the kind of place where Alice and I could get up to some delightful trouble.
"Mmm, fuck... I can finally get this off..." Alice groaned, unclasping enough of the catches on her corset enough to pop it off and set it aside. "Ah, fuck, I feel free again."
Zipping the tent flap up behind us, I looked at her and grinned. "Well, you still look fucking hot."
"Oh, I'm always hot..." she teased, knowing I understood this truth better than many. "But how about now?"
Reaching up, she pulled the top of her dress down beneath her breasts, baring them to me completely. My mouth watered at the reveal of her dark skin, her full, C-cup breasts standing high and firm with hard, peaked nipples that looked the very definition of exciting. Alice had always been something of an exhibitionist, and she reveled in having my attention as she squeezed her nipples and massaged her tits while I watched. Then, she pulled her skirt up around her waist, hooking her thumbs into her panties and pulling them down over her impressive ass, dropping them to the ground and stepping out of them, before dropping her skirt down once more, smiling at me confidently.
Yeah... yeah, this was a great fucking look on her, I wouldn't deny.
Grinning, I tossed my hat aside, then made to remove my shirt.
"No," Alice replied, grinning. "Let's keep the costumes on... well, at least some of them..."
She darted her eyes downward, looking at my pants, and I caught her meaning. I caught all of her meaning; we were at an event where we were dressing up and effectively playing characters, and if we couldn't have some naughty fun like this, well, that just made things more exciting, didn't it? True, if I got any stains on it, I probably would wind up having to pay Alice some extra for this rental, but I had my doubts that I was the first person to dirty one of these costumes like this...
Actually, come to think of it, that was probably one of those things that I was better off not thinking about, so let's just move on.
Setting my backpack down with the hat, I quickly undid the ties on my pants and pulled them and my underwear down around my pants, freeing my thick, ten-inch-long cock for Alice's enjoyment. Her eyes practically sparkled at the sight of it as she moistened her lips instinctively.
"My, my, my, no matter *how* many times I see this cock, I'll always love the next time I see it every bit as much as the first," Alice said, grinning as she dropped to her knees in front of me.
"And no matter how many times I see you down there like that, tits out and ready to swallow every fucking inch of me... I'll always look forward to the next time I can see it," I said, twitching my cock in front of her face.
"Oh, don't I know it," she replied, reaching up to grab the base of my cock with one hand while teasing my balls with her other. "It's a great thing about our arrangement, really... neither of us can wait for the next time we get to have sex, so whenever we next get together, we're always ready to lose our fucking minds on each other... and after that *exquisite* cunnilingus you gave me this morning, well, let's just say I'm more than ready to return the favor..."
Alice leaned in, sticking her tongue out and lightly running it along the underside of my cock. "After all, you know how much of a showoff I am..."
I knew quite a bit about the lovely Alice Talbot and her desire to show off, and as I looked down at the gorgeous black woman kneeling before me, I knew that I fucking loved everything about her and what she brought out of me. That she looked at me so hungrily, wanting me every bit as much as I wanted her, making me feel like I brought out a side of her that she brought out in me as our mutual lusts combined to make something beautiful... well, that brought out feelings that couldn't help but warm my heart.
Her mouth quickly wrapping around my cockhead, on the other hand, warmed some other things up pretty fast.
Alice looked me in the eye as she sucked on my cockhead, humming jauntily and swirling her tongue around the tip as she pleasured me. I hissed with pleasure as she did this, fondly caressing the side of her face with my hand as she worshipped my cockhead. I was tempted, of course, to fuck her face as I had done many a time before in similar positions, but I was enjoying the sensations too much to want to rush it now. Alice had treated me to an exceptional day so far, and I meant to repay her however I could. I wanted her to take this at her pace, see what she wanted to do so we could both get the most out of this Spring Break adventure.
She kept like that for a moment longer, continuing to lick and suck my cockhead, looking up at me as I looked down at her, the two of us sharing this intimate moment in the tent.
"Feels so fucking good," I said, craning my neck to try to stay as close as I could to standing in the cramped tent. "Fuck..."
"You alright there?" Alice asked, taking her mouth off of my cockhead.
"Oh, I'm fine..." I replied, needy and pushing my cockhead back toward her mouth.
Smiling, she kissed it, then said, "It's a bit cramped in here, isn't it? Not terribly comfortable for either of us to really stand up in..."
"I can manage... if you just, you know, keep sucking me... doesn't matter how small the tent is, so long as you keep sucking me, I'll feel like I can fucking fly," I replied, grinning.



"And while I certainly appreciate that sentiment," Alice replied, looking me up and down hungrily. "I'd also rather you were comfortable while we were fooling around. Come on, get down on the air mattress, I'm sure we can have even more fun there."
I mean... it wasn't that she *didn't* have a point, as both of us tended to do our best work when we had access to some variety of horizontal surface. While I didn't ditch my shirt, I did step out of my shoes and pants, crawling onto the air mattress naked from the waist down, while Alice happily crawled between my legs, pushing them apart as she eyed me hungrily.
"See?" she asked, leaning in to tease my balls with her tongue. "Isn't this *much* better than standing?"
I'd have gone into some detail about how right she was, but when she suddenly wrapped her mouth around one of my balls and began to suck, I think I pretty much forgot what language was for a moment. She alternated between my balls for a moment, licking and suckling and doing everything she could to drive me insane (and thoroughly succeeding), before she trailed her tongue upward toward my cockhead, a cheeky grin and a look of thoroughly well-earned arrogance on her face as she eyed me teasingly.
Of course, there was nothing teasing about the way she practically swallowed my cock after this point, taking every inch down her throat in one confident inhale. Alice had always been good at this, and the more we fucked around, the better she got, doing this now with an effortlessness that put me, as ever, in awe of the beautiful girl between my legs. Her mouth felt utterly magical against my cock, hot and wet and eager as she batted her tongue against the underside of my shaft, before she pulled back to the top, then dropped down again.
"Holy fuck... motherfucker, that's some good cocksucking..." I groaned, running a hand through her hair.
Alice pulled up to the tip of my cock just long enough to get a nice little laugh in there, before dropping down to suck me down to the root again. She bounced up and down on my cock like this for a good while, taking only the briefest moments to breathe and rub my cock against the side of her face before coming back in for more. Gripping the back of her head gently, I guided her to the best of my ability, trying to fuck her face while she had complete and utter control over me in a way I couldn't hope to match. Eventually, I gave this up, simply content to be along for the ride, yet still wanting more. Just *what* I wanted was hard to define at first, especially when I was rather paralyzed with pleasure from such an exquisite blowjob, but I was able to pull enough thoughts together to utter a suggestion I thought would pique Alice's interest.
"69?" I suggested, dropping my head back against the pillows piled at the end of the mattress. "I really love this... but I think I'd love it more if we were 69ing..."
Pulling her mouth from my cock with a playful little grin, Alice replied, "Has anyone ever accused you of being perfect, Ryan?"
"I mean... they'd be wrong," I laughed. "But I've been accused by more than one girl of that exact crime. Possibly you, more than once, in a fit of passion, the sort of thing that comes and goes in the heat of the moment..."
"Yes, that does sound like something I might accuse you of being," she said thoughtfully, climbing over me and turning around so she could better straddle my head.
I bunched Alice's skirt up around her waist, getting another close-up look at her perfect little pussy. While I'd already eaten her out more than once today, I once again looked upon her dripping sex as if I were seeing it for the first time, in utter awe and with a burning desire to claim it for myself. She looked so good, smelled so good, and I knew she tasted so utterly perfect, that I'd be a fool not to dive in here and now and take what I wanted.
Alice must have been thinking something similar, since before I could dive in, she'd already inhaled my cock to the root once again. I let out a moan of surprise, and pleasure, before gripping her exquisite ass and pulling her down onto my face. I knew Alice's pussy as well as I knew the back of my hand, but that didn't mean I was going to rush this, not even with my cock down her throat and having already made her cum more than once today. No, even as she tried to suck me dry, I was patient with her, licking and suckling at her clit and teasing her entrance with my fingers in a way that I knew would drive her crazy. It only took one long, slow suck on her clit to have her pressing into my face, rocking her hips and moaning as we fucked each other with our mouths.
We clung to each other tightly, licking and sucking, moaning and trying to please the other so much it became a challenge in its own way to cut loose and give in to our own pleasures, but all in all that was hardly a complaint. I'd always loved the intimacy that came with a good 69, and getting into one with a girl as singularly beautiful and sexual as Alice Talbot... well, that was just icing on the cake at this point. Alice had always been one of my more passionate lovers, enjoying it long and slow just as much as she enjoyed it quick and hard, putting her in one of those places where the two of us just fundamentally "got" each other whenever we were in bed. There were few questions, few problems, as we always knew that we would be up for whatever the other had to give, leaving the two of us just a perfectly matched set whenever we unleashed our passions on one another.
Wanting to push Alice over the edge, I slipped one of my fingers deep into her pussy, loving the way her muscles clutched and massaged my digit, practically drawing me further inside of her as I sought to please her. Letting out a deep moan around my cock, Alice countered this move of mine by cradling my balls, using her delicate and seriously talented fingers to massage them lightly, furthering my pleasure as I tried to focus on getting her off again.
Well, if she wanted to escalate matters, I could always find some way of one-upping her. I pulled my finger from her pussy, replacing it with one from my other hand, while I used my finger, now lubed-up with her pussy juices, to tease against her asshole. This only made Alice groan more deeply, bouncing up and down on my cock more energetically, making my balls boil but not pushing me as close to that edge as I was clearly pushing her.
Smirking, before I went back to suckling her clit, I pushed my moistened finger inside of Alice's asshole, fucking it in and out of her in time with the finger I had in her pussy.
Alice couldn't put up much of a defense after this, not when I was double-penetrating her with my fingers and had my mouth on her clit, giving her every last bit of oral trickery I'd learned over the course of senior year. She tensed up quickly, grinding against my face, trying to shift the pace so that she might be able to hold out longer against my oral efforts, but it was a losing game. I had pushed her to that edge, and now I meant to push her over it, and in this position, that was simple.
She pulled her mouth off of my cock to better breathe, but managed to keep relatively quiet as she came. Her body bucked and shuddered against me, and she let out a strangled, gasping moan, but managed to throw a hand over her mouth before she could get too vocal. It must have been a particularly great effort, considering how loud Alice liked to get when she was showing off, but she managed to silence herself well, even if I might have been a *little* bad during her orgasm. Knowing that she was trying to be quiet, and that she was cumming rather hard, I suckled extra hard on her clit as the orgasm rolled through her, pumping my fingers into her holes more swiftly. For my troubles, this got the orgasm to roll through her for longer, even if it also meant she was soon gushing on my face.
As Alice collapsed against me, I lapped up her juices and continued teasing at her sex, slowing now that she had fully cum. I knew that I was probably in trouble for what I did right at the end there, but that was the kind of trouble I knew I could live with, since now that I'd made her cum, she'd climb on top of me and ride my cock, showing me how fucking good at this she was.
Except... that didn't happen. Alice stayed where she was for a moment, catching her breath as she idly stroked my cock with one hand, almost as if on autopilot. She didn't say anything, but I knew the gears were turning in her mind as she came up with a plan of her own.
Licking her clit one last teasing time, I asked, "Alice... you alright?"
Her voice low and husky and sounding thoroughly determined, Alice replied, "I'm fucking *great*."
With a low little snarl, she inhaled my cock again, trying to get it all down her throat in one bob and mostly making it, before she began to fuck my cock with her mouth at a furious pace. I had unleashed the beast within Alice, the one that lived for sex and nothing else, and I was going to reap the rewards of it... assuming I could survive her, that is. Every so often she would stop this fucking and rest with just my cockhead in her mouth, humming and swirling her tongue over it, occasionally teasing the slit as she coaxed forth more of my precum, before she would drop back down to straight up fucking me with her face. It was an intense, insane pace to keep up, but of course Alice could keep it up; when it came to sex, I doubted there was anything Alice *couldn't* do when she put her mind to it.
I wasn't ready for this, even though I should've been. I knew Alice well, I knew what she could do, and yet here I was, taken off guard by her patience. She was as turned on as I'd ever seen her, and rather than climbing on my cock as she normally would, she insisted on sucking me off. She was going to suck me until I filled her mouth with cum, and there was truly nothing I could do about it. If I'd been a little less blind from the pleasure of it all, I'd have been impressed.
Instead, all I could do was lay back and moan, fucking up into her mouth as she deepthroated me, giving me everything she had in what I couldn't deny was a truly staggering blowjob. I reached down with one hand, stroking the back of Alice's head, pushing her up and down as I fucked back against her, while knowing that in spite of whatever efforts I made, this was really her show. I could feel my balls flexing, my cock thickening as the pleasure began to overwhelm me, knowing that I was fit to burst at any moment.
"It's... it's gonna happen... soon..." I warned her.
Alice only took this as encouragement to pick up the pace, bouncing her head up and down on my cock more enthusiastically, tightening her lips around me and sucking more firmly, making sure that I had no chance of holding back when she wanted me to cum so badly.
I really didn't stand a chance against her... not that I wanted to. Surrendering to her, I gave her a few last, forceful thrusts before I let my orgasm overtake me. Pleasure shot through my body as my balls tightened, shooting what felt like a positively massive amount of cum down her hungry throat. Alice moaned around my cock, slurping and gulping and trying to get down every last drop of cum that I was giving her.
Now, I'd been with a lot of experienced girls who could call themselves true cocksucking queens, and even they had trouble getting down every drop of what I could often produce, their mouths often becoming leaky, cummy messes by the time they were done trying to get every drop down. As Alice sucked me, her throat working in time with my spurts and thrusts, it seemed like she might actually have beaten that problem, as I didn't feel the faintest bit of cum escaping her mouth.
Out of breath and swimming in euphoria, I collapsed into the air mattress, savoring that beautiful feeling of afterglow while Alice continued to milk the last few drops out of me. In a pleasant state of delirium, I kissed her inner thighs, lightly licking and teasing her pussy, without meaning to take this too far right away.
Finally, she withdrew her mouth from me, planting one last kiss on my cockhead before climbing off of me. Alice made a most likely over-dramatic swallowing sound, before crawling toward my discarded backpack and pulling out a bottle of water. Uncapping it, she took a long swig, swishing it around her mouth for a while to clean up as best she could, before swallowing that down and looking rather proud of herself at me.
"Well, I don't know about you," she said, plopping down on the mattress next to me. "But *I* certainly had fun there..."
Playfully, she kissed me, and I couldn't help but wrap an arm around her and kiss her back.
"I think you know how much fun I had," I responded fondly, stroking her cheek.
"Oh, of course I did... by volume I'd say you had a *lot* of fun, but I still like to open up conversation about how much fun was had rather than just taking it on how much bodily fluids were spilled," Alice chuckled.
"I getcha," I replied, playfully reaching down to squeeze her ass. "And, yeah, that was a *lot* of fun. I'm not sure if the costumes made it better or not, but I can say you look hot as hell in yours."
"And you're wearing the hell out of that shirt," she said, kissing me again sweetly. "Though if you want to take it off, you can... I'm gonna keep my costume on, but I get that it might be a little weird just going full Pooh bear there, wearing a shirt and no pants."
Grateful, I sat up and replied, "Thanks."
I pulled the costume shirt over my head, fully aware that Alice was watching me and not minding it for one second. I'd been in pretty decent shape for months now, but I was still surprised when these girls looked at me with a similar awe that I looked at them. One of these days I would probably be used to the feeling, but for now... well, even if it felt a little weird, I'd still enjoy their stares as much as I could.
Lying down next to Alice again, I sighed pleasantly. "Yeah, I think I prefer being naked when I'm with you."
"Good to know... I'd take a note of it, but I think I already knew that... that, and I'm still riding high on cum. Not sure if it's yours or mine that's doing it more for me, but fuck it, it feels good, so I don't think that matters, either. I'm cumdrunk, and I'm loving being cumdrunk," she said, stretching out luxuriantly next to me.
Seeing how good her tits looked when she stretched out like this, I couldn't help myself. I leaned in, latching my lips around the first nipple I could find, sucking and nibbling and teasing her with my tongue. Alice let out a surprised little yelp that I'd done this while she was stretching, but she recovered quickly, moaning and running her hands through my hair as I looked up into her eyes.
"Mmm, fuck... you've always had a talented mouth... I just forget sometimes that those skills aren't just isolated to all of my holes," Alice laughed, moaning and arching her back to press more of her breast into my mouth.
I gladly followed her lead on this matter, suckling more insistently as I sought to please my guide into the wide, wonderful world of the Renaissance Faire. In spite of my best efforts and preconceptions of this event, I had had a wonderful time today, and not just because one of the steps in the day happened to involve having all sorts of sex with Alice Talbot. I realized how much I enjoyed the environment she had taken me into, allowing me to let a different part of my geek flag fly, and even if I may not have spoken the language, I certainly felt welcome in this bizarre little world of fantasy and adventure.
If that didn't earn her a little extra pleasure, I didn't know what did.
So, I sucked on her nipples, and I groped her and squeezed her and held her close, feasting possessively on Alice with an intensity that had her once again clapping a hand over her mouth in an effort to stifle her cries of pleasure. This, naturally, only increased my efforts to pleasure her, wanting to drive her wild, make her get loud enough that she would have trouble holding back. It was riskier than I often liked this, but there was something about the day and the shaking of those adjacent tents, knowing that this was a sexually charged environment where others were getting it on not long away, that made me say to hell with the risks and dive in.
I wouldn't make Alice actually scream, of course, I didn't want to get her in trouble with her friend who was being *very* generous with us, but the fantasy was enough to drive me, and given that needy look in her eyes, it was one I knew was doing something for her as well.
Dropping her hand from her mouth, Alice breathily said, "Come on and fuck me, Ryan... I need your cock."
This was enough to get me to let her nipple fall from my mouth and smile. "That a fact?"
Her eyes blazed with need. "Yes, it is, and if you keep teasing me like that, I'll be the one fucking you..."
I couldn't say this was the kind of threat that sounded bad to me, but since I wanted to fuck her as well, I couldn't say it *wasn't* effective, either. As Alice bunched her skirt up around her waist, exposing her pussy to me once again, I climbed on top of her, running my cockhead over her lips. She was still, thankfully, quite wet and ready for me, while my cock had certainly regained its strength in the wake of that amazing blowjob. With precum flowing freely, I continued rubbing over her entrance, spreading our mutual juices around and making sure that the two of us were nice and ready for penetration. Alice spread her legs for me, moaning and rocking her hips against me with a growing need.
I kissed Alice, softly and sweetly as I applied more pressure with my cock, rocking back and forth against her in time with her own gyrations. We had danced this exact dance countless times before, and I never loved it any less, as I could feel her opening up for me a little at a time, her folds welcoming my cockhead more and more with each thrust.
With one final, deeper kiss and a firm push, I felt my cockhead slip inside of her hot, wet depths, her pussy gripping me as firmly today as it did the first time we'd had sex months before. Alice and I both let out our own soft moans, both of us holding back to avoid being overheard. It was a strange sensation for two people who really loved to get into it as much as we did, but there was something in our mutual efforts to stay silent that added an extra hotness to this encounter, that whole thrill of being caught thing that we both got a secret little thrill from. For an exhibitionist like Alice, none of this was new, but for a guy like me who'd enjoyed his fair share of discreet encounters over the year, it was a significantly less familiar thrill...
But *damn* was it hot.
"Mmm... fuck... you feel so good..." I groaned softly, kissing her.
"And you still feel so fucking big..." Alice chuckled, wrapping her ankles behind my ass and pulling me in more intently. "Jesus, have you gotten bigger since the last time we've done this?"
I laughed with her, sliding more into her. "I can't say for sure, I mean, it's not like I measure myself every day or something..."
She closed her eyes, dropping her head against a pillow. "Really? I thought every guy did that *constantly*?"
Since I could tell she was kidding, I was happy to return it in kind. "And do girls measure their busts every day?"
"Point taken," Alice moaned, urging me to fuck her even deeper with her legs locked behind me. "Well, maybe you're bigger, maybe you're not... but you feel fucking huge, and *that's* fucking nice..."
I pushed more of my cock inside of her, now with more than half my length surrounded by Alice's clutching cunt. Though I knew I'd cum quite recently, just the feel of her body against mine, her pussy so perfectly embracing my cock, I swore it felt like I could have cum then and there. I'm happy that wasn't the case, of course, because I wouldn't have wanted things with Alice to end *too* quickly, but she felt so good, I wouldn't have been surprised if a less skilled guy would have busted here and now.



Pumping my cock back and forth slowly, I gave her a little more with each thrust until she had taken the remainder of my girth. The feeling of our hips meeting, our sexes joined as tightly as they could be joined, it was an awesome experience, and one that I had to punctuate with a deep, lingering kiss.
It was tempting, having her like this, to build up a pace and just pound the ever-loving fuck out of her, but as we had already found out, there was a lot of excitement to be had in trying to keep quiet. Even with the occasional moans and grunts we could hear from adjacent tents, mostly what we heard were the sounds of the Ren Faire, of music and laughter and occasional cheers, of people wandering by without any serious idea of what went on behind the scenes here. I'd been in plenty of semi-public situations before and had my share of worry and thrill come with it... and it felt like a particularly exciting fantasy to play out here while the two of us enjoyed this much-needed coupling.
So, I didn't fuck Alice as hard as I could have. I kept a slow, and thoroughly deliberate, pace, pumping in and out of her as I looked her in the eye. Alice looked up at me, so beautiful and hungry, her deep brown eyes staring into mine as I pumped away at her. Her body, as ever, perfectly conformed to mine, rocking her hips and arching her back against me to fuck back against me as best as she could while also giving me the best angle possible to penetrate deep into her clutching cunt. Her pussy was hot and deliciously wet, welcoming me, embracing me and squeezing my cock like she meant to squeeze the life out of me, something that only pushed me to fuck her even harder.
"Fuck... you look so beautiful like this..." I grunted, pumping into her and grinning.
"Like what?" Alice groaned, smiling back at me. "Looking like some medieval fucking tavern wench, or taking cock like I'm your favorite porn slut in the world?"
I laughed. "I mean, you manage to make both of those looks work really well for you, but I was trying to think of a more flowery way of saying the 'taking cock' option, there."
She kissed me, laughing along with me. "Oh, I know what you meant... and I do look great when I fuck, don't I? It's certainly proven a nice side hustle..."
Alice said this in an offhand, joking way, but I knew that this was something she knew from experience. As an admitted and eager exhibitionist, Alice had made more than a handful of sexy videos and sold them online, something that I had had the honor of helping her out with on a couple occasions when she needed a real cock to fuck herself with. We'd watched some of her clips together (more often her needing an honest opinion on the content, rather than using them as a prelude to sex), and I knew we both knew how good she looked... but, fuck, there was something about seeing how good she looked having sex at point blank range like this. Alice had always had an expressive, singularly gorgeous face, but it came alive in a completely new way when she was in the middle of sex in a way that brought out the most wonderfully intense feelings within me.
So, yeah, this might have made it a *lot* more difficult to keep quiet and slow, but when it came to Alice, it was always worth it.
I kissed her deeply, the two of us exchanging moans between our lips as we made out and I kept thrusting into her. At some point, one of my hands had made it up to her breasts and started squeezing, something neither of us was in a position to mind it seemed, as my touch only had both of us moaning more enthusiastically through our fuck.
Breaking our kiss so she could smile up at me, Alice picked up our conversation, "You look pretty fucking great when you fuck too, I hope you know..."
"Do I, now?" I asked, amused.
"Uh huh... you look so terribly masculine and in control, not that you don't always look a *little* of both those things, but it's like it unlocks a side you're not terribly used to and that really, *really* looks fucking hot... holy god, when I see you in the middle of a good, hard fuck, it's everything I have not to fucking gush right away," she said, looking up at me proudly.
She wasn't the only one feeling proud. As she boosted my ego, and made me feel genuinely rather great about myself, I had apparently picked up my pace somewhat, thrusting into her a little more quickly. Alice rather seemed to be enjoying herself with that change in pace, and with the two of us still managing to still be somewhat quiet, maybe going a little harder wasn't all that bad a thing.
"Why not gush right away, anyway?" I suggested, squeezing her nipple. "You know how much I love to see you cum..."
"Nearly as much as I enjoy seeing you cum, I'd wager," Alice replied, moaning softly. "And if I just let myself cum whenever I thought you were looking all hot and horny, then I'd be cumming all the time, and I could see a few practical problems trying to live a day-to-day life like that."
"Hmmm, point taken," I replied, squeezing her nipple even harder. "Then I guess you'd better hold yourself back a little, then."
"Seems like I'm going to have to do that," she agreed, kissing me. "Mmm, fuck... I think we've had enough Ren Faire today... let's do this for the rest of the day... and maybe some of tomorrow, or all of tomorrow, I'm not terribly picky..."
Alice laughed, a light, mirthful sound that I couldn't help but join in on. We kissed excitedly, enjoying this opportunity for the two of us to sneak away and fuck after the fun we had. While the picture she painted was an intoxicating one, since there was little else I would have enjoyed than spending the next day and a half having sex with Alice Talbot, I could certainly think of a few practical issues with her plan.
"I think your friend might be cross with us for taking up her tent," I grunted, kissing the side of her neck.
"Then we go home... maybe find an Uber driver willing to look the other way while we christen their backseat," she laughed.
"Not bad," I acknowledged. "But I've also got plans for tomorrow."
"Cancel them," Alice said, smiling up at me mischievously. "Cancel them and we can do this all day."
"It sounds like a good time... better than a good time," I groaned, continuing to kiss the side of her neck. "But those plans are with Kaitlyn... and you don't exactly cancel on Kaitlyn Pruitt."
Alice frowned at this thought, but didn't have a good retort for me on that point. I didn't know how well she did or didn't know Kaitlyn exactly, but she knew enough to know how much of a problem it would be to try and get in her way, given Kaitlyn's relatively unstoppable nature. True, she was much less of a "head bitch in charge" than she was at the beginning of the school year since the two of us had become friends, but Kaitlyn could still summon her mean girl cheerleader side whenever she needed to, and it was best not to be on the receiving end of that side.
Aside from that, as the girl who'd single-handedly helped set off my senior year adventure and relieved me of my virginity before becoming one of my closest friends and allies, there was a lot I owed Kaitlyn, and I meant to return the favor.
Alice sighed, annoyed. "I guess you shouldn't be canceling them then..."
Grinning, I pumped into Alice more insistently. "I'm glad you understand..."
"Mmm, fuck..." she moaned, her voice particularly lusty as I kissed her neck. "Moments like this make me wish I'd moved to Regan Hills so much earlier... if I'd found you first... ohfuck... if I'd found you first, I could get you wrapped around my finger as well as that cheer slut has..."
If she meant to goad me with those words, it was mission accomplished, as I then made my very best effort to give Alice a hickey while holding up the quickened pace of fucking her that I'd managed.
"I think you know that it wouldn't take much for you to wrap me around your finger, Alice," I replied, laughing slightly. "You know the effect you have on me..."
"Yeah, I can feel that effect ten inches deep in my cunt!" Alice moaned, giggling at her own wit before taking on an exaggerated accent that fit in well in our current environment. "Oh, but there's times I might wish for more, fair damsel in distress that I might be... wishing that I had you all to myself and could monopolize your time and pleasure... you're just so much *fun*!"
She giggled some more, arching her back against me as she let out a particularly luscious moan that I feared might have been too loud, but if there were any fear in her heart, you wouldn't have seen it for how good a time she seemed to be having.
Groaning with my own pleasure as she squeezed my cock with her pussy muscles, I said, "Well... I'd hardly call you a damsel, let alone a damsel in distress..."
"Well, you *do* have me pinned," Alice chuckled.
"You could take me any time you wanted to and you know it," I said.
"Very true," she agreed. "But let a girl have some fantasy for a moment..."
"One where you want to be a damsel in distress?" I grunted, pumping more swiftly.
"Mmm, maybe... if it meant you'd rescue me and have your way with me," Alice replied, smirking up at me.
I quickly kissed that smirk away, before melting into her lips, kissing her with a greater insistence as she kissed me back in kind. It was the kind of kiss, the kind of *connection* we had in that moment where it felt all too easy for the two of us to completely lose ourselves in one another, for the two of us to simply merge and become a strange being made of light and pleasure as our bond was made into something more. It was a fleeting moment, of course, one of those ones that was easy to come by when you were lost to the throes of lust with a singularly gorgeous woman, but damn did it feel good to get lost there for a time.
Breaking the kiss, Alice smiled at me and said, "This... this is certainly nice too, of course... ohgod, does it feel so fucking good..."
"Mhmmm..." I grunted, kissing her neck again.
"So, maybe I'm not *exactly* a damsel in distress," she replied. "I doubt damsels have this much fun."
"Probably not," I chuckled.
Looking down at her body, Alice laughed. "And I'm *certainly* not fair..."
That actually got a rather loud laugh out of me, as once again, she wasn't wrong. I'd always loved the contrast between Alice and me, seeing my pale skin against her dark skin, the differences between us adding their own thrill even as our libidos were quite the same. She looked so fucking gorgeous, and seeing her so free as we went wild on each other... fuck, this felt perfect.
"You can certainly say that," I agreed, kissing her. "But I like it."
"Mmm, and I like that you like that... especially since it means we can do this... can do a *lot* of things, actually... because, *god* do I like it too," she moaned, closing her eyes and holding onto me tightly. "Holy fuck... keep going, like that..."
"Oh, I can go like this for a while," I said, cockily. "But that all depends if you want to stay like this... because I can think of some other positions I'd like to see you in..."
This certainly perked up Alice's interest. "Oh yeah?"
"I mean, is it a shock that I'd like to see you riding me?" I laughed, kissing her. "I kinda love watching my cock disappear inside of you... and the look of you in control... and the way your tits bounce... I'm saying these out of order because you've got me on the verge of cumming, but, come on, I love having you on top."
Smiling rather smugly, she replied, "Well, you know we damsels in distress... we sometimes like to hear these things said out loud before we act on anything..."
"Not a damsel in distress... thought we went over that already..." I laughed.
Grinning, Alice unlocked her ankles from behind my ass, then used her impressive strength to roll us over so that she was on top of me, all without removing my cock from her clutching cunt. Looking down at me with a sudden, proud superiority, she planted her hands on my chest and began to bounce up and down on my cock.
"You're damn right... about that," Alice moaned, biting her lip and fucking me properly hard. "This the view you were looking for, huh? This the one that was getting you so hot for me... the one that makes your cock twitch and swell inside of me because you've lost your fucking mind from how horny I've gotten you? This what you wanted, Ryan?"
She said this breathily, continuing to try to bite back her moans as she bounced up and down on my cock and clearly finding it a challenge. Alice and I weren't exactly used to restraint when we were with each other, and with her being in such a stimulating position, I could tell that this was particularly rough for her to keep going on like this.
Not to say that I was let off any easier. With Alice on top of me, I got the satisfaction of seeing her like this, and her pussy tightening in its own distinct fashion compared to when I was on top of her, embracing me in a way that was meant to milk me dry and leave me without a hope of being a functional or sane person. This was, of course, a future I actively sought out, and one that I knew to be increasingly imminent as I looked up at the gorgeous black girl, half-naked and wild, impaled on my cock above me. Alice looked gorgeous at any time, but seeing her so in control of... well, *everything* really, it made her that much more beautiful in my eye. The way she expertly used her body and my own to maximize our pleasures, the way she could ride seemingly without even thinking, her hips a blur as she bounced on what seemed like the entire length of my cock with every bounce... watching her, *feeling* her do this was like seeing an artist at work. Alice Talbot used sex the way artists would use watercolors or clay, and I felt fortunate to be the one she chose to call her canvas.
I reached down to squeeze her ass as she fucked me, bouncing up against her as I thrust my cock in and out of her pussy in kind. Alice bit her lip, suppressing a nice little mewl as I squeezed her ass more insistently, but soon she collapsed against me, kissing me passionately as we fucked.
"So good..." she murmured.
"The best..." I groaned back, running my arms up her back to hold her close to me.
"The best," Alice agreed, arching her back to thrust her tits against my face.
I would never turn down a freely offered nipple to suck on, and when they were as tasty as Alice's... well, that didn't change the fact that I would jump in and start sucking, but it did help me jump in ever so much faster. I suckled on Alice's nipple as she continued to bounce her hips against mine, both of us trying our best to restrain ourselves and finding it ever the more difficult with each passing moment. My balls were beginning to clench and my cock thickened in anticipation of firing a load deep inside of Alice, and I could feel her body tensing against mine. It was only a matter of time before one of us broke, which in turn would break the other, and the two of us would be a royal mess... which, given that it was our intention, sounded like as fine a way to end things here as many, as far as I was concerned.
Without removing my mouth from her nipple, I reached down between us, fingering Alice's clit as she rode me, keeping my pace up with hers as she rode me faster and faster. Her body tensed more distinctly, her soft moans getting a higher, needier tone to them that I knew meant she would be bursting soon.
I let go of her nipple, angling myself so I could look her in the eye again as she bounced on my cock. Even in the intensity of the moment, we couldn't help but share a sweet little smile, taking every bit of enjoyment out of each other, this moment, and our unique connection, that we could. It felt like it stretched out for several minutes, rather than a few seconds, and when we kissed, it felt like the only natural thing that we could have done in that moment.
The next most natural thing came moments afterward, thankfully. With my fingering, I had pushed Alice over the edge, and she came on my cock. Her body bucked and shuddered against mine, and I still held her close, kissing her through her moans and cries of pleasure to make sure we kept things nice and quiet.
With the way her pussy quivered and gushed on me, though, there wasn't any real reason for me to hold back any longer. Wrapping both of my arms around her, I buried deep inside of her pussy, giving her my entire length before I came inside of Alice's tight, hot, and perfectly wet cunt. Now it was her turn to quiet my moans and groans with her lips, our mouths melding as I let the euphoria sweep over me, my balls twitching and quivering as I emptied what felt like a truly impressive load inside of her.
All I could see was light for a moment, but as I came up for air from that kiss, I saw her face, and I knew that if I wasn't in heaven, I might as well have been in the next best place.
Well, okay, after hearing the sound of some drunken revelers not too far away who sounded like they were about to start a fight with a stilt-walker, I amended that this might be the third best place, but Alice's presence here really kept it high on that list.
Smiling, she leaned in to kiss my neck, clutching tightly to me as we came down from our high. It was one of those moments that we both would have clearly liked to stretch out as long as we could, but reality had a way of being more annoying than not in such perfect moments.
"I'm thinking... that we should probably get moving soon," Alice said, sighing.
"Yeah, that's probably a good idea... if we stay any longer, we're probably gonna have to buy this tent from your friend... we'd make a fucking mess everywhere," I chuckled.
"Yeah, and that could be the least of our problems," she amended, laughing and kissing my neck again. "Oh, I want to hold on like this for a little longer."
"Well, no one's kicking us out yet," I said, stroking her back.
"Mmm, that feels nice," Alice said, practically purring.
"*You* feel nice," I replied.
"You're just saying that 'cause your cock's still all the way up in my cunt," she replied, laughing.
"I mean... it's not the *only* reason I'm saying it," I laughed, kissing her again.
"Sure, sure... ah, at least it's not too late in the day; we can probably catch another couple shows, hit up a game or two, maybe even grab ourselves some candied almonds..." Alice mused.
Thinking on the program I remembered seeing earlier in the day, I asked, "Think we might still be in time for one of the jousts?"
"Probably; they do a bunch of 'em in a day," she replied. "Wanna make that a priority? Grab some snacks and then watch some guys in plate armor get violent with each other?"
I grinned. "You know, you're kinda perfect."
"I know," Alice said, grinning back. "And you know what?"
"What?" I asked.
"I think I'm gonna go without panties... get that feeling of your cum leaking down my legs beneath my skirt, feel nice and dirty..." she said.
Growling, I kissed her again. "Keep saying things like that, and I don't see us getting out of this tent."
"What did I say?" Alice asked, amused. "I'm just trying to keep you nice and interested for when we get back home and can pick this up again."
I smiled at her, fondly. You couldn't say that Alice Talbot lacked for passion or enthusiasm, and between that and the unforgettable day that she had treated me to at my first Ren Faire, I knew that promising her one of my Spring Break days was one of the best ideas I'd ever had.
***
(Author's Note 2: For the longest time, writing these stories was something that I did in my spare time for fun, but because of the great support of so many readers, I am nearly able to write these stories full-time. It's been amazing, and I cannot thank you and your enthusiasm enough. As ever, if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series, as it truly keeps me going sometimes. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!



Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. For a lot of reasons, it's been hard for the last few years, and in times like that it gets really easy to forget the little things and not take care of yourself, and I humbly ask that you take time out of your day for some self-care when you can. Stay hydrated. Move around every so often. Brush your teeth and floss. Try to get a reasonable amount of sleep as often as possible. And, of course, please take care of your mental health. Address problems rather than bottling them up, and if things seem like too much, just know that there are people and resources out there who would be more than happy to help you, and that many are just a phone call away. It's a rough world out there, but we can't make it a better place if we don't take care of ourselves first. As always, please be kind to yourselves and to everyone else!
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Spring Break had flown by so quickly, I'd barely noticed it was finished by the time I'd gotten there, but as the calendar rolled down and school crept up on me again, I prepared to bid a bittersweet adieu to the holiday. While previous school Spring Breaks had mostly meant me just hanging around the house while everyone in school had all of their adventures, this year *I* got to be the one having the adventures, and I fucking loved it. I'd spent the past six days getting up to all sorts of fun with Haley, Olivia, Sabrina, Tori, April, Sarah and Alice, and I knew that the memories we made together would be ones that I'd hold onto for the rest of my life.
Nevertheless, that bittersweetness still remained as we reached the end of this final Spring Break I'd spend at Regan Hills High School, but even that feeling couldn't take me from the excitement of that final day, either.
Because my *final* Spring Break adventure meant I'd get to spend my time with 18-year-old Kaitlyn Pruitt.
Kaitlyn was the girl who'd started it all, this year, and to say I owed her everything was a bit of an understatement. Though we'd been friends when we were younger, we'd drifted apart with time as she became beautiful and popular (and a bitchy, mean girl of a cheerleader at that) and I just got to be more of the pale, skinny nerd I'd always been. We'd only really reconnected earlier this year when I was asked to tutor her in history, and when she'd thought it might be easier to seduce me rather than engage in tutoring, well... in short order, she was impressed by the size of my cock, took my virginity, and set off a chain of events that had led to my debaucherous senior year. I'd had so much sex and made so many new friends all because of her trying to get out of history tutoring, and even if it had its speed bumps along the way, I wouldn't have traded anything for the life that she'd introduced me to.
Since she was the one to begin everything, it only seemed to make sense that we finish out Spring Break together, even if I didn't necessarily have an idea of what she had in mind. She had been purposefully vague and mysterious (a trend, admittedly, of several of the girls I'd spent my Spring Break with), only letting on to the fact that it would be late in the day, and would be the kind of memory that I'd never forget.
Knowing Kaitlyn, I didn't doubt her for a second.
***
It was well after 9 pm when Kaitlyn finally came by to pick me up, shooting me a text to meet her out in front of my house. Not knowing what I was in for, I kept it simple, tossing on a graphic tee, jeans and shoes and making my way out to meet her.
It was a warm night, one that felt closer to summer than to the spring that it was, and one that I breathed in richly. Memories of Spring Break rolled through my mind, of lust and good friends and adventure, memories that brought a smile to my face and made me wish that this experience never had to end. It was as those memories took another turn toward the bittersweet that I saw that familiar car pulling up, and I walked up to meet Kaitlyn with a renewed spring in my step.
Seeing her had a way of doing that to me, after all.
I dropped into the passenger seat beside her.
Smirking at me, Kaitlyn said, "Hey."
"Hey," I replied, looking on her in some awe.
Sitting next to Kaitlyn had a way of making me feel underdressed no matter what either of us were wearing, but looking the way she did tonight made me even more acutely aware of this feeling. The 5'3", raven-haired beauty had a tight body from years of dance and cheerleading and lightly tanned skin that came with a certain familiarity of lounging around by the poolside. Tonight, it seemed like she was trying to figure out how little she could get away with wearing, as her barely there cutoff jeans looked like little more than underwear (even with her black thong sticking out of the top) and did little to hold in her full, round ass, and a stylish black top that did a remarkable job of holding in her impressive DD-cup tits. She was showing enough skin that this outfit honestly probably could've qualified as a swimsuit, showing off her shapely legs, tight abs and enough cleavage that it could probably be seen from space. Top it off with her model gorgeous face, full, pouty lips pursed in a cocky little smile and expressive brown eyes that sparkled with mischief, and I was hard already at just having a glance at her.
Then again, the mere *thought* of Kaitlyn would often get me nice and hard, so that was probably not the most exceptional moment to note.
As I buckled in, Kaitlyn took off, driving us down the darkened roads of Regan Hills with an amused, focused look on her face. Unable to help myself, I slipped a hand between her legs and squeezed her thigh. With a pleasant little moan, she parted her legs for me, giving me better access to grope her while she drove.
"So... am I gonna get any clue about what we're doing tonight?" I asked.
Grinning cockily, she replied, "Well, we'll be fucking by the end of it, if that's what you're worried about."
"But there's always sex by the end," I replied, squeezing her thigh playfully.
"True, but that's still the only clue I'm gonna give you," Kaitlyn continued, chancing a glance over at me before she turned her attention back to the road. "So, you have a good Spring Break?"
"Yeah, I won't lie, mine was pretty great. How about you?" I asked.
She shrugged. "Parking myself in a bikini by one body of water or another while listening to Mom and my stepdad pretend that they're not arguing and wondering whether or not they're going to last past the end of the year, so, about the usual."
I knew Kaitlyn's mother, Cassandra, well, as she had often looked after me back in the day, and I'd be lying if I said she hadn't been one of my earliest crushes. At the beginning of senior year, I never thought I'd see Mrs. Pruitt again, but when Kaitlyn reentered my life, our paths crossed yet again, and as things tended to do this year, well, Mrs. Pruitt and I did make each other's acquaintances again. *Intimately*. That I had hooked up with Mrs. Pruitt a number of times over the course of senior year certainly complicated matters with how I felt about the Pruitt family, not that I regretted any of what we had done, but it did make some moments with Kaitlyn awkward in their own unique way, especially when she'd bring up her parents' relationship.
"Sorry," I replied.
"Nothing to be sorry about," Kaitlyn said, shrugging again. "Like I said, it's about the usual, and it's not your fault... these problems go back before you came into the picture again, if that's what's on your mind."
She shot me a little, knowing smirk, that at once gave me a little surge of anxiety and relief. Kaitlyn teasing me about how I occasionally fucked her mother was nothing new, but she certainly liked to have her fun with it. While her mean girl tendencies had mostly disappeared as we had become better and better friends, she did like to show her claws off every so often. It was never as pointed or as cruel as it used to be, so when she pulled this sort of act these days, I couldn't help but feel a strange attraction to her.
Not that there was much that could be done to make Kaitlyn *un*attractive to me. She had always been one of the most physically beautiful people that I knew, and as we'd forged a new kind of friendship, one that started with sex and had become something more, we had become strangely integral elements to each other's senior experiences. Even if we weren't together, and likely never would be a couple in the traditional definition, the two of us were inextricably linked in a way neither of us could avoid, the chemistry between us electric whenever we were in close proximity to each other.
I tried to resist the urge to grope her while we were driving, but that kind of trying was futile when they came as sexy-looking as Kaitlyn. I reached over to her, squeezing one of her tits playfully, groping and massaging her through her top.
"Mmm, fuck... you know I'm driving, right?" Kaitlyn moaned, conspicuously not asking me to stop.
"So?" I asked, continuing to squeeze her tit. "I've fingered Brooke before while she's been driving, she has no problem with it."
"Yeah, well, you and I... fuck... we know better than most that Brooke's a unique kind of slut," she explained, arching her back slightly to press her breast against my hand. "She can do things most other people can't."
Smirking, I replied. "You want me to stop?"
"Fuck no," Kaitlyn replied, grabbing my hand and slipping it into her cleavage. "But if you're gonna grope my tits, do it skin to skin... feels so much better with your hands... fuck."
That was an easy enough request to comply with. I held my hand in her cleavage for a moment, squeezing and groping one of her breasts, before I slid it around the front and slipped it underneath the thin fabric of her bra. Kaitlyn moaned softly as I snaked my fingers in deeper, teasing her nipple which hardened quickly to my touch.
"That about what you were looking for?" I asked, grinning at her smugly.
"Yeah... yeah, that's about right..." Kaitlyn purred, looking over at me for a moment with a lustful smile before turning her attention back to the road. "You can keep doing that, too... just don't get too excited; we have something important to do once we get to where we're going."
"And that is...?" I asked, trying to coax more details out of her by squeezing her nipple.
"You'll find out," she replied, biting her lip and rocking her hips in her seat as the pleasure of my touch was clearly doing some darkly delicious things to her.
I did the best I could with her, but all credit to Kaitlyn for holding a secret, because I truly had no idea of where we were going until we'd nearly gotten there. I was able to figure out that we were heading up to the hills, which only raised my curiosity; as I've mentioned before, it's a common joke in town that Regan Hills isn't all that hilly, and those hills that were there were mostly where the rich families in town lived. I'd come up here earlier in the week when I spent my day with the stacked redhead Haley Campbell, but Kaitlyn taking me here was a bit of a surprise.
"We're gonna go visit Haley?" I asked, curious.
"I'll give you a spoiler there: no, we're not visiting Haley," she replied, smirking. "Not that I haven't been wanting to sit on that bitch's face for a while now, but... no, that's not where we're going."
With a knowing grin, Kaitlyn added, "Tonight... tonight we're going to make ourselves *legendary.*"
Now, this was a perfectly mysterious thing for her to say, and if she wanted to keep it a mystery, she probably could have, but once I put her words together with the winding roads that I could somewhat recognize, I knew *exactly* where she was taking me. I didn't know if where we were going was necessarily the place for us to be legends, since it was kind of a place all Regan Hills High kids went at one point or another before they graduated, but as it was one of those places I hadn't expected I'd ever be popular enough to find reason to head to, it still took me by surprise that Kaitlyn was leading me here.
Nevertheless, I was more than a little excited that we were headed to the Regan Hills water tower.
A massive, white water tower that loomed at the top of one of Regan Hills' few actual hills, it had been many a year since it actually had any water in it, now serving more as a beacon to those who came to town with it's blocky black letters welcoming people to REGAN HILLS. As it hadn't been lit up at night almost as long as it had had any water in it, it was a popular location for people to drive up to and get high or laid at... but for the brave among us seniors of Regan Hills High, the tower also held something of a rite of passage. To those brave enough to climb the ladder up to the catwalk that encircled the water tower, it was traditional for graduating seniors to graffiti their names somewhere on the tower.
The tower looked down upon us ominously as Kaitlyn drove past a number of 'DO NOT ENTER' signs, parking at the small lot at the water tower's base. Unexpectedly for the end of Spring Break, we were the only car actually here tonight, which either meant some good fortune on our part, or Kaitlyn had put out the word for people to stay the hell away. Whatever the reason was, I was glad for it, as I was glad to have any time with Kaitlyn to myself.
Finally parked, Kaitlyn pulled my hand out from under her top and smiled at me. "Ready to live a little dangerously?"
Truth be told, the size of the tower up close was more than a little intimidating, but with Kaitlyn here with me, any true fear had a hard time taking hold inside of me, replaced by an eagerness to take on this new adventure.
Kaitlyn took off her seat belt, reaching to the seat behind her and pulling out a couple pairs of work gloves and a magic marker.
"Gloves?" I asked when she passed me a pair.
"The ladder can be a little rusty, these are so you don't mess up your hands," Kaitlyn explained.
I put them on. "Climbing a rusty ladder so we can make ourselves legendary... yeah, that definitely sounds like living dangerously."
"I've done this before... trust me, it's safe. Well, *pretty* safe, so long as you don't do anything stupid. You aren't planning on doing anything stupid, are you?" she asked, smirking as she slipped her own gloves on, quickly pocketing the marker.
I shook my head. This sounded like one of the more damnfool ideas that I had ever considered doing for the sake of a pretty girl, but that didn't change the fact that it was one of the prettiest girls I knew who was asking me this. I was pretty sure there was nothing I would ever refuse her, and I doubted I was going to start tonight.
"Alright... lead the way," I said, stepping out of her car.
I looked up at the water tower, finding it more impressive and imposing with every passing moment. Though I rationally understood that it probably wasn't more than 50 or 60 feet tall, from down here it looked like it stretched up into the night sky. It seemed impossibly high, the low creaks coming from it as the cool night air reacted to it sounding like the wild, violently loud sounds of rending metal in my overactive imagination. I looked to the nearest support leg, the one with the enclosed ladder attached to it, and I could swear that the faint sheen of rust I saw on the white painted ladder meant that it was corroded to a point of collapse. Suddenly, in the dark of night, this looked like the worst idea in the world, the stupidest thing that anyone had ever considered, how had I been talked into doing something this foolish and-
SMACK!
Kaitlyn playfully swatted me on the ass, walking beside me and looking up at me with a bright, cocky little smile.
"I'd apologize, but your ass looked good, and I don't think that's any reason to apologize for," she said, quickly pulling me in for a kiss before continuing, "You ready?"
What was I afraid of again? "Let's do this."
***
Since I'm here writing this now and am decidedly not a ghost, I won't bore you with all the details of how I didn't die, and will just say that the climb up to the tower's outer catwalk (about halfway up the full height of the tower itself) was relatively uneventful. Kaitlyn went up the ladder first, giving me a great view of her ass in those tight cutoffs, and when you're focused on staring at something like that, the dark and the possibility of the entire water tower collapsing beneath us seemed remote and far away, though the fact that the ladder had an enclosed safety cage surrounding it certainly did much to improve my spirits.
Once we got onto the catwalk, my legs suddenly felt much sturdier, and with a hand on the railing for support, I could trust the stability of this ancient structure more and more. I looked out over town, seeing the lights of Regan Hills seeming so small and far away, and yet so *alive* at the same time, bringing out great feelings of home and belonging that brought out an unexpected warmth from within me. Looking around at the tower itself, I saw its side graffitied with hundreds... hell, *thousands* of signatures from generations of past Regan Hills High School seniors, decades of history unfolding before me. It was a heady feeling, and that I was here with Kaitlyn made it all the more surreal an experience.
I shouldn't be here... at least, the *old* me shouldn't be here. The Ryan Collins who'd begun senior year was an inconsequential nobody, but now... fuck, being here with Kaitlyn like this felt strangely right. Even if it felt hard to believe sometimes, I'd earned my place here, and I felt honored to be taking part in this ritual with Kaitlyn, one of the most beautiful girls in school, and someone I was happy to call one of my best friends.
"Come on, this way," she said, cocking her head with a confident little smirk. "Let's find a good spot up front."
I followed her as she led me under the large black letters that spelled out our town's name.
"It's better up front? I'd have thought that would all have been filled up by now," I said.
"I thought the same, but even for all the people who've made it up here, I think a lot of them freak out when they see town and just go around back thinking they won't be noticed... but, fuck it, nobody can see us from up here, and you don't get legendary by signing the back, do you?" Kaitlyn proposed.
That made sense. "So, where'd you sign it last time? You said you came up here before, right?"
She laughed. "Yeah... yeah, I came up here. It was around... early October, I wanna say? Dakota wanted to get the whole cheer squad up here... most of us made it, a few chickened out before the big day and said they had other plans, and when we got to the ladder, another couple girls decided that they didn't want to go up... but still, most of us climbed up here, doing our big, stupid, senior year kind of thing, and we did it. Most of the girls went around back, some hung off on the sides and found their own places, but Dakota, Brooke, Cleo, Gwen and me... we all found ourselves a spot under the R and made ourselves fucking legendary. And tonight, we'll find one for you to join in on this, too."
All of this made sense to me, and though I could feel that same psychological fallacy worrying that we'd be seen, given that the tower wasn't particularly well lit, I knew we were every bit as in the clear as she claimed we would be.



"Well, lead the way, then," I said, smiling nervously.
With a confident stride, Kaitlyn walked along the catwalk, leading us toward the front of the water tower. I felt like I could hear every creak and groan of the tower as we walked, the light breeze of the evening suddenly feeling anything but light as I swayed on my feet. I had to steady myself, gripping the railing with one hand as I followed her, but in spite of all my body's instinctive fears of this structure we were on, it seemed to be fairly steady.
The great letters that spelled out our town's name towered over me, hundreds of graffitied signatures beneath them, generations of Regan Hills High students unfolding before me. I hadn't really been one for school or town pride before this year, but seeing this history next to me, I couldn't help but feel some awe at the whole of it. That awe, of course, was also convenient as it helped me focus on things other than worrying about plummeting to my death from a water tower, which was nice, honestly.
Finally, we made our way under the R, where Kaitlyn proudly showed me the collection of signatures of her and her friends under the right leg of the letter. It was a lot higher off the catwalk than I'd have expected, certainly up higher than Kaitlyn could reach, which made me look at her quizzically.
Seeing my questioning gaze, Kaitlyn explained, "I needed their help to boost me up there. Easily one of the dumbest things I've done this year, but I didn't die, so, you know... legendary!"
She laughed, the sound carrying a greater tinge of nervousness than she clearly wanted to let on, but I didn't blame her. If she needed a boost to get up to write 'KAITLYN WAS HERE,' Kaitlyn was a lot braver than a lot of people from school I knew, and if she wanted to be nervous about how stupid it was to do that now, hey, she could be as nervous as she wanted in my book.
Kaitlyn pulled the marker from her pocket and passed it to me. "So... you know how you want to make your mark?"
Pocketing my gloves so I could have better dexterity to make my mark, I considered how I would add myself to our town's history book... but really, what other option was there? Reaching just above my head, I was able to place the marker's tip on a blank stretch just under Kaitlyn's signature and add my mark as well.
'SO WAS RYAN'
Lowering my arm, I put the cap back on the pen and handed it to Kaitlyn. A strange wave of exhilaration swept through me as I did this, the headiness of the moment hitting me.
Kaitlyn, on the other hand, seemed more amused than anything else. "Of all the things in the world you could've written, you wrote 'SO WAS RYAN'?"
I shrugged. "I mean, I know it's not exactly original, but, come on, 'KAITLYN WAS HERE' isn't that much better."
"Eh, you got a point," she admitted, nodding. "I thought of all sorts of original and badass things that I could've written, but once I was being lifted up there by Dakota and Gwen, I kind of lost the capacity to think about much of anything and just went with the first thing to come to mind."
"Yeah, well, same," I said, stretching out and looking up at our signatures. "Fuck... we really did it, didn't we?"
"Yup, you're now a part of Regan Hills forever," Kaitlyn replied, nodding and playfully squeezing my ass.
"Or until they apply another coat of paint to the water tower," I suggested.
"Or until they apply another coat of paint to the water tower, right, great, that," she said, laughing. "Way to take the wind out of my sails there, Ryan."
I shrugged again. "If it makes you feel any better, Dad tells me that he's heard the older folks say that the town's been talking about repainting the water tower since the 70s and have never really gotten around to it, and it's not like money's better now than it was then, so... we're probably fine?"
"Well, I can now say I'm actually proud of how half-assed Regan Hills can be about these things, so that's something, I guess," Kaitlyn said, looking up at me with one of those dark, playful little smiles that could've gotten me to do just about anything.
"I guess," I replied, suddenly feeling rather warm even with the cool breeze up here, taking a step closer to Kaitlyn unconsciously. "So..."
"Yeah, so..." she replied, biting her lower lip. "You wanna fool around up here for a little bit before we fuck in the car?"
"God yes," I said, quickly closing the distance between the two of us, wrapping an arm around her and pulling her in for a passionate kiss.
There was something about the wild situation we found ourselves in that was as equally exhilarating as it was terrifying, but now that the terror had mostly departed, I couldn't help but feel an overwhelming lust begin to take hold inside of me, one that Kaitlyn seemed to share in equal measure. With her arms wrapping around me, running over my body possessively as our lips melded with each other, exploring and embracing and giving in to the wildness of the moment, we lost ourselves in the madness of where we were and just went all in on it. We were in a place we shouldn't be, doing something we shouldn't do, danger just feet away from us while we were just here, living and loving being in each other's company so intimately...
Fuck, I didn't think it could get any better than this.
I grabbed the bottom of her top and pulled it up and over her large breasts, freeing them in the night air. I was pleasantly surprised to see that they were bare, her pleasantly dark nipples standing out and begging for attention.
"No bra?" I asked, leaning in to kiss her breasts.
Kaitlyn moaned slightly, arching her back to press her tits against my face. "I knew I was seeing you tonight, and that a bra would be a fucking obstacle, so, yeah, I didn't wear a bra tonight. You complaining?"
"Oh, fuck no," I said, lightly grazing one of her nipples with my tongue. "I was just impressed that you had a top that could do that much heavy lifting."
She moaned even more enthusiastically, grabbing my head and making sure my mouth found her nipples.
"You have tits like mine, you learn how to shop for 'em... besides, I've got it easy; I've gone shopping with Haley before and that bitch has to go to some serious effort to find stuff that can hold her rack up. Now, I can talk about cheer drama and women's fashion all day, but I'm afraid that right now I'd rather moan while you suck my nipples. God, yes... there you go, that's... that's so fucking good..." Kaitlyn groaned, looking down at me with sultry, *hungry* eyes.
This was not a request I would deny, nor would I want to. Reaching around Kaitlyn with both arms, I grabbed her ass, groping her wantonly through her cutoff jeans as I pulled her close to me, using this closeness as an opportunity to dive in and utterly feast on her tits. Kaitlyn's breasts were the first I'd ever seen naked, and I had become intimately familiar with them over the course of senior year, and even with this level of familiarity, every time I got to be in the presence of a naked Kaitlyn felt as intense and exciting as that first time (albeit with less fumbling around on my part). Kaitlyn was just one of the most singularly sexual women that I knew, so unbelievably gorgeous and confident and absolutely certain of everything that she wanted. She could be vulnerable with me, and so often was, but in moments like this there was something about her confidence that I found utterly intoxicating.
So, yeah, I feasted on her tits, as I had done many a time before and would do many a time again. I squeezed Kaitlyn's ass and held her close to me as I did this, probably making a decent mess of her breasts, but putting me well beyond a point of caring about little things like messes or getting caught. Like Kaitlyn said, we were here to make ourselves legendary tonight, and never having heard of anyone who'd climbed the Regan Hills water tower to fool around, I meant to make the most of our unique situation.
Finally taking my mouth off of her breasts, I stood up in front of Kaitlyn, pulling her in tightly for a kiss. She melted against me, the two of us moaning and making out as our hands explored each other's bodies. I was content, of course, to keep squeezing Kaitlyn's ass, but in this new position I availed myself of her breasts as well, squeezing that supple flesh and squeezing her hardened nipples, making Kaitlyn properly moan. Not one to be outdone, of course, Kaitlyn's hands were all over me as well, squeezing my muscles and groping my ass before I felt her drop one between my legs, rubbing and gently squeezing my cock through my jeans.
"Mmm... hard for me already..." she purred, nibbling on my neck.
I groaned. "It's a bit of a challenge *not* to be hard around you..."
"Oh, I'm familiar with this problem, believe me... always so much fun watching all the guys around school covering up their boners around me when I'm wearing something really slutty," Kaitlyn chuckled, running her hand up and down my length, before whispering in my ear. "Though that's fun, these days, I have the most fun making *you* that hard."
"You don't say?" I said, grinning down at her.
"Uh huh," she replied, smiling brightly at me.
"That's flattering as fuck, actually," I replied, kissing her.
Kaitlyn licked her lips expectantly. "You planning on doing anything with that flattery?"
Grinning, I reached down and unbuttoned her shorts, pulling them harshly down her shapely legs until they hung around her ankles. Kaitlyn gasped in surprise that I had so quickly removed her pants, standing before me now in just her thong and partially removed top. The surprise didn't last long, though, as a lusty smile soon overtook her face.
"Oh, if you're gonna manhandle me like that, you better be prepared to go all the way, Ryan, because if you don't, *I'll* take you there myself," Kaitlyn threatened, her voice a seductive, dark promise.
Grinning, I gripped her by the shoulders and swung her over so her back was against the water tower itself. Again, she looked surprised, but before that surprise could really sink in with her, I claimed her mouth with my own, kissing her deeply as I slid my hand between her legs.
Kaitlyn whimpered pleasantly as my fingers danced over the front of her flimsy little thong, stepping out of her shorts so she could better spread her legs.
"Fuck... that's nice..." she moaned, arching her back against the wall of the water tower to give me better access.
"I'm sure," I said, continuing to rub her pussy through her rather well-soaked thong. "But I'm also sure this is gonna be a whole lot nicer..."
With deft, practiced fingers, I pushed the front of her thong to the side, finding and rubbing Kaitlyn's clit. She moaned, rather loudly this time, as I did this, crying out so loudly that I found myself instinctively fearing we'd get caught... but we were as isolated as it could get, weren't we? We could scream to the heavens and no one would hear us, so why the fuck shouldn't we cut loose a little?
Or a lot, actually.
I grinned at Kaitlyn, rubbing my fore and middle fingers over her clit at a quickened pace. Kaitlyn responded rather intensely to my ministrations, moaning and grinding against my hand, demanding more and getting it. It only took a few moments for her pussy to have well-soaked my fingers, and I was happy to keep getting more from her like this, massaging and teasing her pussy and only coaxing forth more juices.
"God... fuck... you're always so good at that..." Kaitlyn moaned, chuckling softly and looking up at me with a wild need. "How'd I get so lucky to find you?"
"Don't know, don't care, especially when the results are this good," I replied, kissing her neck and slipping my fingers inside of her.
Kaitlyn let out a particularly high moan as I pushed my two fingers inside of her folds, sliding deep inside of her until I could rest my thumb on her clit. I curled my fingers inside of her, looking to grind up against her g-spot while pumping them in and out of her, getting a particularly loud set of moans out of Kaitlyn as her pussy flooded and her muscles contracted around me. I knew Kaitlyn well by this point in senior year, almost as well as I knew myself. I knew everything that made her tick, everything that would get her nice and excited and gushing... I could make her cum here and now if I wanted to, make her scream in a matter of seconds, but where would be the fun in that?
She brought me up to this unique place so that we could become legendary, and I meant to make that moment earn that title.
"You like that?" I grunted, leaning in so I could whisper in her ear. "You like that when I get you going like that, *slut*?"
Kaitlyn groaned at my lowered voice, rolling her hips more insistently as I fingered her. "I think you fucking know that I like that..."
I kissed her neck again. "Oh, I know... I just love to hear you say it..."
Looking up at me with a playful defiance, she replied, "What, you love knowing how fucking hot you get me? That I stay up at night touching myself, thinking about the next time we're gonna get together and fucking break each other from all the pleasure? Is that what you wanna hear?"
"Mmm, yes, that's pretty nice," I admitted. "Always nice to know that I can drive the hottest bitch in school crazy."
Kaitlyn laughed, continuing to fuck against my hand as I fingered her. "Oh, yeah, you've got no problem there... but let's face it, you drive every bitch at school crazy... fuck... keep that going... I'm just happy to know that of all the sluts in school, I can drive you crazy like none of those others can."
She wasn't entirely wrong about it. For how much I cherished my experiences with every one of the girls I'd been with over the course of senior year, Kaitlyn could always reach deep into my very being and bring out an incomparable lust. It wasn't just that she was the first girl I'd ever hooked up with, though there was certainly some of that there, but of everyone I knew, we just seemed to have this instinctive draw toward each other, knowing exactly what it would take to drive them crazy and push them over the edge.
In short, while it seemed unlikely that Kaitlyn and I would ever find ourselves truly compatible when it came to matters of romance, when it came to sex... fuck, there were few forces on Earth that could keep us apart from each other.
In response to her words, I pumped my fingers deeper, massaging and searching for her g-spot. Kaitlyn certainly enjoyed the efforts of my search, and did everything she could to help me as she continued to writhe and moan and fuck against my exploring hand.
And then, rather unexpectedly, she started to laugh.
"God... when I said I wanted to be legendary, somehow this wasn't what I was expecting..." Kaitlyn said, looking up at me dreamily, trying to hold back her moans and only doing so well.
"What were you expecting?" I asked.
"I mean, some making out, some groping... somehow I didn't expect to become legendary by getting fingered on the water tower... something tells me not a lot of people have done this... that... that's gotta be *pretty* legendary, don't you think?" Kaitlyn replied, still laughing.
I grinned, nodding. "Yeah... yeah, that's gotta be pretty impressive... though for someone to be a legend, typically other people need to know the story."
"Oh, don't you fucking worry about that," she moaned, squeezing my fingers with her pussy. "I'll spread some stories, let the gossip do what it does... everybody who needs to know will probably know by end of day tomorrow at the latest, the day after at the latest."
The Regan Hills High School rumor mill was particularly efficient, especially when Kaitlyn got involved. It was her unique networking skills that had helped establish my presence around the school at the beginning of the school year, one of the biggest services Kaitlyn had ever done for me, honestly, and something that got the gears turning inside my head as I thought about what she was aiming for. It was an idea that seemed pretty intuitive, so I was surprised she hadn't mentioned itself, but when I had the opportunity to bring it
Fingering her more swiftly, I grinned. "I think we can do better than telling people you got fingered on the water tower..."
"Oh... yeah...?" Kaitlyn whimpered, clearly losing her battle to hold back on cumming.
"Yeah..." I replied, kissing her neck. "Because, and correct me if I'm wrong, but I haven't heard any stories about anyone getting fingered on the water tower, have you?"
"No... no, that's something someone would've boasted about by now, even if it was a lie, and I sure as shit haven't heard anyone talking about that ever happening; we might be the first to ever actually do that," she replied, biting her lower lip.
"Well... I was thinking... if we've never heard about anyone getting fingered up here, then we *certainly* haven't heard about anyone having sex up here, right?" I proposed.
Kaitlyn's eyes went wide, her smile brightening at the thought. "No... definitely haven't heard of anyone getting fucked up here... we'd probably need some proof, if we want anyone to believe it..."
"We've got phones... and enough people we can show it to who'll pass the story along... I think that would be a fairly efficient way for us to become truly *legendary*, wouldn't you say?" I continued, teasing her g-spot.
Admittedly, I knew I wasn't putting her in the best position for seriously rational thinking on the subject by bringing this up while fingering her, but considering how often Kaitlyn had put me in the same position in the past, I thought she might also find it persuasive. Nevertheless, I also knew that Kaitlyn liked to do things bigger and better than everyone else so she could be the biggest and baddest bitch in school, and appealing to her like this was definitely one of the best ways for us to embrace this moment, no matter how crazy it might have been.
I could see her thinking this over for all of a second before she agreed. "Yeah... yeah, let's fucking do it... you're good for it?"
Before I could answer, Kaitlyn reached down and grabbed my erection through my jeans. "Yeah, you're definitely good for it... come on, I'm fucking wet and ready... let's do this..."
I pulled my fingers from her pussy, and Kaitlyn was quick to grab me by the wrist, pulling my hand up to her mouth so she could lick and suck my fingers clean. She never broke eye contact as she did this, sucking them with the force that she would if she were sucking my cock and wanting to push me over the edge here and now. It was a familiar sight, but that didn't mean it wasn't one of the hottest fucking things I'd ever seen, either. Watching her full lips wrapped around my fingers, her cheeks hollowing out as she applied that perfect, forceful amount of suction to me... holy fuck, if this had only been a few months ago, I'd have been lost and probably cum already.
Thankfully, I wasn't that guy anymore, and as much as it felt like my cock was going to burst through the front of my pants, I managed to avoid that fate for now.
When Kaitlyn finally let my fingers go, I grabbed her by the shoulders and dragged her over to the railing. She quickly grabbed it in both hands, bracing herself and pushing her ass out to better present to me. I fumbled with my belt and buttons of my pants, but was able to quickly drop them around my ankles, tugging my underwear down with it and freeing my thick, ten-inch-long erection.
"Come on, Ryan... what are you stalling for... I'm horny, and I need you to fuck me..." Kaitlyn whined, looking over her shoulder at me with a sultry, needy gaze.
Though her eyes captivated me for a moment, soon I looked down and was hypnotized by something else entirely. Kaitlyn had always had an impressive bubble butt, so perfectly round and toned and jutting out enticingly, but seeing it here, tonight, on top of the water tower as we were... well, I couldn't help but let the excitement of the situation get to me, as I became utterly convinced there was never a more perfect sight than Kaitlyn's perfect ass, still perfectly bisected by that little black thong she wore. She clearly knew where my attention was, spreading her legs and shaking her ass temptingly, jiggling and spreading her cheeks and looking positively mouthwatering.



Fuck, I wanted her.
Unhesitating, I walked up behind her, resting my cock between her ass cheeks and pressing my body to hers. I wrapped my arms around her as she did this, squeezing her tits as I ground against her, while Kaitlyn pressed back against me, squeezing my cock enthusiastically with her ass. She leaned back, and we shared a heated kiss, the two of us grinding against one another in preparation for what was to come. I could feel the moistness of her pussy against my balls whenever I thrust up against her, while my own precum was freely dripping onto her ass at this point. I probably should have been balls deep in her by this point, but I was enjoying the madness of what we were doing quite a bit and wanted to draw the moment out for a little longer... and when that was combined with groping and grinding and making out with Kaitlyn Pruitt, well, I don't think I could be blamed for drawing this out just a little longer.
When Kaitlyn broke the kiss, however, we were down to business. "Get my phone... in my shorts... wanna make sure we document this... prove to people what we did..."
"Oh... right... that," I replied, shaking my head to clear my thoughts.
If only leaving her were so easy, but feeling Kaitlyn's near-naked body pressed against yours has a way of making you question why you'd ever want to be anywhere else. I did mean to get her phone, of course... I *did* want to immortalize the two of us as those seniors who'd been crazy enough to fuck on the Regan Hills water tower, but I also needed to be right where I was. I clung to Kaitlyn tightly for that moment, the cool night air embracing us feeling almost stiflingly hot for the heat passing between the two of us. I gripped her tits hungrily, squeezing her nipples and reveling in her moans, while in response she squeezed my cock with her ass again. We shared another kiss, this one long and deep, the two of us into each other's lips as our tongues danced teasingly against one another. It was a kiss that promised so much, a promise we were both more than capable of backing up.
Ending the kiss, I found her shorts and pulled her phone out, passing it to Kaitlyn.
"Thanks," she replied, opening it up to her camera app, holding her arm out so she could record us. "Alright, I'm ready when you are... you ready for this, Ryan?"
Standing behind her, I took one last glance down past the railing toward the drop that would occur if we weren't careful, and though it was frightening in its own way, there was also a serious thrill to doing something this crazy. I hadn't focused much on being a legend around Regan Hills High School, but now that the notion had taken root in me, it was one I meant to take to its natural conclusion.
So, I stopped looking down, and I looked instead at Kaitlyn. I looked at one of the most gorgeous girls I knew, holding out her phone, trying to keep the two of us in frame as she sought to immortalize the end of our Spring Break. I looked up and down her half-naked perfection, that ass jutting out at me promisingly, temptingly...
God, I wasn't sure I'd ever wanted a girl as much as I wanted Kaitlyn then and there.
Gripping my cock, I pressed in behind her, lining up with her pussy and sliding it over her slit.
Batting it against her pussy one more time, I said, "I'm ready."
"Perfect," Kaitlyn replied, hitting the record button. "Now, since I know a lot of people aren't gonna believe us, tonight we're getting fucking proof!"
She swung the camera around, showing off where we were, and what exactly we were doing. The lighting wasn't the best, and her camera work was, naturally, a bit challenged by the unique positions that we found ourselves in, but Kaitlyn made the most of it, smiling for the camera once she turned it back on herself.
"I'm Kaitlyn Pruitt, this is Ryan Collins, and we're here tonight to fuck on top of the Regan Hills water tower..." Kaitlyn said dramatically, looking over her shoulder at me. "Alright, Ryan... give it to me."
With a confident thrust, I pushed inside of Kaitlyn's achingly tight pussy, groaning with pleasure as I entered her. She let out a pleasurable moan, one that she probably exaggerated a little bit for the sake of the camera, but that still managed to stoke the fires within me nicely. Putting my hands on her hips now that my aim was true, I gripped onto her tightly, pushing inside her an inch at a time, savoring every sensation from Kaitlyn's body. She kept moaning, her arm shaky as she held the camera steady, and since I knew she wouldn't be able to hold on forever in this position, I meant to give her a good show. With only a few inches to go, I thrust the remainder of my cock into Kaitlyn. Her mouth dropped open wide, first with shock, then with pleasure as she let out a luscious moan, pushing back against me as I began to thrust in and out of her.
"Goddamn... goddamn it, fuck... that was fast... god, holy fuck, that's a lot of cock... god, you're fucking me hard... so fucking hard... feels so good... god, yes, Ryan, fuck me, fuck me harder..." Kaitlyn moaned, her face a mask of ecstasy as she looked into the camera.
I had no problem obliging her this request. Kaitlyn's pussy was, as ever, hot, tight, and so very wet. She gripped me so perfectly, yet was so wonderfully slick that I couldn't help but slide in and out of her with ease. As hard as I thrust into her, Kaitlyn managed to push back against me just as hard, the two of us in perfect sync as we leaned hard into this delightfully dangerous fuck.
Well, for a moment anyway.
Quickly turning her camera off, Kaitlyn said, "Hold up... just a sec, Ryan... pull out of me real quick?"
"Do I have to?" I moaned, lost in pumping inside of her.
"Yeah... I've already fucked up a few phones this year, and I don't want to lose another one; if I have to go asking Mom to get me another one after I dropped one off a fucking tower, she'll probably flip her fucking shit," she explained.
As much as I didn't want to pull out of her, this was the kind of logic I understood. Sighing, I let go of her just for a moment, long enough for Kaitlyn to pull herself off of me, set her phone down on her cast aside shorts, before bracing herself against the railing once again.
"See? A little waiting won't kill ya... though if you really wanna crush my pussy now, I won't blame you," Kaitlyn continued, smirking at me seductively.
Sliding back inside of her cunt, I reached a hand up to grip a handful of that beautiful, silky hair of hers, pulling on it just enough to arch her neck backwards. Kaitlyn turned her head just enough to look into my eyes, smiling once she saw the dark look on my face. She always enjoyed seeing the side of me that she could unlock when we truly got into sex, and with a little roughness now on the plate, her excitement only grew.
"So, that's what you want then, *slut*?" I asked, growling slightly at her.
Licking her lips, Kaitlyn replied, "I mean, I was thinking it was what you might want... but I'd be lying if I said that whole dark and commanding voice wasn't doing it for me, either..."
Smiling at her darkly, I pulled Kaitlyn in for one hot, fiery kiss, before letting go of her hair. Taking hold of her hips again with both hands, I began to pump in and out of Kaitlyn swiftly, the sound of our two bodies slapping against one another quickly filling the air, intermingled with grunts, groans, and the dark flow of dirty talk that seemed to pour from Kaitlyn's mouth when she truly got into it. I knew many a girl who worked with profanity like an artist would work with clay, but Kaitlyn was one of the grand masters of the art once you really started to fuck her.
"Fucking... fuck... goddamn it, fuck me, fuck me, Ryan, fuck me harder... come on, use me like the fucking slut I am... fucking destroy my slutty fucking cunt, come on, give it to me, fucking give it to me, I want it... I want it... you know I can take it, so just fucking *give* it to me, motherfucker... goddamn, *fuck*! Give me all that fucking cock, crush my fucking pussy like it deserves... goddamn... fuckfuckfuckfuck..." she moaned, looking back over her shoulder at me as I pumped into her.
Kaitlyn's words spurred me on, forcing me to fuck into her harder and harder. I could hear the railing rattle and vibrate with each impact, Kaitlyn's cries echoing over Regan Hills as I started to give her everything I had.
"Yeah... fuck... holy fuck, you're so fucking perfect..." I groaned, playfully smacking Kaitlyn's ass as I fucked her.
"No shit..." she laughed, flashing me a million-dollar smile. "But only when we're doing this... goddamn, your huge fucking cock in my tight cunt... you're so big... when you're fucking me... you're perfect... *we're* perfect... this, *this* right here is fucking perfect... crazy, but fucking perfect, you and me making ourselves fucking legendary, ending Spring Break with a fucking bang... other people may try to do something this crazy, but us... we'll be the first to do it, the ones that nobody can ever fucking match up to... and that, that right there... fucking perfect... holyfuck, keep going, keep giving it to me!!!"
Kaitlyn dropped her hand that she'd been using for her phone between her legs, fingering herself aggressively as I continued to pump in and out of her clutching cunt. She was so hot, tight, and utterly soaked that I could feel her juices running down my balls and onto my thighs. The pleasure was overwhelming, as sex with Kaitlyn had a tendency of being, and looking at her in the throes of ecstasy, I couldn't deny how utterly beautiful she looked in these moments. Around school, Kaitlyn had cultivated that perfect "head bitch in charge" image to instill fear and respect in our classmates, and even though she'd softened considerably, she still managed to pull off that persona much of the time when we were at school. Seeing her here, like this, though, I knew I was seeing the *real* Kaitlyn, the one who was completely separate from all of those social constraints and any thoughts that she had a particular self-image to keep up. Here she was simply herself, free and giving herself over to pleasure, enjoying herself and what ecstasy we could create together.
And oh, could we create some quality ecstasy together.
I pumped into Kaitlyn with a wild, unrestrained fury, giving her almost my entire cock with every thrust and coming back for more at her demands. Kaitlyn grunted and cursed, looking back at me as she fingered herself and took my cock. Looking into her eyes, I felt that unique connection that we shared, that pull between us that was somewhere beyond mere lust or love, that attraction that would likely always bring us together no matter where life took us. It was a heady feeling, almost overwhelming, knowing that the two of us had this power over each other, but as we lost ourselves in the moment, both of us taking that opportunity to look out at the glowing lights of the town we'd grown up in, I doubted I'd ever felt quite so free in my life.
Kaitlyn, as far as I could tell, agreed. Oh, sure, it wasn't so much in words, as she was having a hard time putting those together at this point, but as she took her next lingering look at Regan Hills, I felt her tense and knew that she could take no more... which felt just fine by me, considering the way my balls were boiling after this encounter. Knowing that her orgasm was on the horizon only made me fuck her harder, chasing after my own pleasure at this point and wanting to try and line the two of us up on that front. It wasn't something that I could always manage, as timing orgasms could sometimes be a bit of a challenge, but in this moment we meant to make legendary, I also knew that restraint would be worth it this one time.
So, I focused on Kaitlyn... I focused on how her body felt against mine, the way her pussy, so wet and hot and tight no matter how many times we fucked, squeezed me, milking my cock as it tried to coax the cum out of me... god, she felt good. I focused on her, and where we were, the two of us at the top of our town, looking down across the place we called home and making ourselves a strange kind of legend with every grunt, every thrust, every step we took closer toward our impending orgasms. It was a wild place to be, and a much crazier way to end our Spring Break than I ever could have expected, but as I looked out over the town, I knew that I wouldn't have had this moment any other way.
Moments later, Kaitlyn came without warning. One moment she was trembling and tensing, pushing back against me more insistently, and the next she cried out, arching her back and bucking violently as her orgasm tore through her. I was so taken off guard at first that I almost stopped fucking her, but as I understood what was going on, I held onto her more tightly, pounding Kaitlyn harder and harder through her orgasm until I couldn't help but let loose and cum deep inside of her.
I groaned, loudly, gripping her hips as I kept my cock inside of her, firing shot after shot into her grasping cunt. A wave of euphoria swept over me, threatened to blind me, even, but I couldn't let that happen... no, I had to stay here in this moment, with Kaitlyn, as we celebrated our legend and the end of our last Spring Break at Regan Hills High School. There was no way that we could have let this moment get away for us, it had to be one for the memories... for *both* of our memories. This wasn't just a triumph for one of us, no, this was us writing our names on the history book of Regan Hills, California, even if it wasn't the kind of thing that you tended to really circulate around. Nevertheless, what we'd done here was a first, and even if *everyone* didn't have to know about it, that didn't mean we weren't legends in our own way.
Kaitlyn moaned, arching her back against me. "Well... that was one of the more satisfying cums I've had in a while..."
"Ditto," I agreed, leaning into her and laughing from the euphoria of it all. "Fuck... that was..."
"Yeah... yeah, that was..." she replied, sighing pleasantly, before looking out over the lights of the town.
I took in the view as well, marveling at how small Regan Hills looked from up here. This town that had been so important to our lives was little more than dots of light spread across a black surface, but in that light there was adventure and lust, camaraderie and life. I wouldn't have had the year I'd had if it weren't for this strange, special town we lived in, and I wouldn't have had any of that available to me if it weren't for the girl in front of me.
I kissed the side of Kaitlyn's neck, grinning. "Can't deny that view, right?"
"Nope..." she agreed, arching her neck enough to kiss me back without pushing my cock out of her pussy. "It's pretty damn nice... you know, I was thinking that once we finished doing what we were doing up here, that we'd go back down to the car for all the follow-up fucking around, but now that I'm looking out over everything like this... I think I kinda like it up here."
"It does have its charms," I said, grinning as I looked the water tower over. "Sure, it's rusting and creaky and feels like it's gonna fall over at any moment, but when I get a look at that view and feel you against me like that, it's a helluva lot easier to overlook those issues."
"Right?" Kaitlyn laughed.
"Yeah," I replied. "So, just give me a little longer, and-"
My sentence was interrupted by the sound of a piece of railing collapsing and hitting the catwalk some twenty feet away from us. We both startled at the loud sound of clattering metal, before sharing a nervous look and even more nervous laugh.
"Or we could, you know, continue this at your car..." I said, quickly.
"Yeah, that's probably a better idea," Kaitlyn laughed, arching her neck and sharing another kiss with me. "Though this was fun..."
"More than fun," I agreed, kissing her back. "Motherfucking *legendary*."
***
The climb down the water tower was a lot less nerve-wracking than the climb up, though whether that was the nerves of it being past us or still just the afterglow of a good cum was anyone's guess. Nevertheless, by the time both of us had our feet on the ground, we were giggling and giddy, grabbing onto each other and kissing each other and ready for more... because there was *always* more when you got Kaitlyn Pruitt hot and bothered.
We'd gotten dressed again for the climb back down, but that was a temporary state of affairs, and sure enough, when we got to Kaitlyn's car, we began to remedy that condition quickly. Our gloves were all tossed on the passenger seat, soon to be followed by our piles of clothes as we undressed beside the car. It felt strange, and liberating at the same time, being naked in the night air, but before it was something that could be lingered upon, an equally naked Kaitlyn dragged me into the backseat of her car, closing the door behind us.
I slid over just enough to get some space between the two of us, better letting me look at the raven-haired seductress as she knelt next to me. Kaitlyn's eyes were wild, looking at me like a savage beast about to claim her prey. Her dark eyes blazed into mine, her tongue moistening her lips for what was certain to come next. I couldn't help but let my eyes drift over her now naked body, seeing her full, heaving breasts fully on display, her shaved pussy still dripping from our encounter on top of the water tower. This girl looked like the living embodiment of sex itself, and one look at her told me that if I didn't do anything about it, she was going to jump me sooner rather than later.
I gotta say, it always felt good to be wanted.
Looking down, Kaitlyn licked her lips again. "You're hard again."
I looked down at my erection, then at her. "You sound surprised."
"Not surprised... *ready*," she declared, leaning down and taking my cock into her mouth.
Kaitlyn was singularly talented when it came to blowjobs, and though she couldn't take my entire length in one go, she sure as hell gave it her best effort. She managed to get the head and a couple inches beyond in her first lunge, briefly pulled back to swirl her tongue around my cockhead enticingly, before practically inhaling the rest of my length on her next thrust. I watched in awe as my cock disappeared into her pouty lips, groaning out loud and arching against her as she deepthroated my cock.
"Holy fuck... holy fuck..." I murmured, running a hand through her hair, gripping it briefly, before letting her go.
Kaitlyn didn't need much guidance when it came to this act, eagerly bouncing up and down on my length, sucking and slurping and swirling her tongue over my cock worshipfully. I hissed and groaned, fucking back against her as she did this, while doing what I could not to get too overly excited; I'd done this with Kaitlyn countless times before, and I knew when she was just getting me ready for a properly hard fuck. She had mostly just been able to hold on while I went at her when we were on the water tower, but now that she was in a position where she could take control, I was ready to strap in and see what she was going to do to me.
For now, that meant enjoying her blowjob, of course, as she made sure it was eager and sloppy and thoroughly messy, looking up into my eyes whenever she could while she aggressively fucked me with her mouth. It was this, even as she gagged and drooled on my cock, even as she used her face to pleasure me, it was her staring into my eyes with this knowledge, this *understanding* even of her superiority when it came to the art of sex, that affected me the most. Don't get me wrong, as always, her mouth felt absolutely amazing, and I wouldn't have traded it for anything, but her eyes boring into mine in the midst of such an intimate act made me feel so far beyond perfect that words became difficult and all I could do was live in the world created by her lust.



She could have made me cum whenever she wanted to like this, her head bobbing up and down in my lap, her mouth giving me the most sublime pleasure, but of course that wasn't what she wanted this time. No, when she could feel me getting closer, she slowed, and when she slowed, she teased, running her tongue in slow, deliberate strokes up and down my shaft as she pleased me. Kneeling on the seat next to me, her ass jutting out, I couldn't help but reach behind her and grope her as she did this, teasing my finger at Kaitlyn's asshole as she edged me with her mouth. She moaned around my cock when I did this, the vibrations not really helping my ability to stay thoroughly sane through this experience, but all the same feeling very, *very* good.
Finally, she pulled off from my cock, taking a gasping, messy breath. Kaitlyn looked an utter mess, eyes watery, makeup smeared, chin shiny with saliva and precum, her hair all over the place... but goddamn if she didn't look even more beautiful than ever in this state.
"Okay... okay, wanna get some mileage out of you before you pop off again... gotta make sure we have some more fun before Spring Break's up," Kaitlyn said, crawling over me and straddling my legs.
"Good idea..." I replied, loving the view as Kaitlyn pressed her tits into my face.
I suckled at her nipples, kissing them and worshipping them for a moment while she lined up my cock with her pussy once more before settling down. We shared a moan in this moment as I filled her again, one that only went silent when she had settled in my lap, completely impaled on my cock and looking so thoroughly satisfied with herself. I slid my hands down behind her, gripping Kaitlyn's ass in a way that pulled another deep, luscious moan from within her. She grabbed me by the hair, pulling my head away from her tits just enough that she could plant a wild, passionate kiss on my lips. I returned it eagerly, kissing Kaitlyn back with every last spark of fire I could summon, our tongues battling each other as our lips mashed softly against each other. It was wet and messy and felt positively electric for how deep I was inside of her while we did this.
Kaitlyn let out a little low, mewling growl in the midst of our making out before she braced her knees against the back seat and began to push herself up on my cock. There was little slowness or hesitation in how she did this; Kaitlyn was too horny for such pleasantries. No, as soon as she had gotten accustomed to being nice and filled again, she began to bounce up and down on my cock quickly, riding me with the precision and enthusiasm of a highly skilled porn star. Her bouncing tits in front of my face, I looked up at Kaitlyn as she rode me, enjoying that look of confidence on her face as she bounced on my cock faster and faster.
Playfully, I swatted her ass, the sharp report sounding loud in the car even over Kaitlyn's moans and the wet sucking sounds of our fuck.
"God, yes... fuck, your cock's so fucking big... feels so good... so fucking deep... goddamn, I can't fucking get enough of it, Ryan... can't get enough of you..." Kaitlyn moaned, looking down at me with a playful grin. "If you wanna spank me again-"
SMACK!
Kaitlyn yowled loudly, a sound that you might have thought to be indignation if you didn't know her as well as I did. As she rode me faster, her eyes blazing with a lustful fury I loved to see, I knew I had hit the right button for her tonight.
"More... harder..." she grunted, smirking down at me.
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
Her ass jiggled with every bounce, every spank, her moans music to my ears as she rode me harder and harder, her hips a blur as she bounced on me. Every time I spanked her, I felt her inner muscles squeezing my cock, coaxing more from me as I pumped up into her. I buried my face in her tits again, sucking whichever nipple I could find as I lost myself in the wanton ecstasy of the moment. Though I might have been blinded by this pleasure, I could still feel Kaitlyn reaching down between us, fingering herself as she continued fucking me enthusiastically.
"God... yes... fuck, keep sucking my tits... mmm, fuck yeah... god... I was hoping that this would be the perfect capper... to Spring Break... god, yes... the last one we're gonna get while were here... wanted to make it perfect, wanted to make it fun, and with the two of us together, how could it be anything but... holy fuck... this is... this is legendary... you and me, together like this, fucking perfect... god, yes, keep sucking my titties, fucking my slutty cunt, squeezing my ass... so good... so fucking good... give it to me, Ryan... fucking give it to me..." Kaitlyn moaned, continuing to bounce expertly on my cock.
I looked up at her, capturing her lips with my own again in a passionate kiss, before smiling at her. There was no smugness, no dominance, just wild enthusiasm on my part, one that she couldn't help but return to me, looking positively gorgeous when she smiled back at me.
"God... you know, what we did up there, on the tower, that was fun and all that... but I think I prefer it like this, face to face, looking at you while I'm riding you... fuck... that connection, makes the fucking all the hotter... motherfucker... how'd you do this to me, Ryan? Hahaha, fuck, I used to just enjoy being used like a piece of meat, savagely fucked and tossed around and lost to all the things about fucking that feel good, but then you come into my life, show me what a good dicking really is, and we have to get this whole connection thing going on... it's crazy that you fucking did this to me..." Kaitlyn whimpered, fingering herself more quickly, getting closer and closer to exploding by the moment.
"You say that like it's a bad thing," I grunted, squeezing her ass and pulling her in for a kiss.
"Hardly... but a slut's got a reputation to keep up, and you make it harder to be such a whore for anyone and everyone when you get me feeling all emotional," she teased, kissing me sweetly on the lips.
"Well, I won't tell anyone you don't want me to tell that you're actually a big, sexy softie at heart these days," I laughed, kissing the tops of her breasts.
"Oh, you better not," Kaitlyn replied, laughing and kissing me again. "Do that again, and I'll find ways to make you pay... you'll still probably like what I do to make you pay, but still, I can say I'm gonna make you pay..."
Smirking, I replied, "I love it when you can still summon the greedy bitch when we're doing this... mixes kinda interestingly with that softie side."
"Of course it does... I'm fucking hot, no matter what I mix together, it's gonna be a good look..." she said, planting a sloppy kiss on my lips. "Oh, fuck... if we keep going, I'm gonna cum on your cock soon... fuck, this one's gonna be messy..."
"Well, you know I like it messy," I replied, squeezing her ass more firmly, helping her keep her pace as she bounced on my cock. "Come on, Kaitlyn, do it... fucking cum for me... cum all over my cock... get me nice and wet before I fuck your ass, because you know that's the only way this is gonna end..."
Kaitlyn's eyes went wide, her smile broadening excitedly in a way that said she *didn't* know that it was going to end this way, but that she was all for it.
"Obviously," Kaitlyn said, smirking, riding me more excitedly.
Her fingers became more of a blur over her clit, swift little circles getting her closer and closer to that edge that she was balancing on the lip of. This did make her riding me more hectic, her pace breaking and falling apart as she tried to keep fucking me while fingering herself, but where she began to fall apart, I was all too happy to catch her. I gripped Kaitlyn's ass more tightly, fucking up into her, keeping up the pace that she'd established while she tried to keep fucking me. We were a great team in that way, one of us always able to pick things up when the other was lost to pleasure, and though I was looking forward to my own explosion in the near future, I wanted to see Kaitlyn cum first. After taking her from behind on the water tower, I wanted to look her in the eye as she lost it this time, as watching Kaitlyn cum was truly one of my greatest pleasures in life.
As ever, she didn't disappoint this time. Even as she was trying to push herself, it was clear she was trying to draw this out as long as possible, pushing herself until she just let her body choose when that moment of explosion was going to occur. She looked me in the eye as we kept fucking, a growing look of franticness taking over her face as she began to shake and tremble. I slid my hands up her back, supporting her as we kept fucking. Even as she tried to hold out just a little longer, it was soon clear that it was a losing battle. With a devastating jerk, she came, her mouth dropping open in a wailing moan as her eyes rolled back. She threw her head back, her body bucking and trembling against mine as her pussy gushed all over my cock. Kaitlyn was surely making a mess out of her backseat, but as that would be more her problem than mine, I chose not to think about it too much. Instead, I focused on the moment, riding out Kaitlyn's orgasm as I continued to pump into her, slowing my pace for the moment as she came down, but savoring the way her pussy muscles tried to milk my cock. I had a little more restraint than her in this matter, *only* a little, mind you, but enough that I didn't cum then and there. This allowed me to be there, watching her, holding her as she lost herself to ecstasy, collapsing into me and trembling as she positively fell apart.
Sure, it may not have been as legendary as what we'd done up on the water tower, but it was a good moment for the two of us, one that felt utterly sublime as far as I was concerned.
Finally, Kaitlyn's eyes fluttered open, looking up into mine. "I think... think I might've passed out there for a second..."
Smirking, I kissed her. "I'll take that as a compliment."
"You better," she laughed, twitching and laughing. "Oh, fuck... my body's a live wire right now, everything's tingly and good and... Jesus, fuck... I'm so sensitive..."
"That a fact?" I asked, pushing her up just enough that I could lean in and take one of her nipples in my mouth.
Kaitlyn bit her lip through a moan, writhing in my lap, rocking her hips against me gently.
"Fuck, Ryan... you keep doing that, I don't think we'll get to the part where you fuck my slutty ass..." she replied, squeezing my cock with her pussy.
"Well, we can't have that," I replied, wrapping my arms around her and kissing her. "I just thought I'd give you a moment to catch your breath, and if you caught your breath while I got to suck on your tits, well, I thought that'd be fun for everyone."
"Oh, it's definitely fun for me... but it might be *too* much fun, because you keep doing that, then you're gonna get me so fucking horny that I won't be able to stop myself from riding you again and making sure you cum deep inside me, cum so hard you won't be able to see straight, and how are you gonna fuck my ass then?" Kaitlyn proposed, kissing me sloppily again.
"You make... a compelling argument," I replied between kisses. "Because I do want to fuck your ass."
"And I want you fucking my ass," she replied, smiling and kissing me again. "So, why don't we stop talking about it and start getting around to actually *doing* it?"
"Let's," I agreed, gripping Kaitlyn by the hips and helping her climb off of my cock.
"Oh... fuck..." Kaitlyn moaned, pushing off of me before dropping down beside me. "Holy fuck... god, I'm a fucking *mess*... fuck... this car's gonna smell like pussy for months after this, I swear..."
I chuckled. "It's not my fault you gush... oh wait, it kinda is."
"Yeah, it kinda is," Kaitlyn replied, rooting through my pants before finding my tube of emergency lube. "When are you gonna get a car so we can finally christen yours instead of mine for once?"
She squeezed a generous amount of lube onto her hand, then stroked it into my cock, making sure I was nice and slick with more than just pussy juice. It was an exquisite handjob, and while I would have preferred Kaitlyn's more favored way of lubing me up by squeezing the lube onto her breasts and giving me a nice tittyfuck, this was still certainly entertaining. She had me moaning in no time, which might not have been the desired outcome for her, but felt great on my end.
Finally remembering that she'd asked me a question, I replied, "I... I don't know... Dad was talking about how he might have a line on a car for me from an old buddy of his that he could get for me after Spring Break, but the guy's kind of flaky so I don't know how likely it is that that'll actually happen... it'd be cool if it worked out, though; I've had my license forever, it'd be nice to actually have a car to use it with."
Kaitlyn thought about this while stroking me. "Well, I hope it pans out for you... it'd be nice to see you with your own set of wheels."
Feeling adequately lubed-up, and more than a little sensitive, I took Kaitlyn by the wrist and pulled her hand from my cock. "I'm looking forward to it, too... I owe a lot of people a lot of rides from this year, and I'd be happy to finally get the chance to pay that back."
"Well, I know you won't be able to give me the kind of ride that I can give you, exactly," Kaitlyn said, crawling onto the seat beside me. "But if you wanted to fuck my ass and cum all over me, I mean, that'd go a long way toward paying me back."
She quickly got into a face-down, ass-up position, reaching back with both hands to spread her impressive ass cheeks. The view was, of course, quite stellar, as Kaitlyn's ass always was truly a sight to behold, but now that I could see her tight puckered hole, so lewdly displayed and ready for our mutual enjoyment... well, I can't say that I didn't feel my cock twitch a little.
Growling animalistically, I got up onto my knees behind Kaitlyn, bending over to the best of my ability in the somewhat cramped backseat of her car. It said a lot about the kinds of experiences that I'd had this year that I was actually rather used to this kind of contortion and didn't find it *too* terribly difficult, but there was no denying my height in this position would be a bit of a hindrance.
Still, when it meant the pleasure of fucking Kaitlyn's ass, I was happy to deal with whatever challenges may come up.
I gripped my cock, teasing its thick head over her tight hole. As ever, when I took in this particular sight, I felt a strange kind of awe, not just that a girl as hot as Kaitlyn *wanted* me up her ass like this, but that she was even *capable*. It seemed such an impossibility, that I'd be able to fit everything I had in such a small-looking hole, but if I'd learned anything this year, it was that there was very little that Kaitlyn wasn't capable of when she got horny enough.
"Ready?" I asked.
"For you? I'm always ready, Ryan," Kaitlyn replied, looking back at me to the best of her ability, given her position.
I smiled at her, enjoying the little smile she offered me in return, before I pressed against her tightest hole. Kaitlyn grimaced pleasurably in that moment of pressure, knowing what was coming next and encouraging me by pressing back against my cockhead. Bracing one hand against the seat for support while I held my cock with my other hand, I pushed against her more firmly. Kaitlyn and I let out our own little groans of pleasure and pain, but rather than get lost in how good I knew she'd feel, and how much resistance her tight ass gave me, I simply pushed against her harder, feeling her asshole stretch to accommodate me.
As was always the case when I fucked Kaitlyn's ass, I found it remarkable that she remained so tight after all of the wild stuff that the two of us had done together, but as ever, even in that tightness, with both of us enthusiastic for the act, I soon felt her hole stretch to accept me. She let out a high whimper of pleasure and pain, battering her hand against the back seat as she pushed back against me, and my cockhead slipped inside of her ass. I let out my own cry, but whether it was more pleasure or pain, I couldn't tell you. Kaitlyn's ass was a singular pleasure, hot and tight, squeezing me so perfectly and begging for further defilement.
"Goddamn... goddamn, Ryan... I want the rest of that monster up my ass... fuck... fucking hell, give it to me... shove it up my fucking ass," Kaitlyn demanded.
Of course, with Kaitlyn *also* begging, I found it all too easy to comply, feeding inch after inch of my cock inside of her tight, gripping asshole. Every inch I slipped inside of her filled me with newer, naughtier sensations, pushing me further and further as I felt compelled to claim absolutely every part of her. I'd genuinely lost count of how many times I'd fucked Kaitlyn's ass, but when it always felt this good, I couldn't help but feel like it was the first time all over again.
I bottomed out inside of her, shifting my position so that while I still supported myself on the seat with one hand, I was now pressed against her, her back to my front, one hand now capable of reaching around so I could squeeze her breasts. I rested against her for a moment like this, kissing the back of her neck until she turned to look at me, pressing her full lips against mine as we both savored this moment of my completely filling her. We kissed like this, soft moans and murmurs escaping our lips, sharing a slight little smile as our bodies trembled against each other.
"Fuck... I love this, Ryan... I love how your huge fucking cock feels in my ass... god, you really fucking wreck me, you know?" Kaitlyn said, smiling at me.
"Well, you're fucking tight, so I guess that makes us even," I replied, grinning back at her.
"Maybe..." she said, sighing pleasantly, one of her nipples hardening quite nicely against my hand. "But you know how much my slutty ass needs it... needs you to fuck me... fuck me so hard... god... it's the only way this can end, Spring Break? Fuck, we gotta end it right, end it hard, we already made ourselves legends, now I'm gonna need you to just fuck my slutty ass... fuck it like you mean it, fucking destroy me and cum all over me until I'm a cummy little whore for your cock... god, I'm such a fucking slut for you, aren't I?"
Kaitlyn laughed, and I couldn't help but join her a little as I began to thrust in and out of her ass.
"I mean... you might be the sluttiest girl I know, and I fucking love it..." I chuckled, pumping into her ass in short, rough thrusts. "And if you're a slut, then I'm *definitely* a slut, you know that, right?"
"Oh, yeah, that goes without saying," she moaned, pushing back against me. "But we're the best kinds of sluts in town, the ones who... fuck... know how to work together, to make something so fucking good happen..."
Grunting, I replied, "Something legendary?"
Looking over her shoulder at me, Kaitlyn pushed herself up onto her hands and knees and replied, "You're damn right. Now fuck my ass like you mean it, Ryan."
I straightened up behind her, gripping Kaitlyn's hips in my hands and grinning a dark, delicious grin at her. What we were doing now wasn't something legendary, and honestly was the sort of thing that Kaitlyn and I would be doing in our free time, but at the end of the day, who gave a fuck? The two of us, celebrating the end of Spring Break much like we would have enjoyed each other's company any other night, that just felt right for the unique friendship that Kaitlyn and I had.
Looking into her eyes as she looked back at me, I pumped in and out of Kaitlyn's ass with a savagery that was quite familiar to this particular coupling. Kaitlyn always demanded that I treat her ass particularly roughly, and I was happy to give it to her, pumping away at it and pounding her tightest hole with no mercy. She mewled and moaned, demanding more, more that she knew I could give her, and that I so readily made sure she had. The car was filled with sounds of sex, the thick scents of our mutual arousal filling the air as I utterly wrecked Kaitlyn's ass. Occasionally, there were a few words exchanged, some curses, some proclamations of how hot one or the other of us was, but in moments like this, there was no eloquence, nothing that syllables could describe that our own bodies could not.



We were lost in the art of the fuck, and that was exactly where both of us wanted to be. The world could have fallen apart around us, and neither of us would have cared for how lost in each other we were. All we needed was this moment, my thick cock stretching her impossibly tight asshole as I pumped in and out of her, giving her everything that I had while she only demanded more, the two of us perfect for each other in every imaginable way. Getting lost like this, it was easy to fantasize about what life would be like if Kaitlyn and I had actually decided to make a go of an actual relationship, knowing it would be fiery and hot and ravenous. Thoughts like that were inviting in their way, and if I already didn't have girlfriends I loved the way I did, maybe it would have been possible. Maybe Kaitlyn and I could have been something more... maybe.
I could see that look in her eye, that understanding, that same thought process. Even lost in the fuck as we were, or perhaps *because* we were lost as we were, it was easier to let the mind wander and fantasize towards all the possibilities that could be, so long as whatever possibility that was led to us doing more of this. Those fantasies were just that, of course, *fantasies*, but ones that were easy to get lost in for the moment as we surrendered ourselves to lust and sensation and that knowledge that so long as we kept doing this, here, together, that Spring Break would never have to end and that this was how our legend was destined to be formed. No one could possibly fuck as well as we could, and by doing this we controlled time, keeping this Spring Break rolling on into eternity.
Of course, the lust-addled mind has a way of messing with your perspective of such things as time, space, and reality itself, and much as it felt like going on forever was a possibility in our state, in reality, neither Kaitlyn or I was much longer for this world of lust we had created. With her hand a blur over her clit, I felt Kaitlyn tensing beneath me, her ass tightening around me as my cock swelled. I was close, she was close, I just had to time this right...
"Now," I warned, quickly pulling out of Kaitlyn's ass.
With a practiced, quick movement, Kaitlyn contorted just enough to flip over onto her back without once letting up on her clit, providing me with a perfectly lewd show as I came hard all over her. I groaned, quite loudly, as I could hold the pressure back no more, spraying cum all over Kaitlyn's belly and tits. Kaitlyn moaned lusciously as I painted her, fingering some of my cum onto her clit and into her pussy as she too let loose, her eyes rolling back as the ecstasy overtook her. She was a sight of raw, vile perfection, her body shaking, her ass and tits jiggling perfectly as she lost herself in the moment. Even in my cum-addled state, I knew that she looked perfect, and that nothing could possibly top this moment.
Eventually, we both stopped cumming, and unmindful of the mess, I collapsed on top of Kaitlyn. Her face was mercifully cum-free, because I really needed to kiss her, and by her enthusiasm, it seemed she really needed to kiss me back. We laughed together in this state, basking in the reality that came in the aftermath of a good hard cum, smiling at each other with the honesty that came with this state.
"So, was that legendary enough for you?" I asked, lightly nibbling on Kaitlyn's lower lip.
"Yeah... yeah, that was pretty *fucking* legendary, if I do say so myself," Kaitlyn replied, smiling back at me. "And messy."
"Yeah, well, it's us, messy was pretty inevitable," I laughed.
"True enough, but my car's gonna smell like fuck for weeks after this," she said, clearly not regretting this fact in the slightest. "So... I know you've had one hell of a go of things this week, and I got here for the ending, but this was the best fucking Spring Break ever, right?"
The thought gave me pause, but only just the *slightest* pause as I thought back on the lovely ladies I'd gotten to share this time with. Haley, Olivia, Sabrina, Tori, Sarah, Alice... and now Kaitlyn. These seven women I'd come to know intimately over the course of senior year, had made sure that every moment of Spring Break was utterly unforgettable, and that there was only one true answer to this question.
I kissed Kaitlyn on the lips and smiled. "Yeah... best Spring Break *ever*."
***
(Author's Note 2: As ever, if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series, as it truly keeps me going sometimes. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. For a lot of reasons, it's been hard for the last few years, and in times like that it gets really easy to forget the little things and not take care of yourself, and I humbly ask that you take time out of your day for some self-care when you can. Stay hydrated. Move around every so often. Brush your teeth and floss. Try to get a reasonable amount of sleep as often as possible. And, of course, please take care of your mental health. Address problems rather than bottling them up, and if things seem like too much, just know that there are people and resources out there who would be more than happy to help you, and that many are just a phone call away. It's a rough world out there, but we can't make it a better place if we don't take care of ourselves first. As always, please be kind to yourselves and to everyone else!
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***
As it so often felt after even the shortest of school holidays, it seemed like almost a year had passed since I'd been back to Regan Hills High School, but now that it was time to go back, I found myself actually rather excited. It was a pleasant change of affairs from how the year had begun, but with my time at Regan Hills High no longer characterized solely by tedium and fearing for my life from bullies and instead on friendship and wild sex, the thought of going back to school brought on the anticipation of new adventures and wonder at just where things were going to go next.
I was hoping for a *slight* change in pace in April from how things went during March. Don't get me wrong, I had a lot of fun with a *lot* of girls, but I was also not interested in finding a new Micah Burke problem to deal with. Though I knew he'd been chastened by having been caught and dressed down by Mrs. Harker, and Olivia and I had conspired to give him the humiliation a bully like him deserved, I knew that for the near future I'd have to keep my head on a swivel to avoid any potential retribution from him. It wasn't like I was expecting any, so to speak, but it didn't hurt to be on the cautious side with such things.
Nevertheless, any fear of fallout from the Micah incident was minimal when compared to the anticipation and excitement that came with getting back to school. Although I'd spent my Spring Break with a lot of girls I'd come to really care about over the year, even more of them were out for the entire week, and aside from the occasional texts and nudes, I'd barely seen anything of them. I was looking forward to getting back to school to see even more of them...
*Especially* with the news that Dad had slipped given me recently. As far as I knew, it wasn't exactly set in stone yet, but there were exciting developments I was greatly looking forward to sharing, the kind that could certainly make the rest of the year more interesting.
As I heard the car pull up to the front of my house, I smiled, looking forward to passing the word along to my ride this morning.
Grabbing my backpack and calling out to say goodbye to Dad, I strolled through the front door, picking up my bicycle along the way. I brought it over to the cute little car out in front of my house, quickly loading it in the back before I took the passenger seat, looking over the driver and smiling at them... because it was pretty much impossible *not* to smile when you looked at 18-year-old Brooke King.
"Hey, cutie," she said to me, leaning in for a quick kiss, quickly reaching over to grope my cock through my jeans.
You couldn't say I disliked the way she greeted me, as I reached beneath her skirt and returned the favor as I kissed her back.
"Hey, Brooke... you seem in a good mood?" I said, looking her over.
As petite as she was cute, and she was achingly cute, my heart swelled with love and affection as I took in the sight of my tiny blonde girlfriend. At a lean and fairly slender 5'1", she looked almost a scale model of a girl, with shoulder-length blonde hair that she kept in a pair of loose pigtails that framed her soft, utterly adorable face. Big green eyes looked up at me with an eagerness I always loved, her full lips curled in the cutest damn smile you'd have ever seen. With small, A-cup breasts, she may not have been as stacked as a lot of the girls in school, but I knew she more than made up for it with energy and enthusiasm... and an ass to kill for. Dressed today in her blue and white Regan Hills High cheerleading outfit led to a certain degree of easy access when reaching under her short skirt, which I enjoyed for a moment after teasing her pussy through her panties, before I withdrew.
"Well, I ain't the only one," Brooke replied, giggling. "Glad to see ya missed me like I missed you!"
Kissing me playfully again, we both straightened out a bit as she pulled the car away from the curb and began to drive us to school. Even though we saw each other frequently, ever since we'd entered into the unique relationship we had, I found it difficult not to stare at Brooke sometime. God only knew if we were going to be doing this for the long haul, but while we were together, I was still in awe of the fact that this cheerleader so eagerly wanted to be my girlfriend every bit as much as I wanted to be her boyfriend. I loved her, well beyond mere animal attraction... not to say that the animal side of things wasn't fun, either.
"What's not to miss?" I replied, grinning. "So, happy to be back?"
"Honestly, yeah," Brooke explained, smiling. "It's not like I don't enjoy hanging around someplace warm and hanging out in a bikini more often than not, but, I miss you, miss my girlfriends, my friends, so, yeah, it's, like, totally for the best to be back here. I like here more now, I think... and not having Mom tease me so much for all the pics I was sending you and Josie and Sarah."
"It didn't seem like it was *that* much," I replied. "Thanks for the pictures, though... those were pretty great."
"I know, right? I got some totally great bikinis for the occasion; really glad I got to use as many of them as I did..." she said, smiling at me cutely. "And thanks for the dick pics in reply. Those were, like, *very* welcome... touched myself to those a *lot*."
I laughed. "Glad to hear it."
Brooke giggled again in reply, continuing, "But, nah, it wasn't like Mom was, like, teasing me for sending so many pictures to ya, it's more that, ya know, she was asking after ya and telling me the kinds of hot pictures guys love to see, like she thought I didn't know what I should be sending to a guy, but, it's kinda sweet in its way, too. Mom's looking out for me... and I think she wants to fuck ya a little, too... or maybe a lot. Probably a lot, honestly."
It was one of those things that spoke to the experiences I'd had this year, and the things I'd learned about a lot of Regan Hills families, that I didn't react with a lot of surprise to hear Brooke explain to me so plainly about how her mother, Mrs. Brittany King, wanted to have sex with me. I'd run into her a few times around Brooke's house, and she looked like an older, MILFier version of Brooke, which was never a bad thing in my book. She'd done some subtle, and some *not* so subtle flirting with me in some of our interactions, and I'd always enjoyed and encouraged this because... well, mostly because it was fun. And, of course, because I knew that Brooke wouldn't have a problem with it. Mr. and Mrs. King were a unique pair when it came to sex (as my other girlfriend, Josie, found out during her encounter with Brooke's dad), swingers who also had plenty of other adventures around town, and that Brooke didn't mind a damn thing they did and had no problem with the rest of us hooking up with them always struck me as certainly unique.
"Think I should do something about that one of these days?" I asked, smirking.
"Oh, yeah, *totally,*" Brooke laughed. "Get her to stop talking to me about it... throw her down, get her off and, like, get her *off* my case."
"Consider it done," I replied, poking her in the side playfully.
She squealed, surprised. "Hey, I'm driving!"
"I've fingered you while you've driven," I joked back.
"Yeah, well, fingering's different from a finger poke to the side," Brooke said, defending herself.
"Good to know," I replied, smirking with barely held back restraint. "I've got some news, too."
"Your dad wants to bone down with me, too?" she joked back.
I paused for a moment. "Not that he's told me, but I guess it's possible. No, that wasn't my news... Dad's told me he's got a line on a car from me from one of his old buddies... I'll probably get it within the next few days, so, you know, I'm not gonna be reliant on these rides anymore. Can actually give you rides, actually."
Brooke squealed with delight. Considering how much she'd driven for me over the course of the year, I didn't begrudge her this enthusiasm.
"Oh, that's so fuckin' awesome! Congrats!" she exclaimed.
I squeezed her thigh, hoping to temper the enthusiasm somewhat. "Yeah, well... I don't know what exactly I'm gonna get. This buddy of Dad's... he mostly deals in bizarre fucking vehicles; there's every chance that I'll wind up with a decommissioned Soviet troop carrier or an abandoned ice cream truck."
"Hey, so long as it drives and there's room to fuck in the back of it, I think you'll do alright," Brooke replied, smiling at me cutely.
I looked on her with what was probably a fair bit of love, the kind that I chose to act on the moment we hit the next red light. I quickly leaned over, kissing Brooke on the cheek, before straightening out and looking ahead with what was certainly a slightly goofy look on my face. If I looked *too* goofy, though, she didn't seem to mind for a moment, blushing slightly and smiling even more brightly.
"You know, I really fucking love being with you," I said, still smiling.
"Hey, back atcha..." Brooke replied, smirking at me as the light turned green. "Bein' with you this year's been one of the big highlights of my life, believe me... hey, it's like, totally early, and we got a bit of time before school and I need a bit of help getting off Spring Break time; you mind if I hit the drive-thru and grab some coffee while we're, like, on our way?"
"No problem," I replied, smiling. "That wild, huh?"
"Eh, not *that* wild," she admitted, hitting her turn signal so we could take a detour by a nearby coffee place. "Mostly spent time swimming, getting some sun, enjoying the scenery, listening to podcasts... like, nothing *too* exciting."
Amused, I raised an eyebrow. "You spent most of your Spring Break listening to podcasts?"
Looking mock offended, Brooke replied, "And that's totally a crime?"
"No, not at all, just never took you for the podcast type. Something steamy? True crime? Just tell me it wasn't any of that manosphere bullshit," I said, laughing.
She screwed up her face in disgust. "Ewww, no... you know I totally got better taste than that."
For good measure, Brooke poked me in the side, and since I pretty well deserved it, I didn't fight her on this.
"Seriously, what've you been listening to?" I asked.
Rolling her eyes playfully, she replied, "A little bit of everything, ya know I like to dabble in whatever can be dabbled in. Dakota turned me on to a good local one, though, done by someone from school, even. You know Sig Nakata?"
"Not well," I admitted, though admittedly that spoke for a lot of our class, really.
18-year-old Sigourney "Sig" Nakata was a bit of a rebel who had their own way of doing things, but had a clever confidence that always led to some interesting class discussions whenever they got called upon by a teacher... and might have gotten them sent to detention about as many times for the same reason. With a gorgeous face with delicate features that showed off their Japanese heritage well and a rather great body (I'd noticed their long legs and D-cup breasts more than a couple times, I'll admit), they could have blended in well with any popular crowd they wanted to, but that wasn't exactly Sig's style. With their long black hair shaved on one side and an eclectic fashion sense that seemed halfway between tactical and ultra-girly, they had a way of making sure you couldn't miss them.
Even then, that they were a podcaster was news to me... though that might have also had something to do with the fact that I barely listened to podcasts.
"You up for listening to an episode? They dropped a new one today and I wanted to give it a listen... they often, like, make it pretty juicy, goin' into local history or some gossip without it getting too exploitative, often have some good interviews, too. And if it bores you, I can shut it off, no problem," Brooke replied.
Now, I'll admit that I knew a sales pitch when I heard one, but Brooke could be persuasive, and we sure as hell had a little bit of time to kill before school.
"Sure, what the hell, let's give it a try," I said, shrugging.
Smiling, Brooke tapped a few quick times on her phone on its dashboard mount before a jaunty, if certainly homemade, little tune began to play. After a few moments like this, a sultry, playfully energetic voice came in, talking not quite as mile-a-minute as Izzy Barnes, but still pretty fucking fast.
"Hello listeners, it's your favorite femme they/them, Sig Nakata, here for another episode of Regan Hills Happenings. Thank you all who are listening in, there may not be many of ya, but I love y'all anyway! Much as I hate self-promotion, gotta do that usual reminder to like and subscribe and send money and I can keep this going; making all this is still a one-person show, and I love and welcome all the support I can get. Now, before we move on with the rest of this episode, I've gotten a lot of complaints, some of 'em even well spelled, about how horny my last two or three episodes were... and, well, even though I'd say that's a *you* problem, and ask all y'all if you've actually taken a look around Regan Hills lately, or, you know, *ever*, good news for you: today's episode is gonna be at least 40% less horny... maybe even up to 70%, I swear, this is my solemn vow!"
I smirked, already amused by thoughts of the looks on Sig's face as they said this. That they made Brooke laugh was certainly a bonus, but already, I was enjoying what they had to say.
"In addition to all my usual reminders to fight the power and question everything you hear (yes, even little ol' adorable me), I've got some news on upcoming school events and an interview with Chloe Marcus and Tommy Jarvis, our stars of the upcoming school production of Little Shop of Horrors (great fucking show, and these guys are gonna knock it out of the park, I know it)... but as I like to start episodes with a little bit of wit and wisdom from my often chaotic mind, I'd like to kick things off today by sharing some thoughts on... well, recognizing that the end's right around the corner."
Steering her car into the coffee shop's drive-thru line, Brooke asked, "So, whaddya think?"
"I'm still listening," I said, smirking at Brooke amusedly. "And certainly not disliking what I'm hearing."
I was keeping things understated until I'd heard enough to make a full judgment, but I was enjoying Sig's somehow casual, yet energetic, delivery, and I was definitely interested in hearing more.
"Oh, it's not the end of days yet... things haven't gotten fucked up enough in the real world just yet, anyway, no matter how hard they try... but I'm talking to my fellow Regan Hills High School seniors, about how it's April, and the end is in sight! Spring Break's just about over as I'm recording this, and the end is around the corner, and though we've all got futures of one sort or another to look forward to, I find myself thinking about one thing and one thing only these days: just what the fuck should I be doing *now*?"
Unconsciously, I leaned in, listening in more intently. Though most of my classmates were talking about the future these days, and the future certainly had a way of preoccupying me more and more as it became clear that my days as a student at Regan Hills High were certainly numbered... but at the same time, I wasn't ready for senior year to be over just yet (even if I had spent part of Spring Break securing my "legend"), and I hadn't had a lot of time to figure out just how the "now" came into things. I should probably have been asking some people I was closer to about this, but lacking that conversation in the moment, I was definitely down to hear what Sig had to say.
"Well, your mileage and anxiety levels may vary (not to mention the dosages of your anxiety medications, which we should probably compare notes about), but if you're listening and wanna hear my limited insight on the matter, here it is: do whatever the fuck you wanna do right now, but whatever it is you do, make sure you actually *do* it. I know it sounds cliched, but we don't have a lot of time left, and cliches are a good shortcut to get a point across, so I'm gonna use one when I say, don't let this year just *happen* to you. You should be the one *happening* to this year! Seize the fucking day while you still can, because we don't have a lot of days left... I mean, obviously use your common sense, don't hurt yourself or anyone else or do anything illegal, your old-but-not-actually-old friend Sig's not encouraging that, but don't let the rest of this year pass you by! Make this year yours while you still can (responsibly, I cannot stress the *responsibly* part enough)!"
Brooke paused the podcast, briefly. "Not bad, huh?"
"Not bad," I agreed. "Never hurts to have that kind of reminder."
"No kidding! Sig likes to keep things chill, but common sense, and, well, makes them fun to listen to. You wanna keep going?" she asked.
Not needing to think too hard on this, I said, "Sure, what the hell?"
***
Of course, the day couldn't all be hanging out with Brooke, getting coffee and listening to a surprisingly well put together podcast from one of our classmates, as we were getting back to school and back to work after a week off and there was a *lot* that needed to be done to do all that, but maybe I listened a little too hard to that whole "don't let this year just *happen* to you" speech from Sig. I had an extra spring in my step and zest for school that I wouldn't have expected after taking a week off, *especially* a week with as much sex as I'd had, and rather enjoyed the good vibes that came with it. I turned in my homework with confidence (because, somehow, I found time to actually do some homework over Spring Break), knocked a pop quiz out of the park, and even managed to make my way down to the Puma Press offices during an early break in the day feeling pretty confident in an assignment I'd sent in over Spring Break.


I was going to just check in with my editor, 18-year-old Nadia Barclay, a girl who was as intimidating and driven as she was sexy (and she was *very* sexy), to see what she had to say and hear how much she wanted to tear my article apart, but as was often the case when I was swinging by the Puma Press offices, it was never quite *that* easy.
The Puma Press offices were, as usual, cramped and pleasantly chaotic, the small room featuring a mishmash of ancient pieces of furniture and even more ancient pieces of technology, though that latter part had been remedied somewhat by the funds we'd made during the Halloween Scream fundraiser with the addition of some new and new-ish computers. As could have been expected, Nadia was already here, beautiful and black and preppy-looking as ever, and was deep in conversation with the Puma Press' assistant editor, the reserved-looking 18-year-old Nica Dubois, and a slender, and very animated girl with glasses and wavy strawberry blonde hair that I couldn't quite recognize from this angle.
"Pull up some seat, it's gonna be a minute the way they're going at it," a familiar voice said from nearby.
I turned, catching sight of one of the most welcome presences I could've found in here, taking in the sight of my girlfriend, 18-year-old goth princess Josie Wong. She looked as gorgeous as ever, her pale skin accented by dark makeup and black lipstick, her short black hair choppy and glossy in a perfectly casual and calculated fashion. Wearing a tight graphic tee that looked painted on over her toned body and D-cup breasts, and a short black skirt and her customary heavy black boots, she looked... well, she looked as hot and enticing as ever. Having spent her Spring Break away with family, I hadn't had the kind of time with her as I'd have hoped, so seeing her here now brought a certain excitement out in my core.
And in other parts of me, quite naturally.
Setting my backpack on the table Josie was sitting at, I leaned in for a quick, greedy little kiss that she all too happily returned, smiling a sly, but excitable little smile that looked *quite* good on her, if I say so myself.
"Good to see you, too," Josie replied, licking her lips. "If my schedule wasn't packed for the day, I'd say we should do something about it."
I shrugged. "I mean, I was hoping... but it's also, ya know, good to see you."
"Obviously," she replied, quickly squeezing my thigh. "So, you gotta talk to Nadia, too?"
"I was hoping to," I said, then asking, "You're already waiting in line?"
"'fraid so. Fatima gave me a hot tip that the track team's planning a bikini car wash fundraiser in the near future, wanted to run that by Nadia so I can get her permission to make this an official kind of Puma Press event to cover," Josie explained.
I chuckled. "Giving you an official excuse to ogle and take pictures of the track team girls in bikinis?"
Winking, she shot me a thumb's up. "You got it."
"Smart; there's some seriously hot girls on the track team," I said, nodding as my own voice turned toward the lascivious. "Cross your fingers that Dad's good to his word at getting me a car... I'm sure it'll need a wash by the time that rolls around."
Josie laughed with me. "And if it doesn't, find a way to get it dirty... it's gonna be a good show."
I thought on some of the girls on the track team and let out a little shiver. While I'd already been with the utterly gorgeous 18-year-old Middle-Eastern beauty Fatima Hassan, there were some other stunners that came to mind, Layla, Alexis... fuck, the thought of these girls in bikinis, soaping up cars, soaking wet... it was certainly fun to think about. Even if I had to bring my bike by for a wash, there was no way I was going to miss out on that.
And about the moment I realized that I was probably daydreaming a little *too* intensely, I shook myself out of it and asked.
"So, who's that talking to Nadia and Nica?" I asked.
"Becca Ashe, from yearbook?" Josie suggested. "Near as I can tell, she's trying to collaborate on a project with Nica."
I laughed. "Good luck with that."
She nodded. "Seriously."
Nadia was a great editor, but an even fiercer advocate for the Puma Press, as not only did she want our humble school newspaper to win some awards this year, she also was fiercely competitive with any and all of the school's other clubs who'd looked down on us in years past. There was a particular little rivalry that we had with the kids who worked the yearbook, even if there didn't seem to be any basis for it beyond the fact that we were Regan Hills High's only two publications. Collaborating on any kind of project seemed unlikely, maybe even *impossible* with Nadia covering things from the Puma Press side of things.
But with what I knew about 18-year-old Becca Ashe... well, that probably could change everything. The slender, 5'8" student editor of the Regan Hills High School yearbook, Becca wasn't someone I knew well, but she had a reputation for being a little crazy, and *incredibly* determined. Nothing could get in her way when there was something she'd set her mind to, a reputation that had gotten her the nickname of "The Terminator" in some circles. It seemed like a situation where we were going to see an unstoppable force meet an immovable object when it came to Nadia, but it was a fight I'd certainly enjoy seeing play out.
After all, who didn't enjoy watching two hot girls fight it out?
Shaking her head in annoyance, Becca turned about on her feet and humphed, walking toward the door. It gave me a better look at her, taking in her graceful, elegant and utterly beautiful face, her stylish glasses framing lively (and certainly somewhat manic) hazel eyes, her preppy style seeming perfectly calculated to hug her lovely body while still looking somewhat modest. Nevertheless, that she had a nice ass and a great pair of C-cup breasts was certainly hard to hide, and look away from.
With the look on her face, I half-expected her to storm past Josie and I, but when she saw me, Becca stopped and changed course toward us. That manic glint in her eye only gained strength, a bright, pageant-ready smile taking over her lips, brilliant white teeth showing in a look that was equally pretty and predatory.
"Ryan, I know we've never talked, but I do need to talk to you... Nadia or Nica or whoever will tell you all about it, but whatever you do, please say yes!" Becca said cryptically, her voice quick and decisive.
Before I could think to respond, she stormed off with the same purposefulness, leaving me utterly baffled.
"Well, that's mysterious as fuck," I said.
"Agreed," Josie replied, standing up from the table. "I'll make it quick with Nadia so you can do what you gotta do."
With a quick little smile, she leaned down and planted another firm, commanding kiss on my lips, before heading over to talk to Nadia. It was the kind of kiss that could leave a man a little dazed and with a goofy little grin on his face, which was no doubt the state that Nica found me in when she approached me.
"I take it someone's having a good day?" she said wryly, an eyebrow raised at me.
This shook me out of my reverie, as I rather wanted to make sure that Nica had my full attention. A pale brunette with short hair, a clever face and sharp eyes that peered out at me from under her glasses, I didn't fear Nica like I did Nadia, and actually rather enjoyed her presence. Though more reserved than our intensely focused editor, Nica had a way of saying what needed to be said when it needed to be said and being there for us when we needed her. I'd come to truly appreciate her over the course of the year, and not just because we also hooked up a while back.
"You know what? I really am," I said, grinning up at her.
Smirking, Nica took a seat beside me. "Good for you."
Being this close to her again, I couldn't deny feeling a certain charge of energy between us. Some of it, to be sure, was lingering from Josie's kiss, but there was something with Nica that felt exciting in its own unique way. I might have been crazy, but the way she was leaning toward me ever so slightly, the slight part of her legs and that mischievous little glint to her grin, it felt like there might have been something there on her end as well.
Trying to keep my mind from wandering *too* far off topic, I said, "So... what was all that with Becca?"
She shrugged. "Another ambitious student's last gasp at some form of relevance before the year is up? No, it is more than that... she has a project, looking to do some interviews with students who have left a particular impression on the school over the course of this past year for some special yearbook profiles and was asking around for information on some members of the paper who might fit that bill."
"Oh yeah?" I asked.
I'd seen similar profiles on graduating seniors in previous yearbooks, but never really having that much interest in school back then, I wasn't all that interested in them. Now that I knew as many people around here as I did, though, I found myself suddenly rather interested in who might be honored, even if the honor wasn't all that big a deal.
"Indeed. She was interested in Nadia, of course..." Nica said, playing it coy with a warm little smile on her face. "And your name was mentioned as well."
"It was?" I asked, feeling a surge of excitement, with some nerves.
Even now, I still remembered what it felt like when I was more insignificant... feeling noticed *now*, though... well, that was something that added its own level of excitement.
"You sound surprised," she continued, amused. "You and I both know that you shouldn't be surprised by this... you don't build a reputation as you have this year without getting noticed in all corners of the school."
"I mean... I'm a little surprised that someone's interested in profiling me for the yearbook with the reputation that *I've* built. I didn't think that people got into the yearbook for sex-related reasons," I replied, still finding this whole moment a little heady.
"You don't listen to gossip from previous years well enough, then," Nica explained. "About half those profiles come from people who fucked around with the right people... they just had to find another reason to rationalize why such a profile could be made about them that didn't have any mention of sex. You have done much good this year, Ryan, changed your share of lives, and that is definitely to be commended."
"I've changed lives?" I said, chuckling and sounding skeptical. "I mean, I've tried to help people out when I can, but I doubt I've-"
"You've changed mine," she replied, her tone harsh. "Changed it for the better, as well, so I'll not have you speak ill of the man who helped get my sex life back on track."
Nica settled this by crossing her arms across her chest and smiling at me proudly, a gesture I was pretty powerless against in this case. She had confessed to me, before we wound up having sex, that she had not had the best experiences with sex, and I had done everything I could to be a patient and considerate lover. The sex with her had certainly been hot... a little slower and more tender than what I was so often used to, but one that had left a serious impression on me. The kind of years that the two of us had led had put us on paths away from each other more than I would have liked, but I still thought fondly on the time we'd spent together.
Smiling at her, I said, "Alright, I'll stop."
"Good," Nica replied, running a hand through her short brown hair confidently and shooting me her own cocky little smile.
Thinking on her words, I said, "So... it's been better? Your, uh, sex life, I mean?"
"Significantly," she said, letting out a little sigh. "Not so much as I could be having, but putting myself out there, that is its own challenge... but I have not been saying no to opportunities that I would have otherwise turned down previously. Made some ladies happy... happier than I might have before... and perhaps an odd guy or two."
The way she said this so freely... well, I rather liked to hear it. "Good. I'm glad to hear you've found it... satisfying."
"Satisfying might be a strong word for the guys I have met... but that is possibly down to me always comparing them to you, and when I think on what you are packing down there, it's nearly impossible for them to stack up, is it not?" Nica said, a coy, if somewhat nervous, little smile on her lips.
I was intrigued by the way that she bit her lip, and that little glint in her eyes that promised... well, promised quite a bit more than what she was currently saying.
"I've heard that comparison can be a challenge," I said, smirking.
Nica rolled her eyes, laughing. "Oh, so *this* you embrace completely, the powers of your titanic cock?"
"You saying I shouldn't?" I replied.
"No," she shot back. "I would never say that."
"Then what *are* you saying?" I asked, prodding Nica to say what she wasn't saying, but clearly wanted to.
With a nervous little grin, she bit her lip before leaning in again, whispering softly in my ear.
"You once said that you could be... *amenable* to me, if I were ever to call upon you again... and I think, with my mood as it has been lately, and seeing you in such a good mood today, and thusly looking *incredibly* good because you are in such a good mood, I was wondering if you might be 'amenable' to spending some more time together," she said.
Nica's breath was hot against the side of my neck, her promise sending a surge of heat through my core. I looked on her, seeing those pursed, perfect lips, those hopeful and sensual eyes... there was no way I couldn't smile at her.
Taking Nica's hand in mine, I asked, "You doing anything for lunch?"
***
One of my favorite things about Regan Hills High School, at least from an administrative standpoint, was that they were incredibly slow to address pretty much any logistical issue the school faced. The perfect example was that our school's soccer field still housed a number of portable bungalows, remnants of the school's construction some years back when much of the school had to relocate to the portables for the better part of two years. While most of the bungalows had been moved out, there were still a handful keeping the soccer field from being properly cleared and used, which was useful when we needed to use them for the school's Halloween Scream Fundraiser, but not so great for our school's chances of having a winning soccer team. Though they were mostly left to rot and used for storage these days, nobody really paid attention to the bungalows, and if you still happened to have a key for one stashed away... well, some fun could be had.
Which certainly made taking Nica over to Bungalow 237 during lunch all the more exciting. Though it was once again used for storage after we had to take our haunted house down after the Halloween Scream, it was cozy, and private enough, and had a half-decent couch in it that I had used to make a number of good non-Halloween memories in in the months that followed.
I didn't know what mood Nica would be in precisely when it came to lunchtime; considering the tenor of our last encounter, I mostly expected something slow and sensual. The moment we both entered the dimly-lit bungalow and I heard her drop her backpack, then turned to see that hungry look in her eyes, seeing that slow way she nibbled on her lower lip... well, I knew things would be different this time. The slender, 5'6" beauty closed the distance between the two of us quickly, wrapping her arms around me and kissing me with a passion I was excited to see that she had, and I was all too happy to return it in kind, kissing her back and clinging tightly to her. Our hands moving swiftly, we shed our clothes, stripping naked quickly and finding our way to the couch.
Which is how I eventually found my way on top of her, her legs wrapped around my waist as I fucked her on the couch. The sight of Nica's beautiful face contorted in ecstasy, her B-cup breasts shaking with every impact as I thrust into her, was certainly an awe-inspiring one. I didn't fuck her nearly as hard as I could have, but she still took my cock eagerly, encouraging me to thrust all ten inches into her at a steady, deliberate pace. Our kisses were frequent, our passion real, my awe for this lovely girl with me overpowering. Nica had always been one of my most singular lovers, and I'd always regretted how we had spent so little time with each other after our memorable first encounter.
The way she fucked now, it felt like I wasn't the only one making up for lost time.
"Yes... yes, Ryan... like that, fuck me... fuck me, please... keep fucking me like that... god, I've needed to be fucked like this for so long..." Nica moaned, kissing my neck.
"Well... you could've asked..." I grunted, pumping into her at this same deliberate pace. "I've been hoping we could do this again... for a while..."
"Oh, yes?" she asked, laughing. "I made that kind of an impression on you, even with all the other beautiful women you have been with?"
"Of course you did," I replied, kissing her back. "Nica... fuck... do you really not know how fucking amazing you are?"
Nica laughed again, the sound light and airy. "To be fair, I actually do... I have doubted my worth time and time again, but have come to understand recently that I am, in many ways, quite a catch... still, it does wonders for my ego that you still think so fondly of me even after all the sluts you've fucked since we last did this."
I grinned down at her, having a hard time keeping my enthusiasm in check. The last time we'd done this, Nica was nervous and uncertain, and seeing this side of her now, so excited and engaged, eager to experience the pleasure that she knew she wanted... god, it was enlightening.
"Well, I'm always happy to stoke a girl's ego... especially when she's as sexy... and wonderful... and fucking *amazing* as you are," I growled, kissing her lips firmly.
I reached down to finger Nica's clit, enjoying the feel of her moans against my lips as I did this. By the way she was tensing, and how juicy her pussy had gotten, I knew she was getting quite close, which was good considering that I was in a similar state.
"Mmm, you are a charmer... and I'm... I'm getting there..." she moaned, smiling up at me sweetly. "You?"
"Really fucking close," I admitted, thrusting into her more insistently.
"Oh, good... I was fearing we might be too far apart on this... fuck... but was greatly hoping that we may, in fact, be able to do this together... keep fucking me, keep touching me like that, and we will both get what we want very soon... fuck me until I cum, Ryan... fuck me until I cum, and you cum in me... and that would be a perfect ending to this, I think... don't you agree?" Nica whimpered.
Thrusting into her, I answered, "Yes... yes I would..."
I kissed Nica then, deeply and slowly as I pumped into her slick pussy. Feeling her body tense against mine, knowing that I had gotten her to this point, that she had actually pursued this with me... well, it was a heady kind of feeling, one that honestly could've driven me mad with power. Thankfully, I still had enough humility to *not* do this, but with an echoing voice in the back of my mind, one I'd heard just this morning, telling me to seize the fucking day while I still could, I knew that this was a moment I meant to make great for both Nica and I.
So, I kept my pace with my fingers over her clit, making sure to push her to that place of pleasure we both sought and getting her there ably. Nica moaned and writhed against me, encouraging me with higher and higher cries of pleasure as she closed her tightly, her mouth dropping open as she anticipated her orgasm's arrival. I timed my thrusts with my fingering, trying to make this as memorable as possible, and within moments, I liked to think I was successful.


Nica clung to me tightly, letting out a single, high cry of pleasure as she came. Her pussy spasmed against my cock, gushing with juices as the waves of ecstasy rolled through her, squeezing and massaging my girth and letting me know that it was well past the time that I joined her. I gave Nica a few more thrusts as she came, but soon joined her, burying deep and cumming inside of her. It was a nice, rolling orgasm, the kind where it felt like I was emptying all the fluid in my body while waves of warmth and joy crashed around me. I basked in that euphoria, leaning in and kissing Nica deeply. She clung to me more tightly as I did this, kissing me back fiercely, the two of us losing ourselves in the moment as we experienced this singular bliss together.
If only lunchtime lasted long enough for us to stay like this forever... but it didn't.
Nica broke the kiss, looking up at me fondly.
"That was... *incredibly* nice..." she said, licking her lips and smiling. "But..."
"Yeah... but we should both quickly grab something to eat and then get where we oughta get going," I said.
Nica sighed. "Not terribly romantic, but is *quite* practical. I am glad we have an understanding on this."
"Oh, yeah," I replied, pulling out of her with quite a bit of difficulty. "I've gotten quite accustomed to dealing with these kinds of difficult situations."
"I know," she replied, smirking. "We may not have been able to get together for some time, Ryan, but I have kept my tabs on you. You have been a busy boy this year."
I grinned in reply, climbing off of the couch and regathering my clothes. "Checking up on me? Should I be keeping an eye out for you stalking me?"
"Hey, as stalkers go, you could do worse, no?" Nica replied, finding her underwear and pulling them on. "But it is nothing so scandalous, I assure you (unlike some of your hook-ups, but who am I to judge?)... muchly I do it because I do care *some* about your wellbeing, and caring about your own wellbeing is often far more exciting than dealing with the thorns in my side that come with being assistant editor of the Puma Press."
I nodded in commiseration. "Yeah, Nadia can be... a lot sometimes."
"Nadia is one element, to be sure, but... ah, should I be gossiping when we're still enjoying all the afterglow?" she asked, finding her bra and pulling it on.
Pulling my underwear on, I replied, "Hey, if you wanna gripe, gripe away; I love griping."
Nica smiled at me fondly. "Well, it is the time of year when people seem to realize that they're running out of time. Normally, that wouldn't be so much of an issue, because we always have another year of school to do what needs to be done, but at the moment, we *don't* have another year of school ahead of us. This is the last year, the final days, and some people are looking to make their mark, or at least be handed the mark they think they deserve. While sometimes these are amusing, or at least amusingly pitiful, sometimes the people can be persistent, and inconvenient, and I have been dealing with one thorn in my side in particular of late who does not seem to be able to take no for an answer, one who has been pestering me for some time to use my position in the paper to find some way to make them seem more prominent and impressive and noteworthy than I would otherwise dub."
Feeling protective of Nica in our post-coital haze, and wanting to see if I could help in any way, I asked, "Who?"
Sighing with the greatest sound of annoyance I'd ever heard, Nica answered, "Peyton Shaw."
Oh. Peyton Shaw. Yeah, that did certainly complicate matters, especially with the limits of what I could do.
18-year-old Peyton Shaw was, unquestionably, the richest girl in school, and from the richest family in town, and when we were from a town that would hardly be considered all *that* rich, that meant that she could throw a lot of weight around however she wanted it. As a beautiful blonde with an insane body (seriously, the girl had some genuinely enormous tits), she was used to demanding what she wanted, and had gained a reputation of throwing tantrums when she didn't get that, something I'd actually been privy to on a couple occasions. While I wanted to help seize the day however I could, this was likely not one of those situations that I could help out with.
Nevertheless, I still offered Nica a commiserating smile and jokingly said, "Well... if you ever want me to fuck her senseless until she gives up on her crusade to get in the school paper, you just shoot me a text and I'll do what I can."
Laughing, Nica shook her head. "Believe me, I have been tempted to do that on several occasions... if she does not listen to me, perhaps she would listen to your cock... I'm sure that's a language she is more fluent in than the word 'no'."
Smiling, I approached Nica, wrapping my arm around her and pulling her in for a kiss. "Thank you for this, today... this was really nice."
"Yes, it really was nice, wasn't it?" she replied, smiling up at me easily and placing a playful little kiss on my chin. "Perhaps there will come a time when I come to you for naughty as well as nice... I honestly look forward to that."
With a fond look down at her pretty face, I replied, "So would I."
***
Sex with Nica had me riding nice and high for the rest of the day, and by the time school let out, I was in a pretty great fucking mood. I mean, sex kind of *always* had a way of doing that, but when you were with a girl as special as Nica? Yeah, it had a way of sticking with you for some time, and I was riding that high even as I strolled toward the bike rack at the end of the day. I strolled with a confident bounce in my step, enjoying the warming Spring air and feeling like the world was full of possibilities. While some of me still mourned the end of Spring Break, I knew that there were plenty of adventures still to be had this year, and if I pursued them, *seized* them when I could... well, I could make the end of this year legendary.
So, yeah, you could say I was a bit distracted as I made my way toward the bike rack. Of course, it was in moments where I was that distracted that surprises tended to sneak up on me the most, and that afternoon was certainly no exception.
"You know, for a guy who slings his dick around to every slut he can find, you can be *remarkably* difficult to corner for a conversation of more than a few passing sentences, Ryan. I'd say it was a pretty piss-poor fate or narrative conspirin' against me, but one of these days, I'll be able to beat the shite out of it and find more than a minute of you for myself."
Her accent held a thick Irish lilt to it, which made it easy to pin down who exactly had decided to surprise me today.
I paused, turning back from the bike rack to face 18-year-old Maeve O'Brien, smiling politely. The 5'4" foreign exchange student from Ireland had been staying at my girlfriend Sarah Kent's house for some weeks now, ending out the school year in Regan Hills and already making a bit of a name for herself around school for her brashness and take-no-shit attitude. How she'd already fended off Micah Burke's lame, and unwanted, advances without her smile ever once breaking had already earned her a reputation around school, almost as much as her beauty had.
And with Maeve... well, you could say there was beauty to go around.
A pale, freckled redhead with a lively, lovely face, Maeve smiled easily in a way that always took over her entire face, making her big green eyes sparkle beautifully behind her glasses. With long, wavy red hair that fell down to her mid-back, she had a tight, dancer's body that was every bit as alluring as it was powerful, with shapely legs, a round ass to kill for, and C-cup tits that made the mouth water. Her style was casual and fashionable, leaning toward airy blouses and loose skirts, all of which seemed chosen to show off her assets well.
I had had a few odd conversations, or at least *parts* of conversations with her over her time here, but as she'd noted, scheduling seemed to conspire against Maeve and me ever having more than just the briefest of encounters, something I knew that both of us were looking to remedy.
Smiling at her, I replied, "Well, you can get more than a minute of me to yourself now, if you want."
"Would that I could, but promised your girl that I'd watch her and the other cheerleaders practice before Ms. Kent picks us up for a ride home, and you don't have to threaten me with a good time like watchin' cheerleaders do their thing... but if you've got a chariot awaiting so you could take me home and fuck me every which way a girl can imagine, I might be able to make an excuse or three," Maeve said, laughing airily.
I looked at my bike and offered her a shrug.
Nodding, she replied, "Yeah, I thought as much. As ever, the powers that be conspire."
"They don't *have* to conspire," I replied. "I mean, we could always just, you know, pick a time to hang out and actually better get to know each other... god knows I'm at Sarah's house enough that that shouldn't be that big a problem."
Maeve laughed again. "Well, the problem with that is that if we're at Sarah's house, then it's going to be about you and Sarah because you love each other and all that wonderful stuff, and far be it from me to be gettin' in the way of love. No, I just wanna fuck... fuck you when I can get you all to myself so I can see what all the hype is about; it's just gonna be a matter of finding a time when you're not monopolized by some other gorgeous slut."
"Not used to the competition?" I asked.
"Fuck, no!" she exclaimed. "Back home, I'm the hottest bitch you'll find and am amply rewarded for it, but in Regan Hills? The competition's fierce, and there's not a ton of great options to be found among the guys of this town. But you, you're vouched for by many, including our mutual friend, Sarah, and I know that I'd like to be gettin' some of that before the year's out. I dunno if I can show you anything you haven't already seen with the whores of this town, but I know I can show you one *hell* of a good time if that's the sorta thing you're lookin' for..."
Well, I certainly didn't want to let Maeve down when she said it *that* plainly. "Well... if transportation is the main issue, I am *allegedly* going to be getting a car sometime this week. If we don't find a way to arrange something before then, I promise I'll make something happen afterward."
"Ooh, a *promise*! That's a big fuckin' word there, Ryan, you just best be good to keepin' that promise, since you really don't wanna piss a piece of ass as fine as me off... I know how to hold a proper grudge, and would rather not be holdin' one against you," Maeve explained, crossing her arms under her breasts in a defiant pose.
Though her smile was playful and thoroughly seductive, I was also quite certain that she meant every word of what she said. I'd met my fair share of redheads who embraced that stereotype of redheads being "fiery," but Maeve's confidence certainly had her pushing ahead toward the top of the fiery list. I didn't know her well, yet, but I wanted to.
"Well, I certainly don't want to piss you off," I explained.
"Oh, you don't?" Maeve laughed. "I know plenty of boys 'n girls out there who had a *lot* of fun with me when I'm angry."
Amused, I replied, "I'm getting a lot of mixed messages, but all of them do seem to end with whatever's gonna happen between us ending in some serious sex, so... yeah... yeah, I look forward to it."
Biting her lip and looking me up and down, she said, "Smart answer. You doin' anything afternoon after tomorrow?"
"You, I hope," I answered with surprising ease.
That bit lip turned into a sexy little smile as Maeve said, "An even better answer, Ryan."
Fuck, the way she was looking at me had me more annoyed than ever I didn't have a car. I wanted Dad to be right about having a line on a car, and I wanted him to be right about it last week so I could take Maeve home and spend the afternoon doing all sorts of great and terrible things to her. It wouldn't be like this forever, this I knew with certainty, I would soon have mobility and freedom and all sorts of other problems that came with adulthood, but I knew I wouldn't be this kind of helpless forever.
Still, there was that voice in the back of my head, the one that told me to seize the fucking day while I still could, because I wouldn't have many days left here at Regan Hills High School. As it looked like Maeve was about to make her exit to go back to ogling the cheerleaders, I reached out and grabbed her by the wrist, pulling her closer to me and kissing her. I kissed her with a swift, heated passion, one that caught her off guard at first, but that she quickly returned, kissing me with a soft little moan, pressing her body against mine. Considering the fact that the parking lot and bike rack area weren't exactly empty at this time of day, we were surprisingly shameless as we made out there, lost in our own little world and uncaring about who might or might not see us.
As shameless as I felt in the moment, though, Maeve had me beat by a good measure, taking one of my hands in hers and placing it on her breast. I groaned softly, squeezing her tit and enjoying the feel of it before I finally broke the kiss. Our making out didn't last much more than five or six seconds, but it was enough for both of us to make a promise to each other that I looked forward to making good on later.
Looking up at me, and seeming rather impressed, Maeve said, "So, you've got me lookin' forward to our meeting more than I already was, and that was quite a bit. Thanks for that tease, Ryan."
"And thank you for being such a good kisser," I replied.
"Oh, it takes a lot of practice, but it's practice I'm glad to have," she laughed, looking down briefly. "Ya do know your hand's still on my tit, right?"
It was, but I didn't feel obligated to pull away. "That a problem?"
"Hardly, but I made my promises to Sarah and I do mean to keep them now that I'm so committed," Maeve replied. "And, as noted, American cheerleaders doing their thing, which is hardly a proposition I can say no to. So, how about you give me one more squeeze for the road, keep the both of us properly excited for what's to come?"
Smirking, I squeezed her tit. "You got it."
She shivered slightly, giving me a quick smile and an even quicker kiss. "Just know what you're gettin' yourself into, Ryan... I'm gonna fuck you so good you won't be able to walk for at *least* two days."
Watching Maeve turn around on her feet, adding a little extra sway to her hips as she walked away to make sure my attention was on her exceptional ass, I couldn't help but laugh softly to myself.
"Promises, promises..."
***
So, I biked home, and I biked home alone, and as ever found myself cursing my shortsightedness in getting turned on before riding my bike, because having an erection and sitting on a bike seat are two things that I wouldn't recommend doing at the same time. I say this from hard-earned experience, and leave it as one of my safety tips for the day.
Not to say that I'd never do it again, because I couldn't control when exactly I was going to get the urge around a hot girl... I just don't recommend it if you can control it.
Nevertheless, that diversion aside, I made it home in good spirits, as a day spent around lovely young women who wanted to have sex with me would have a way of doing. Those good spirits lasted until I came across the first true annoyance of the day: the garage door was just not opening up for me. The battery in my opener was pretty fresh, so I couldn't say exactly why the hell this was happening, but with Dad often tinkering with one thing or another in the garage, this also wasn't exactly a complete surprise either. Shrugging, I simply went to the front door and brought my bike inside that way with every intention of bringing it around to the garage soon.
Faintly, I noticed the car parked out in front of my house, and that it was occupied, as well, but I didn't pay this much mind at the time. I'd find reason to reassess this situation soon enough, but since I had a couple more minutes before this would become relevant, my mind was elsewhere when I brought my bike inside and closed the front door behind me, taking off my shoes and socks as I went.
Looking at the table by the door, I saw a folded up note with Dad's handwriting on the outside, my name written in bold, excited-looking letters. Curious, and a little excited myself, I unfolded the note and was surprised by a large key falling out of it. My heart beating rapidly, a large smile growing, I read the contents of the note.
"Hey, Ryan, I know this has been too long a long time coming, but I've got a surprise for you waiting in the garage. I know it's probably not exactly what you were expecting, but I got a great deal on it, and I know it'll serve you well. Be safe, and when I get back later tonight, we'll go out to celebrate! -- Dad"
I turned over the key in my hand, curious and growing more excited by the moment. It was a large key, one that definitely looked like a car key, but shaped like nothing I'd ever seen. I'd seen plenty of car keys in my time, but this one was strangely longer and had additional, oddly cut-out shapes that looked intentional in it, but like nothing else I'd ever seen. There were a couple numbers etched into it by the manufacturer that I could recognize, as well as far more characters on it that looked halfway between Cyrillic and the code of the Zodiac Killer. What any of the nine multicolored buttons on it (several of which had different animals printed on them) did was a mystery as well, but it looked like Dad had finally made good on his promise and gotten me a car.
Honestly, I didn't see how this day could've gotten any better.
Quite suddenly, I was taken off guard by the ringing of the doorbell. It was as if the fates that be had read my mind, and I couldn't help but smile as I turned on my feet and walked to open it up. Truthfully, I knew it was just as likely to be a delivery, or something along those lines, but my imagination swirled with possibilities as I wondered which of the girls in my life might be standing there, waiting to surprise me with a good time.
Opening the door, I was in for more of a surprise than that. The woman standing there was undeniably beautiful, but was certainly not someone I was particularly acquainted with. She was in her forties, about 5'0", with a soft, if gorgeous face, light blue eyes looking at me from under a conservative pair of glasses while she wore her dirty blonde hair long and tied back. Her clothing was equally conservative-looking, with a light, pastel-colored sweater hugging a tight body and generous chest, a thin gold chain with a small cross on it hanging around her neck, and a long skirt that fell down about her ankles. This woman had definite MILF potential, and there was something about her that seemed familiar in a way that I couldn't quite pinpoint... but the stern cut of her face, the way her eyes looked ready to cut and her full lips were pressed in a thin line made her look more harsh and frightening than familiar.
All the same, I couldn't help but feel a strange certainty that it wouldn't be long before I was balls deep in this woman, stirring my cock.
"Hi..." I said, cautiously. "Can I help you?"
"Are you Ryan Collins?" she asked, her voice terse.
"Yes," I replied, smiling.
Quick as a snake striking, her hand shot out and slapped me across the cheek. It wasn't a particularly strong slap, and as someone who'd been pummeled by Kyle Bowman for much of my life, it really didn't register as all that formidable, but it was nevertheless surprising.
It also did little to dissuade my strange certainty that I'd be having sex with this woman soon.


"How *dare* you... how could you?!?!?" she exclaimed, her voice high and indignant and filled with righteous fury.
"How could I what?" I asked, rubbing my cheek, trying to defuse the situation. "And if you don't mind my asking, or even if you *do* mind, why would that justify assaulting me in my own home?"
The strange woman seemed taken aback by a moment as I mentioned a potential crime, and while she'd raised her hand for another slap, she took it back, cautious, while still trying to engage in the righteous fury she was empowered by.
"Are you really going to make me say it?" she asked, practically shaking with fury.
"I think you'll have to say it, because I have no idea what the fuck this is all about," I said.
The woman gasped when I swore, scandalized. "With language like that!"
"It's how I talk, and if you don't tell me what this is about or leave, I'll shut the door on you and call the cops if you don't give me a choice," I explained, surprised by my own conviction.
Seems like standing up to Kyle and Micah this year had really been helpful.
"You're going to make me say it... I can't believe you're going to make me say it," the woman grumbled, shaking her head. "I should've known... a boy like you..."
Impatient, I sighed. "Well?"
Steeling herself for this, the woman closed her eyes, then looked at me harshly. The words that came out of her mouth neck sounded like they were being pulled from her forcefully, keeping her voice low to ensure that this moment didn't have to be any more scandalous than it already was.
"You... you had *sex*... you did that with my..." she explained, lowering her voice to a whisper. "...with my *daughter*!"
"Oh," I said, letting out a nervous laugh, and feeling bad when the next words slipped out. "I'm sorry, but I'm going to need a little more information than that."
She gasped, that scandalized look flashing on her face again. "Are you kidding me?"
"No, I'm not," I replied. "Who's your daughter?"
Looking like she wanted to slap me, but balling her hand into a fist before she could make that mistake, she growled, "My daughter is Sophie Cusack, and you're the asshole who took her virginity!"
Okay... okay, *that* suddenly made a lot more sense, and explained why this woman looked so familiar. 18-year-old Sophie Cusack was a gorgeous, and when I first met her *quite* conservative religious girl who'd been a bit of a thorn in my side back in October, doing everything possible to be a pain in the ass about the school's Halloween Scream fundraiser. Josie and I had put our heads together and convinced her to be less of a pain in the ass, and when we found out she had a lot of pent-up sexual frustration, well, we helped her with that, too. I'd seen Sophie blossom into someone more curious and open-minded over the course of the year, delving into her artistic side and making new friends, and even having a boyfriend, Von, who to my understanding was one hell of a guy. Of course, Sophie and I still had sex every so often, and she was in her very particular way one of my most uniquely intense lovers. There were few pleasures quite like getting smothered in her massive, soft breasts and listening to her cum as she milked my cock dry...
I shivered slightly at the thought, and then summoned the memory of where I knew this woman's face. I'd snuck over to Sophie's house a couple times over senior year and seen her family pictures, and now was able to connect how I knew this woman's face. Mrs. Erin Cusack, 40-years-old, religious and fierce and not someone to be fucked with if Sophie's stories about her were anything close to true.
Of course, with an ear to the ground like I had, I had also picked up a few secrets about Sophie's parents along the way that might be more useful under the circumstances... and made me all the more certain that this afternoon was about to get a *lot* more fun.
"Mrs. Cusack... got it," I said.
Mrs. Cusack laughed bitterly. "'Got it'... that's all I'm going to get from you? 'Got it'? No apology?"
Seeing how she was keeping her voice low and knowing why, now, I said, "I'll happily talk with you about this, Mrs. Cusack, but perhaps would you like to come inside? I wouldn't want the neighbors to see, *especially* when it seems like you're itching to make a scene."
She opened her mouth, perhaps looking for some other cutting word to lob at me, before everything I'd said crashed into her at once. Mrs. Cusack looked around, clearly worried that she would be seen in this state by my neighbors. Of course, I was also pretty sure that she didn't actually *know* any of my neighbors, and the fact that my neighbors were pretty used to seeing strange, beautiful women coming and going from my house in all sorts of states, but it was a powerful motivator.
"Fine," she said dismissively, shaking her head and storming inside.
I closed the door behind her, then said, "Can I offer you anything to drink?"
"You can't offer me *anything* except an apology and an explanation," Mrs. Cusack fumed.
"Or I'll get another slap?" I asked, amused.
She looked ready to drop her jaw, and probably drop me with something significantly more violent than a slap, so I took a step back.
"Sorry, poor choice of words," I said, motioning for her to take a seat in the living room.
Mrs. Cusack, looking every bit as beautiful as she did angry, took a seat in one of Dad's favorite recliners, while I sat on the couch opposite her, creating a comfortable distance between the two of us. She leaned forward, her body language thoroughly hostile, even if she looked somewhat uncomfortable in here.
"Well?" she asked, huffing and puffing and clearly gearing to blow my entire house down.
Running a hand through my hair, I asked, "So... what, *exactly* do you want me to apologize for?"
Looking like this should all be thoroughly obvious to me, Mrs. Cusack launched into what was clearly a well-rehearsed speech.
"You're lucky I'm the one who came here to confront you... if my husband knew what I knew, if he were the one coming here today, it wouldn't be an apology he'd be after... it'd be your head," she said, straightening herself up importantly.
"Well, lucky me that I get your fine company," I said, smiling.
Mrs. Cusack was clearly not here for smiling, but considering how hot she looked even while she was angry, I'd hardly hold it against her.
"I thought I knew my daughter... I thought that I could *trust* my daughter. Until quite recently, I thought she was in good standing with the Regan Hills Young Christian Purity Brigade, and that she would never *dream* about doing anything that would be out of line for that good standing that I knew she was in. I thought that Sophie was a *good* girl, a *respectable* girl, the kind of girl who understood her role in this world... but then, the other day, I heard her talking to that girl, Rose, she's been friends with lately..." she explained, each word building on the venom of the last.
I nodded, understanding. Knowing that Sophie had a distinct interest in art, and wanted to expand her skillset, this past December I'd put her in touch with one of the best artists I knew, 18-year-old hipster Rose Ferris. I'd had sex with both of them by this point, so I thought I knew both of them well enough to know that they'd get along fabulously... and I was right. The two of them were thick as thieves these days, in spite of all their surface differences, and Sophie had blossomed under Rose's friendship, gaining even more confidence in herself and her sexuality, and even helped Sophie land her boyfriend, Von.
That Sophie and Rose were also fucking pretty frequently themselves... well, that was just icing on the cake as far as I was concerned. Rose had given me plenty of graphic stories of what the two of them sneakily got up to in the Cusack home, and I would never not enjoy some good tales of girl-on-girl fun.
My inner monologue of these thoughts was quickly derailed, of course, by Mrs. Cusack building up a head of steam.
"I heard the two of them talking about..." she trailed off, almost as if she didn't want to say the word she'd already said to me. "...*sex*. Not just talking about it, but talking about it *freely* and *frankly*! Sophie's supposed to be a virgin, *pure*, but the way I heard them talking about it, Sophie's had sex with all sorts of boys at church! Girls too! That she's had sex with her boyfriend, another young man I thought to be upstanding and respectable, that she's had sex with Rose... they kept talking and talking, and then the talk turned to *you*. How you were the one who stole Sophie's virginity away from her, the one who had seduced her and filled her mind with such filth... Sophie now seems to think that it's the greatest thing on God's green Earth that you have introduced her to the sins of the flesh."
"And I'm assuming by your tone, that you don't?" I asked.
Call it my good mood affecting my words, but I was feeling particularly cheeky in this moment. Mrs. Cusack clearly wasn't liking that, but I wasn't in that much of a position to care what she did and didn't like about this situation.
Fuming, she replied, "Do you always talk to your elders like this?"
"No, only if they've come to my house to slap and insult me over something that's none of their damn business," I shot back.
Scandalized, Mrs. Cusack leaned forward. "How *dare* you..."
"Actually, I should be saying how *dare* you," I replied, leaning forward on the couch, putting my elbows on my knees for support. "Aside from the whole coming to my house to insult and assault me thing, which I'm still a little sore about, you want me to apologize for something I did with Sophie that doesn't require an apology."
Angrily, she raised her voice, "How-"
I interrupted her. "When I met Sophie, she was confused about sex, because she'd clearly gotten a whole lot of shit messages at home and at church, and I just helped open her eyes. Have you noticed how much happier she's been since October? How much more certain of herself she's been these past five or six months?"
Mrs. Cusack tried to intervene, "That's not what I came to talk about-"
Interrupting her more forcefully, I continued, "*Have* you noticed it?"
Seeming chastened, she leaned back slightly. "Well, yes, but I thought that was simply her settling in to the rhythm of finishing off high school... getting ready to take on her adult responsibilities once she graduated."
"Yeah... yeah, it's not that," I laughed. "She isn't afraid of who she is anymore, and, yeah, while that does mean she's having sex, and *lots* of it at that, she's also happier than she's ever been. She's told me as much on more than one occasion, and you see her enough to know that I'm not lying."
Grumbling, Mrs. Cusack said, "Your point being?"
"Well... I'm not saying that you should thank me, but at the end of the day, isn't what makes Sophie happiest, so long as nobody's getting hurt and everyone's having a good time, isn't *that* what's most important?" I asked.
She considered me, her scowl perhaps somewhat shaky, but not shaky enough to get her off of her high horse.
"You say that nobody's getting hurt... but what about *Sophie*? Her purity was important to her... important to *everyone*... and now she's thrown that away, abandoned her morality, and for what? Pleasures of the flesh? Is that enough to throw her morality away... to risk her very immortal *soul* for?" Mrs. Cusack asked.
Her voice was pleading, but it also had a hint of *gotcha* to the way she was saying it, as if she'd outmaneuvered me in a grand argument. Admittedly, my theological studies were fairly lacking, so it wasn't like I was in the perfect position to discuss matters of the immortal soul... though I was pretty sure that the joy that Sophie felt now in understanding who she was probably outweighed a lot of the arguments from the judgier parts of society. That being said, she'd used a word that I found rather curious, and a relatively organic transition toward a subject that I'd been looking forward to discussing with her.
"Well... that's an interesting word you just used there, Mrs. Cusack," I said.
"What word?" she asked, looking at me cautiously. "If you mean to mock my daughter's soul with-"
"No, no, no, I'd never think of mocking Sophie... in spite of how she was raised, she's a great girl and a good friend; I wouldn't dream of mocking her. No, the word I was more interested in was 'morality,' because you threw that around so lightly and... well, that's a subject I'd like to talk to you about, Mrs. Cusack," I said, leaning forward as I prepared myself for what I had to say next.
Mrs. Cusack straightened herself up importantly, looking almost excited that she might have a chance to preach on a subject. "And what about *morality* would you like to discuss?"
I had to admit it, watching her get uptight and wound up was a lot of fun, and she looked pretty good when she did it. Her large breasts jutted out more impressively when she straightened herself up, and when she wasn't pursing her lips together so intensely, there was a distinct pout to them that I rather liked. I hoped that I was at least subtle enough to not aggressively ogle her, but even if she caught it... well, I doubted it would affect her opinion of me all that much, so if I was caught ogling her, I was caught ogling her.
"Well," I said, taking a breath and steeling myself for the next transition. "I actually wanted to talk to you about *your* morality, as it might be."
Mrs. Cusack looked offended, which is about what I could've expected, honestly, after throwing it back at her like that.
"And what, pray tell, about *my* morality would you like to discuss?" she scoffed, haughtily. "I am an upstanding member of the First Regan Hills Church, in good standing with every committee and group I've ever worked with... I am a wife and mother, and-"
"And a swinger?" I suggested.
Mrs. Cusack's eyes bugged out for a moment, but quickly retreated as she pursed her lips.
"I don't know what you're talking about," she said, her voice even and cool.
She was good, I had to give her that. Mrs. Cusack was *very* good when it came to denying this, no doubt from a lot of practice trying to look prim and proper and upstanding while having an active, and creative, sex life of her own. But being practiced at denying it didn't make it any less of a lie, and once I knew what to look for, I could see the slight hints of actual nervousness finally hitting her, knowing that I'd pulled something out that she hadn't expected.
That the adults of Regan Hills had sex lives every bit as wild as my classmates wasn't anything new to me, given my own time with Viola Kent's "book club" and the stories Brooke had told me about the crazy shit her parents got up to (and Josie's stories of what she'd done with Brooke's dad, for that matter), but finding out that some of the parents had one hell of a secret sort of swingers club was actually a bit of a surprise when I finally heard it from Rose. Rose being Rose, it was one of those things she took in stride, and one she didn't know a ton of details about, but from her I had heard of the involvement of her own parents, the Kings... and the Cusacks. That one was one hell of a surprise to find out, considering the way Sophie talked about her parents as the most churchy-sounding people around, but something told me that it was information I needed to squirrel away for a rainy day... and it seemed that today it had decided to not just rain, but *pour*.
"I mean, I can give details... you have the kind of year I've been having and you'll hear all sorts of gossip, and the gossip I've heard about you and some of the other parents in town... I mean, it's pretty fucking juicy. I mean, I'm not one to kink shame, whatever gets you off and again, nobody's getting hurt, that's all fine by me, but I find it just a *little* hypocritical that you're lecturing me on morality when it comes to sex while trying to keep your sex life such a hot little secret... the kind of secret that probably wouldn't go over well with a lot of the other upstanding citizens at the First Regan Hills Church... unless they're all swingers, too?" I proposed.
I had no actual intention of blackmailing her, but I did want to make Mrs. Cusack stumble just a little bit... to throw her off her game and hopefully get her amenable to being less judgy over Sophie and get her off my back. The look on her face at my implied threat, however, was more than enough to bring a smile to my lips. It was very much a look like she'd had her hand caught reaching into the cookie jar, and though I had no doubt that she would find some way of rallying and throwing this back on me, as the truly judgmental assholes of the world have a way of doing, seeing her reaction made this moment unbelievably worth it.
Seeing that she wasn't planning on responding anytime soon, I said, "So, I take it from the look on your face that at least some of your church *aren't* swingers?"
It looked like she wanted to say something, then backed away. I could see her reading my face, gauging whether or not I truly knew what I knew and whether I would be able to back it up. While I didn't have any hard proof of this, I did have conviction, enough that I saw her press her lips together until they were almost a flat line. She didn't like what she saw, and let out a breath. It was clear that she still wanted to be mad with me, but that I wasn't giving her the reaction that she had hoped for. She'd no doubt hoped I'd be a scared kid, easily cowed by her coming on as strong as she did, but now that it was clear that I wasn't going to apologize, wasn't going to give her everything that she wanted, that trying much harder along the same path wasn't going to get her anywhere with me. She looked somewhat deflated, though like she was still trying to figure out how she was going to salvage her dignity in this.
I could empathize with her to a point, so I continued, "Look... Sophie's a great girl. Confused, at times, and she's got her own way of doing things, a way that might not completely align with what you wanted for her, but *does* align with the person she actually is. Maybe instead of trying to make her into what you wanted her to be you should get to know the person she's becoming? Because I think you'll like her if you give her half a chance."
Mrs. Cusack looked at me, considering. "So, this is how you got to her, is it? You used that smooth talking to seduce her?"
There was a hint of something beyond curiosity in her voice, something appraising... *assessing* even. Again, I got that vibe, that understanding that in spite of the tone of how this had all gone, that I was going to have sex with this woman before the day was out. So, maybe that, and the spirit of seizing the day, was what motivated me to play this a little more fast and loose than I otherwise might have done.
"I mean, that was part of it..." I said, playing it coy, seeing if she would prod more.
She did. "And what else did you seduce her with?"
I could have played this safe, taken things slow and chosen my words wisely, but given what she thought of me, I thought it might be fun to play things a little differently with Mrs. Erin Cusack.
"I think she was impressed by the size of my cock, honestly. It's... well, it's *quite* big... I've had more than a few women tell me it's the biggest dick they've ever seen," I said, leaning back in my chair confidently.
Mrs. Cusack gasped at my language, and at my confidence in the statement. I could see the calculations go through her head, wondering just what to be the most scandalized by before trying to figure out if what I was saying was true. Briefly, I saw her eyes dart to the front of my pants, wondering, perhaps trying to get a look. This was something I took for a promising development with how my afternoon was going.


Straightening herself up and looking suitably haughty, Mrs. Cusack gathered herself together and said, "So... you know my secret, fine, be that as it may. But I'll have you know that with the experiences that secret has given me, I've been around more than my share of men in life. Almost all of them *think* they have the biggest... penis... you've ever seen, and we're all expected to ooh and ah and worship it accordingly like some false idol. Some of them are even fairly large themselves, but *no* man I've ever met actually is as equipped as he thinks he is. I don't know what those *girls* have told you-"
"Oh, not just girls, though there've been a lot of them, too... a lot of *women* too. Women who might not run in your social circles, to be sure, but mature women who would definitely fall into the same age bracket as you... you've probably passed some of them in the store without even knowing the sorts of things we'd done to each other," I said, easily interrupting her.
This confidence felt wild to tap into, but with the note we'd started things on, the mood this day had found me in, the words flowed easily.
"But, yeah, all of them have been fairly impressed, and none of them have walked away unsatisfied... and not just with what I can do with my cock... I've got a pretty talented tongue and fingers, too... or so I'm told," I said, leaning forward again, bracing my elbows on my knees as I smiled at her.
Pushing her glasses up her nose, Mrs. Cusack said, a certain amount of indignance in her voice, "Are you... are you *seriously* trying to work your moves on me?"
"I might be. Is it working?" I asked, grinning.
She continued eyeing me sternly. "It's... words. It's *only* words. You're trying to confuse me with your words so you can shape the argument into a victory for you... you won't be able to twist this with words."
I heard what she said, and I heard what she conspicuously *didn't* say, which I found promising. The way she was looking at me, that feeling of assessment, it was still there, and still promising.
Standing up, I said, "Well, fine, if words aren't good enough, I could always show you my cock. Show you why it can be... *persuasive*, if you'd like..."
Mrs. Cusack's eyes widened, shocked, but with a strange look of hopeful to it. For all her resistance, I saw a sudden curiosity, her breathing quickening, those lips parted in anticipation. She looked me over one more time, before her eyes landed on the bulge growing in my pants. Admittedly, it didn't look its best through the thick denim of my jeans, but I knew that that would be changing soon enough.
"I can show it to you, Mrs. Cusack," I explained. "I can show it to you, and then maybe I'll show you exactly how persuasive I can be, but I'm one of those firm believers in 'consent is king,' so if I'm going to show you my cock, I need you to *tell* me that you want to see it. I have to hear you say it, or you won't get to see a thing."
There was more consideration, more resistance in her eyes as she mulled over the possibilities, her pale skin getting slightly flush with excitement as her breathing continued to increase. She reached up one hand, running it over her chest as she idly touched the small gold cross hanging around her neck. Briefly, she closed her eyes and took in a breath.
"I want to see your cock, Ryan," Mrs. Cusack said, opening her eyes and looking at me with a very thinly veiled lust.
"See? That wasn't so hard, was it?" I asked, unbuckling my belt and opening up the front of my pants.
I dropped my pants to the floor and stepped out of them, now standing in front of Mrs. Cusack wearing only my t-shirt and briefs that strained impressively with my sizable erection. I saw her eyes practically bug out of her head at the sight of it, and she hadn't even seen me naked yet, which was always a promising sign.
"I heard Sophie and Rose talk about how *big* you were... I just couldn't imagine that they would be *this* right... wow..." Mrs. Cusack said, leaning forward slightly in anticipation.
"Yeah, I getcha... if I'd heard about this from someone else," I explained, pointing down at my bulge as I strolled toward her. "I'd have a hard time believing it, too. I know it's still pretty fucking unbelievable to me... kinda like my life this year honestly... but it's real, and it's here. And now..."
I dropped my underwear to the floor, revealing my thick, ten-inch-long erection bobbing inches in front of her face.
"...and now it's right in front of you," I said proudly, taking hold of my cock by the base and bobbing it up and down in front of her.
Mrs. Cusack's awe was nice, but the undivided attention she gave my cock was even better. She looked at it with such focus, such determination, that she wouldn't allow her jaw to drop in surprise or awe or anything like that, no, there was a single-minded sort of purpose to the way she examined my erection that was rather exciting.
Letting out a slight sigh, and not showing any more excitement than she had to, Mrs. Cusack nodded.
"Well, you're right... that is probably the biggest dick I've ever seen," she admitted, cocking her head to take my cock in from a different angle.
Her breath was warm on my cock, sending another thrill of energy through my body. I was surprised that she only seemed to be inspecting me, rather than acting on anything, almost as if she were shopping for a new car.
"And does that give you any thoughts?" I asked.
"Yes," Mrs. Cusack admitted, looking up at me with her stern gaze, and a slight smile on her lips. "Mostly that it would be pretty depraved if I were to do anything sexual with the young man who took my daughter's virginity, especially when I was so critical of you moments ago for doing just that."
"Is that the *only* thought it gives you?" I asked, bobbing my cock in front of her eyes again.
Moistening her lips, Mrs. Cusack looked up at me. "I was just inventorying my capacity for depravity, and realizing that I have *quite* a high tolerance for it once I've gotten horny enough..."
With a quick hand, she gripped the base of my cock and leaned closer. "...and seeing what you're packing has gotten me *very* horny."
For a woman who came in here breathing fire and looking to destroy me for taking her daughter's virginity, and even with all of my unique experiences with the women of Regan Hills, I was shocked by how aggressively Mrs. Cusack sucked my cock. She practically growled as she opened her full lips wide and took my cockhead into her mouth, sucking almost half of my length in with her first try. The busty MILF let out a delicious moan once she got a taste of me, her eyes rolling back briefly before she began to eagerly suck, her tongue swirling wildly over my cockhead while she blew me.
"Fuck, Mrs. Cusack... you're a really experienced cocksucker, aren't you?" I groaned, grabbing a handful of her hair as I began to fuck back against her face. "I knew that you had a wild side hidden somewhere beneath all that uptight piety... fuck... but I had no idea it was *that* wild. Fuck... you're really fucking good at this!"
Briefly, she pulled off of my cock, a wild look in her eyes as trails of saliva and precum dripped down her chin. She looked up at me, looking like she had more to say on this matter, more words that she might use to try and change my opinion of her and how fucking good she was at this... but when that wild glint took over her eyes again, she returned to sucking me down, holding the base of my cock with one hand for stability so she could get better leverage at taking every inch I had. She was good at this... *very* good at this, taking every inch I had with more effortlessness than many of the women I'd been with. I'd have commented on how good Sophie was at this, and that she had to take after her mother when it came to things like this, but sensing that might be a bit much, I didn't say this.
What I did instead, though, was take my shirt off, so that I was fully naked in front of her. Though I hardly had the body of an adonis, still being on the fairly thin side, I had built up a fair bit of muscle over the school year and was looking better than I ever had, really. Mrs. Cusack certainly seemed to enjoy what she was seeing, as she sucked my cock with more vigor, her eyes rolling over my body hungrily as she forced every last inch of me down, burying her nose in my pubic hair as she took me to the root. Reaching behind me with one hand, she squeezed my ass eagerly, while she used the other to reach under me and tease my balls.
I was impressed with her eagerness, and certainly loved the unique dynamic that had come into existence since I'd returned home from school. One minute, I was being yelled at, the next I had my cock buried down her throat. There was a distinct thrill of being in front of her like this, completely naked while she was completely clothed, yet I was the one in control of everything, that gave me a particular feeling of power I enjoyed. I remembered that fury Mrs. Cusack had in her eyes when she slapped me, how all those accusations empowered her, and now here I was with my cock down her throat, fucking her face while she eagerly took every inch I had to give her.
There were certainly times I enjoyed how wild my senior year had gotten, but this was certainly one of those moments that felt crazier than most.
"Yeah... fuck... you wanted to fucking tear into me... tear me down for what you imagined to be a slight, but you were thinking about what you'd heard the entire time, weren't you? You might have tried to play the pious housewife, but at the end of the day you were a hungry little MILF slut who got wet and excited when she heard her daughter talking about the biggest fucking cock in town, and knew you needed a piece of it for yourself, weren't you?" I growled, my voice dark as I fucked into her face with a greater insistence.
Mrs. Cusack came up for air, coughing and looking like a wild beast. There was a defiance in her face, a need to deny what I was saying, but as her lips glistened with saliva and precum, I saw them curl into a slutty little smile. It was somewhere between submissive and sultry, as I had unlocked the side of her that she tried to hide away from her "respectable" friends and town, and it was thoroughly intoxicating to see.
"That wasn't the *only* reason I came here... I meant what I said when I saw you at the door... I was furious at you; I wanted to give you a piece of my mind for what you and Sophie had done together. But at the same time, I *had* heard what she'd said. I didn't *want* to hear what she had said, I'd rather those thoughts have stayed out of my mind, but once they were planted there, I couldn't help but let them take root. I imagined you, I imagined what they had said, and I was curious. As angry as I wanted... as I *still* want to be with you... I couldn't ignore what those girls were talking about, and there was part of me that had to find out for myself, to see if it was true, to experience what it's like..." Mrs. Cusack trailed off, looking up at me in some awe.
Smirking, I finished for her, "...to experience what it's like to be made my *slut*?"
She didn't want to say the words at first, not until I grabbed a handful of her hair. Mrs. Cusack let out the sweetest, most submissive little moan, one that was music to my ears.
"Yes... yes, fuck, I wanted to be your slut..." she whimpered, opening her lips as if she were desperate to get my cock in there again.
Well, since she looked desperate, I was all too happy to oblige her. I shoved my cock back into her mouth, enjoying the way she so eagerly took it back down, easily sucking me into her throat as she hungrily bobbed. While I certainly enjoyed the skills that all the girls I'd been with brought to the table, I wouldn't deny there was a certain thrill that came with the skill and experience that MILFs brought to the table, and Mrs. Cusack certainly brought a *lot* of that. For all her outward conservative appearance, this woman had a truly eager slut boiling beneath the surface. This was more than just a woman who was into swinging, no, Mrs. Cusack had some deep-seated, wildly repressed sides of her that were just waiting to burst out at a moment's notice, and I was happy to get to see what those were.
Though it pained me to do so, since it was a genuinely fantastic blowjob, I pulled my cock out of her mouth, still holding a fistful of her hair. I loved watching the way her mouth still worked, how she kept sticking her tongue out and trying to get more of a taste of me, looking like a fish out of water desperate for more.
"I think we can do better than this," I said, tightening my grip on her hair. "Come on, I'll take you to my room."
With a defiant little mewl, and that dark little grin still playing on her lips, Mrs. Cusack asked, "Are you going to force me to crawl on my hands and knees to get there?"
Raising an eyebrow, I said, "I mean, I wasn't gonna, but I think I will now... come on, Mrs. Cusack, be a good little slut."
Her eyes lit up with this talk, and keeping a tight hold on her hair, I led her to my bedroom. Though she kept her words and tone defiant and annoyed with me, she crawled every step of the way with a delightful submissiveness toward my bedroom. It wasn't the easiest task for her, given her long skirt getting in the way, but this seemed to be a position she was familiar with and one she *certainly* enjoyed, crawling along eagerly as I led her to my bedroom.
When I let go of her hair, Mrs. Cusack looked up at my bedroom with what sure as hell looked like disgust.
"This... this is your room? What a pigsty," she said.
Honestly, I thought my bedroom was pretty clean, and it certainly smelled about as decent as it ever smelled. Though there might have been a few stray clothing items on the floor, I was fastidious with keeping my sheets clean these days with all the girls I hosted over here, and though my shelves might've been packed with books and collectibles, I'd have hardly called it a pigsty. Nevertheless, Mrs. Cusack seemed to take a certain kind of joy in this, and far be it from me to take anything away from a hot MILF's kinks.
"What, you don't spend a ton of time in a teen boy's bedroom?" I asked, sitting down on my bed.
"Clearly not," she replied, smirking up at me darkly.
"Well, you're gonna have to get used to this one... because I'm gonna do a *lot* to you in here," I said, looking her over with an appreciative leer before I added, "Get up... get on your feet... I want a good look at you."
Mrs. Cusack got to her feet, looking down at me a little smugly, though her body language was also tense, as if she were waiting for a secret signal to set her off.
"So, was this how it went with my daughter? Did you ply Sophie to come in here to your bedroom so you could take her virginity and introduce her to the pleasures of the flesh?" Mrs. Cusack asked.
Smirking, I replied, "Actually, it happened at the church's hell house, before Halloween. Take your clothes off."
Her eyes went wide, her mouth almost dropping open in shock. "You... you had sex with her... at the *church*?"
If her head could have exploded from surprise, it sure as hell felt like it would've happened right about then. There was a twitch to her jaw, a flutter to her eyelashes that looked thoroughly unprepared. For whatever act we were pulling out here with our game of dominance and submission, this reaction was one hundred percent genuine, which brought an amused chuckle out of me. I always liked to see those who seemed so sure of themselves thrown for a loop, as it so often made what came next that much more exciting.
"Yeah... kinda surprising it only happened the one time, honestly," I admitted, running a hand through my hair and sounding perhaps a little *too* smug. "I mean, it happened multiple times while I was there, I won't lie about that... Sophie learned a *lot* that night... but it's not the sort of thing I've been able to repeat. It would be pretty fucking kinky to try again, though, and I know she'd definitely be up for it."
Then, lowering my voice, I said, "What'd I tell you about taking your fucking clothes off, *slut*?"
I didn't get to bust out my dominant voice too much, but it certainly did the trick on Mrs. Cusack. I saw her voice catch in her throat, her breathing quicken ever so slightly as a flush overtook her face.
"You really get off on talking to me like that, don't you?" Mrs. Cusack asked, moistening her lips.
"Yeah, just like you get off on me talking to you like that," I shot back quickly, grinning. "Clothes. Fucking take them off, or I'll have to tear them off of you, and I doubt you'd like walking back to your car with your clothes in tatters."
Truthfully, this wasn't a promise I could actually hold up (I was stronger than when I'd started the year, but not *that* strong), but it had the desired effect on Mrs. Cusack. She took a light, gasping breath, putting one of her hands on her chest. Idly, I saw her squeeze her breast, letting out a light little whimper, before she complied with my commands, reaching down for the hem of her sweater and pulling it over her head.
I watched with some interest as she revealed herself in her conservative blouse, straining against her massive tits. Mrs. Cusack was handling this slowly, watching my reactions, almost as if she wanted my approval, or was curious to see how I would handle her slow approach to this. I glowered at her, something that got another little smile out of her... well, if she was going to play the game like this, I'd show her she wasn't the only one who could.
Quickly, I stood up from my bed, closing the distance between us in an instant. My hands, rougher and more forceful than I usually approached this, were on her tits, grabbing either side of her blouse while I got in a nice groping of her huge tits... and, yeah, they were every bit as nice as they looked. Mrs. Cusack gasped at my sudden swiftness, a soft little smile on her lips as she looked up at me with awe, especially with my cock pressing against her midsection.
"What'd I tell you about what I'd have to do if you didn't take your clothes off?" I growled, toying with the top button of her blouse.
"Oh *no*," Mrs. Cusack replied, her voice dripping with sarcasm. "What are you going to do to me?"
Well, I knew what to do with *that* kind of encouragement. Gripping either side of her blouse, I pulled it to the sides forcefully. Buttons popped and scattered around my room, the high gasp of surprise from Mrs. Cusack music to my ears. It was my eyes, on the other hand, that got the real show. I'd known at a glance that Mrs. Cusack, much like her daughter, Sophie, had huge tits, but with the sweater she was wearing, I couldn't tell you just *how* big. Now with them revealed, held up by a black bra that was clearly doing the lord's work, I could see that they were a high and at *least* a full G-cup, fucking huge and utterly mouthwatering.
"My, my, my, Mrs. Cusack... you were hiding these from me... you knew that if you'd come in showing them off, you wouldn't have been able to tell me off, didn't you? Yeah, if you were showing these off, you know I'd have probably fucked you in the living room..." I said, grinning and leaning in to kiss the tops of these insane tits.
Whimpering slightly, Mrs. Cusack replied, "I didn't... didn't know anything... didn't plan anything for sure... I wanted to be angry... but this was a fantasy... a fantasy of an unruly, uncontrollable mind..."
I reached behind her as I kissed the tops of her tits, unclasping the mighty clasp of her bra. "Yeah, well, that fantasy's about to be a reality... *slut*."
She whimpered as I said that last word, even more loudly after I finally unclasped her bra. Her breasts fell free, full and perfect, her nipples a soft brown with wide areolas hard, bullet-shaped tips. Pulling off her bra and tossing it aside, I slid my hands around to the front, squeezing her insane breasts and feeling their undeniable heft. Mrs. Cusack moaned, particularly when my thumbs found her nipples.


"Fuck..." she groaned, pressing her chest into me as I groped and explored her tits. "You're good at this for..."
"An eighteen-year-old?" I asked, amused, letting go of her tits and dropping my hands to her hips.
Forcibly, I pulled her skirt off, pooling it around her ankles as she stood before me now clad only in her panties. They were simple, and black, matching her bra. I found it curious that she seemed to favor her lingerie, no matter how simple it was, in black... but I knew at a glance that this woman had an interesting private side, and I was always encouraged when I found out that I was right.
Of course, those panties were only on her for a moment, as I soon ripped them down her legs as well. Her pussy had a nice bush of dark hair, but I could see her folds through the forest, smelling that richly feminine scent of her arousal.
Mrs. Cusack let out a little moan as I stripped her naked, looking up at me with a pleased little smile. "My husband and I... and the people we share our *arrangement* with... they tend to be more within our age group, and while I generally have a good time, I'm less impressed with them than I'd like... and I'd like to be *very* impressed with them. They are fun, to be sure, but they don't make me..."
When she trailed off, I tried to finish her sentence, "...see God as much as you'd like?"
She scowled.
I chuckled. "Right... not a fan of me blaspheming, are you?"
"Not particularly," Mrs. Cusack said, that smirk playing on her lips again. "But I doubt that's going to stop a heathen like you..."
"Probably not, but I'll try to watch my mouth..." I said, feeling thoroughly inspired by my own accidental pun. "And speaking of... I think I can do something else with my mouth you'll enjoy a *lot* more than my blasphemy."
Before she could ask what that was, I grabbed Mrs. Cusack by the shoulders and tossed her onto my bed. She landed with a squeal, bent over the bed and with her magnificent ass in the air. It wasn't *quite* the position I'd intended to throw her in, but it was certainly inspiring. Her ass, while not as awe-inspiring as her tits, was certainly full and enticing, her cheeks round and soft, her pussy nice and visible from below. I dropped to my knees behind her, gripping her ass cheeks and enjoying the chance to grope them bare, taking a playful bite at one that made Mrs. Cusack make a sound halfway between a yelp and a moan.
"My, my, my... you look positively *tasty*," I chuckled, continuing to grope her ass, leaning in to get a whiff of her pussy. "You smell tasty, too... oh, I think I'm going to enjoy you, Mrs. Cusack..."
"Like you enjoyed my daughter?" she asked, her voice almost a feral growl.
SMACK!
Mrs. Cusack cried out with indignation as I smacked her ass, which I always took for a good sign.
"What are you *doing*?" she growled, her eyes flashing with a wildness I found promising.
"Spanking you... seems like you're deserving a good spanking. Haven't gotten one at home or with your friends?" I asked, raising my hand again.
Mrs. Cusack whimpered at the sight of my raised hand. "You won't... do that again... will you?"
Dropping the act for a moment, I lowered my hand slightly. "You don't want me to spank you?"
She sighed in annoyance and hunger, shaking her ass at me. "No, young man, I *want* you to spank me... just let me know when you're doing it so I can respond correctly."
"Fair enough. You're gonna get it now," I said.
"Wonderful," Mrs. Cusack replied, presenting her ass to me.
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
Her pale ass was beginning to glow pink from the impacts, but the way she was mewling and moaning informed me that Mrs. Cusack was far from finished with this particular kind of treatment. I'd known some girls who liked spanking more than others, but when I was presented with an ass like this, I was happy to find out that Mrs. Cusack was one of them. It was an ass that inspired many a great and dark thought, and when she was encouraging me like this, it felt easier to indulge in them.
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
SMACK!
"Ah, fuck!" Mrs. Cusack cried, dropping her face to the bed and putting a hand between her legs. "That's... *motherFUCKER*!!!"
It was certainly exciting to see how quickly she would devolve into a rutting, hungry beast with just some proper attention to her ass, and with my predictions becoming truer by the moment, I will say that I relished this moment. I'd gotten both of her ass cheeks a nice bright pink at this point, which seemed enough. After all, her fingers were currently a blur over her clit, as she was getting more and more into this by the moment.
"And no... no, to answer your question, I haven't been able to get this kind of treatment at home... my husband... he looks like a rough man, a *dangerous* man, and perhaps he was once, but now, now he is gentle, and he is kind... he is a good man, and while that is fine most of the time, in the bedroom he doesn't treat me like I deserve to be treated sometimes, and it has caused some frustration... when we swing, I can get some of that, but getting it *rough*... getting it *dirty*... that can be more of a challenge than I would like," Mrs. Cusack moaned, arching her ass toward me as I rained down a few more final blows.
"Yeah," I grinned, kissing one of her glowing ass cheeks. "I've heard the pool of guys in Regan Hills, especially older guys, can be pretty hit or miss... which, not gonna lie, is great for me, but I'm sorry for you."
"Are you really?" she asked, looking over her shoulder at me, her voice husky and her breathing hectic as she touched herself.
"I mean..." I said, reaching underneath her and pulling her hand away from her pussy, getting a disgruntled yowl from Mrs. Cusack for my trouble. "*Intellectually*, yeah, I am sorry, because it's a real shame that you're not getting treated the way you want, especially when you're so fucking hot like this. But, greedily... no, I'm not that sorry... because you not getting what you want makes it so much easier for me to do things like this..."
I slipped my hand under her, running two fingers in tight circles over her clit. Already quite wet from her own efforts and the spanking, Mrs. Cusack moaned lusciously at my touch, rocking her hips against my hand as I fingered her.
"Mmm... that's... that's good... that's a good touch..." she murmured. "Fuck..."
"Yeah, I know that the guys in this town can be a little lackluster sometimes... but there are alternatives, if all you're looking for is some good, hard sex," I continued, gently nibbling on one of her ass cheeks.
"Oh... yes?" Mrs. Cusack asked, too overcome by pleasure to be all that eloquent, though still clearly interested.
"I know of a good 'book club' that might be sort of what you're looking for. Ask me about it when we're done here, and I can hook you up... until now, I think I can provide plenty of that rough, *dirty* sex you're looking for..." I proposed, fingering her more intently.
"While your fingers are... positively sinful... I wouldn't call anything you're doing yet inherently rough *or* dirty..." she said, looking back at me and grinning smugly.
SMACK!
"You had that one coming," I said, kissing the cheek before leaning in. "And as for dirty..."
Before she could come up with a response, I pressed my face between her ass cheeks, running my tongue over her asshole. Mrs. Cusack let out a surprised, high moan, but pressed back against me, pushing her tight little hole against my probing, circling tongue.
"Ooh... oh, you are a dirty boy, aren't you?" she groaned, reaching back to touch my hair as I ate her ass. "Oh, fuck... fuckfuckfuck... that feels... mmm... good... not had enough men, willing to do that, but you... so eager, feels *so* good... oh my goodness, keep going, keep doing *that*!"
"Oh yeah?" I asked, teasingly running my tongue over her asshole while I fingered her. "Not enough men out there willing to eat your ass? Pity... it's a remarkable ass..."
"Fuck... I bet you've eaten my daughter's ass, too, haven't you?" Mrs. Cusack asked, not exactly an accusation.
"Once or twice... remarkable asses seem to run in your family," I admitted, probing my tongue against her tight hole. "And yours... fuck, it is *exceptionally* remarkable."
"I bet you're expecting... to get that big cock... in there... aren't you?" she whimpered.
"Expecting? No," I said, pumping my tongue against her asshole insistently. "But if you were to offer, or beg... I mean, I'd fuck that ass... I'd fuck it hard, rough, dirty... all of the above... I'd fuck your ass so hard, you'd cum *screaming*."
"Yes... yes, you would... fuck..." Mrs. Cusack moaned, pushing back against me. "You know exactly the kind of damage that cock would cause, and how sinful the pleasures it causes are..."
"Mhmmm..." I murmured, pumping my tongue against her asshole.
"My... goodness... fuck... you've fucked my daughter's ass, haven't you?" she moaned, rocking her ass against my tongue even more insistently.
"Mhmmm..." I repeated, finally thrusting my tongue inside Mrs. Cusack's tight, gripping asshole.
She let out a cry of raw ecstasy as this happened, rocking her ass against my mouth and grinding her pussy against my fingers as I fingered her faster and faster. I fucked my tongue in and out of Mrs. Cusack's luscious ass, enjoying her submission every bit as much as her reactions as I used this opportunity to give her a rare pleasure she rather seemed to enjoy. For all her fire and fury earlier, I rather liked seeing this side of Mrs. Erin Cusack, and was pleased with the knowledge that I'd be seeing a *lot* more sides to her quite soon.
In the meantime, I was happy to keep fingering her and fucking my tongue in and out of her ass, fucking her faster and faster, feeling her tensing against me as she gave in to the sinful pleasure of it all.
"Mmm, fuck... I should've known... should've known that this was how this would end... I should've known that you would be persuasive... be *good*... a lot of boys had tried to seduce Sophie before, but she was always strong, always resolute, and then you came around and none of that mattered... should've known that if you could work your charms on her, that you'd work your... ohmy... work your charms on me... work your charms with that big cock, that magic tongue, that... ohfuck... ohfuckfuckfuck... I'm... you're making me... GAH, FUUUUUUUUCK!!!" Mrs. Cusack cried, her pussy spasming and gushing against my fingers as I set off her orgasm.
Some women roll through orgasms for some time, and then there are women like Mrs. Cusack who are quite the opposite. When her orgasm came, it came hard and hit her in such a way that you might've thought she'd been shot, but when she collapsed, she collapsed *hard*. It was like she went through a long, powerful orgasm all in about a second, as she was breathing heavily and trembling and looking a complete fucking mess. I'd never seen anyone quite as abrupt as her, but I had to admit a certain flattery at knowing that I'd been able to take her so quickly.
I stayed with her for a moment, of course, still lightly fingering her and teasing my tongue in and out of her asshole to keep at least some of the pleasure going, but when she collapsed to the bed looking so supremely satisfied, I stopped and pulled back, looking at her a little smugly. Mrs. Cusack, her glasses askew, looked back at me in some kind of disbelief, pushing herself up just enough so she could look back at me better. Her face was a mask of wonder and confusion, that disbelief growing and taking her over.
"So... so that's how you did it... that's where your power comes from... you can do... you can do *that*..." Mrs. Cusack whimpered.
"I'm also pretty persuasive," I said, standing up and still grinning that stupid, cocky grin. "Get on your back... and get all the way on the bed. I'm gonna have fun with you."
She licked her lips, moistening them tentatively. "I... I believe we'll both be having plenty of fun."
"Glad we're in agreement," I said, watching with some eagerness as she rolled onto her back and pushed herself up my bed, resting her head on the pillows.
I'd seen plenty of lewd sights over the course of my senior year, but there were few sights quite as deliciously lewd as seeing a naked, big-titted MILF lying on her back on your bed, spreading her legs in anticipation of what was going to come next. I'd had a surprising number of those experiences over the past months, and seeing Sophie's mom in that position, well, that felt like the best kind of unexpected that I could've imagined.
I climbed on top of Mrs. Cusack, running my cock up her inner thigh as I kissed my way up her body. There was no way I couldn't spend a moment worshipping those tits, because they were fucking magnificent and deserving of quite a bit of worship, and I leaned in eagerly, licking and sucking at her thick, firm nipples. Mrs. Cusack moaned, running a hand through my hair, holding me close to her rack as I feasted.
"Holy fuck... holy *fuck*... it's... mmm, fuck... I forget how eager young guys can be... but you're eager, *and* skilled... that's a dangerous... dangerous combination... oh, wow, keep going, keep sucking my nipples like that... mmm, fuck..." Mrs. Cusack moaned.
While she grabbed my hair with one hand, her other hand was also *quite* busy, as I felt her reach down between us to grab my cock. She stroked me eagerly, coaxing forward more precum as she spread it over me and got me nice and slick. Mrs. Cusack was undeniably talented, that wonderful experience that came with older women, I'd found, but beyond that she was also eager and excitable. It was like she'd found a new toy in me and had become a greedy little slut for it, unable to stop herself now that she had me in this position. Mewling and moaning, she gripped my cock firmly, almost possessively, as she stroked me with a growing eagerness, pumping my cock so firmly and swiftly I was beginning to wonder if she was going to try to make me cum here and now. While I wasn't opposed to the idea, I was also quite interested in burying every one of my ten inches inside of her... something I also realized quite quickly that she was also very interested in.
Finally, I continued my climb until I was face to face with her, my cock rubbing against her pussy. Mrs. Cusack mewled and groaned, continuing to stroke my cock, rubbing the head up against her entrance and grinding her clit against the head. I hissed at this contact, thrusting back against her touch, looking her in the eye as she teased me downward, waiting for me to make the next move.
"You ready for this?" I growled, continuing to gently rock back and forth against her. "You ready to take the biggest cock your slutty cunt has ever taken?"
With a delightful little submissive smile, Mrs. Cusack replied, "What do you think?"
Grinning, I pulled my hips back briefly, then pushed forward. Mrs. Cusack let out a soft little cry of pleasure as her lips parted for me, but that *little* cry became a whole lot bigger the more I pushed inside of her. Her pussy, hot and wet and thoroughly inviting, gripped me as I thrust my cock inside of her.
"Mmm, fuck... you're fucking tight... for a woman who gets around so much," I chuckled, groaning and pulling back before thrusting more into her. "*So* fucking tight... damn..."
"You understand why I'm so popular... at parties..." she groaned, rocking her hips against me. "Goodness... *fuck*... that cock... so fucking big."
"And you're gonna take every inch of it," I replied, pushing even more into her.
I realized quite soon that I was actually going pretty gentle on her, that I was overwhelmed by the sensations that often came with fucking a woman for the first time, and once I got that in my head, I began to pick up the pace. I fucked more and more of my cock in and out of her, pumping it into Mrs. Cusack's pussy until I was giving her my entire cock. She let out a gasp when she felt me bottom out for that first time, but when I started to pump into her with almost my entire length, that gasp gave way to moans. They came softly at first, but soon they were louder, more regular, needy and desperate as she clung to me.
Mrs. Cusack closed her eyes, her mouth dropping open in a low, ecstatic moan. It was a beautiful sight, but it wasn't quite one that fit the tenor of where this encounter was going, so I put a stop to it pretty quickly. I placed a hand around Mrs. Cusack's throat, not forcefully, but enough to get her attention, making her open her eyes and look up at me as I fucked into her with an increasing intensity.
"No, that's it... you're gonna be right here, right *now* with me... taking this fucking cock... taking it like you fucking deserve it... no, you're gonna fucking be here with me... fucking love what I'm doing to you, aren't you?" I grunted sternly, pumping into her deeply for emphasis.
That smile flickered at the corner of her lips for a moment before Mrs. Cusack dropped back into her submissive state, softly nodding.
"Yes, Ryan... yes, I'm here... I'm gonna love this... fuck... love the way you use me... feels *so* good..." she whimpered, squeezing my cock with her pussy muscles, wrapping her arms and legs around me as I pounded into her.
She held onto me tightly, which I'll admit was a nice state to be in when her body felt so soft and delightful. Looking down into Mrs. Cusack's eyes, seeing that look of joy and raw, physical ecstasy that came with her surrender, I couldn't help but rather love seeing how she looked when completely unleashed. She looked free and open, no traces of that arrogant bitch who had come to my door and now just living in the moment. Her only concern was her pleasure and getting it from me, and seeing this as a moment that felt much improved from how we'd first met, I was happy to be giving her everything I had.
I was also happy to finally kiss her. With her looking up at me so prettily, her smile looking so free and present, I couldn't help but press my lips to hers. Mrs. Cusack looked genuinely surprised when I first did this, which kind of made sense to me given the way we had been carrying on so far (it wasn't often that I fucked a girl before kissing her, after all), but she caught on quickly. Her lips were skilled and eager, quickly pressing to mine and kissing me back with more of that warm softness she had in abundance. She slipped her tongue between my lips, and I suckled on it eagerly, pushing my own tongue into her mouth soon after. She moaned lusciously as she sucked me back, seeming to take a dirty thrill at the fact that my tongue had been in her ass not long ago.
I dropped my hand from her neck down to her tits, cupping one of her breasts and squeezing it enthusiastically as I fucked into her.
"So... fucking... good at this... fuck... you're an expert at taking cock, aren't you, Mrs. Cusack?" I grunted, pounding her.
"Me? Never... I'm just a good, innocent church wife... seduced and corrupted by your huge fucking cock," Mrs. Cusack replied, sarcastic.
I'm not gonna lie, sarcasm was a *very* sexy look on her, and I nearly gave her a playful little kiss for that answer. Nevertheless, that wasn't the tone we'd established, and I wasn't going to break any illusions we might have put together on beginning this fuck. I pumped into her aggressively, squeezing her nipple between my thumb and forefinger to get a pained cry of pleasure out of her. Mrs. Cusack arched her back into my touch, encouraging me to give her more, and I was happy to oblige, pinching and squeezing her nipple more. It was a challenge, given how her massive breasts heaved with every thrust, but it was a challenge I was more than up to.
"Innocent... sure... likely *fucking* story," I grunted, pounding into her more insistently. "You fucking love looking like an innocent housewife, while deep down you're a ravenous little slut, don't you?"


Groaning, she replied, "What... what gave me away... the fact that you've talked me into your bed and are fucking me with every inch of that magnificent cock, or was it something else? AHHH!"
Mrs. Cusack let out another little cry of pained pleasure as I pinched her other nipple, this time even harder, but at this point I was pretty sure she found out how to encourage me and was just going with it. Whatever the case may have been, I was happy to oblige her at this point, as it meant fucking this insanely hot, busty as hell MILF as hard as I possibly could in the comfort of my own bedroom. She took to being used like this well, moaning and tightening her ankles behind my ass as I pounded into her with every bit of force I could muster, and I could muster a *lot*.
"Goddamn..." I grunted, unthinking and pumping into her swiftly.
"Blasphemy," Mrs. Cusack replied, a delicious little grin on her face.
"Oh yeah, right..." I replied, kissing her passionately. "Bet you don't get it on with a heathen very often, do you?"
"Almost never," she whimpered, looking down between us disbelievingly as my cock continued to push her pussy to its limits. "We've mostly met couples through the church... when we want to swing... and it's... *fuck*..."
I grinned, slowing my pace only slightly. "Yeah... there's no crazy sex quite like repressed religious crazy sex... come on, I need you to free my ass... so I can get you on your hands and knees..."
"Mmm, yeah? You wanna take me doggie style?" Mrs. Cusack asked, kissing me. "Good position... if you want to use me..."
Pinching her other nipple this time, I grinned. "Yeah, you read my mind..."
Mrs. Cusack groaned, looking up at me with that sly little smile a little longer, quickening her rhythm as she used her ankles to fuck back against me, practically challenging me to pull out of her, before she finally let me go on her own. I considered finding some way to make her pay for that, but in the moment, I was too horny to really be able to focus on anything *quite* that creative. Instead, I pulled out of her and got on my knees.
"Come on, slut," I growled, stroking my cock. "Get on your fucking hands and knees."
My voice must have been low and forceful enough to get the job done, because she eagerly complied, rolling onto her hands and knees and jutting her ass out towards me, shaking it just temptingly enough to drive me even wilder than I already felt.
"Fuck," I said, running a hand through my hair as I took in this sight.
Looking over her shoulder temptingly, Mrs. Cusack looked at me and bit her lip. "Well, Ryan?"
Right, yeah, I was here to finish this off, not just stare. I lined my cock up with her pussy and slipped it back inside of her, burying every inch to the hilt inside Mrs. Cusack with one firm thrust.
"Yes!" she cried out when I filled her again. "Fuck, yes... give it... give it to me... please..."
SMACK!
I spanked her ass once, getting another high cry of agony and ecstasy out of her, before grabbing hold of her hips and pounding away at her. While I could certainly get good purchase from on top of her, behind her like this, I was unstoppable. I could pound into her with every bit of strength I had, taking both of us to our limits as I pumped into her with a blinding fury, one that had her practically screaming from the pleasure of it all as I gave her almost the entirety of my long, thick cock with every thrust. Mrs. Cusack had one hand between her legs, her fingers a blur over her clit as I fucked her like this, looking back at me as I became something more beast than man. There was an energy in her light blue eyes that I hadn't seen, a madness of her own taking over, pushing aside anything she might have seen as rational as she turned herself over to pure sensation. There was something in her, some distinct understanding that she had unlocked this rarely tapped-into bestial side of me, and she clearly liked what she saw. I could feel her body tensing, approaching another, even more devastating climax than the last, at this realization of what she had turned me into, and it was a climax I actively sought.
"You're gonna keep doing that... keep fucking me... keep fucking me like you fucked my daughter... fucking destroy me... god... fucking destroy my cunt... you just keep doing that, keep, keep going, keep fucking me, keep fucking my slutty hole, fucking use me, use me like you've wanted to use me since you saw me walk in that door, use me, pound my slutty pussy, fuck me like you *hate* me... pound me like you hate me and cum inside me, cum inside my mature, slutty, cunt... cum in me like you cum in all your whores... yes, like that, harder, harder, deeper, just a little more, keep... keep..." Mrs. Cusack trailed off, dropping her head forward for a moment before she let out a loud, wrenching cry.
Her pussy tightening around me like a vise, she came hard, gushing and collapsing face-first into the bed as she shook and shuddered and let out the most deliciously vile moans of ecstasy. I used the advantage her face-down, ass-up position gave to truly give her absolutely everything I had into me, pounding her into the bed until I could handle no more. With a triumphant roar, I came inside of her, filling her grasping pussy with a thick, draining load of cum. Euphoria flooded through me as I did this, a satisfaction that conquerors must have understood well as I had properly enjoyed dominating this wild MILF.
God, did it feel good... I might've even said something along those lines out loud if I hadn't caught myself, trying to watch at least *some* of my language around Mrs. Cusack. Sure, I had no problem taking the Lord's name in vain the rest of the time, but after we'd had such a good fuck as that, I felt like I could give her this one.
We collapsed as one onto my bed, leaving my cock resting inside of her as we both came down from a truly intense fuck. Mrs. Cusack turned her head just enough to look back at me, the two of us kissing weakly, while I laughed softly.
"So... that the kind of rough you wanted?" I asked.
"Pretty... pretty close," Mrs. Cusack admitted. "Haven't... haven't gotten it like that in some time, so, even close enough was fucking amazing... wow... how... how have you gotten so good at this?"
"A lot of experience, a lot of ladies... you know how fucking crazy this town is... I've just had a lot of good opportunities and taken advantage of them," I admitted.
"Well... fuck... I feel like I should thank all those other ladies, if they helped you get *this* good," she chuckled, kissing me again. "And what was that you were saying about a 'book club' earlier?"
I smirked. "Well, if you're looking for quality sex, and you and your husband's swinging just isn't getting the job done... this 'book club' is filled with a bunch of other women like you who know how to get the job done. You'll want to look up Viola Kent, tell her that I sent you and she'll know to treat you right."
Sighing with satisfaction, Mrs. Cusack said, "You are... in some very peculiar ways... a rather remarkable young man, Ryan. I'm sorry I came in the way I did, breathing fire, slapping you..."
I shrugged. "I'm not. It was a great shot of adrenaline, really helped set me off. I probably wouldn't have fucked you as hard as I did if you hadn't slapped me... but seriously, don't get any fucking ideas about that; I've dealt with my share of bullies this year and am not looking out for more pain."
"Noted," she replied with another pleasant little smile, before she looked at my bedside clock. "I'm... ugh... I'm sorry, but I believe I'm going to have to cut this encounter short... I'll be expected home soon, need to get everything ready for dinner by the time everyone's home...this was... this was a very good time, Ryan... I understand why my daughter might have reconsidered much based on your skills for persuasion..."
Mrs. Cusack kissed me again, a long, lingering kiss that still felt *quite* hot... and in spite of what she had said, I felt like she still wanted more out of this. There was one way to test that theory out, though...
Wrapping my arms around her, I held onto her tightly, squeezing her tits in a way that made her let out a little moan. Burying my face in her hair, I angled myself so I could whisper in her ear.
"Who the fuck said I was done with *you*?" I asked.
She tensed, letting out another low moan. If she had said she wanted to go again, I would have let her, because consent was always important, particularly when playing games like this... but then she turned her head enough to look at me directly, a low, glassy lust visible in her eye as her lips curled in another sly little smile.
"Oh? You're not finished with me yet?" Mrs. Cusack asked, pitching her voice up to sound high and innocent.
"No," I growled, squeezing her tits more intently, before snaking one hand downward, teasing my fingers against her clit. "No... I've worked off a lot of the fire and the fury that you inspired... but the fact remains, you slapped me in my own home, and there's still a lot I need to do to you to return that favor... I haven't gone as rough... or as *dirty*... as I could, and I still mean to do that..."
Mrs. Cusack moaned as I rubbed her clit, spreading her legs for me as I continued to do this. I wasn't giving her everything she needed, only a tease, and a cruel tease at that, only lightly touching her pussy while she whimpered and moaned and rocked her hips to try to get my fingers at a better angle, sounding thoroughly disgruntled when I did anything *but* touch her how she wanted to be touched.
"What... what are you going to do to me?" she moaned, keeping her voice sweet and submissive as she looked up at me hopefully.
"Well..." I said, finally pulling out and climbing off of her. "First, I'm gonna get you on your knees and cover your tits with lube, and you're gonna tittyfuck me until I'm hard again..."
SMACK!
I emphasized this point with a quick, sharp spank that certainly got her attention, before I smiled down at her and continued.
"...and once I'm hard again, you're gonna be glad you got me as lubed-up as you did, because then I'm gonna fuck your ass... I might be gentle, if you're good, but if you're bad... well, Mrs. Cusack, I'm going to have to take your ass hard... I might have to lack mercy, so, just be warned for what you're getting into, because this *will* be happening to you very, very soon," I stated, keeping my voice low and proud.
Looking the image of lewd perfection, Mrs. Cusack moaned, letting out a delicious sound of pleasure as she arched her back and thrust her ass out toward me. I was granted that beautiful sight of seeing her pussy, gaping and dripping a positive river of my cum down her inner thigh, this woman who had been uptight rage now looking like the very definition of a dirty slut, and looking so much happier for the change.
I retrieved a bottle of lube from my bedside table as Mrs. Cusack dropped to her knees beside my bed, looking up at me with a certain hopeful submission that I rather enjoyed. Wordlessly, I tossed her the bottle, and she quickly complied, lubing up her massive breasts until they glistened promisingly, looking even more a beautifully pornographic sight than they already had. This was one I had to commemorate, of course, so before I sat on the edge of the bed, I grabbed my phone to snap a picture for the album.
As I sat on the edge of the bed, my cock jutting out in front of me, Mrs. Cusack didn't seem surprised in the slightest that I'd grabbed my phone for the occasion. She looked so fucking good where she was, on her knees, tits lubed up and ready to be wrapped around my cock, but it was in her lack of questions that I briefly found myself wanting to ask one of my own. Even with the uniquely dark tenor of this encounter, I didn't want to be coercing her into anything.
"Would you mind if I took a picture of you tittyfucking me? I've... I've kinda got a thing for pictures," I explained.
"I know... I heard my daughter and her friend discuss that matter as well," Mrs. Cusack said, a little smirk playing on her lips as she continued rubbing KY onto her breasts. "Besides, you'd hardly be the first man to want, and *get*, a picture of me in that position. I'd feel offended if you didn't want to find some way of memorializing this..."
"And I'd understand why," I said, taking in a breath as she wrapped her tits around my cock.
I already knew what soft perfection her massive, pillowy breasts were, but it's one thing to experience it with your hands and another to feel such perfection wrapped around your cock. She squeezed her tits together impressively, fucking me with them as she bounced up and down where she was, making me moan and moaning in kind herself. I could see that Mrs. Cusack was definitely a pleaser, and by the way she handled my cock that this was hardly the first time she'd ever tittyfucked a man.
"You're good at this..." I groaned, snapping a picture of her smiling face as she tittyfucked me eagerly.
"Experience," Mrs. Cusack admitted. "When you've got breasts like mine, men will often only want one thing out of them. It's hardly 'proper', but it's definitely dirty, and it's in that dirtiness that I think I've derived the most pleasure... we all seem to rather enjoy doing things we ought not to be doing, don't we?"
"Like fucking the guy who took your daughter's virginity?" I quipped.
She looked up at me, disgruntled, but only tittyfucked me harder. Riling her up certainly seemed like a risky game to play, but if I didn't push my luck too much, it also seemed like something that the two of us could have a lot of fun with. I took another picture of her disgruntled face, and yet another as she dipped her head down just enough to lick my cockhead as it briefly appeared in the valley between her massive breasts. It was difficult to get a good, focused shot, when she was bouncing so insistently and felt so fucking good, but after enough practice this year, I was pleased with the results I got.
Of course, I also wanted to enjoy losing myself here, and once I was sure I got some quality pictures, I tossed my phone aside and reached down, grabbing Mrs. Cusack's well-oiled tits and groping them as she kept tittyfucking me.
"Fuck, Mrs. Cusack... your tits are fucking perfect... feel so fucking good wrapped around my cock like that... almost as good as your pussy... fuck..." I moaned, smiling down at her.
Looking quite proud of herself, Mrs. Cusack smiled back at me. "Yeah... yeah, I bet... I know I have an immaculate pussy, but these tits... they always get the men drooling, and losing themselves entirely. I've probably broken a few men before when they put their cock between my breasts, seeing such an impossible sight made possible has a way of doing that. I doubt even someone with skills as divine as yours would have been able to resist their power, and I'm sure that if you hadn't just filled me up that you'd have cum all over me by now... because no man can resist these tits forever."
She had a point there. I'd never gone fully soft after our last fuck, as she had kept me hard and made sure to bring a fair bit of life back to my cock with this tittyfuck, and now that I was in it, I understood that I probably would've lost it a while ago. Her tits were quite impressive, and cumming all over them would've been one of my greatest pleasures... but I had made some promises to her, ones that I meant to keep.
Reaching down, I grabbed a handful of Mrs. Cusack's hair and pulled her head back, just enough so that I'd forced her to look me in the eye. It wasn't quite as rough as some of what we'd done, but enough that I got my point across, letting her know that I'd meant what I said about where this would end. I saw her breath hitch inside her, quick and sharp and a little intimidated at the prospect of what was about to happen next, but as a slut who liked things nice and dirty, I also wasn't surprised to see that smile take over her lips. It was a little manic, a little wild, and enough to get me nice and excited.
I leaned down, kissing her deeply, relishing the way Mrs. Cusack returned the kiss in kind. She let go of her tits so she could pull me in closer, and I let her, briefly, reaching down to squeeze her oiled tits before breaking the kiss.
"I'd say you've got me plenty well lubed-up by now... time to fuck your ass, Mrs. Cusack," I growled.
She moistened her lips, smiling shakily. "That a promise?"
"Uh huh..." I replied. "Get on the fucking bed."
With a smile so bright and broad you'd have thought I'd announced Christmas come early, Mrs. Cusack scrambled up on top of my bed, getting onto her hands and knees beside me and jutting that miraculous ass out toward me. I was beginning to understand just how perfect a position this was for her, seeing her tight body fully on display, those massive tits hanging down, swaying softly with every breath, and ready to do a whole lot more than some soft swaying in a moment. I got up on my knees behind her, running my hands over her ass, squeezing those perfect cheeks as I took in the pornographic perfection in front of me.
Of course, when greeted with a sight this perfect, I wasn't exactly in the mood to take things slowly, and with my cock already nice and lubed by the luscious Mrs. Cusack, I was ready to take her ass. Gripping her cheeks, I spread them, getting a nice view of her tight, pink asshole. It was an awesome sight, and while I knew I'd hardly be the first guy to fill her tightest hole, I was reasonably certain that none of them would be quite so memorable as me. I gripped my cock, running the slick head over her asshole, spreading KY and natural lubricant and making it glisten. Mrs. Cusack shivered as I did this, looking back at me expectantly.
"Dirty boy..." she said, a playful little grin dancing on her lips.
Pressing my cockhead against her asshole, I replied, "Dirty *slut*."
Before she could get in another word edgewise, I pushed firmly against her asshole, forcing my cockhead inside of her. There was very little preamble, very little leadup, and though she was tight, her hole accepted me eagerly. I let out my own gasp of surprise for just how quickly this had gone, and for the pleasure of how tightly her clutching hole embraced me.
Of course, this was nothing compared to Mrs. Cusack's response, which was fair, considering the fact that the biggest cock she'd ever seen was now pushing into her asshole.
"Son of a... mother*fucker*!" she exclaimed, beating her fists against the bed. "Holy... oh my... fuck... that's... that's inside of me... you really got that cock inside of me."
"Just the tip, actually," I chuckled, pushing a little more into her. "Now a little more."
"Fuck..." Mrs. Cusack moaned, quivering as she pushed back against me. "That's... that's tearing me apart... but it feels so good... you make my slutty ass feel so fucking good..."
"I've got a way of doing that," I replied, gripping her hips, pumping my cock in and out of her in short strokes as I fed it to her a little more at a time.
"And a way... of taking what you want?" she challenged, looking back at me hungrily.
"I'm getting there... a little at a time," I admitted, pushing the last of my cock into her. "I haven't always done that, haven't always felt like I could do that... but I'm working on that... and, I mean, if I didn't, I wouldn't be balls deep in your asshole, would I, Mrs. Cusack? Which, by the way, feels so fucking good."
Mrs. Cusack quivered, moaning and looking back at me lustily. "Thank... thank you... your cock... so good... never had anything like this in my ass... but it's so good..."
"Good to know," I replied, running a hand up her back, before gripping her hips again.
I wasn't planning on being gentle or taking this slow, not with how hot Mrs. Cusack had gotten me, and I was going to follow that inspiration to whatever dark, dirty places it took me. Her asshole gripped me tightly, massaging my cock with her tight ring as I pumped much of my length in and out of her with every thrust. Mrs. Cusack was, as she had already proven, a very responsive lover, moaning and pushing back against me, her pleas and cries of pleasure music to my fucking ears.


"That's it... that's it, so good, so *fucking* good, Ryan... please, keep going, take my ass... take me, use me, do what you've wanted to do to me since you first saw me... ohfuck... destroy me, fucking *savage* me, I love it... I love it, I love it, I love it... yes, harder, harder, fuck me harder! Fuck my slutty ass! Make me your dirty fucking whore!" Mrs. Cusack wailed, dropping her head as I pounded into her.
"Oh... I think we're well past that point," I said, reaching around and offering two fingers to her eager mouth. "You *are* my dirty fucking whore, Mrs. Cusack..."
She moaned, then sucked my fingers into her mouth. She sucked them as if her life depended on it, as if my fingers were a cock that she couldn't help but worship. As I destroyed her ass, fucking in and out of her at a blinding pace, she brought that same fire and fury that she'd brought when I first met her at the door, but instead of self-righteous anger, it was now a raw, all-consuming lust. There was still submission in it, to be sure, a distinct pleasure we both took out of me taking the dominant position here, but we had found a certain kind of homeostasis in the midst of this brutal fuck, the two of us getting exactly what we needed in a way that let us get thoroughly lost to our pleasure. I'd always loved any opportunity I got to fuck a hot-bodied MILF, and while Mrs. Cusack was certainly one of the more unexpected encounters that I'd had this year, I wasn't going to call it unwelcome in the slightest. She was a singularly hot fuck, and as I pounded her asshole, I reveled in the chance to unleash my primal side on her.
I leaned into her, kissing her fiercely as we fucked. Mrs. Cusack moaned against my lips, her kiss soft and deep. I felt her reach between her legs, fingering her clit furiously as I continued to thrust into her at a swift pace. I knew that it wouldn't be long before the two of us would be cumming, and my main debate at this point came down to whether I was going to fill her ass, or pull out and paint her face and tits. Whatever came next, I knew that the two of us would soon be cumming hard, and that when it happened, it would be glorious.
Mrs. Cusack looked up at me, a bright smile on her lips as I pounded her ass with brutal efficiency, and in this moment, I could only smile back at her. We had dropped any pretense or performance and were simply enjoying this unique fuck that we had begun, and knew we would soon be finishing. There were few joys quite like it, and that we'd found each other to share it with, well, that felt quite sublime.
Or divine, as Mrs. Cusack would likely put it.
Grinning as I felt my cock swelling inside of her clutching asshole, I let out a satisfied sigh, glad that I'd chosen to seize *this* day.
***
After taking her ass, Mrs. Cusack and I cleaned up in the shower (and might've fooled around a bit longer there), before she got herself looking as respectable as she could and hit the road. Of course, her best efforts at looking respectable still had her grinning like a fool, and unable to hide how she'd just been fucked. Sure, she was going to have plenty of questions to answer when she got home about why she was so late, but I was sure that she'd be able to come up with some kind of explanation.
Something told me Mrs. Cusack was quite skilled at finding justifications for whatever she wanted to do.
Still, quite satisfied and refreshed in that way that fucking a hot MILF will do for you, I got dressed again, and remembered what I'd been looking forward to doing before this all began.
Retrieving the strange car key from where I'd left it, I went to the garage and turned on the lights, checking out my new ride.
And, more or less immediately upon looking at it, I burst out laughing.
For a fraction of a second, I thought it must be some kind of practical joke, but I knew right away that it wasn't. As I had to remind myself, Dad's connection with cars tended to favor vehicles of the unique and uncommon variety, and this certainly fit under those qualifiers.
Sitting in the garage with a big bow placed on top of it was a hearse with a gaudy, tie-dye-looking paint job with the words "PARTY HEARSE" written jauntily on the side. The vehicle looked strangely at once sleek and blocky, with shapes in its construction and windows that didn't fit my usual understanding of car design.
I walked around the vehicle, kicking the tires (since that's what people did, right?) and finding that this didn't make the car fall apart. Opening up the driver's side door, I slid inside, finding the seats to be surprisingly plush and comfortable. Surprisingly for a hearse, there was a row of seats behind the driver and passenger seats, as well as a bay in back that would probably normally be for the coffin, but now had shag carpeting on the floor and a small disco ball hanging from the ceiling.
With all of this combined with the modern-looking sound system, the "PARTY HEARSE" title felt more apt than ever.
*My* Party Hearse.
Smiling and shaking my head at the absurdity of it all, I knew that once the silliness of it all wore off, I was going to have a lot of fun with this car. That roomy back area, with the help of some padding and a blanket... yeah, I could easily have sex in this car.
I pressed the button on the garage door opener attached to the visor, opening up the garage and allowing me to safely slide the key into the ignition. It turned easily, the engine purring to life with an interesting set of sounds I'd never heard in a car before, but fuck it, it worked.
Though I'd never fully retire my bike, I had a car now, and I knew that it would come in handy in my final months of senior year. Now to take it out for a test drive... possibly while listening to another episode of Sig Nakata's podcast.
The rest of this year was full of possibilities, and I meant to seize as many of them as I could.
***
(Author's Note 2: As ever, if you're enjoying this, please, please, please drop some stars, reviews, or shoot me some feedback, as these really keep me going (and please vote on any earlier chapters you enjoyed if you haven't already!). Though I may not always respond, I do love hearing from all of you and seeing that you're enjoying the series, as it truly keeps me going sometimes. You've all been wonderful and I can't thank you enough for your kind words and encouragement and yes, even the constructive criticisms!
Before I sign off, I've one last thing to say. For a lot of reasons, it's been hard for the last few years, and in times like that it gets really easy to forget the little things and not take care of yourself, and I humbly ask that you take time out of your day for some self-care when you can. Stay hydrated. Move around every so often. Brush your teeth and floss. Try to get a reasonable amount of sleep as often as possible. And, of course, please take care of your mental health. Address problems rather than bottling them up, and if things seem like too much, just know that there are people and resources out there who would be more than happy to help you, and that many are just a phone call away. It's a rough world out there, but we can't make it a better place if we don't take care of ourselves first. As always, please be kind to yourselves and to everyone else!


        